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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many psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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.


Newly Wed & Newly Bred: White Neighbors Get Blacked

Clover Lane was a neighborhood of minimalist homes painted in soft corals and pale mints, the houses as simple and inoffensive to the eye as the white families inside. In their late twenties, Lila and Ethan Parker were the freshest transplants to the neighborhood, having moved into 12 Clover Lane less than a week ago. The young couple was adorably pure, their platinum wedding bands and sugar-sweet wedding vows still unmarred from a ceremony eight weeks prior.

Innocent, though, didn’t mean ignorant.

No, they knew precisely what they were in for.

They’d heard the whispers of Clover Lane. Tales of white couples claimed, chastity enforced, and black ownership revered. They knew their lovely new home came at a steep price, and they were prepared to pay it. Eager to do so, in fact.

How or when their blackening might happen was a mystery, and that unknown was exciting. The first few nights were the hardest. They had found themselves flinching at every noise. Every friendly knock upon their front door had set their hearts racing. Invites for dinner or drinks with neighbors had left them breathless and giddy. It was like a second (extended) honeymoon, knowing that each night might be their last as a ‘free’ white couple.

Lila was a delicate vision, her blonde hair cascading in soft waves to her shoulders, framing a heart-shaped face with emerald eyes that flickered with curiosity and a hint of trepidation. Her porcelain skin flushed easily, betraying her nerves, and her dancer’s body—petite with perky B-cup breasts, a waspish waist, and a pert, heart-shaped ass that quivered with each step—seemed built for worship. Ethan, by contrast, was boyishly lean, his soft brown hair falling into hazel eyes that held a shy, almost feminine vulnerability. His smooth, hairless chest and slender hips hinted at a latent submissiveness, and his work as an AI prompt engineer kept him pale, his skin a canvas for the marks he hoped to soon bear.

Their closest neighbors—14 Clover Lane, right next door—were Marcus and Aisha, a black couple they’d yet to meet, but whose presence was said to be a seismic force. Marcus, 35, was described as a towering god of raw masculinity, 6’4” of chiseled obsidian muscle. His shoulders, they’d been told, were broad enough to block out the sun, his pecs straining against the tight cotton of his shirts, and his biceps flexing like coiled pythons with every gesture. Neighbors spoke of a deep baritone voice that rumbled like distant thunder, but it was his cock—a mythic 10 inches of thick, veined perfection, its head a glistening plum—that inspired hushed reverence.

Various women—and more than a few men—had sworn from experience that it could stretch a throat or ass to ruinous ecstasy. Some spoke of it with awe, others with fear, and Lila and Ethan had spent every night discussing the subject, whether it was over dinner, while strolling through the neighborhood, or lying in bed.

Aisha, 32, was just as much of a legend, a voluptuous deity with full-figured curves, said to be a siren’s call. Her big black breasts, heavy DDDs with dark, thumb-sized nipples, were spoken of with glazed eyes, known for spilling from plunging necklines, their weight swaying like pendulums. They’d been told her hips flared into a wide, juicy ass that jiggled with each step, a hypnotic rhythm that stopped conversations. Her black pussy, bare beneath sheer skirts, glistening with a constant dew, framed by thighs thick enough to crush desires of hotwives, cuckolds, and sissies equally.

Together, Marcus and Aisha were Clover Lane’s sovereigns, their home a sanctum of carnal rituals where submissive white neighbors knelt in devotion. Not every white couple entered into ownership there, but they all passed through its gauntlet of black dominance.

It was a sweltering Saturday morning. The young couple was still unpacking in their airy living room, sunlight streaming in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, when a heavy, insistent knock shook the door like a summons.

With a quick meeting of their eyes, Lila and Ethan stood as one and answered the door together, somehow knowing this was the visit they’d been waiting for.

Much to their delight, they found a woman standing in the doorway who could only be Aisha. The woman was a storm of sensuality. She wore her crimson dress like a second skin, its neckline plunging to her navel, revealing the deep, shadowed valley of her cleavage. As they’d been promised, her big black breasts heaved with each breath, the dark areolas faintly visible through the fabric. Her glossy red lips curled into a predatory smile that left them both weak in the knees.

“Welcome, sweet things,” she purred, her voice a velvet caress laced with steel. Her eyes devoured Lila, lingering on her flushed cheeks, the slight tremble of her hands, and the way her sundress clung to her perky tits. “Marcus and I insist you dine with us tonight. No dodging.”

Before Lila could muster a reply, Marcus came to loom behind Aisha, his presence a physical weight. His black tank top hugged his sculpted torso, his abs a ladder of hard ridges, and his jeans did nothing to hide the obscene bulge snaking down his thigh.

“We take care of our white pets,” he said, his baritone vibrating through Ethan’s bones, stirring a heat the young man didn’t understand. Ethan stammered a thank you, his face burning as Marcus’s gaze stripped him to his core.

The power of their presence was such a palpable thing that the young white couple felt its absence like a deep hurt the moment their superiors turned and walked away. They’d come to the community because of the Black New World Order, because they’d heard all about black power and black dominance, but that moment was the first time they’d ever truly felt their own inferiority.

“I guess there’s no question we’re going?” Ethan said softly as he closed the door and collapsed against it.

Lila grinned as she shook her head. “Absolutely none.”

“Did you see them? Did you feel them? I swear, it was like there was this energy coming from them. It made me feel like I had to follow them, but it also melted me inside. I swear, if they’d stood there a moment longer, I’d have been on my knees.”

“I know! I felt it too.” Lila slipped a hand under her skirt and moaned softly. “I’m wetter than I was when you took off my garter at our reception, and all they did was look at us. I’ve never had anybody make me feel like that before.”

Ethan pulled her close and noticed she was trembling as hard as he was. It was only a few hours until dinner, but they were going to be the longest of his life.

That evening, Lila and Ethan arrived next door, their pulses racing like prey sensing a trap—a trap they were eager to trip. Lila’s floral sundress, pale pink and diaphanous, hugged her slim frame, her nipples stiffening against the fabric in the warm air. She’d dressed to be noticed. Ethan, on the other hand, stood in a fitted navy polo and khakis, dressed much as he felt—insignificant before Marcus’s effortless dominance.

The dining room at 14 Clover Lane was a sultry cathedral of decadence, its long glass table reflecting the golden flicker of jasmine-scented candles, their creamy wax pooling in ornate holders to cast dancing shadows across the polished mahogany walls. The air was thick with a musky pulse of arousal that clung to the warm, humid night. The faint hum of a ceiling fan stirred the heavy scents. The distant chirp of crickets was a soft serenade through the open windows.

The ambiance was a deliberate seduction, every detail curated to unravel restraint, the call to submission pulsing through the room. The faint creak of the chairs was a sensual whisper, the faint stickiness of humidity clinging to the skin. The undisputed royalty of that setting, Marcus and Aisha Williams, were the embodiment of BNWO dominance, their presence a radiant force that commanded the room and everyone in it.

Aisha seated Lila beside her, their bare thighs brushing under the glass table. The contact was warm and electric, sending sparks of heat up Lila’s spine. Her green eyes widened, her breath catching, as the faint stickiness of her sweat-soaked dress clung to her thighs. The musky tang of Aisha flooded her senses. The faint rustle of her robe was a sensual tease.

Marcus poured Ethan wine, his thick fingers deliberately grazing Ethan’s knuckles. The contact was remarkably warm, the faint calluses rough against Ethan’s smooth skin, lingering just long enough to make the white boy’s breath hitch. The musky tang of Marcus’s sandalwood enveloped Ethan, and the faint clink of the wine bottle was sharp in the humid air.

The meal was a hedonistic blur, each bite a seduction—prawns dripping with garlic butter, their briny tang bursting on the tongue, the butter’s richness coating the lips, the faint slickness lingering; truffle risotto, its earthy creaminess melting like a lover’s caress, the faint grit of parmesan sharp on the palate; and rosé, its fruity bite cutting through the richness, the flutes cool against their palms, the faint smudge of Aisha’s plum lipstick on the rim a sensual tease. Aisha’s hand slid up Lila’s thigh, her crimson nails scraping the sensitive skin just below the hem of her sundress, the faint sting electric.

Lila felt a shiver through to her core, her green eyes glassy, her breath quickening, the faint stickiness of her sweat-soaked dress clinging to her skin. The musky tang of Aisha’s jasmine flooded her senses, the faint rustle of Aisha’s robe a sensual tease.

“You’re so fragile, pet,” Aisha whispered, her alto voice a velvet caress. Her breath was hot and spiced with rosé against Lila’s ear, the faint tickle of her braids brushing Lila’s shoulder, the sweet aroma of coconut oil potent.

Across the table, Marcus’s knee pressed against Ethan’s, the contact firm and deliberate, the warmth of his thigh radiating through the denim. It was a claim that made Ethan’s cock twitch harder. His hazel eyes flickered. His breath caught. The musky tang of Marcus’s sandalwood enveloped him, the faint creak of the black king’s silk shirt a sensual whisper.

As the meal progressed, Marcus leaned back, the candlelight glinting off his ebony skin. The faint clink of his wine flute was sharp in the humid air. “So, Ethan,” he rumbled, his baritone vibrating through Ethan’s chest, resonating in his ribs, “how’d you and Lila meet? I’m curious about the spark that brought you two together.” His lips curled into a knowing smirk, his thick fingers drumming the table, the faint tap sharp in the humid air. The musky tang of his arousal was a subtle undercurrent, the musky promise of domination already pulsing through the room.

Ethan swallowed, his throat dry, the rosé’s fruity aftertaste lingering. Sweat trickled down his temple, pooling in the hollow of his cheek, as his polo clung damp against his chest. “We, uh, met at a church picnic,” he stammered, his voice cracking, accompanied by the faint rustle of his khakis. The fabric was already sticky with his leaking precum, and he wondered if Marcus could smell it. “About three years ago. I was helping with the grill, and Lila was organizing the dessert table. She, uh, made these amazing brownies, and we got talking about recipes.” His hazel eyes flickered to Lila, seeking reassurance.

Aisha’s hazel eyes twinkled, her crimson nails grazing Lila’s thigh, the faint sting electric, her alto voice purring, “Brownies? How sweet, pet.” Her tone was teasing, her breath hot against Lila’s ear. “A church picnic? How quaint. Tell me, Lila, was it love at first bite, or did Ethan have to woo you with more than his grilling skills?” Her lips curled into a seductive smirk, her jasmine cologne enveloping her pet.

Lila’s green eyes widened, her breath catching as her sweat-soaked dress clung to her thighs. “It was much more than that,” she murmured, her voice soft and trembling, the rosé’s fruity aftertaste lingering in her throat. “He ate enough to notice how I’d labeled the wrappers—”

“I found a B, two W’s, and O,” Ethan laughed.

“—and when he called me on it, I thought he was about to expose me, cast me out before the entire congregation, but then he showed me the erotic BNWO propaganda he’d been slipping between the pages of the church Bibles and hymnals.” Her green eyes flickered to Ethan.

Marcus raised an eyebrow, his dark eyes glinting, his baritone rumbling, “Shared values? Sounds like a foundation, but where’s the fire?” He leaned closer to Ethan, his knee pressing harder against Ethan’s thigh, the faint warmth radiating. “What about your wedding, Ethan? Paint me a picture. Was it all white lace and hymns, or did you sneak a little passion in there?” His lips curled into a smirk, his thick fingers grazing Ethan’s wrist again, the contact warm and deliberate, the faint calluses rough against Ethan’s skin, making Ethan’s breath hitch.

“It was traditional,” he said, his voice low. “Small church, about a hundred guests. Lila wore a lace gown, and we had a string quartet. The reception was in a community hall—roast chicken, white cake, no alcohol.” His hazel eyes softened at the memory, but his breath quickened under Marcus’s gaze.

Aisha’s hand slid higher, her crimson nails grazing the edge of Lila’s panties, the faint sting electric, her alto voice purring, “No alcohol? Oh, pet, you were missing the fun.” Her hazel eyes twinkled. “Lila, what was it like walking down that aisle, knowing your friends and family were watching you tie yourself to ‘safe’ forever?”

“I… I loved it,” she whispered. “The simplicity, the vows. It was what I was supposed to love. What everybody expected me to love.” She paused, glanced at Ethan to see if he’d continue, but a squeeze of the black woman’s hand on her thigh prompted her to continue. “It was all a show. We wanted to present the perfect white Christian couple, pure and true, so that our… well, all of this, would come as more of a shock.”

Marcus leaned back. “And how’d you end up on Clover Lane? This place isn’t exactly a church picnic.” His baritone rumbled in laughter. “A far cry from what I’m sure most white bitches would consider safe.”

She blushed, but it was Ethan who responded. “We asked for donations to the cause as a wedding present. We told our friends and fellow parishioners that we were planning an undercover exposé and needed enough to cover our application for the relocation and reeducation program.” He smiled. “We loved the idea that they were paying our way into paradise.” He smiled at the memory. “This is all we ever wanted. Being here has made for an anxious few weeks. Waiting has been… an adjustment, to say the least.”

Aisha’s crimson nails grazed Lila’s inner thigh, the faint sting electric, her alto voice purring. “An adjustment? Oh, pet, you’re in the heart of the BNWO now.” The musky promise of domination pulsed through the room. “Tell me, Lila, how do you come to be tied up in the BNWO? Tied up under black superiority? Be honest, pet. I’ll know if you’re lying.” Her lips curled into a seductive smirk, her breath hot against Lila’s ear.

Lila’s green eyes widened. “I… I was raised to believe whites were better than blacks, Christianity better than Muslim or Islam, straight marriage the only true path to God,” she murmured, her voice trembling. “But hearing tales of blacked communities, seeing the happiness and the confidence in people’s faces… hearing about the power of black superiority? It’s overwhelming, but I’ve long known that it’s the natural order. I was… drawn to it, even if it scares me. A little.”

Marcus’s dark eyes glinted, his baritone rumbling, “Scared, but drawn. That’s a start, Lila.” He turned to Ethan, his knee pressing harder against Ethan’s thigh, the faint warmth radiating. “And you, Ethan? Where did your take on the Black New World Order originate? On black superiority? Don’t bullshit me.” His lips curled into a smirk, his thick fingers grazing Ethan’s wrist again, the contact warm and deliberate, making Ethan’s breath hitch.

“I… I’ve always respected strength,” he said, his voice low. “The BNWO’s structure, the clarity of roles—it’s… compelling. I’ve never felt so… small, but there’s something about it that pulls me in. Like I’m supposed to… submit.” His hazel eyes dropped.

Marcus leaned back, his silk shirt rustling. “Good answers, both of you. Honest. That’s what we want.” He raised his flute, the rosé catching the candlelight, the faint clink sharp in the humid air. “To Clover Lane, the Black New World Order, and to your place in it. Under us.” His lips curled into a predatory smirk.

Aisha raised her flute, her hazel eyes twinkling and her alto voice purring. “To white submission, pet. And to the black fire you’re about to discover.” Her crimson nails grazed Lila’s inner thigh, the faint sting electric. The clink of their flutes echoed, the air thick with the musky tang of their sweat, the jasmine’s sweet decay, and the musky scent of arousal. The faint hum of the ceiling fan stirred the heavy air, the musky promise of submission pulsing through the room.

Lila and Ethan’s pulses raced, their bodies trembling with a mix of fear and desire, their eyes locked on their hosts, and their sweat-soaked clothes clinging to their skin. The dinner had stripped them bare, their past laid open, and saw their feelings probed, their submission a radiant truth taking root under Marcus and Aisha’s command. Their bodies trembled with anticipation, the night poised to claim them fully, their lives on the cusp of a fiery, ecstatic transformation under the BNWO’s radiant truth.

After dessert—dark chocolate mousse that Aisha fed Lila with a silver spoon, her eyes locked on Lila’s parted lips—the air crackled with intent. Aisha clapped her hands, the sound sharp as a whip, and her robe slipped to reveal one erect nipple, dark and glistening like a ripe berry. “Time for your true welcome,” she declared, her voice a sultry command that brooked no dissent. She rose, letting the robe pool at her feet, baring her naked splendor. Her big black breasts swayed, their weight hypnotic, the dark areolas puckered and begging for a tongue. Her black pussy, shaved to a silken sheen, glistened with arousal. Its plump lips parted to reveal a pink inner glow, framed by thighs thick as columns. Her round ass, a masterpiece of jiggling curves, rippled as she shifted, each cheek a perfect globe.

Lila gasped, her emerald eyes wide, as her own pussy clenched with a wet, aching need.

Aisha seized Lila’s chin, her grip firm yet tender, forcing their gazes to lock. “You’re mine, you delicious little slut,” she said, her tone a blend of adoration and menace. “My lesbian slave. You’ll worship every curve of my body.”

“But… I’ve never… I mean, that is, I’m flattered, but I’d assumed—”

Her protests gave way to a soft whimper as Aisha pushed her to her knees, pressing Lila’s flushed cheek against the warm, smooth expanse of her thigh, inches from her dripping pussy. “I’m sure there are a lot of things you’ve never done, pet, but assuming is one thing you will never do again.” Her fingers curled into the young woman’s hair. “Pets listen. Pets obey. Pets react. Sometimes, if they come to know their owners very well, they anticipate, but they never, ever, assume.”

Across the room, Marcus was manhandling Ethan over to the plush velvet couch, pushing him down, where the white boy sat obediently, his hands clenched in his lap. “Strip,” Marcus commanded, his voice a low growl that vibrated in Ethan’s chest.

Ethan’s fingers trembled as he peeled off his polo, revealing a smooth, pale torso that glowed in the candlelight. His khakis followed, pooling at his ankles, leaving him in tight white briefs that clung to his modest, straining cock.

Marcus smirked, his eyes glinting with hunger as he unzipped his jeans, freeing his massive black cock. It sprang forth like a living thing, 10 inches of thick, veined power, the shaft dark as midnight, the head a glistening plum leaking precum that shimmered like liquid pearls. “I bet you both had this whole blacked hotwife, cleanup cuckold fantasy going, didn’t you? All those nights under the stars, I bet it was thoughts of this dick plowing your wife’s pussy that kept you hard while she gave you a two-finger handjob, wasn’t it?”

Ethan’s mouth watered, his fear warring with a primal hunger he couldn’t name. Once, twice, three times he opened his mouth—to say what, he wasn’t sure—but he’d heard his wife’s lesson and knew that it had been meant for them both.

“That’s answer enough right there,” Marcus said, stepping closer, the heat of his cock radiating against Ethan’s face. “You’re my bitch now. My boy. My cumdump faggot.”

Again, Ethan opened his mouth to protest, but he quickly shut it as soon as he realized that what he thought did not correspond to what he felt in the moment.

“Open that white mouth,” Marcus commanded softly.

Ethan hesitated, his breath ragged, but then he obeyed. His lips stretched painfully wide as Marcus’s cock filled his throat. The taste was overwhelming—salty, musky, potent, like the essence of dominance itself. Marcus fucked his mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts, the head hitting the back of Ethan’s throat, making him gag and drool. It was too big, too long, too thick. It stretched his lips and made his jaw ache. He swore his throat would be bruised come morning, and he feared one misstep might cost him a few broken teeth.

And yet he didn’t resist. He took the discomfort as a challenge and threw himself into proving himself worthy of this black king’s affections. His black king was right—this was so not what he and Lila had expected. She was supposed to be the one worshipping big black cock while he suffocated beneath wet black pussy.

But perhaps it was what they needed.

What they deserved.

“That’s it, sissy,” Marcus groaned, his hands fisting Ethan’s hair, guiding him yet deeper. “Choke on my big black cock.”

In the corner, Aisha had Lila’s face buried between her thighs, her fingers knotted in Lila’s blonde hair, pulling tight enough to sting. “Suck my black pussy, you filthy white whore,” she moaned, grinding her swollen clit against Lila’s eager tongue.

Lila had never even experimented with another woman, not even in her wildest college days. She had an eye for beauty… she could pick the most stunning woman out of a crowd as easily as she could the most handsome man… but it was never anything more than an aesthetic appreciation. There’d never been an attraction there. Not so much as a moment’s curiosity. But the power of her black queen was undeniable.

Her lips closed around the sensitive bud, knowing from experience what felt best for herself, and began sucking with desperate fervor. She soon moved to lapping at the slick folds, drinking Aisha’s juices like nectar. The scent—rich, earthy, intoxicating—consumed her, driving her to madness. Her own pussy throbbed, soaking her panties, but she dared not touch herself.

Aisha’s big black breasts bounced as she rode Lila’s face, her nipples grazing Lila’s forehead, leaving trails of heat. “Fuck, yes, you’re mine, pet,” Aisha gasped, her thighs trembling, her pussy gushing with each flick of Lila’s tongue. “Now eat my black ass.” She spun, presenting her round, glorious cheeks, spreading them wide to reveal her tight, puckered hole, a dark star winking with promise.

Lila paused, her breath catching. Anal was something she and Ethan had never explored, but she found that she wanted to do it for Aisha. She dove in, her tongue tracing the rim, circling slowly before probing deeper. It felt so nasty, so dirty, but it also felt so very hot. Aisha’s ass clenched around her, the taste musky and forbidden, and that squeeze sent shivers through Lila’s core. Aisha’s moans were a symphony, her fingers working her clit as Lila’s tongue fucked her ass, her juices dripping onto the polished hardwood.

Marcus, still claiming Ethan’s mouth, pulled out with a wet pop, his cock slick with spit and precum. “On your knees, bitch,” he ordered, his voice a primal snarl.

Ethan didn’t hesitate, surprising even himself. The idea of being fucked should have been distasteful, and the idea of being split in half by something so huge should have been terrifying, but he found he wanted more of his black king inside himself. Marcus was black; he was white. Marcus was dominant; he was submissive. It only made sense that Marcus be the top and he the bottom, his new owner be the one to… well, own him.

He scrambled to the floor, awkwardly yanking his briefs down to expose his pale, quivering ass, the cheeks smooth and unblemished.

Marcus grabbed a bottle of lube, the slick sound of it coating his massive shaft filling the room. “This white ass belongs to me,” he growled, pressing the head of his cock against Ethan’s tight hole.

Ethan whimpered. The pressure was immense, and then the pain searing as Marcus pushed inside, stretching him inch by agonizing inch. That pain was a white-hot blade, but it melted into a strange, submissive ecstasy, a fullness that rewrote Ethan’s soul. There was a man inside him—a black man claiming him—and it felt… well, it felt right. His body reacted with joy, as if it had discovered something it had been missing his entire life. The white boy groaned in surrender and began pushing back against that big black cock, welcoming the stretch as he took it even deeper.

Marcus fucked him with long, powerful strokes, his heavy balls slapping Ethan’s thighs, each thrust a claim. “You’ll never fuck again,” Marcus said, producing a sleek chastity cage, its titanium cold and unyielding. He reached under their sweat-slicked bodies, and with the casual efficiency of someone who had done this countless times before, locked Ethan’s small, twitching cock inside. The click echoed like a gavel. “No more fucking. You’re a white bitch. You were made to get fucked.” He punctuated the words with sharp, deep, brutal thrusts.

Aisha, watching Marcus dominate Ethan, climaxed on Lila’s tongue, her cries shattering the air. Her pussy squirted, a hot gush soaking Lila’s face, dripping down her chin to her heaving chest. “Good slut,” Aisha panted, pulling Lila up for a savage kiss, her tongue plundering Lila’s mouth, tasting her own juices. “You’re my slave, but you’ll fuck your husband for me.” She handed Lila a strap-on, its 8-inch black dildo gleaming like polished obsidian, thick and veined like Marcus’s cock. “You never need feel his worthless white prick inside you again. It’s time you showed him what he was made for.”

Lila, her eyes glazed with lust, strapped it on, the harness biting deliciously into her hips, the dildo jutting proudly. It made her feel powerful. She knew it wasn’t a real cock, knew she could never aspire to the power of her black superiors, but the thought of that black dildo driving inside her husband’s white ass made her feel like a different woman.

Her gaze met Ethan’s. He was still impaled on Marcus’s cock, his caged cock straining uselessly. His face was a tableau of shame and rapture. She felt Aisha guide her behind Ethan, the black woman’s hands warm on her waist.

“Fuck his white ass, pet,” Aisha whispered. “Show him you both belong to us.”

Lila gripped Ethan’s hips, her nails digging into his flesh, and pressed the strap-on against his stretched, reddened hole. She thrust forward, the dildo sliding in surprisingly easily with a wet squelch, filling him as Marcus had.

Ethan moaned beneath her, a broken sound, his body rocking between his wife’s artificial cock and Marcus’s real one—which was back inside his mouth—the dual invasion shattering his identity. The trio had found an immediate rhythm, one that ensured someone was as deep inside him as possible at all times, and he was desperately thrusting backward and forward into each penetration, forcing himself upon the big black dildo and bigger black cock like a wanton slut in heat.

“Take it, sissy,” Lila whispered, her voice trembling with newfound power, her thrusts growing bolder, mimicking Marcus’s rhythm.

“Louder, bitch,” Aisha called out from her spot behind her. “He needs to hear you claim your place.”

“Take it, you sissy bitch!” Lila squealed, finding a power in her words. “Take my big black dildo. Ride it, bitch. This is the only sex you’ll ever get from me, training your sissy ass for your new king’s big black cock!”

Marcus laughed in approval. “You heard the bitch, sissy. I like a well-trained ass, and you’re going to get plenty of opportunity to learn how I like my white sissies to take me.” The black king groaned as Ethan redoubled his oral efforts, finally learning how to match his tongue movements to his sucking. “Fuck, as much as I’d love to feed you, get you addicted to the taste of black sperm, I have a policy of breeding before feeding.”

Ethan was still processing that when Marcus pulled out, his cock glistening, and stroked himself, his thick black fist a blur. He came with a guttural roar, thick ropes of cum arcing over Ethan’s head to splatter along his back, some even landing on Lila’s hands, warm and sticky.

Aisha, fingering her pussy, climaxed again at the sight. Pressed tight against her white pet, her squirt was a geyser that drenched Lila’s thighs, the liquid heat marking her as property.

They all laughed as Ethan strained to put his mouth back on his black owner’s cock, and Lila laughed even harder as Marcus taught him his place with a loud slap across the cheek. She knew her reaction was probably born of shock, but that desperation made him seem so weak, so pathetic, so submissive. She loved him for it.

This, right here, was the man she always dreamed she’d marry.

She was on the verge of orgasm herself, hammering into her husband’s tight white ass with gleeful abandon, when her black queen pulled her free and spun her in her arms. She didn’t resist, especially not when Aisha cradled her, stroking her matted hair as she invited Lila to nuzzle her big black breasts. She sucked each nipple with reverent hunger, their taste salty and warm.

“You’ll worship me daily,” Aisha said, her voice soft but unyielding. “My breasts, my pussy, my ass. Your mouth is mine. You’ll come to know the flavors of my cunt so well, you’ll forget what your husband’s tiny white prick ever tasted like.”

Lila nodded into her cleavage, the sound of her acceptance a happy mumble.

Marcus slapped Ethan’s ass, leaving a red handprint that burned. “You’re my bitch forever,” he said, adjusting Ethan’s cage, the cold metal a constant reminder. “You’ll suck my cock every dawn, and I’ll fuck your ass every dusk.”

Ethan nodded, his eyes glassy, his caged cock throbbing with unspent need.

The first blush of dawn seeped through the heavy velvet curtains of Marcus and Aisha’s master bedroom, casting an amber glow across the sprawling mahogany four-poster bed. Its dark wood was polished to a mirror shine, glinting with the faint sheen of morning dew that clung to the open windows, each droplet shimmering like liquid gold. The air was a sultry, suffocating embrace, thick with the musky residue of last night’s passion. The faint hum of a ceiling fan sliced through the dense air, its blades stirring the humidity with a soft, rhythmic whir, mingling with the distant, plaintive chirp of morning sparrows, their calls a delicate counterpoint to the room’s throbbing silence. The bed, swathed in black silk sheets, was a decadent altar, its surface warm and slick with the faint dampness of bodies, the fabric whispering with every shift. Its cool, liquid texture lay as a stark contrast to the sticky heat.

Lila and Ethan, now wholly claimed under the Black New World Order, stirred awake at the foot of their black owners’ bed, their naked bodies curled on a plush crimson velvet mat, its fibers soft yet prickly against their flushed, sweat-slick skin. Each thread caught the faint stickiness of their perspiration, anchoring them to their submissive state. Lila stirred first, her auburn hair a wild, tangled cascade, its coppery strands matted with sweat, clinging to her neck and shoulders like damp silk. A faint, faded whisper of her lavender perfume lingered, but it had been overwhelmed by the potent floral musk of Aisha’s arousal. Her slim frame shivered faintly as she remembered where she was, her small, pert breasts heaving with each shallow breath as her pink nipples hardened into tight, sensitive peaks, stinging in the cool morning air.

As she stretched, Ethan stirred beside her, his lean frame trembling with a faint quiver. His sandy blonde hair was a tousled mess, its strands plastered to his forehead with sweat. The clean bite of his cedar cologne was gone entirely, drowned by the smoky, grounding weight of Marcus’s sandalwood. His eyes opened slowly, their depths glinting with a quiet, resolute surrender, framed by brows furrowed with anticipation. His chest, slick with a glistening sheen, rose and fell with each ragged breath, sweat trickling down the ridges of his abs.

As Lila and Ethan stirred, Marcus and Aisha exchanged a casual glance, their eyes glinting with shared amusement, the air thick with the musky tang of their authority. Aisha leaned closer to Marcus, her alto voice low and teasing. “Did you see the streams of that vote in the Council yesterday? They’re pushing for stricter quotas on white reeducation programs.” Her hazel eyes twinkled, her crimson nails tapping the silk sheet.

Marcus chuckled, his baritone a deep, resonant rumble. “Some of those old-school holdouts are still whining about ‘fairness.’ Like they don’t get the BNWO’s the only way forward.” He shifted, his 10-inch cock twitching faintly, the faint stickiness of his precum smearing his thighs. “Speaking of which, are you planning anything special for Black Reparation Night?” He adjusted himself on the bed and made sure his voice reached the white slaves on the floor. “Hard to believe it’s already been four years since the President bent that Republican piece of shit over that Resolute desk in the Oval Office desk and fucked his white ass raw for the world to see.”

Aisha laughed, a rich, throaty sound that vibrated through the room. “Oh, you know I’m going all out. I’ve been meeting with women throughout the neighborhood, and we’re planning a full-on BNWO community event. Clover Lane, Magnolia Court, Willow Drive, Laurel Lane, Maple Grove, Elm Street, they’re all in. We’ll have holo screens projected on drones, replaying that iconic stream, and a weekend-long white slave freeuse party. Maybe we’ll have these two,”—she nodded toward Lila and Ethan, her crimson nails glinting—“reenact it for the neighbors. Show everyone how far white submission has come.”

Marcus grinned, his dark eyes blazing. “Fuck, that’s perfect. That night, man—the presidential cock reshaping history while that white boy moaned for the cameras? Changed everything.” He leaned back. “Let me make some calls, see if we can get interstate traffic redirected, too. There’s bound to be some racist white couples looking to get lost in holiday traffic on their way south. Be good for them to see what we’ve got going on.”

Aisha’s hazel eyes locked onto Lila’s green, knowing their pets had heard every word. Her full lips curled into a predatory smirk. “Enough talk, baby. Morning, pet. Come serve your queen.” Her fingers beckoned, the faint glint of her crimson nails slicing through the amber light.

Lila’s green eyes widened, her breath catching in a sharp, ragged gasp that burned her lungs. Her heart pounded like a war drum, the faint stickiness of her sweat-slick skin clinging to the velvet mat, its prickly fibers grazing her thighs with a teasing rasp. A faint shiver of her slim frame was a testament to her submission, the musky promise of submission pulsing through her. She crawled onto the bed, her movements deliberate and reverent. Her green eyes locked on Aisha’s, their emerald depths shimmering with fervent devotion.

Aisha guided Lila’s face to her full, heavy breasts, the skin warm and slick with sweat, radiating a pulsing heat. The musky scent of her morning arousal was sharp and intoxicating, filling Lila’s nostrils with its primal potency. Her dark nipples hardened into tight, glistening peaks, their surface faintly sticky with sweat, brushing Lila’s lips with an electric jolt. Lila suckled, her lips closing around one sensitive peak, the taste rich and salty, a primal elixir of sweat and skin that flooded her senses. Her tongue swirled with slow, reverent strokes, the faint suction soft and rhythmic. Each pull drew a low, throaty moan from Aisha, the sound vibrating through Lila’s chest and resonating in her ribs.

“Good girl, pet,” Aisha purred, her alto voice a velvet caress. Her crimson nails grazed Lila’s scalp, the faint sting sharp and electric, sending shivers down Lila’s spine and prickling her skin with goosebumps.

Aisha’s hand nudged Lila lower, the faint clink of her gold rings sharp in the humid air as their cool metal brushed Lila’s cheek. Lila needed no further encouragement. She kissed her way down Aisha’s body, her lips brushing the warm, slick skin of her black queen’s toned stomach, the faint saltiness of sweat lingering on her tongue. Each kiss left a sticky imprint, the musky scent of Aisha’s arousal growing sharper the lower Lila slipped, a heady pulse that filled Lila’s lungs. Soon enough, she reached Aisha’s black pussy, its folds glistening with a thick sheen of arousal. The musky aroma was overwhelming, a primal cocktail of jasmine and raw, tangy essence. Her faint stickiness coated Lila’s lips as she pressed a reverent kiss, her tongue darting into her queen’s warm, dark hole. The taste was rich and tangy, a forbidden nectar that consumed her senses.

The faint texture of Aisha’s folds was slick and velvety, yielding under her tongue’s swirling strokes. Lila licked with fervent devotion, her lips sucking gently, the faint suction soft and rhythmic. Each pull drew a high, keening moan from Aisha, the sound echoing off the mahogany walls. Aisha’s body trembled, her plump ass shifting against the silk sheets, the fabric rustling as her first orgasm crashing through her.

“Yes, pet, worship me!”

The musky scent of her release was potent, coating Lila’s lips and chin. The power of it, the intensity of her black queen’s supremacy, triggered submissive waves of pleasure for Lila as well. Aisha’s second and third orgasms followed in short order, her body shaking, her hazel eyes glassy, her alto voice fracturing.

“Fuck, pet, you’re mine!”

While the women were busy, Marcus’s dark eyes locked onto Ethan’s hazel, their obsidian depths blazing with command. His full lips curled into a predatory smirk, his baritone voice rumbling. “Up here, boy. Time to serve your king.” His thick fingers beckoned, the faint glint of his gold ring slicing through the amber light.

Ethan’s hazel eyes widened, his breath catching in a sharp, ragged gasp that burned his lungs, his heart pounding. He climbed onto the bed, his movements deliberate as his hazel eyes locked on Marcus’s.

Marcus guided Ethan to straddle him, his thick hands firm on Ethan’s hips, the faint calluses rough and searing against Ethan’s smooth, sweat-slick skin. Each touch was a brand of ownership. “Sit on it, boy,” Marcus growled, his baritone vibrating through Ethan’s chest. “Show me you’re my bitch. No prep, no lube, no help from me. Show your king what a desperate, hungry faggot you are for this big black cock.”

Ethan stared at that 10-inch cock standing proud, its thick, veined shaft pulsing, the plum head began to glisten with precum. He hesitated, his hazel eyes flickering with panic. His ass still felt loose, well-stretched from last night, but no warm-up? No lube? He wasn’t so much worried that it would hurt as he was that the pain would distract him, forcing him to disappoint his owner. The young white boy shook off his fears and his doubts. His breath quickened as he lowered himself, the initial stretch of Marcus’s thick cock against his tight, unprepared hole a searing, white-hot shock. The heat of it burned like molten steel, tearing a ragged, primal gasp from his throat. The sound was high and fractured, echoing off the mahogany walls with a shocking absence of masculinity.

“Take it, boy,” Marcus growled, his baritone a commanding lash. His thick hands pressed against Ethan’s hips with unyielding force, the faint calluses rough. He wasn’t pushing, wasn’t guiding, but was making sure the white boy didn’t panic and back off.

He didn’t.

Instead, Ethan shoved himself down with a muted cry and rode his black king’s cock, the violent trembling of his lean frame the only outward sign of what he was feeling inside. Thick veins ground against his raw insides, each thrust a brutal hammer as the pain slowly melded into a white-hot ecstasy. His limp, permanently caged cock leaked precum that dripped onto Marcus’s abs, the faint stickiness coating the ebony skin.

“Fuck me, sir!” The cry was a desperate hymn, the sound echoing through the room.

Marcus’s dark eyes blazed. He still wasn’t doing anything to seize control, but he was fucking upwards into the boy’s downward thrusts, too close to the edge to let Ethan prolong the encounter. Sweat began to bead on his forehead as he braced himself against the silk sheets. That thick white ass was so tight, so perfect, but it was the mewling cries of feminine pleasure that brought him to the peak. “You’re black-bred now, boy!” his baritone rumbled as he exploded inside Ethan, the warmth of his cum a searing, molten flood, filling Ethan’s raw hole with a thick, sticky heat.

“Sir! King! Master!” Ethan’s eyes popped wide open in shock as he felt his first load of black semen filling his ass, an erotic sensation that was incomparable to anything he’d ever known. Was this what women felt? Was this what it felt like to be taken? To be owned? To be, as his king had promised, bred? Bred like a bitch in heat?

“King will do, white boy,” the black man laughed.

His body shaking with wave after wave of orgasm, Ethan cried out anew as his caged white dick released a weak discharge. He’d heard tales of submissive orgasms—sissygams as they were commonly known—and as much as he’d craved one, he had never imagined they could be anything like this.

His first black-bred orgasm was life-changing.

When they finished, Aisha’s hazel eyes twinkled with seductive command, her full lips curling into a satisfied smirk. “No washing your face today, pet,” she told Lila, her alto voice purring. “You’ll wear my taste and scent as you go about your day. Let it sink into your soul.”

Lila nodded, her heart pounding, the musky scent of Aisha’s pussy a primal badge, the faint stickiness coating her face a radiant testament to her submission. Her breath quickened at the thought of others smelling the musky scent of her queen’s release, knowing it for what it was. A sacred imprint of black ownership.

Marcus’s dark eyes glinted with unyielding authority, his full lips curling into a predatory smirk. “And you, boy, you’re getting plugged. Your body needs to marinate in my power and learn it’s made for superior black cum.” He produced a black silicone plug, its smooth, tapered surface cool and slick with coconut-scented lube.

Ethan’s hazel eyes widened, his breath catching in a sharp, ragged gasp as Marcus inserted the plug with deliberate precision. Even stretched as he was, he still felt a sharp, searing jolt, the cool silicone sliding against his raw, cum-slick hole. The faint, heavy stickiness of Marcus’s warm cum coated his insides, sealing the plug inside him with a firm, unyielding pressure. Marcus’s thick hands patted Ethan’s ass and he squealed in delight.

Unlike the dinner the night before, where Lila and Ethan had been controlled and used, their bodies maneuvered into positions that stripped them of choice, this morning demanded their active, fervent participation, their embrace of their roles as black-owned a radiant, fiery truth. Lila’s lips, slick with Aisha’s release, and Ethan’s plugged ass, filled with Marcus’s cum, were radiant testaments to their transformation, their bodies and souls wholly owned by their black king and queen.

Dismissed from their duties, they slipped down to kneel at the foot of the bed, their eyes locked on their owners. They wore the musky scent of their submission a primal badge, their transformed identities etched in their sweat-slick, black-owned hearts. Their bodies continued to vibrate with a fiery, ecstatic truth they adored, their love for Marcus and Aisha a radiant, unquenchable flame that burned through their submission… and that submission a living force that defined their every moment.

Clover Lane gleamed brighter with each claiming, its harmony a testament to the Black New World Order. Lila and Ethan, once naïve newlyweds, now lived as nature intended—Lila a devoted slave to Aisha’s divine curves, Ethan a chaste sissy for Marcus’s godlike cock. Their marriage, like countless others, had been reborn in submission, their love reshaped by the ecstatic rule of black ownership.

They knew their tenure as their owners’ favorites was likely to be short, but they also knew there were plenty of other black families in the wider community in need of well-trained, submissive white sluts and sissies to serve their needs. Their future might be uncertain, but the one thing they knew for sure was that it would be forever black.

♠ 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 experience where love for the BNWO has taken me lately, read Sold! To the Shemales for the Black World Order to witness a white virgin give it up for a pair of black, well-hung shemales, or slip into Sissy Cuckold Slaves for the Black World Order for the story of a whiteboi learning to surrender and submit.
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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?
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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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