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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 the blissful rule of black
ownership.

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

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

So they changed tactics.

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

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

Whatever price was paid for that black-led
interracial paradise, for a culture that has since become the envy
of the modern world, was worth it. Chastity solved so many
psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds 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sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social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.

 


But that is then and this is now, and
every movement has to start somewhere. Our story takes place not too far from
today—perhaps this Christmas, maybe next—but it shows how the seeds
have already been planted, and how the lucky among us can indeed
hope to be chosen to serve a better, blacker future.





Blacked Future: Sissy Gets His Stocking Stuffed
by the Black World Order

This was officially the worst vacation
ever, and that’s really
saying something, since my parents had dragged us into more than a
few disasters over the years.

I was supposed to be spending Christmas with my girlfriend at her
grandfather’s mansion-like cottage on the lake, snowshoeing and
skiing, drinking boozy hot chocolate, and making out before a
roaring fire. We’d been planning it since summer—our first adult
getaway together—and my parents knew it, but then Mom got all
midlife crisis on us and decided she needed one last tropical
family vacation before my twin sister and I headed off to college
next year.

About the only thing I had liked about the idea was the tropical
part, and we were about as far away from that as we could
get.

First, our plane was delayed due to
icy conditions. Then
we’d had to switch planes because one of the ice-clearing machines
had damaged a wing. Idiots! Then, on top of that, our connecting
flight—Dad was too cheap to pay for a direct flight—was canceled.
Not just delayed, but fucking canceled because of the ‘historic’
blizzard. Oh, boo-fucking-hoo. So it was cold and snowing. Didn’t
planes fly above all that shit? I’m sure if Dad had paid for a
proper airline, they’d have done their fucking job and we’d all be
sweating comfortably on a beach by now.

Instead, here we were, stuck in the middle of buttfuck
nowhere USA, and we didn’t even have our luggage because it hadn’t
switched planes with us! It was snowmobiling weather and we were
all dressed for a beach it seemed we’d never see.

The only good idea Mom had was to hit the nearest mall and
buy some appropriate clothing, but cheapskate Dad had gone and
fucked that up too. He’d bought travelers' cheques for our
vacation—like who fucking used travelers' cheques anymore?—so he
had to cash them in before we could buy anything. I could have
bought my own shit, but I’d left my bank card and credit cards at
home, because I wasn’t supposed to need them on the fucking
beach.

Know where else I wouldn’t have needed them?
At the cabin with my girlfriend.

As for Mom and her midlife crisis, she had decided it’d be fun to
get our pictures taken with Santa, as if we weren’t both
19-year-old adults. And so here we were.

“Seriously?” I asked. “A black Santa? Oh,
so woke! I bet he’s gay too.”

“Cut it out, Jim.” My sister slapped my arm.
“In case you haven’t noticed, half the people here are black. Last
thing we need is you starting a race riot because they’ve got their
own Santa.”

“Fine.” I made a show of zipping my lips
shut, pretended to flick the key at her, and then undid it all when
I laughed at the way she flinched. Classic Jane.

It’s not like I was racist or homophobic
or anti-woke or anything like that. Seriously. I was an open-minded
millennial, all for diversity and equal rights. It’s just that
Santa was . . . well, supposed to be white. You know what I
mean—fat white guy, with a white beard, and rosy cheeks. Everybody
knew what Santa looked like, and he didn’t look like this. I was
fine with his helper elves all being black, but a black Santa just
seemed wrong.

The weirdest thing was, Mom seemed super okay with it. At first it
had been all about Jane and me getting photos on Santa’s knee, but
as soon as she saw that he was black, Mom shoved her way between us
and insisted she go first.

“Ho ho ho! What do we have here?” Santa
called from his big red throne.

Mom squealed—she fucking squealed, like a
kid at . . . well, Christmas—and raced across the little North Pole
display to leap onto Santa’s lap. She was all smiles and giggles,
wiggling around on his lap, and I swear she was flirting with him.
It was so embarrassing. I hadn’t realized it until now, but he was
a big guy. I mean, sure, he looked big compared to the kids before
us, but he still looked big compared to Mom. I bet he had at least
a foot on Dad, and probably fifty pounds of muscle too.

The two of them were doing a lot of
whispering back and forth, and she pointed our way more than
once.

“Come on, already,” I hissed.

“Yeah, this is getting weird.” For once, my
sister and I agreed.

“Yeah, she crossed the line of
uncomfortable about three wiggles and a breast thrust
ago.” I mimed vomiting.
“She’s a married woman, for fuck’s sake.”

What happened next was so quick that I’m
sure most people didn’t even notice, but the way Jane gasped told
me we’d seen the same thing.

“Did Mom just spread her legs for Santa?”
she asked me.

“Yeah, and he fucking slipped his big black
hand right in for a squeeze.”

Jane was silent for a moment, but then she
shook her head. “No, no way. We just saw it wrong, is all. I bet
she slipped and he grabbed her to make sure she didn’t fall.
Nothing weird or creepy about it.”

I knew she was trying to convince herself,
but she sure didn’t sound convinced.

Finally, Mom got up from Santa’s lap and
smoothed her too-short skirt back down as she jiggled the bikini
top beneath her white mesh beach shirt. She was a pretty woman and
she dressed to show it off—as much as that grossed us out. Her
outfit would have been provocative for a tropical beach, but for a
buttfuck mall, it was scandalous.

Santa, though, seemed to like it.
His pants were looking
rather
jolly.

“Ho ho ho! Why, it’s Jane!” Santa bellowed,
his hands waving. “Come sit on Santa’s lap.”

Jane looked about as reluctant as I felt,
walking over to Santa, and I could see she really didn’t want to
sit on his lap. She paused—froze almost—and I swear she would have
just stood there if he hadn’t reached down and lifted her onto his
lap. Fuck, the dude was strong!

If anything, Jane looked even more freaked
out sitting on his lap, but then he started whispering to her,
pointing one way to Mom and then the other to me, and she seemed to
relax. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but soon she was
wiggling and giggling too, and the way she looked back at me didn’t
make the situation any less weird. She didn’t spread her legs or
anything like that, but it sure as hell looked like Santa copped a
feel of her ass as he ‘helped’ her back down.

And then it was my turn. I was tempted to
just walk away, but I knew I’d never hear the end of it from
Mom.

“Ho ho ho!” Santa called out. “Don’t be
shy, young lady. Come on over.”

I grit my teeth at that and
wondered if Mom or Jane
had said something. We weren’t identical twins, but close enough
that we used to get confused for sisters when we were younger. It
was a tired old joke among the family, but something I was
uncomfortable about them sharing with strangers.

“Come on up,” he invited me with a
smile.

“No, thanks. I think I’m good here.”

Without a word, he snatched me up and pulled
me into his lap, as if I weighed nothing more than one of the
stuffed animals surrounding his throne. I immediately shifted
myself to get his knee out of the crack of my ass, but no matter
which way I squirmed, it felt like he had three knees.

Oh, fuck, the dirty bastard really
did
have a
ho-ho-hard-on!

“So, what would you like Santa to bring you?
A new doll? A pretty new dress, perhaps? How about some cute
shoes?”

“I’m not a girl,” I snarled back.

Santa leaned in close and whispered, “Look
at you. Look at me. Tell me who’s the man here.”

Okay, so he was bigger and stronger than
me, but so what? “Just because you’re built like a middle
linebacker,” I sneered, “and I’m a wide receiver doesn’t mean we’re
not both men on the field.”

Santa gave me what I can only describe as a
lecherous grin. “Mmm. You like to receive, do you?”

It took a full minute for the innuendo to
hit me, but before I could say anything in response, he twisted me
to face the photographer, wrapped his arm around my waist, and told
me to smile.

I must have looked quite the sight, all
disheveled, flush with a
mixture of rage and embarrassment, and I’m pretty sure they snapped
the shot while my mouth was still open in surprise, so I probably
looked . . . well, just like Mom and my sister had.

I slid off his lap as quickly as I could.,
cringing at the way his hard-on dragged a line down the inside of my thigh. As much as
I told myself to just walk away, curiosity got the better of me and
I looked back to see what kind of package Santa was
packing.

It was huge, and it wasn’t even fully
erect.

With a shudder, I turned away and nearly
walked right into one of Santa’s elves. She was a tall,
full-figured black woman with amazing breasts and hips that hinted
at an equally amazing ass. Her long hair fell over her shoulders in
a mixture of brown braids and blonde curls, and her lips were full
and plump. It felt weird to be thinking it about one of Santa’s
elves, but they were 100% cocksucker lips.

Instead of the little candy canes I
saw Mom and Jane walk
away with, she handed me one of those giant 2-pound candy sticks.
The thing had to be a good 2-3 inches thick and almost 15 inches
long.

“Mmmm, I'd love to come down your chimney and stuff your stocking,”
she cooed into my ear as she tugged the stick in and out of my hand
suggestively.

She thrust her hips against me and I swear
to God she had a hard-on too!

“Get lots of practice. You never know when
Santa and his elves might visit.”

Fuck, I had to get out of there. That shit
was just too weird. I mumbled my thanks, tightened my grip on the
candy stick, and marched off to join my family.

And if I walked a little strangely, it was
just because I was stiff after all the sitting we’d done, certainly
not because there was anything stiff in my shorts.

I didn’t swing that way.

I mean it.

Really.

 


It turned out, of course, that Dad had no luck exchanging the
travelers' cheques, so we still had no proper clothes to wear. Done
with the buttfuck nowhere mall and its creepy-ass Santa—Mom teased
Dad about getting his photo on Santa’s knee, and I swear he looked
like he was excited about it—we headed for our hotel.

Only to find they had no rooms for us.

“What the fuck?” My parents were taking it
all in stride, but I was pissed. This was the last straw. I was
done with this shitty vacation and I wasn’t taking any more of it.
“The fucking airline was supposed to have booked us
rooms,” I shouted back
at the two women behind the check-in desk. “They already fucked up
our flights. Don’t tell us they fucked this up too.”

“Jim,” my dad said quietly, but sternly.
“Be quiet and let the ladies speak.”

“I’m so sorry, but with all the flights
canceled, we’re overbooked and just gave away our last room.” The
woman shrugged. “First come first serve, I’m afraid.”

“I fucking knew we should have stopped here
before the mall.”

“Is there nothing you can do?” Mom asked.
“I’m sure you must have some kind of standard practice for this.
Agreements with another hotel, perhaps?”

“They’re all equally overbooked,” the other
woman said apologetically.

Instead of getting upset, Mom looked
confused. “Are you sure there’s nothing on our booking about
alternate arrangements?”

The first woman made a show of checking
again. “Washington, correct? Mr. David Washington? Nothing at all,
I’m afraid.”

I’d had it up to here with her
‘being afraid!’

Mom just smiled. “Do me a favor and check
under Mrs. Kimberly Washington?”

I heard the briefest of exasperated sighs
from the woman before something clearly caught her eye. She
suddenly stood up straighter, relaxed her shoulders, and
transformed her polite customer service grin into a genuine smile.
“Yes! Yes, indeed. So very sorry about that.”

The other woman looked over her shoulder and
smiled as well. “Just give us five minutes, please. We’ll call for
a car and get you to the E Suites in a jiffy. So very sorry for the
confusion.”

I scoffed. “E Suites? So glad you splurged
on the economy joint. I’m sure it’ll be fabulous.”

The woman behind the counter looked
upset—not in an exasperated way, but as if she was worried she’d
offended me. “Oh, no! It’s actually the Executive Embassy Suites.
Nicest place in a hundred miles, I promise. Regulars call it the
Ebony Suites, so to avoid confusion, we just call it the E
Suites.”

Mom glared at me as Dad thanked the woman
and we headed for the lobby doors.

 


Finally, after all we’d been through,
something turned out in our favor. The
E—Executive, Embassy,
Ebony, whatever—Suites was a full-on 5-star affair, and the room
they’d given us was about as close to luxury as I’d ever
experienced. The kitchenette, living room, and sleeping area were
all separated by partial walls; there was a full bathroom with a
jacuzzi and a second with a stand-up shower; there were two other
bedrooms set off from the main living space, and the balcony was
wide enough for furniture.

Snow-and-sleet-covered furniture, sure, but
furniture all the same.

By that time, though, it was nearly 9 p.m.
and we’d been up since 2 a.m. so nobody was too inclined to take
advantage of the space. The master bed had two sets of nightclothes
on it, one with Mom’s name and one with Dad’s, so they decided to
claim that as their own. Jane explored both bedrooms, finding an
outfit in one with her name on it, which meant the other was mine
by default.

I wanted to take a shower but was way
too tired, so I stripped
down and undid the silk bow holding the first-class complimentary
package together. As I pulled back the tissue paper, my fingers
brushed a shirt of the softest pastel blue. I shook it out and
pulled it over my head, only to find the hem fell almost to my
knees. Beneath it was a pair of matching underwear that looked way
more like panties than briefs, with a note to leave my clothes by
the door and they’d be laundered.

Too tired to care, I stepped into the
underwear—which felt really soft and smooth—and settled my junk
into place. The material felt tight in all the wrong places, and I
was pretty damned sure they didn’t just look like panties, they were panties.

Ridiculous. I didn’t know if it was a joke
or an insult, but it was embarrassing either way.

Suddenly, I cared.

I marched back out into the main room to
complain, but my parents were already spooning beneath the covers
and my sister’s door was shut tight. I peeked down low, but there was no sliver of
light beneath it, so I had no idea whether she was still
awake.

This sucked. I wanted to complain to
somebody, but there was nobody to listen. Instead, I did the only
thing I could and wildly tossed my clothes at the door, taking some
small satisfaction in the way they scattered across the neatly
folded piles my parents had left.

There. That’d show them.

Yeah, petty and stupid, but I wasn’t exactly
at the top of my game.

 


At some point in the night, my
subconscious must have relaxed enough to process the day and get
over it, because things
suddenly turned around. I dreamed there was a woman in my bed, warm
curves pressed against me, with the softest lips kissing me. She
sucked at my bottom lip and drew it into her mouth, where she ran
her tongue across it, making my entire mouth tingle. Hot breath
blew over my chin and down my throat, providing a welcome contrast
to the hotel air conditioning.

Hands were caressing me, squeezing my legs
and stroking my arms, with long, pointy fingernails dragging lines
of sharp, sweet pain across my chest. I leaned into her touch,
craving more of that pain, but also craving her touch somewhere
else. My hips thrust towards her, desperate for her to run those
long, slender fingers over my cock, to dig those talons into my
balls, but she denied me.

What the hell? This was
my
wet dream and I wanted to be
stroked!

She was lying on top of my right arm, so I
had to fumble around with my left to return the attention. Her body
was curvy but firm, with just the right amount of heavy softness in
her breasts. I cupped them, weighed them in my hands, and thumbed
the erect nipples with my fingers. It was hard to tell in the
confusing darkness of a dream, but they had to be D-cup, maybe even
E-cup, and they felt all-natural. I longed to kiss them, lick them,
bite them, suckle at them, but she wouldn’t shift her weight enough
for me to make a move.

Without a word, she directed my hand
downward and I smiled, thinking we were finally getting to the good
stuff. I felt the firmness of a full belly beneath my hand and the curve of a hip beneath
it. My hand rode that curve and caressed one cheek of an ass that
was so perfect, all I could think about was burying my face in it.
She allowed me a few minutes of exploration, then tugged my hand to
her front. I fumbled blindly to find the valley of her sex, and
then she placed it firmly in my hand, closing my fingers around it.
She was hard and hot, and she groaned as her sex slid through my
hand.

What? Wait a minute! What the fuck was
this?

I fought against the weight pinning me to
the bed and heard a low, throaty chuckle from beside me. My eyes
were open—I sure as fuck wasn’t dreaming—but with the curtains
pulled, there was nothing to see. I dropped whatever was in my hand
like it had burned me and fumbled for the lamp next to the bed. I
ended up knocking it off the nightstand, but at least I managed to
hit the switch before it fell. The light it gave off was dim from
the floor, casting shadows about the walls and the ceiling, but
there was enough light for me to see who was in my bed.

It was Santa’s fucking elf!

“Whoa, whoa, how did you get here? What are
you doing here? Why are you in my bed?” The questions tumbled out
of me without a breath between them.

“It’s Christmas Eve, silly. Santa and his elves have to visit all
the good little boys—” she dug those nails into my chest, then
pinched my nipple hard “—and bad little girls.”

“Okay, ha-ha, funny stuff, but the joke’s
over.” I tried again to free myself, but it was as if she knew just
how to position herself to keep me restrained. “You need to get out
of my bed and out of our room before I call the front
desk.”

She laughed, and it was both the most
beautiful and most terrifying sound I had ever heard. “Oh, sweetie,
you’re so confused. It’s adorable.” The big, beautiful black woman
rolled over on top of me, her big, bizarre cock pinning my balls
beneath it. “I think you’ll find the Ebony Suites have different
rules for guests than you’re used to.”

Now I was scared. “Okay, look, you’re right.
I overreacted, and I’m sorry.” I wiggled beneath her, desperate to
get that cock away from me. “Please, just let me go.”

“Let you go? But I just got you, and I
haven’t even had the chance to come down your chimney yet.”

I kept struggling, but it was no use.
“You’ve got me all wrong. You’re a beautiful woman, you really are,
but I don’t swing like that.”

“Really?” Now—of all times—she reached down
to fondle my cock. “This tells me different. It may be tiny and
white, but it certainly feels hard.” She pressed her cock against
mine, wrapped her hand about both, and began rubbing black flesh
against white. “See, you clearly like this. You’re leaking like a
bitch in heat.”

I moaned despite myself.
“Okay, fine, your hand feels
good, but that’s all it is. I don’t swing that way. I’m not
interested in anything to do with your . . . you know.”

“What? My cock?” She humped
it against mine. “My big black
cock?” Her shaft dominated my entire cock, its head poking my belly
before her big, heavy balls rolled over my tight little sac. “My
delicious dark dick?” I could feel the wetness of her precum
coating my shaft, making her cock slide easier across it. “My
full-size chocolate cock?” She thrust hard, and I swear my balls
were about to pop beneath her. “Or maybe you’re still thinking of
my big practice candy stick?”

“No!” I was almost sobbing. “I’m not
gay.”

“Oh, sweetie, it’s not gay when you’re white
and I’m black.” Her hand came up and smeared precum all over my
face. “It’s just the natural order.” I resisted, but she forced a
hot, slippery finger into my mouth. “The Black New World
Order.”

The minute her finger pulled free from my
mouth, I tried to spit out the taste, but found myself licking my
lips instead. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I
insisted. “Please, I’ll give
you anything you want. Just let me go.”

“Give?” She laughed long and loud. “Sweetie,
you’re already mine. I already have what I want.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The minute your mom signed for the room,
your entire family was black-owned.” She forced a second finger
into my mouth. This time, I didn’t fight it as hard. “And before
you claim you were tricked or cheated, she knew exactly what she
was signing, and so did your father.” The woman above me was
fucking my mouth with her finger. “They’ve been waiting for this
day for years—and whether you want to admit it or not, so have
you.”

I didn’t know what to say, but
suddenly the whole scene
at the mall made sense. The weird flirting between Mom and Santa,
the way Jane seemed to melt at something he said, even Dad’s
eagerness to sit on Santa’s lap himself. They had been laying the
groundwork for this.

Whatever the fuck this was.

“You’re black-owned, sweetie, and there’s
no going back.” She adjusted her cock so that it was running down
between my legs instead of across my cock, pushing between the
cheeks of my ass. “Now, you can either let Santa
take
your cherry, or you can
surrender
it to me. Bend over for the
biggest, blackest, most bad-ass man you’ve ever met, or spread wide
for the big black queen of your dreams.”

I was so torn, so confused. Even with her
cock, she was still a beautiful woman, perhaps the most beautiful
woman I’d ever seen. Now that I looked at her—not just glanced guiltily, but
deliberately looked—I saw the best parts of every girlfriend, every
crush, and every celebrity fantasy I’d ever had. It’s like somebody
had pulled the best parts of all my wet fantasies from my head and
created a woman who embodied them all.

Except for her cock.

Her cock was an issue. I wasn’t supposed to like that, to want
it, but my body sure as fuck seemed to like the way it
felt.

And, if she was right, if this really was our fate, wasn’t it
better to belong to her than to some man? They’d both split me in
half with their cocks, but at least I’d die gazing into the eyes of
someone pretty if she was on top. It frightened me how quickly I
was submitting to this, how easily I was giving up hope, but
something in the back of my head recognized that it was right. I
couldn’t tell you anything specific my parents had said or done to
set this up, but I had this sense that they’d been subtly teaching
Jane and myself about this Black New World Order our whole
lives.

I’d never really paid much attention,
but it occurred to me
now that all of my parent’s favorite actors and actresses were
black. Their favorite singers and bands. Their favorite authors.
Even the politicians they voted for. They were friends with all our
black neighbors, and hardly any of the white ones. Dad had turned
down two promotions to keep working for a black boss, and no matter
how long the lines at the grocery store, Mom always chose the black
cashier.

How had I not seen it before? I guess it was
just such a casual thing, such an unspoken aspect of our lives,
that Jane and I had never seen fit to notice it, much less question
it.

“Now, Jim.” The beautiful elf shook her head. “No, no, that
won’t do.” She rose up to sit atop me, her gorgeous curves, her
luscious breasts, and her beautiful smile on full display. “I won’t
have my pretty girl answering to a boy’s name.”

“But I’m not a—”

She slapped me. Not hard, but hard enough
to get my attention. “You’re who and what I say you are, and I
think I’ll call you Gem.” Her smile lit up her face. “Yes, the
first gem of my black-owned harem.” She leaned down and kissed me.
“You will call me Queen.”

“Yes . . . yes, my Queen.”

She slapped me again, then squeezed my
cheeks and forced my lips together. “What’s with this ‘my’ shit,
Gem? I’m not yours. I don’t belong to you. I’m not some possession
for you to claim.” She squeezed harder, enough to bring tears to my
eyes, and then let go. “You will call me Queen. Try
again.”

“Yes, Queen,” I gasped through aching
cheeks. “Thank you, Queen.”

“Now that is so much better! Don’t you
think? In fact—” she began shifting herself forward with short hops
that caused us to bounce on the bed “—you’ve done so well, I’m
going to permit you some lubrication before you surrender your
cherry.”

And, just like that, there was a big black
cock staring me in the face. The thing was huge! It wasn’t quite
the candy stick she’d given me at the mall, but I was willing to
bet it was at least ten, maybe even twelve inches long. She was
playing with it, pulling it up with a finger beneath the head, and
then letting go so that it smacked against my face. It shocked me
how heavy it felt. This was a kind of cock I’d only ever seen in
porn.

As she slid it over the side of my nose,
drawing it back to leave a trail of precum across my lips, I found
myself smiling, suddenly eager to taste more of it. The scent
triggered memories inside me, years and years of bedtime hugs from
Mom and off-to-school hugs from Dad. Was it my imagination, or had
those hugs really smelled like this? Had there been something on
their breath? The thought that Mom might have been sucking black
cock on the side was a shock on its own, but the realization that
Dad could very well have been doing it too? Well, that was fucking
mind-blowing. I should have been angry. Instead, I was feeling a
mixture of gratitude and envy.

Gratitude for the second-hand
exposure to which my sister and
I had become accustomed, and envy that we’d had to wait so long to
experience the real thing for ourselves.

When Queen slapped the spongy head of her
black cock against my lips, I opened wide and welcome it inside
without a second thought. It felt right. I closed my lips about it
and took a moment to just enjoy the sensation of her shaft pushing
past my lips and sliding across my tongue. It flooded me with so
many sensations, endorphins were firing off in my body like
fireworks. It tasted right.
It was right. It was everything that had ever been lacking in every
relationship I’d had.

I lifted my head from the bed and started
sucking as her cock plunged deeper into my mouth. When it hit the
back of my throat without so much as a hiccup or a gag, I saw
another set of memories flash before my eyes. Mom always bought the
foulest, worst-tasting medicines available, knowing full well how
much I hated the taste. She had told me the only way not to taste
it was to pour it right into my throat, but for her to do that, I
had to learn not to gag on the spoon.

Had that really just been for my health,
or had she been training me so that, all these years later, I wouldn’t gag on my first
taste of big black cock? It seemed unbelievable, but it made me
wonder.

“Oh, Gem!” She adjusted her position above
me and kept feeding me more of her cock. “No fear, no panic, no gag
reflex? Really? Wow! Good girl!” She started sliding in and out of
my throat, letting me milk her with every swallow. “I am so going
to enjoy fucking your throat on a very regular basis.”

Even as I began to see stars from the lack
of air, I smiled up at her, delighted by her approval. All my life
I’d hated being mistaken for a girl, but coming from her, ‘good
girl’ was the highest praise for which I could hope.

“Now, loosen up your mouth and let yourself
drool all over me. Get that big black cock nice and wet so I can
blacken your chimney.”

Drool, precum, and even some tears streamed
freely down my cheeks and chin as I used only my tongue to work her
shaft. It felt wrong to be making such a mess, but all I had to do
was look at the smile on her face to know that what I was doing was
right.

“Such a good girl!”

When Queen pulled out, I instinctively
followed her cock, straining my head forward to keep it inside me.
Her amused laughter made me feel all warm. Once she was in
position, she took my legs and pushed them up, all but folding me
in half and leaving my ass on display. The strain on my thighs was
painful, but she just kept pressing in the face of my discomfort.
As if she hadn’t pressed enough already, she leaned in and rested
her not-inconsiderable weight on my legs, making my back spasm as
my ass raised another inch off the floor.

“Take a few deep breaths for me, Gem. In and
out. Long, slow, deep breaths.”

It was hard, especially since it felt like
my chest was being crushed, but I did—and it relaxed me. I didn’t
realize how much I’d tensed up in anticipation until I felt it
leave my body.

“Again,” she told me. “I want to see six
good deep breaths.”

It was on the count of four when she stabbed
her cock inside me.

I won’t lie. I screamed. Loud. Loud and
long.

It was like a stabbing, tearing, burning
agony. I felt like my asshole had been ripped wide open, and I was
sure I’d die right there, in bed, with this big beautiful black
goddess atop me.

The first slap of my face hardly registered.
Neither did the second. The third, though, brought me back to my
senses.

“Did I tell you to stop breathing?” she
asked me. “No, I don’t believe I did.” She slapped me a fourth
time, but gently, almost a pat, ending in a caress of my cheek.
“Start over. Six deep breaths.”

I didn’t want to. It was hard. But I did it.
The first was the most difficult, but they came easier after that,
and soon I noticed the pain fading as well—it was leaving my body
in much the same way the tenseness had before. What was left was a
dull ache and an uncomfortable fullness.

“Good girl.” Queen repositioned herself. She
slid her hands up and down my calves. “Now, keep breathing, just
like that, until it feels natural to stop.”

At first, it was only on every third
exhale that she took advantage of my body relaxing and pushed
another inch of big black cock inside my tiny white ass.
Then it became every second.
Finally, with still than half of her impressive length to go, she
pushed with every exhale . . . and, before I knew it, her balls
were crushing mine, pinning them against my body.

“How does that feel?” she asked me. “Taken
by a woman twice your size. Dominated by a black cock ten times
your size. Owned by a woman who is still a hundred times the man
you ever were.” Queen slide a few inches in and out of my ass in a
gentle fucking motion. “How does it feel, sissy? Is there any bit
of masculinity left inside you?”

“No, Queen,” I admitted with a smile. “I
guess I’ve always been a sissy and just didn’t know it ‘til now.
You feel amazing. So amazing. Better than any sex I’ve ever
disappointed a girlfriend with.” I groaned in pleasure as she
continued fucking me. “I was made for this.”

“Let me tell you a secret, Gem.” Queen was
fucking me with longer strokes now, pulling out halfway before
sliding back in. “Every whiteboi on the planet was made for black
cock. It’s the natural order. It’s biology and psychology.”

She was fucking me harder now, speeding up
her strokes, and it felt even more amazing. Every movement of her
inside me was pure pleasure. How had I lived without this? How had
I not known I could feel this, not realized what I was
missing?

“It’s not hatred at the root of racism in
America,” she said, her words carrying a delicious growl of
pleasure beneath them. “It’s fear. Fear of being weak. Fear of
being less. Fear of being inadequate. Fear of being submissive.
Fear of not having the shield of toxic masculinity behind which to
hide.”

I stared up at her with all the love I felt
in my heart. “I’ll never be afraid again, Queen. I know what’s on
the other side now, and it’s a happiness I could have never
imagined.”

“No fear?” She pulled all the way out of my
ass, causing me to cry out in hunger. “Are you sure?” She stabbed
back inside me, burying herself to the root in one long, powerful,
body-trembling stroke. “No matter what I might ask of you
next?”

“No fear, Queen. Everything I am is already
yours.”

“And what about these?” I gasped at the feel
of her nails digging into my balls. “Are you willing to give me
these?” She squeezed and twisted, bringing tears to my eyes. “Make
no mistake, I will take them eventually, but will you give them to
me? Will you surrender all that remains of your manhood to me,
right here, right now?”

My gut reaction was to enthusiastically
agree, but I forced myself to think about it. She was talking about
taking my balls—tearing them off or cutting them off or maybe just
crushing them in her hand. This was big. This was
never-coming-back-from-it big. This was all going so fast, but it
all felt so right. In the space of an evening, I’d come from being
disgusted by the black elf with the bulge in her tights to being
absolutely infatuated with the same woman who’d broken into my
room, used and abused me, and flipped my entire worldview upside
down. It was a stupid time to be making life decisions, and I knew
it, but . . . well, a part of me I’d never known existed wanted
it.

“If it helps,” she said with a smile that
lit up her entire face, “you’ll never come again if you choose to
keep them. I’ll use you for my pleasure and my pleasure alone. I
know very well how to drive a sissy to the heights of ecstasy, and
how to keep a whiteboi forever on the edge.” She started fucking me
hard now, with long, deep strokes that I felt all the way into my
belly. Each penetration felt better than the last, and I felt my
clarity of mind slipping away.

Or was it my doubt slipping away and my
clarity of mind asserting itself?

I didn’t know!

“Give them to me now, my sissy, and I’ll
see to it that you experience a lifetime of orgasms that put your
pathetic past ejaculations to shame.” I don’t know what she did,
but some minor adjustments changed everything. A flash of pleasure
washed through me. It was brief, all too brief, but the promise it
held made me cry out, begging for more.

“That! That! Right there!” I was mad with
desire. “Oh, please, Queen. I want more of that. I need it.
Please.”

She squeezed my balls again. “Then you’ll
give me these?”

This time there was no doubt. “Yes, Queen.
They’re yours. Like all of me, they’re yours.”

“I need to hear the words, Gem.” She stilled
her movements, leaving her magnificent cock half-buried inside me.
“Tell me what you want.”

“I want to give you my balls, Queen. I want
to give you every sad ounce of what I mistakenly thought was my
manhood.” Where was this coming from? How had I sunk so deep, so
quickly? Or was I risen so high? I didn’t know, but I was starting
to dwell less and less on the negatives. “I want to give you my
balls, my sac, even my penis, if that’s what it takes to be worthy
of your pleasure. I want to be your sissy, Queen. I want to be your
Gem, and I don’t want to have Jim’s thoughts or hormones or
confusion running through me anymore.”

I choked back a sob at the understanding of
what I truly wanted. “I want to be yours, Queen. I want to be free
of all that toxic, racist, counterfeit masculinity, free to be
owned, to be dominated, to be controlled, to be used, and to be
wanted.”

“Promise?” She held up a handful of small
elastic rings, letting one snap between her fingers.

“I promise, Queen. On my honor as a
black-owned sissy.”

She wasted no time. I’d no sooner said the
words and she was squeezing my balls and stretching an elastic band
around them. I squirmed as she yanked me through it, and then
hissed in discomfort at the pinch when she let the band go. Four
more times she repeated the process until five tiny elastic bands
were turning my balls a pretty blue.

“How’s that feel, sissy?”

“It hurts, Queen.” It wasn’t
kicked-in-the-balls pain, but more like that weirdly uncomfortable
moment-of-panic pain when a ball slips up inside your
body.

“Keep breathing and let me know when the
pain changes.”

It actually didn’t take long. The pain
became something warm before it sort of faded into a dull kind of
pressure and tightness. It wasn’t comfortable, but it was something
I felt like I could ignore.

I told her exactly what it felt like and
she smiled. “Yes, it’s already looking beautiful.” I could see her
fondling my sac, but couldn’t feel it. “How does it feel, knowing
you’ve just handed me your last tenuous tie to masculinity? Knowing
you’ve admitted, body and soul, that you’re just another white
sissy, existing to serve your black superiors, with no hope of ever
reclaiming what you’ve given away?”

“It feels . . . good.” I beamed up at her
because, as I said the words, I realized I believed them. It was
the truth. Not the kind of truth you have to think about and
justify, but the kind you just feel. “It feels right.” This time,
when I took a deep breath, I felt as if so much more was being
exhaled. “Thank you, Queen.”

“Thank you, my sissy, my beautiful Gem.”
She placed her strong
black hands on my slender white calves again and resumed fucking.
Maybe it was all in my head, but I swear it felt different already.
“I can’t wait to start getting you into dresses and makeup. We’ll
leave you flat-chested and narrow-hipped—if I’d wanted a woman, I’d
have taken one—but you’ll learn to do your makeup to accentuate
mine, style your hair to show off mine, and dress to complement
me.”

I’d be a sissy. An obvious sissy. Would I be
pretty? Would I pass as a girl?

Did it matter?

No. No, it didn’t.

All that mattered was this—would I make
Queen proud?

“It’s time to come for me, sissy. The first
proper orgasm of your new life.” And, just like that, she adjusted
something in her pose or her angle and that flash of pleasure
washed through me again, except this time it just kept building as
she fucked me. It was like she was slowly turning up the dial of my
orgasm, increasing the pleasure slowly, beautifully, and filling me
with a contentedness I’d never felt as a boy. It just kept building
and growing, pulsing with every thrust of her black cock inside me,
taking me so far beyond the heights of any orgasm I’d ever know
that I found myself doubting whether I’d only imagined them, maybe
even faked them to stroke my own fragile whiteboi ego.

I looked down between our legs and saw
that my tiny white penis, dwarfed by the magnificent black shaft
driving in and out of me, was just flopping around, limp as can be.
All this pleasure, all this joy, and it had nothing to do with it.
It may as well have been as dead and dull as my balls, a useless
white appendage, because it no longer served the purpose I’d so
foolishly thought it had. My pleasure came from inside, came from
the black cock inside me, and it was utterly fucking incredible, I
knew I’d never regret a moment of this night.

“Come for me, Gem.”

I swooned in my delicious delirium. “Aren’t
I coming already, Queen? It certainly feels like it.”

“You’re orgasming, my sissy. There’s a
difference.” She increased the pace of her fucking, and I swear I
could feel her growing ever bigger inside me. “Spill your useless
white seed so I can replace it with my superior black sperm.”

“Wha—oh, oh, oh, oh!” My eyes widened in
shock as I felt a dampness between my legs and looked down to see
cum oozing from my penis. Not shooting or jetting or spraying, just
sort of drooling out. Meanwhile, the orgasm was still washing
through me, but sort of in reverse, as if the pleasure were slowly
being drawn back to where it began.

“That’s . . . my . . . sissy!”

And that’s when Queen exploded and that wash
of pleasure blossomed all over again. I felt her cock pulsate
inside me. I felt her hot black cum spraying the inside of my ass,
scalding away the residue of my masculinity with its power. I felt
her coming inside me, reaching climax because of me, and I cried in
joy. The look on her face was indescribable—it was a look of power
and triumph and pleasure and conquest and satisfaction and
entitlement all at once.

I’d done that.

I’d made her come.

I’d put that look there.

I’d just seen what it meant to take pride in
being owned and I knew that every choice I’d made here tonight had
been the right one.

Queen just kept coming, far longer than
I’d ever managed possible, even in my pubescent masturbatory
explorations. Each explosion of cum was another bolt of blackening
inside me, hotter and more powerful than I’d ever imagined. I felt
taken, truly taken, in ways that only an owned sissy can
appreciate. No offense to the gay men out there, but as much as
they may approach the outer hints and suggestions of this kind of
pleasure. The real thing was something soul-deep that could only be
achieved through total ownership.

When she was finally done, Queen collapsed
on top of me. She rolled to the side, shifted me so that I was
spooned before her, and wrapped her arms possessively about me. As
the moment passed and
the pleasure faded, I waited anxiously for the guilt to set in, for
the regrets to start screaming through my head . . . but it never
happened. There was no post-orgasmic crash, just this lingering
fuzzy sort of bliss.

She was fast asleep. I could easily slip
from her arms and make a break for it . . . but why would I want
to? This was where I belonged. There was no place I’d rather be,
nobody I’d rather be with. I knew absolutely nothing about this
big, beautiful, bold, bodacious, black woman, and yet I already
loved her with all my heart. It had to be akin to what a dog feels
upon finding their forever owner.

I snuggled deeper into her arms, a weary
smile on my face, and allowed her breathing to coax me into sleep
alongside her.

 


As morning dawned with sunlight peeking in
around the blinds, I was sure the whole thing had just been some
crazy, jet-lagged, emotional overload dream. Dominant black transwomen dressed as
Christmas elves didn’t just appear in your hotel room to take your
manhood and fuck you silly. That was the stuff of dreams, which is
what it had to be.

That would have been all too easy to believe, had there not been
something hard and hot poking between my butt cheeks.

“Good morning, my sweet sissy. Have a good
sleep?”

Oh, thank god it hadn’t been a dream! I
couldn’t handle the crushing disappointment of forever chasing that
feeling.

“Yes, Queen.” I rolled over in her arms so
she could see me smile.

“You look happy,” she told me. “A far cry
from the boy who came to see Santa.”

I nodded. “That boy? I don’t think he was
ever happy. Not truly. He was angry a lot. Frustrated, I guess.
It’s like he was missing something but didn’t know what it
was.”

“And now?”

“And now, that boy is gone. In his place is
a sissy who found what he was missing and who never ever wants to
let it go.”

“Good girl.” Queen placed her hand atop my
head and pushed. “Slide on down for breakfast, Gem, and then we’ll
see how good the rest of your family was for Santa and his
elves.”

I didn’t need to be pushed, but I found I
loved the gentle reminder of her control. I wormed my way down the
bed until my legs were hanging off the edge, leaving Queen’s
half-hard black cock curled before my face. This was my first time
seeing it like this, and I was excited to bring it to life. I
ducked my head and kissed each of her balls, feeling a surprising
flush of pleasure that only one of us could claim such equipment,
and then followed the S-shaped curl of her shaft with my lips. She
tasted of sex. I tasted her cum and mine, her sweat and my ass, and
I knew it was a taste to which I’d quickly become accustomed.

She was already growing beneath my kisses.
I rushed to take her into my mouth so I could feel her come erect.
Even partially soft she was far more than a mouthful, but I crammed
as much inside me as I could and worked at her shaft with my tongue
while I felt her cockhead slowly push its way into my throat. It
was such an amazing sensation. I was making her hard, bringing her
cock to life, and tasting every inch of her growing erection. I
wanted to wake up like this every day for the rest of our lives,
and I had a feeling I’d be doing just that.

“That’s nice, Gem, but no throat-fucking
this morning. I want to feel you make love to my cock. I want you
to be the active partner, sucking and licking and swallowing all I
have to give you. Show me you appreciate my cock and I’ll feed you
the only breakfast a white sissy needs.”

That sounded delightful.

I reluctantly drew my head back until her
cockhead was free of my throat, and then started moving my head in
and out, sort of masturbating her with my mouth. Careful to watch
my teeth, I sucked and licked her cock, paying attention to every
square inch of hot black flesh that passed my lips. Precum was
flowing strong and thick, coating my tongue, and the taste was
delicious. Soon she was as hard and thick as she’d been last night,
filling my mouth to the point where my jaw was becoming sore.

Not that it stopped me. A little pain was a
small price to pay for her pleasure.

Queen sighed and moaned as I sucked her
yummy black cock. She held one hand to the back of my head,
stroking my hair in a loving, tender sort of gesture. Not holding
me in place, not controlling my movements, just keeping that
connection between us.

“Mmm, almost there, my sissy.” Her voice had
a purr to it that was the most beautiful sound I’d ever heard.
“Pull back, but keep my head inside your mouth and stroke me with
your hands.”

I did that—and more. I hummed as I sucked
and stroked, adding a little extra pleasure to her morning. I was
so glad she told me to use both hands, because one wouldn’t have
done the trick. Even with two hands wrapped around it, it was a
challenge surrounding her shaft. I’d never touched another cock
before, much less one so big, and I marveled at the way her flesh
moved over the shaft. The textures were remarkable, a pleasure in
and of themselves.

Not to mention, my pale white hand made her
big black cock look even blacker by comparison.

The best part was, I felt her come. I felt
her cock twitch, felt the way it swelled in my hands. I knew I was feeling her orgasm
approach, and I eagerly stuck my tongue under her head so I could
capture every drop.

Yeah, I was a naïve fool, but it was my
first time.

When she came, it wasn’t with a spurt or a
gush, it was with an explosion. Hot cum filled my mouth to
overflowing faster than I could swallow. No matter how greedily I
lapped up her juices and swallowed them down, they spilled out
around her cock to run down my chin. I was in heaven. If you’d told
me twenty-four hours ago that I’d be willingly sucking the cum from
a cock, I’d have called you a liar . . . and if you’d told me I’d
love the taste this much, I’d have called you crazy . . . but I
was, and I did. Her cum was better than any delicious dessert I’d
ever indulged in. I immediately craved it in a way that told me I’d
found some missing ingredient in my diet. I didn’t just feel
delighted, I felt satisfied.

“That’s it, that’s a good girl, lap up all
my cum. Feel it slide down your sissy throat and fill you with
yummy black goodness.” Queen was pumping gently into my hand now,
helping me get the last of her cum. “As much as I loved filling
your stocking, I think I like coming down your chimney even
more.”

Only after I was sure she was done did I let
her cock slide free of my mouth so I could respond. “I loved it
all, Queen. Your cock is the best Christmas present ever.”

She laughed. “Cheeky little sissy. I can
see I’m going to have to ensure your enthusiasm is
well-directed.”

“I don’t think you’ll have a problem with
that Queen.”

“No, I don’t suppose I shall.” She slipped
out of bed and I got my first good look at her naked body. She was
darker than I’d remembered from the mall, and even more beautiful.
I wanted to lick and kiss every inch of her flesh, but she was
already walking away, snapping her finger for me to follow.

I suppose I should have been embarrassed,
felt at least a tiny bit of shame at the thought of my family
seeing me this way, but shame was no longer in my vocabulary. I was
a black-owned sissy and I was proud for my family to see me this
way. Besides, I suspected they—or at least my parents—wouldn’t
exactly be surprised.

Queen opened the door and the first thing
I saw was Santa, the red hat still on his head, sitting on the
couch with his legs spread wide. My parents were curled up to
either side of him, kissing one another around the still-erect
shaft of his big black cock. In the morning sunlight streaming into the room, I saw
shiny ropes of black cum on both their faces.

As they smiled at me, I turned to survey
the room, finding my sister cuddled up on the floor with the other black elves from the
mall, both cisgender women, which I knew because Jane was idly
running her hands through the folds of their pussies and licking
their juices from her fingers—and purring in erotic contentment as
she did so.

I saw the bliss on her face and knew exactly
from where in her soul that purr emanated.

“I take it you had a satisfactory night,
Ellyn? Your sissy looks—” I saw a frown cross Santa’s face “—somewhat
unmanned?”

“Yes,” Queen said, beaming. “She surrendered
her useless white balls to me last night.”

Santa did nothing more than raise an
eyebrow, but the disapproval was clear in his voice.
“You know that was not your
call to make. You’ve taken selfish liberties with your toy that
could limit her usefulness.”

She pulled me close and stroked a hand
down my body to cradle
my numb, blue balls. “I’ve taken her as my property. I plan to have
her collared and tattooed before the New Year.”

“Need I remind you we’ve been nurturing
this family for two decades? We’ve invested a lot in these
children. We’re counting on them to contribute, to play their part
for the BNWO.” Queen opened her mouth to interrupt, but he talked
right over her. “The bitch and her cuck have done very well
for us, quietly
supporting our legal, political, and financial initiatives behind
the scenes, but that’s playing the long game.” He pointed to my
sister and then myself. “The dyke and the faggot were to be part of
our public relations initiatives. They’re supposed to be out there,
getting blacked in public, and getting the next generation excited
about black ownership.”

One of Jane’s elf lovers spoke up. “Oh, this
one here? She’s already primed for her role as a freeuse snowbunny
dyke. We streamed her performance last night to our key contacts,
and they were very pleased with what they saw.”

The other elf picked up the narrative. “We
already have requests from several WNBA teams, a number of tennis
pros, several professional wrestlers, and three different Olympic
training programs.” She patted my sister’s head like she was a
child who’d done well at school. “Her conditioning runs true. It
was clear to everyone that she loves hot, sweaty black pussy.
She’ll be supporting and rewarding our dominance on the field as
much as her breeders are behind the scenes.”

“And this one,” Santa said with a growl,
pushing himself off the couch to stand nose-to-nose with Queen,
“was meant for prostitution and porn. He’s been conditioned to be the
perfect whiteboi, a faggot for some and a sissy for others, but
they were to have the choice of how he’s to be
presented.”

“And he will continue to do all of that,”
she told him calmly, “but under my guidance and control. The BNWO
has been lax in promoting the cause of black transwomen, so I filed
a project request with the council to address that, and it was approved. Gem here is going
to be serving black transwomen and black drag queens, bottoming for
black trans porn, and spending her life swallowing big black
shecock.”

“You went over my head with your own
project?” Santa took a step back, as if he was wounded by her
actions. “I thought we had an understanding, Ellyn. I thought we
were united in this.”

“Oh, but we are. I promise.”

I felt her turn my head and gently push it
forward, toward Santa’s big black cock, and I knew what she wanted.
I may have hesitated for just a moment—I’d justified sucking a woman’s cock, but sucking a
man’s was different—but in the end, I obeyed. I opened wide and
took Santa deep into my mouth and straight into my throat, all in
one smooth movement.

His grunt of surprise was followed by a soft
sigh that I doubt anybody else heard, but which told me all I
needed to know.

“I’m just using this one a bit differently
than we originally imagined. We adapt, as we always do.” She
continued stroking the back of my head as I deepthroated Santa.
“I’ve already arranged her replacements.”

“Replacements?” I couldn’t see his face, but
I heard the amusement in his voice.

“Yes. A boy/girl team to whore out for the
Black New World Order. Not twins, but something better.”

Santa laughed as he turned his body to
face me. His big, powerful hands came down to grab the sides of my
head and he began throat-fucking me, taking advantage of my lack of
a gag reflex. I was beginning to black out from the lack of oxygen,
but I was delighted to find that black cock was black cock, no
matter who it was attached to, and that I wouldn’t disappoint Queen
on my first assignment.

“Fuck, the faggot’s got a nice throat.” He
began fucking me harder. “Nice job, bitch.”

“Thank you!” Mom sounded like she’d just won
the lottery.

“Take it, faggot,” Santa growled. “Choke on
my fucking cum!”

He came deep inside my throat. I didn’t get
to taste a drop, but I felt him pulsing inside of me and heard the
internal gurgle of black sperm hitting my stomach. When he was
done, he pulled out slowly, laughing at the way I swayed on the
verge of unconsciousness.

“Look at how the faggot cleaned your ass off
me. Thank your faggot son, cuck.”

“Thank you, Gem.” Dad’s approval hit me
hard, putting a different sort of smile on my face, but it was his
use of my new name that made me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.

“We all good?” Queen asked.

“I guess so. Go train your faggot.”

“She ain’t no faggot,” Queen corrected him.
“She’s my precious sissy and don’t you forget it.”

 


After enjoying room service breakfast
together, with me sitting at Queen’s feet while she fed me scraps
from the table, we returned to our room and . . . well, she trained
me hard, she trained me deep, and she trained me well! I got fucked
missionary, doggy, and cowgirl; I got fucked on the bed, on the
floor, and in the shower; and I got fucked through my orgasms,
hers, and ours together. We napped as needed and indulged in more
room service as she wanted, but we were never farther than arm’s
reach from one another.

That night, while we were recuperating from
a marathon session where she coaxed three orgasms out of me before
finally filling me with her cum, my phone rang with a video call
from my girlfriend—or ex-girlfriend by that point, I guess. I
blushed bright red and reached out to reject the call, but Queen
snatched the phone from my hand.

“I think I should be the one choosing who
you do and do not speak to,” she said with a smile.

I silently pleaded with her not to answer
it, hoping she’d see in my eyes what I dared not speak aloud. My
face was covered in her cum, my lipstick was smeared, and my ears
were swollen and red where she’d forced through my first piercings.
I was dressed in a torn and dirty pink slip with lace around the
hem, and there were clear bite marks on my exposed nipple. I looked
like a mess. More than that, I looked like a well-fucked,
thoroughly blacked, selectively feminized mess.

She answered it.

What I saw on the screen was Abigail
squatting over a black man, his hard cock buried in her pussy,
while another black man kneeled behind her, his black cock deep in
her ass. A third black man was standing before her, and she was
sucking and stroking his cock with a skill and an enthusiasm she’d
never shown with me.

Not that I blamed her.

Somebody off-screen coughed, and her eyes
went wide as she noticed the phone. She tapped the man before her
and he withdrew his big black cock so she could speak.

“Oh my god! You are like the bestest ever!
This is the hottest Christmas present I could have ever asked
for!”

“Um, what?” I was kind of shocked. I wasn’t
sure what was going on.

“Duh, black-owned for Christmas? Like, all
these big beautiful cocks to split me wide and pour their black
seed inside me? It’s totally the gift that just keeps coming!”

“You’re, um, welcome?” I still didn’t know
how this had happened.

“Oh, hey, Gem!” The camera turned to show
me a new face. It was Chris, Abigail’s step-brother. “Thanks for
this. I didn’t think anybody knew I was gay, but I guess you and
Abby talk about everything. Anyway, it’s so cool that we’re all
black-owned together, fulfilling our destiny. We’re gonna do porn
together, play up the brother/sister thing.”

“And get whored out to black men!” Abigail
giggled, turning the phone back around so I could see her getting
fucked. “Oh, is that your owner? Hi, Queen! Thanks so much for
everything!”

“You’re very welcome. Enjoy yourselves, and
maybe we’ll meet up again one day. Gem’s on a strict shecock diet,
but porn is a small world and I’m sure our paths will cross.”

“Love you!” Abigail and Chris cried out
together.

By now it had set in and I was happy for
her. For
them. “Love you too,” I
said, blowing them kisses before Queen hung up the
phone.

“So they’re my replacements?” I asked
her.

“Are you mad?”

“What? No! Not at all! Surprised, sure, but
super duper happy.” I sobered for a moment. “There’s something you
should know about her parents, though.”

“No need, my sissy. As it turns out, your
girlfriend’s Mommy is as hungry for black pussy as your sister, and
her abusive trash husband has been designated for prison-bitch
training and disposal. He won’t bother them again.”

“Thank you!” I threw myself at her and
hugged her tight. Not in a sexual way, but in a loving one. I was
already infatuated with her, and now I knew I was in love with her
too. “I love you, Queen. Thank you for all of this. I won’t ever
let you down.”

“You know what, sissy?” She kissed me on the
forehead. “I think I might love you too.”

 


As we prepared to leave the hotel together in the morning, I
fidgeted in the elevator, excited by what lay ahead but terrified
of it as well. Queen had introduced me to my first golden shower
that morning, putting me on my knees in the bath while she pissed
all over me—in my hair, all over my face, across my chest, down my
back, into the crack of my ass, and all over my legs. Then she’d
made me stand in the shower while she did her hair and makeup,
until her golden nectar had dried, leaving me smelling
very
strongly of
her.

She wanted the world to know I was owned,
she explained, and there was no better way to do that than by
marking me with her scent.

It was the day after Christmas and she had
an agenda for us to keep to. We’d be seeing a black artist to get me tattooed with a
black-owned tramp stamp and then a black jeweler to get me fitted
for my collar. She was thinking something slender and black, ebony
with onyx inlays, forever sealed about my throat. The jeweler would
also fit me with attachments to extend it into a posture collar or
more traditional slave collar, but those were for play, not
public.

Before all that, though, we had to see a
black-owned doctor about cleaning up the situation between my legs.
I was kind of surprised that she’d trust me to someone black-owned,
not black themselves, but she explained that it was best to be
cleaned, trimmed, and sealed by someone who had an intimate
familiarity with the procedure.

Right now, though, I was watching the
numbers on the elevator, trying to breathe as we came closer and
closer to the lobby. Queen had put me in a pink sweater and black
skirt, with knee-high boots and a puffy woman’s winter jacket.
There was a temporary leather collar around my neck, connected to a
leash she held loosely in her hand.

“For New Year’s Eve,” she told me, as
casually as if she were discussing the weather, “we’ll be
getting together with a group
of my closest black transwomen friends for a no-boys-allowed orgy.
You’ll be expected to clean and fluff, but your clitty likely won’t
be healed enough to take a good fucking, so that will have to
wait.”

Ding.

We were there. The doors opened and an
elegantly dressed black woman greeted us with a smile. “Wonderful
to see you again, Ellyn. Your car and driver are already waiting,
and he has your schedule of appointments, so he’ll ensure you get
where you need to be. We have also secured your preferred
implements in case he doesn’t perform as expected, or—” she
grinned, “—you just want to play with this one.”

“Thank you, Kimberly. You run a tight ship.
I’m sure I won’t need to discipline anybody.”

“You don’t have to need to,” the other woman laughed, “to
want
to.”

“True enough.” Queen beckoned me from the
elevator. “Let’s be on our way, Gem. If you can make me cum before
we get to the doctor, I’ll see about rewarding you with a belly
button ring while you’re getting your tattoo.”

And, just like that, my nerves evaporated
and a sense of calm happiness settled over me.

I curtsied politely to the other black
woman—it just felt right—and hurried after Queen before the leash
could pull taut.

This was officially the best vacation
ever.

 


 


♠ END ♠
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