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psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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


Nullification Surgery for the Virgin Whiteboi

I’d known the Mossells for most of my life. Growing up, their daughters, Fatema and Gabrielle, had been my very best friends. We’d spent hours playing dolls, and later playing house, practicing for our respective futures in Blacked America. Fatema always pretended to be a surgeon like her mother, performing fake heart and brain surgery on her sister, fake cancer cures on one of her brothers, and fake castrations and breast implants on me.

Gabrielle liked to play-act the role of family lawyer, usually coming up with new laws and contracts to control me and my imaginary future. I remember one afternoon when her father overheard our play. Gabrielle declared it illegal for me to wear anything less than three-inch heels in their house, and legislated that they be in pastel shades like soft pink and baby blue to represent my status as a whiteboi sissy. Bold colors like red, orange, and yellow were to be reserved for white women, while neutral colors like white, brown, and black were restricted to black women.

Within a year, the government announced a ban on flat shoes for all whitebois.

I can’t swear that our play had anything to do with it, but the day the new law was announced, mom and I were gifted with matching heels—mine soft pink, hers bold red—courtesy of Master Mossell.

When we played, I was sometimes their maid, and other times the babysitter to their doll children. I cleaned up after our play, put away their toys, and fetched their snacks. I was used as furniture while they enjoyed those snacks—another practice Gabrielle picked up from their father—with my placement and use shifting as we all grew older.

They were some of the best times of my life, so much better than playing icky sports or foolishly pretending to be something ridiculously inappropriate, like a cop or a racecar driver. Yuck. Some white parents thought it was harmless fun to let their kids act as if they were equal to our black superiors, but my mother knew that the sooner I learned my place, the sooner I’d appreciate it. And, of course, the sooner I appreciated it, the sooner I became comfortable with my place and my role, the more our black neighbors would come to appreciate me.

Mom was always so proud of my dedication to the Black New World Order. The only thing better than her pride was the approval of Mistress and Master Mossell.

So many of the white kids around me grew up angry or frightened, fighting against the natural order and bragging—where they thought they couldn’t be overheard, of course—about flouting the law, making a statement, breeding more white babies. Some of them even talked about fighting for white rights—as if that were even a thing! Not me. With my mom as my role model, my two best friends to train me, and Mistress and Master Mossell to guide me, I entered high school as a perpetually happy, bubbly, silly sissy. I wore my heels and my frilly dresses, kept my hair in long curls, and learned to do my makeup before any other whiteboi—or even half the white girls—in my class.

Sure, I got bullied by some of those angry, frightened white kids, but never more than once. The black kids in our school were quick to correct such behavior. It was fine for them to bully us—after all, it was just preparing us to respond to their needs and put their desires above our own—but they wouldn’t stand for it with whitebois.

Speaking of bullies, there was one white teacher, a sad old man in charge of the mathematics department, who once failed me on a test because, as he put it, “faggot whitebois who’ve turned traitor on their race need to learn what it’s like to lose.” Having overheard the comment, Gabrielle had marched up to the front of the class and slapped him across the face, telling him such behavior from a closeted white faggot would not be tolerated again.

She’d sounded so much like her father, it had given me chills.

Again, I can’t swear our exchange had anything to do with it, but Mister Bradford disappeared the very next day. In fact, he missed the entire rest of the term. When he did return, it was as Miss Brandi, a platinum-haired, big-breasted, fat-assed bimbo for whom math was “totally way too hard,” but for whom teaching sexual education was “like, super fun.” During her reeducation, she’d learned things like proper oral technique, anal cleansing, and the joys of breeding black, and she was eager to spare us her mistakes. She even took Gabrielle and me aside to apologize, and we both believed she was sincere.

I can’t say for sure that I was the first whiteboi in our class to start becoming obsessed with superior black cock, but I’m proud to say I was the first to admit to it. The other white kids were uncomfortable at first, but soon sissies like Tawny, Shelly, and Franny were gushing about it with me. We’d sit out in the field at lunch, watching the hot black seniors play basketball, and try to guess who had the biggest, longest, or thickest black cock; who came the hardest; who could last the longest; and who would be quickest to recover after a yummy orgasm.

By the time we were seniors, almost all the whitebois in our class were full-on sissies. The only two holdouts were Mitchell and his friend Alex—and it seemed like Alex only resisted because he was afraid of pissing off his best friend. It was so funny when Mitchell tried to trash-talk us. I remember one day he made a comment to Tawny and me about how much black cum our moms must have swallowed while they were pregnant for it to fuck us up so badly and, instead of getting angry, we got super excited by the thought of being weaned on black sperm. We stood there fantasizing out loud, each of us topping the other’s description of their mother’s gangbangs and communal neighborhood feedings. We gushed about cummy goodnight kisses and squealed with delight over imagining second-hand man milk on our morning cereal.

It was the cereal fantasy that finally broke Alex.

He turned on Mitchell and told him he’d rather have a mom who swallowed black cum than one who swallowed white lies. He tore off his shirt and shorts, right there in the middle of the schoolyard, and told us all how much he hated dressing like a fraud of a man. Underneath he was wearing the cutest pink camisole and panty outfit, and right away you could see that Mitchell had never once suspected his friend’s true colors. Alexis became my best friend that day, and she soon joined me in things like serving Fatema and Gabrielle around their family’s pool, handwashing their intimates, painting their nails while we all watched Fag Race, and doing their hair while we watched back-to-back episodes of Blacked Idol and Whiteboi Beatdown.

So, why am I telling you all this? Because it was Alexis who gave me the courage to talk to Mistress Mossell about my wildest, most wonderful dream. I’d long worried my desire was selfish, maybe even prideful, but Alexis reminded me that was not my call to make. She urged me to put myself in Mistress Mossell’s hand, to let her make the call, and the rest (as they say) is history.

Blacked history, if you will.

Dressed in my pinkest, frilliest, sissiest dress—and, of course, pastel pink heels—I stood before the door to Mistress Mossell’s office and waited for her to notice me. While I waited, I admired the old white woman suspended from the hallway ceiling. Master Mossell had a thing for objectification, with white people serving as furniture or decorations throughout the house, but I’d become so used to them over the years that I barely noticed. Really, I only gazed at the chandelier woman to keep my eyes from lingering on Mistress Mossell.

“Yes? Oh, hello, Bonnie!” Mistress Mossell looked away from a holo-display of complex medical diagrams and smiled. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, and the sight of her pearly whites beaming at me from the espresso darkness of her face always made my heart beat a little faster. “My, but you are turning into one beautiful sissy, aren’t you?”

I blushed. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Come in, kneel before me, and rest your face between my thighs. I sense you’re here to ask me something, and the scent of black pussy always helps with your clarity of thought.” I rushed into the room as quickly as I could without seeming improper, and she adjusted herself as I slipped into place. “Breath deep, Bonnie, while I finish making my notes on this case.”

She was right. The smell of black cock always excited me, making it hard for me to think of anything else, but black pussy had more of a calming effect on me. I appreciated it as something beautiful and unobtainable, an ideal of feminine beauty to which I could never hope to aspire. It was a hypnotizing scent, one that heightened my feelings of submission. I breathed it in deeply, luxuriating in how it filled me with the power of black female sexuality.

Mistress Mossell pressed a sharp fingernail to my forehead and I immediately fell back into what mom had taught me was ‘resting slave pose.’

“What is it you wished to ask me, sweetie?”

“I’ve been thinking about this a lot, Mistress, especially since I’ll be of legal age and eligible to be owned in a few months, and I wanted to know what you thought about it. It’s an idea that makes me happy, but it also makes me sad and a little bit frightened because I know it’s wrong of me to think I have any right to decide what happens to my body.”

She pressed a finger to my lips to silence my rambling.

“Bonnie, I’ve never known you to be anything but a perfect whiteboi. If it’s this important to you, then I’m sure there’s a reason.” She ran her nails through my long blonde hair, then tugged hard on one of my pigtails. “I won’t be happy, though, if I have to ask again.”

I blurted it out. “I want to be the perfect virgin sissy, Mistress. I want to come to my forever owner as a whiteboi who has never been capable of penetrative sex, and who has never been capable of masturbating to orgasm. I know that’s what chastity is for, and I’m forever grateful to you for locking me up before I could fall into any gross habits, but I don’t want to just be denied by a cage, I want to be incapable by biology.”

She looked intrigued. Her gorgeous black hands waved through her holo-display as she started a new file. “And have you told your mother about this idea?”

I lowered my head, blushing. “No, Mistress.”

“And why is that?”

“Because I was afraid she’d want to play it safe and leave decisions about my body to an owner.” I swallowed.

“And I am not your owner,” she reminded me softly.

“No, Mistress, but you are one of our black superiors, and you’ve always been like an owner to me, plus you’re a super important doctor, and—”

She shushed me. “You’re rambling again, Bonnie, but it’s okay.” Her finger slid from my lips, over my chin, and down my throat. “You were right to come to me with this.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She was immediately all business again, her attention fully on her notes. “Tell me what that looks like, Bonnie.”

“I’ve been thinking a whole lot about castration and penectomy, Mistress.” The very idea thrilled me! “But I know that a lot of black men like the sight of a soft white clitty surrendering to the power of big black cock. I talked to Jamal and Lamar about it, because they’re always teasing me about being the ones to take my virginity, and they said I’d be boring and plain without my boi bits.”

She nodded, but was too busy making notes to look down at me. “That’s very true. Black men, especially young black men, like to see the evidence of whiteboi surrender.”

“That’s what got me thinking, Mistress. Could you . . . sort of . . . well . . . cut out whatever is inside my clitty that makes it want to be hard? Cut out all the nerves or muscles or whatever is inside there? Make it so I can tell my future Master that I’ve never pleasured myself, and never, not even once, gotten hard?”

She didn’t say anything, but she did look down at me, one eyebrow raised. That was enough to tell me I’d caught her interest. Her hands were flying through the air now, making notes all over the same diagram of a whiteboi clitty that Miss Brandi had shown us in class, the one that originally got me thinking. Everyone once in a while she would shake her head, wipe something away, and start over again, but eventually her strained look, black lips pinched tightly closed, relaxed into a casual smile that showed just a sliver of white.

“If you were anybody else, Bonnie, I’d have my doubts about your intentions, but I know your heart to be true. I need to consult with some colleagues, but I’m optimistic. The funny thing is, I suspect half of the owners who might opt for such a surgery will see it as a punishment, but those who want docile, domestic sissies like you will love the idea.”

It didn’t matter what I or those other sissies thought, of course. This wasn’t about being better for our own sakes, but for our owners. Good sissies were always thinking of how to be good, how to be pleasing, how to be of service, and it was never too soon to start.

It didn’t take long for Mistress Mossell to vet the idea with her colleagues and perfect her approach. The day of my birthday—what a glorious present!—I found myself strapped to an exam table, surrounded by black doctors and nurses and attended to by a few white technicians, while a sea of black faces looked down at us from the observation area above. I was not privy to the final plans—I’d eagerly and happily agreed to whatever she felt best—but apparently they’d resonated well within the black community.

“The sissy here is a unique specimen from whom we can learn a great deal.” Mistress was looking up, addressing the black leaders above. “She’s been in chastity from the day her useless white testicles dropped, and on high-dose estrogen from the first sign of puberty.” She paused and smiled. “Sometimes it’s good to have an attentive doctor for a neighbor.”

Polite laughter echoed down.

“She had the advantage of growing up without the noise and nonsense of any white masculine influences. No father or grandfather, no uncles who were not already cuckolds, and no cousins who weren’t full sissies.”

Mistress was referring to mom’s brothers and their families. We didn’t see much of them, but Uncle Millie’s wistful admiration for black cock had helped me to explore my own appreciation, and Uncle Krissy’s two sissies had been my source of hand-me-downs for much of my life—until my estrogen-altered puberty changed my curves to the point where mom’s old clothes fit me better.

“Her friendships have been exclusively restricted to young black men and women, like my own children, and to other white sissies.” Here, she paused. “Not because she wasn’t allowed the company of so-called white men, but because she never desired it.”

At that, there was a smattering of applause.

I won’t lie, their approval made my chest swell with happiness.

“Today’s surgery actually originated with a request from young Bonnie here. She was very eager to be able to present herself to her forever owner as a perfect virgin sissy. A careful upbringing, one with regular medical observation, has made that possible.” Mistress held out her hand and I saw a technician place a scalpel in it. “Today, we have the pleasure of making it permanent.”

“We will begin by removing her cage.” I heard the snick of the key in the lock. “You’ve likely noticed the curtain between us and thought it was to spare the sissy the sight of blood. It’s actually to spare her the sight of her useless white appendage. She hasn’t seen her naked penis since the day I locked her in her first cage.” I felt a peculiar sense of nakedness as the cage came apart. The cool air of the operating room on my flesh felt weird. “If an owner had requested this surgery as a punishment, she’d be forced to watch, but in this case I like knowing that what she’ll see post-surgery will be even smaller than what she remembers pre-cage, as if puberty itself never happened.”

We’d talked about this and I loved the idea.

“We will start by slicing open her sac and removing”—SNIP—“and cauterizing”—HISS—“the testicular tissue. Instead of removing the testicles altogether, we’re opting for a subcapsular orchiectomy. This leaves the testicular lining intact for an owner’s visual appeal, but completely eliminates the testosterone source. We’ll be removing half of the scrotum”—SLICE—“and bio-bonding it closed to create a smaller, tighter sac.”

“For what purpose?” someone asked from above.

“This will leave the sissy with a small, sensitive sac, and fixed little balls that can be abused, either for amusement or punishment, but which will be less noticeable in panties. The whole package is, of course, completely useless from a biological perspective.”

That was unexpected. I’d been looking forward to seeing myself flat and smooth, of never having to see those ugly things again, but I understood why she did what she did. It was hard to remember in that moment, but this was all for my future owner’s satisfaction, not mine.

“Next, we’ll be cutting along the shaft”—SNIP SNIP SNIP—“and stopping a half inch shy of the head. This will take some time, so I ask you to be patient, but what we’ll be doing is removing the erectile tissue and carefully restricting blood flow throughout the appendage to prevent any future erections. At the same time, we’ll be deadening all but the most basic of nerve endings in the head. By basic, I mean she’ll feel when she’s urinating or when she’s bleeding—simple, healthy, biological cues—but she’ll feel neither pain nor pleasure.”

“Is that necessary?” a different voice asked from above.

“Not at all. There are various options. We could simply choose to leave the nerves intact or go the other way and heighten their sensitivity. It’s an owner’s prerogative, but what we’ve done today is something my father requested.”

Whoa, wait a minute! Her father? Did that mean he was considering becoming my owner? I’d only met the man a few times, and he was a hugely imposing figure who terrified me . . . but aroused me at the same time. I immediately liked the idea of belonging to him—not that it mattered what I liked—and the idea of regularly getting bred by the same big black cock that had conceived Mistress was an exciting, almost taboo, thought.

“With the nerves deadened,” she continued explaining, as if she hadn’t just dropped a bombshell on me, “the body will naturally seek out alternatives. It will look to rewire itself to replicate the pleasures it’s missing. We already know that regular anal stimulation achieves the same thing in many sissies, so we’ll be studying this sissy to see if such deliberate nerve damage further heightens her anal pleasure.” She laughed a deep, sweet laugh, the kind that had always made me feel like I’d delighted her in some way. “With my father, I don’t doubt she’ll have plenty of opportunities to learn.”

Ooh, that sounded very good!

“Lastly, we’ll be trimming an inch of tissue from the shaft, leaving the little thing even more adorably shortened.” From the way she moved, I knew she had begun cutting around my clitty. “How much or how little to remove will depend on the owner. Here we want to leave a little bit of limp flop while she’s being fucked, but not so much that it becomes a distraction while walking, dancing, or otherwise presenting herself.”

“Could you remove the entire shaft, leaving just the head?” This time it was a woman’s voice asking the question from above. “Almost like a sissy clit?”

“Indeed.” Mistress nodded. “That’s actually what the sissy had originally envisioned for herself. For the right owner, a woman especially, it’s a very appealing visual. My father prefers a bit of useless legacy flop.”

For a piece of anatomy that some whitebois worried so much about, the surgery was surprisingly quick. Of course, it helped that, as a sissy, I didn’t have much to work with. I’m sure a similar surgery on a black man, as ridiculous as such a crime against humanity sounds, would have taken hours.

“You’ve likely noticed that we’ve opted for the more expensive bio-bonding for this surgery, as opposed to more traditional stitching. That, again, is a personal choice. Some owners may want their sissy to endure a longer healing to remind them either of what they’ve lost or how they’ve been transformed. To create a sense of obligation, if you will.” She chuckled softly. “Hardly necessary when the sissy came begging for the surgery in the first place.”

The audience echoed her chuckle.

“Others may want the traditional approach but will press the sissy to perform, perhaps enjoying the pain of strained flesh and torn stitches. I know of some owners who love the look of surgical scars on their sissies, but my father requested that his sissy look pristine and innocent. Perpetually virginal, as the sissy so imagined.”

She must have finished because I heard the clang and clatter of medical instruments being laid aside and saw the technicians walking away with trays of equipment and bloody gauze. I didn’t feel any different, but I knew I was still numb down there. Mistress had warned me there’d be some tightness, a bit of tugging, and a feeling of being swollen for a few days.

A small price to pay.

“The primary advantage of bio-bonding is that there’s no downtime or recovery time. An owner can use their sissy immediately, without fear of causing any damage. Usually, we’d recommend waiting until they get home, or at least are moved to a recovery room, but when your father is the hospital’s primary donor, and the operating room is named in his honor . . . well, that carries certain privileges.”

“You did a wonderful job, sweetie. It looks fabulous. Almost like the sissy’s clit had been frozen in time all these years.”

OMG. There was no mistaking that voice! It was him. He was here.

“I was there the day you caged him. Heck, I was the one who provided the cage!”

What?!? I’d always known my mother could have never afforded a plastic-aluminum cage, especially not one that was finely porous enough to be affixed permanently, with no need to remove for cleaning, but I’d always assumed Mistress pulled some strings with the hospital. There’d never been any mention of her father being involved.

Had I always been promised to him?

Had he been waiting for me all these years?

“Before we release the sissy into her owner’s care, we will be providing her with a simple anal injection to increase her elasticity and allow any fissures to bio-bond immediately upon exposure to blood. Even if she weren’t a virgin, my father is a big man in every way that counts. His sissy will adapt, but too much pain too soon can interfere with her body wanting to adapt.”

Oooh! Whatever she injected inside me was gel-like, cold and thick where it clung to the walls of my ass-pussy.

“Good afternoon, my sissy.” I looked up to find Mistress’s father, my new owner, standing over me. He took one of my hands in his and brought it to his mouth, where he kissed it tenderly. “You will be taking Monday’s place in my house.”

He didn’t mention who Monday was or what had happened to her.

“As one of my seven sissies, I may call upon your service at any time, but Monday nights will be yours to share my bed. Don’t expect much sleep.”

“Thank you, Master.”

He shook his head. “You will call me Papi.”

“Yes, Papi.”

He patted my hand gently, then laid it over my chest. He disappeared behind the curtain separating me from the lower half of my body, but I felt him yank the stirrups wide. They were spread wide enough that the strain hurt in my thighs, but he was a big man and I had no doubt he’d fill the space between them. I heard the slap of flesh-on-flesh, but didn’t really feel it. In fact, I wasn’t even sure what he’d done until he unclipped the curtain and let it fall to the side of the operating table.

When I looked down, I saw a big black cock as fat around as my forearm and nearly as long laying heavy between my legs. It was all I could see. After all she’d said, had Mistress done the full orchiectomy and penectomy after all? It was so odd. She’d been so detailed in her recitation of the steps she was taking, but if there was anything left down there, I certainly couldn’t see it—or feel it.

“Looking for your sissy clit?” he asked me. “Let this be a lesson. It’s making itself scarce before black flesh, taking a back seat to its superior. You’d do well to do the same inside my house.”

“Yes, Papi.”

“However, when called upon, it is to stand proudly naked before me, ready to serve and submit. Just as I expect of you.”

He lifted his monster cock and shifted it to the side, revealing my adorable little sissy clit. It was so white and so very tiny! The whole thing, head and shaft and sac, could fit inside just one of Papi’s balls and there’d still be room left over. I didn’t remember it ever being so small, but I loved that it was forever that way now. Nobody could look at it and confuse me with being anything but a virgin sissy.

“Normally you’d spend an hour worshiping my cock to get it hard, but watching your surgery was foreplay enough.” He grabbed his cock and dragged the head down between my legs. As it got closer to the entrance of my ass-pussy, I began to feel the heat of it against my flesh. “When it’s your day, I expect you to be lubed and prepared at all times, but since my daughter already took care of that—”

OMG! HOLY FUCK! DAMN! SHIT! OUCH! OW! WHOA!

Papi pressed into me. He let his weight push his big black cock inside me. It was like being punched in the asshole. It was a violation like I’d ever imagined. It split me, spread me, and filled me in ways that I’d never thought possible. From the feel of it, half his cock had to be crammed inside me, stretching me with its girth.

“Enjoying the head, are you?”

The head? That was just the head?

My eyes must have looked like they were going to pop out of my skull given how he laughed at me.

“Sissies always love feeling that fat head punch through, especially the first time. Lets them know a real man is knocking at the door.”

I threw back my head and groaned. “You don’t need to knock, Papi. You’re welcome to come inside me anytime.”

“Damn right I am, and you’d do well not to get any airs, thinking you have the right to refuse me or make deals with me.”

“No, no, no!” I shook my head. “Of course not, Papi. I was just trying to be cute.”

“Stop trying,” he told me, “and just be.”

He kept pushing, driving more and more of that black monster inside me.

I stared down between my legs and watched, hypnotized, as his shaft disappeared. I saw my hungry ass-pussy eating it up, inch by inch. And that’s when I saw it. A bulge where there’d never been a bulge before. A bulge in my tummy! I sat up as best I could to get a closer look, and that just made it protrude even more.

The whispers from above told me our audience had spotted it as well. It was embarrassing, but also kind of hot. I liked that they saw how his cock was rearranging my guts.

“Quite a sight the first time you see a real man’s cock pressing into your belly, isn’t it?” Papi wiggled his hips and the bulge danced. “If you were a bitch, you’d be halfway to pregnant by now.”

It was amazing. I saw the bulge move as he kept sliding inside me. I thought there was nowhere else for it to go, no way I could possibly take another black inch, but Papi just kept pressing. I was so fixated on the bulge that I yelped in surprise when I felt his big black balls bounce against my ass.

“Took the whole thing, and on your first try.” Papi looked impressed. “You’re a keeper, Monday.”

I opened my mouth to thank him, but that’s when he began withdrawing from my ass. All that came out of me was a strangled groan/moan of pleasure. It felt good! Better than good, it felt amazing! His cock was sliding inside me, fucking me like an owned sissy, and already the pain was turning to pleasure.

Papi continued pulling back, not stopping until just the head was inside me. There he paused, letting me catch my breath. He braced himself with his legs and slammed all fourteen inches of big black cock inside me. All of it. Every inch. At once.

You have never felt such ecstasy!

“Oh, fuck me, Papi! Fuck me, please!” I was thrusting my hips towards him, eagerly trying to gobble up more of that amazing cock. “Fuck me, breed me, fill me with your cum!” I began contracting the muscles of my ass-pussy, squeezing him as he withdrew, then relaxing them for his penetration. As it turned out, I was a quick learner! “Thank you for owning me. Thank you for choosing me. Thank you for fucking me.” He was really giving it to me now, sliding in and out with a rhythm that was punctuated by his groans of exertion. Waves of pleasure were shuddering through my body, feelings so wondrous that I knew I was missing nothing with my clitty forever out of consideration.

“I’m going to flood you with black cum,” Papi warned. “You’re going to be filled with my seed, forever changed by the power of black inside you.” He reached out to grab my little A-cup breasts and squeezed. “This is your one chance to escape our contract. Ask me to pull out and I will, but once I cum, you’re mine.”

“Escape? No. Never. Please, Papi!” I strained against the stirrups, desperate to lock my legs around his ass, as if I could possibly keep him inside me if he chose not to be there. “I’m already yours, Papi. Breed me, fill me, mark me as yours!”

He started fucking harder. Had we been on anything other than a surgical table, I’m sure he’d have destroyed it by now. “My sissy!” He slammed into me. “My property!” He withdrew. “My faggot whiteboi.” He drove himself deep. “My possession!” He pulled out one last time. “My Monday!” He was already cumming on that final penetration, his monster black cock pushing his cum deep inside me.

My world exploded. I saw stars as he unloaded inside my body. I felt every spurt of his cum, every splash of hot semen inside me. I cried and sang and laughed and yelled. Papi mashed his mouth against mine and kissed me, biting my tongue and gnawing on my lip. I threw my arms around him as he continued to unload inside me. Eventually, with a final half-thrust and a grinding of his groin against mine, Papi finished my breeding.

“Well, I’d say that was a success.” I looked up to see Mistress standing beside us, a big black butt plug in her hand. “Let’s get you plugged so you can bring your first load home to your mother and gather your things.”

Papi pulled out of me with a contented sigh. I whimpered at the sudden feeling of emptiness.

Mistress’ eyes widened. “Well, that changes things.” She tossed the plug away. “They don’t make plugs big enough for a gape like that, sweetie.” She grabbed a specimen jar instead and held it to my ass-pussy. “We’ll collect what we can, then let you feel the thrill of your new owner’s sperm leaking out of you on the drive home.”

I giggled as I felt Papi’s seed begin to flow. I’d been castrated, fucked, and bred, all over the course of one amazing afternoon. I hoped Papi let me finish the school year, because I needed to tell the sissies all about this.

“Ahem. Doctor?”

We all looked up to find a crowd of half-naked black men and women above us, either stroking their beautiful black cocks or fingering their beautiful black pussies.

“May we shower the bride?”

Papi slipped his arm through Mistress Mossell’s and they stepped away. “Consummated, and witnessed,” he called up. “Let it be celebrated.”

I knew what was coming, and I was excited! Had this been a traditional ceremony, Papi’s black family would have been the ones to shower me. Having strangers celebrate me was odd, but knowing what kind of black power and ebony prestige was represented above me, I felt honored.

They were high enough that I heard their gasps and cries of pleasure before I felt the evidence. Hot spurts of black sperm splattered about me, and even hotter streams of pussy juice splashed across my flesh. Dozens of superior black orgasms anointed me, marking me with their approval. I’d dreamed of a scene like this for so long, but it felt better than I had ever imagined.

I was so going to have to tell Alexis about this!

Long after they were done, I continued to lie there, my hands spreading their juices all over my body. I’d been blacked inside and out, claimed by my owner, and celebrated by his community. Finally, Mistress Mossell approached with a soft pink satin negligee. She slipped it over my head as I sat up and it instantly clung to my wet, sticky curves.

As I rolled off the table, I felt Papi’s cum slosh inside me. I looked around, dazed, and saw the rest of the black medical team sitting on their stools, the white technicians from my surgery riding their laps. I blushed as I nodded my thanks for their support. I would always be a virgin where it mattered most to whitebois, forever nullified and denied the ickiness of masculine release, but I knew I was on my way to being a happily blacked slut where it mattered most to sissies.

And, more importantly, to our Masters.

Mistress Mossell handed me the specimen jar of Papi’s cum. “I’ll miss you in the neighborhood, sweetie. I can tell you that your predecessor, the first Monday, was a very talented sissy, but I have no doubt you’ll do more than just take her place.”

“Thank you, Mistress, for making me worthy.” I had tears in my eyes. “Please say farewell to Fatema and Gabrielle for me. If you’ll allow her, I think Alexis will make a wonderful plaything in my absence.”

Mistress pressed a beautiful black finger to my lips to silence my rambling.

♠ END ♠
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