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psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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

White families found themselves shifting, evolving, even reinventing the very idea of family under the BNWO. When those changes happened early, however, they were often more easily accepted and embraced by the younger generation—even if their parents struggled. And, as you’ll see, when those parents ceased to be of service, failed to be pleasing, sometimes the next generation was only too eager to step up.


Blacked Sissy Bride for the Black World Order

One: A Blacked Family Loses Its Way

When I was young, Thursday nights in our house were always the same sad song.

It would start around eleven o’clock with the squeak of bedsprings and the creak of the old wooden bed frame. Mom would mutter something, sounding her usual bitchy self, and then lie silent except for the occasional complaint about how long it was taking. There were no words of love or endearment, no sounds of kissing, and no excited giggles or erotic sighs. My father would grunt and groan, his sounds becoming deeper and more guttural as the bed squeaked louder, and then it all would end in his muffled, frustrated roar.

After that, my mother would snap out something cruel and dismissive, my father would utter the pained sigh that I’d come to know so well—the one that said he wanted to say something, but was holding his tongue for the sake of the family—and then would come the creak and squeak of the bed and the sound of his feet hitting the floor.

I was fourteen when Master Denbe walked into our house, put my parents on their knees, and decided our family was now his.

Under his ebony rule, nights found a whole new soundtrack—the squeak and creak of my parents’ bed became louder, the force exerted on it heavier, and my mother’s muttered complaints shifted to cries of ecstasy that filled the house. Some nights, my father’s sighs were just as pained, just as defeated as they used to be, but others… well, he made noises that sounded an awful lot like my mother’s, only he begged where she demanded.

As for Master Denbe, I knew he was the orchestrator of the new soundtrack, but he didn’t add much to it. He was a quiet man, even at the best of times, never one to repeat what his white property should already know.

Three years later, just as I was about to graduate from BNWO finishing school—what used to be called high school for white students—our soundtrack changed again with the departure of my father.

He’d refused to attend my graduation, calling it an insult to America and an abomination of all that our country stood for, and actually went so far as to shred my white dress to ribbons, telling my mother he’d sooner be dead than see his son prancing around in a dress, bowing and scraping for his black oppressors.

I don’t know that he’s dead, but I do know that he became dead to us that afternoon. And from then on, my mother seemed to slip back into her old ways. Her screams and cries once again subsided into muttered complaints, and while Master Denbe never said a word, never once called her out for failing in her duties, things changed.

A year after that, the soundtrack didn’t change, but it got louder. Master Denbe decided that, at 19, I was old enough to begin learning how a blacked family worked, and declared that our bedroom doors would remain open throughout the night.

As a result, I heard more of what he got up to with my mother, and began to pick up on his frustrations with her. That worried me, because I knew he wouldn’t put up with disappointment for long, but I’d be lying if I said it didn’t excite me as well.

Because, with my father gone, if my mother were to go as well, that would just leave me… and I’d been studying my BNWO sexual education materials very closely. I knew what might be expected of me, as the sole remaining member of the family, and I was ready—eager even—to step into her role.

I’m not sure at what point Master Denbe began thinking about the next change, but I know now that he was coaching me—quietly, like he did everything else. No words, no commands, no instructions, and no physical pressure.

He was a big black man, six-and-a-half feet of muscle, rough skin, a scruffy chin, and a twisting map of scars and burn marks. A mechanic and a millwright, he’d worked in garages and factories until the rise of the BWNO and the implementation of restitution laws enabled his retirement, but he still looked every day of his career. He could wrap me in a bear hug and lift me clear off my feet, and on those rare occasions that found me helping in the garage, the contrast of my small, smooth, unblemished white hand passing a wrench into his massive, oil-stained, callused black palm was almost shocking to behold.

Our sex-ed teacher at BNWO finishing school liked to assure us that there was an absolute truth to things like ‘big hands, big cock’, along with all the other Alpha stereotypes about black men, but Master Denbe went over and above. His big black cock—which I began seeing every night as he walked past my bedroom to the bathroom—was like two fat beer cans wrapped in a tube of flesh.

Comparing my tiny little white penis—barely the size of my thumb, the last time I saw it outside of a chastity cage—to his massive black cock was like comparing the stem of a flower to the trunk of a tree.

The night everything changed, the light of the full moon shining into the hallway from my bedroom window revealed something I’d never seen before. There was a swollen, cum-filled reservoir of a condom stretched over his black cock that caught the light and seemed to glow with it. I knew what a condom was, of course, but I’d never known a black man to need one, and certainly had never seen one on Master Denbe.

Even at a distance, I marveled at just how much cum was in that condom.

I was hypnotized. I watched it sway and dance throughout that short walk from the bedroom to the bathroom, and as he walked back to bed, that condom was all I could think of. I waited until I heard his snoring from the other room, slipped out of bed, and tiptoed into the bathroom.

I hadn’t heard him flush the toilet, so I knew the condom had to be in the trash, but I couldn't see it. Carefully, quietly, I shut the door, holding the handle in a half-turn so the latch wouldn’t click. Only once it was closed did I dare turn on the light and gaze into the basket. I didn’t see it, but I knew it had to be there, so I dug down beneath tissues, empty toilet paper rolls, maxi pad wrappers, and crumpled coffee cups until I felt the smooth, slick latex of that condom.

It was surprisingly heavy—and still warm. I held it before me for a moment, admiring just how much cum was in there. I hadn’t intended to do anything with it, but as I stood there in the bathroom, my tiny, caged penis twitching between my legs, I wondered what it must taste like. We’d been taught all about the nutritional and hormonal benefits of consuming superior black cum, and I knew from my studies that nothing brightened up a white woman’s (or whiteboi’s) complexion like a superior black sperm facial. I’d smelled it on white girls at school, and seen it on Miss Bunny—my best friend’s mom—on more than one occasion, but I’d never had the privilege.

And privilege it was.

I carried the knotted condom over to the sink and ran it under hot water, as much to wash off the bathroom trash as to cleanse it of my mother’s scent. I didn’t particularly like her much, and I certainly didn’t want to have anything to do with her cold, bored, tedious sexuality.

There were butterflies in my stomach as I turned off the light and opened the door, sure that she would be standing there, ready to condemn me as a dirty, disgusting freak, to tell me that I was no better than my father, but the coast was clear. With that warm condom clutched tightly in my hand, I hurried into my bedroom and pushed the door halfway closed behind me.

As much as I wanted privacy, I wasn’t willing to test my luck.

Not now.

Not tonight.

Not when the future lay in my hands.

Excited, nervous, and already feeling a little guilty, I crawled into bed and immediately began working to undo the knot in that condom.

It wouldn’t come. No pun intended. Master Denbe had been the one to tie it, and he didn’t do things half-assed. It was tied off tightly. I couldn’t even begin to get my fingers to a point where I could find an edge, much less loosen the knot. Desperate, I took the rubbery mess between my teeth and began worrying at it that way, but instead of the knot giving way, the condom tore. I had no time to react. By the time I realized it had torn, his cum was pouring out, running over my lips and into my mouth.

I sputtered in surprise, but that just allowed more of his heavy seed to ooze inside me.

And, holy fucking black god in BNWO heaven, it was amazing!

This was Master Denbe’s cum. This was the superior sperm of our family’s big, black, virile owner. This was the same BNWO semen that turned my mother, ruined my father… and now promised to transform me as it filled my mouth. My mouth! I wanted to swallow, but I was enjoying the accidental experience too much to rush it.

Black cum felt amazing in my sweet little whiteboi mouth, and it tasted even better. Like most whitebois, I’d tasted my leakage before, curious and horny, but it hadn’t tasted like much at all. His cum? Oh, it was different! Thicker, hotter, and stronger. More flavorful and more pungent. It tasted right in a way that I can’t begin to put into words. It filled my soul as much as my body, and I experienced the bliss that comes with knowing—absolutely, completely, one hundred percent knowing—that it was my destiny.

Before I knew it, though, I was squeezing the last of his cum from the condom. I wiped my hand across my slick, slippery, sperm-soaked lips, and reached down to tickle my soft, tiny little penis. I didn’t know it at the time, but that twitching I’d felt in the bathroom was the last thing I would ever feel down there. My blacked baptism had already begun altering me, and the stunted remnants of what past generations would have confused as manhood was already retreating before the truth of black superiority.

I was already his—I just needed him to take me.

Everything changed from that point on.

Before long, Master Denbe was leaving his used condoms sitting on the edge of the sink, not tied off, but simply folded in half. Sometimes they would still feel hot from the heat of his balls. Heat from the fires of his lust that my mother was increasingly failing to quench.

The first time it happened, I didn’t want to waste a moment.

With my heart pounding hard, I unfolded the condom, put any thoughts of where it had been out of my mind, and poked a finger into the tip. Holding it above my face, I forced it inside out as I pushed the cum into my mouth.

Realistically, I know it couldn’t have tasted any different, but I experienced it differently. Straight from the condom, unwashed, and still in the room where Master Denbe had disposed of it, this was as close as I’d get to fresh without his big black cock being in my face. There was an intimacy to it that made me feel so good, so special, that I refused to even tickle my caged little penis and risk ruining the moment. I wanted to savor it. So, with a mouthful of his cum, I tossed the condom in the trash and slipped back into my room, where I curled up in bed and fell asleep with his seed slowly sliding down my throat.

Subconsciously, my nightly feedings strengthened some sort of bond between us, bringing us closer despite the distance my parents seemed so anxious to put between themselves and our owner. I knew my father had resented Master Denbe, resented the whole BNWO, but I thought my mother had accepted it and welcomed her place. She had always been fickle, though, trying and discarding new fads or hobbies regularly. I knew from my studies that interracial cuckolding used to be a fetish, not a lifestyle, and I suspected she treated her life with our owner as such.

She was the one putting distance between herself and him. She was the one growing cold to his needs and denying him the pleasures that were rightfully his. It was only natural that he begin grooming the last hole in the house, even if it did belong to a whiteboi and not a white girl. I don’t think she ever knew what he had planned, but she seemed to feel the shift in the house. She became colder, meaner, even more condescending, and more dismissive—of us both! I really didn’t think she had it in her to become any more of a bitch, especially not to Master Denbe, but it was clear he wasn’t going to tolerate that for long.

I saw things becoming increasingly strained between them.

I knew she was headed for the same fate as my father, and that left me with such mixed feelings.

She was my mother, and I loved her, but she was also our owner’s primary property, and I hated how she increasingly dishonored and disrespected her place. For so long, I had thought she knew better, and that realization felt like she was disrespecting me at the same time.

Which is not to say I was equating myself with Master Denbe. Far from it! I’m just being honest about how I felt… and, yeah, maybe justifying what I’m sure must have eventually come to seem like a betrayal to her.

What it came down to was this—Master Denbe deserved better. If that better turned out to be me, nothing would make me happier, but if it turned out to be another woman, and he sold me off to a new owner, it would still be better because the most important man in my life, the black superior who had so quietly set the example for me, would be respected as he deserved.

Two months later, she was gone. There was no final argument or attention-grabbing blow-up, no angry goodbye, and no ceremony or show of authority by Master Denbe. One day, I simply woke up to find my mother’s collar sitting atop the kitchen table, the lock twisted and split in the only visible display of anger I’d ever seen from our owner. He’d done the same with my father. To have unlocked the collar would have been to release them, to free them for another black Master or Mistress to claim, and I knew they hadn’t earned that. Destroying their locks was part of the disposal process, signifying they were not fit to serve the BNWO as anything but the lowest, most menial laborers.

I didn’t even need to look around the house to see what might be missing to know she was gone. There was no need to peek into empty closets or dresser drawers, no need to check the empty spots around the tub in the bathroom. The house just felt cleaner and happier, as if the building had been holding its breath around her as much as we had.

More importantly, she was gone, and I wasn’t.

Master Denbe could have discarded me as well, the tainted flesh of disobedient parents, but he’d chosen to keep me, and I vowed on my mother’s ruined collar that I would be the one person in our family to live up to his potential and serve the BNWO as nature demanded.

But, a nagging doubt inside me asked, was he really giving me that chance?

I mean, it was one thing for him to accept that I was cleaning his used condoms, but another thing entirely for him to use me as his condom. As they taught us in sex-ed at finishing school, when it came to black owners and white property, there was no such thing as straight, bisexual, or gay. Customs of white society, white churches, and white government no longer meant anything. There was just black and white, owner and owned, and it was our duty to serve and please our owners, no matter who they might be.

Still, I worried he might prefer a woman, not a sissy whiteboi, and that I might never be enough.

But I also knew that I wanted to give Master Denbe more than my mother or father had. I wanted to be owned by this magnificent black man. I wanted to belong to him like my parents never could. I wanted to show them up, to prove myself better. I’d tasted his black cum, felt the residual heat from his black balls, and ever since that first night, all I’d wanted out of life was to be special to him, to earn the affection my parents never seemed able to win.

I’d also settle for being a tool of his sexual release, if that’s all he needed, but I knew in my heart that Master Denbe deserved more, and I intended to offer it.

Waiting for that evening to arrive was sheer torture. No day had ever dragged so long.


Two: A Whiteboi Finds His Way To Being Blacked

Aside from the anxiety and anticipation, that day passed like any other day. Master Denbe went to work—he was on the Board of Directors of two banks and a law firm specializing in international reparations—and I served my first day as housewife. I cleaned the whole house, from top to bottom, including the kitchen grout, toilet seat, ceiling fan dust, and window streaks. They were all things my mother insisted didn’t need to be touched more than once or twice a year, but I was a careful and obedient observer, and I’d taken note how much they annoyed Master Denbe when he noticed them.

It wasn’t my first time making dinner, but it was my first time making dinner just for him, and I had to resist the temptation to overdo it with more food than even a healthy black man could eat. I wanted to give him options, to show him what I could do, but I stuck with my theme of showing him how well I noticed and observed.

BBQ was the only thing my father had ever done that seemed to please our owner, so I made fresh hamburgers and cooked them on the grill, alongside some baked potatoes, and made some hand-cut French fries in the hybrid fryer my mother never learned how to work.

As usual, he didn’t say much, but I caught his raised eyebrow as he sat down, and that spoke volumes.

After dinner, he watched the basketball game while composing a speech on his holo-tablet, and I just sat quietly at his feet until he lifted one and placed it in my lap.

If I hadn’t been caged, I swear I might have cum right then!

I’d watched my mother rub his feet on a few occasions, but she never showed any enthusiasm. Well, I’d show him I was different. I took his foot in my hand and just took a few moments to get to know the feel of it, the weight of it, the way his arch curved, and his ankle protruded the most on the outside. I rubbed and squeezed my way from heel to toe, and once I felt where he was most tense, I began applying pressure there… until he grunted his approval.

I was in heaven. When he switched feet, I was tempted to start squeezing again, just to hear that grunt, but I forced myself to be patient. I had to learn this foot the same as I had the other, and sure enough, the tense spots were different. Oh, they were in the same general areas, but different sizes, shapes, and consistency. I had to adjust my pressure, adapt how I moved my hands, and this time I heard a contented hum from above me.

When I was done, he patted my head—Master Denbe patted my whiteboi head!—and went to bed. I wanted to follow him, but I didn’t know if he wanted it. This was unknown territory, and the last thing I wanted to do was screw up my progress by making assumptions.

I settled for kneeling in the hall outside his bedroom, placing myself close enough to pounce should he command my service, and waited.

And waited.

And waited.

I waited all night for him to summon me. I knelt there, anxious, wondering if I should make the first move, but afraid once again that I’d misread the situation. Eleven o’clock came and went without a sound, without a walk to the bathroom, and without a movement.

For the first time in months, it seemed I would go to bed without the taste of black sperm in my mouth.

When morning came, I awoke on the floor of the hallway, alone and sore. Frustrated and depressed, I dragged myself into the kitchen and poured myself a bowl of cereal. I grabbed a soda from the fridge, not caring that it was too early, and sat down at the kitchen table. It was only as I was forcing myself to eat that I noticed my mother’s chore-board—or, as my father used to call it, her bitch-and-whine board—had been wiped clean and replaced with a new message.

It consisted of just three words, all of them crossed out with hard, heavy lines of chalk.

BITCH

CONDOMS

ROUTINE

There were two ways I could have taken that, but if Master Denbe was turning me down and putting an end to my feedings, then I felt like he wouldn’t have included the first one. His message was indeed a denial, but of her, not of me, and I was beginning to realize this was how he spoke—quietly and authoritatively, but with minimal effort.

If I wanted to serve, it was up to me to understand.

If I wanted to please, it was up to me to obey.

If I wanted to be the whiteboi he needed, it was up to me to step up.

I had my sign.

It was up to me to do something about it.

That night, after his foot rub, I slipped into Master Denbe’s bed while he did his bathroom routine. There I lay, terrified and excited, a part of me still worried I’d misread his note, but then he came in with a smile, and I knew it was okay.

He didn’t say anything, just turned off the light and climbed into bed beside me.

I felt the weight of his body make the mattress sag—as I said, he was a big man, a real man—pulling me down into the hollow next to him. I immediately felt the heat of his body. It thrilled me in a way I’d never before imagined, and I chanced a tentative touch, not yet daring his big black cock, but reaching over and laying my trembling hand on his thigh. His muscles were hard beneath my hand, his body hair coarse and wiry. He felt like the kind of man I’d come to accept I’d never be the equal of.

“Brandi.” His voice in the darkness startled me. I jerked my hand back. “It’s been a very long time since I’ve cum in the mouth of someone who didn’t immediately spit it out and complain about how foul I taste.” I felt his hand come up to stroke my hair. “I know you want to taste it hot and fresh.” He didn’t push me, didn’t force me, just sort of nudged me in the right direction. “I’ve been thinking about your pretty mouth on me for months now, and I’m confident you will not disappoint.”

For a moment, I just lay there, speechless. That was more than he’d said to me in all his years as our owner; more than I’d ever heard him speak to anyone, even when on conference calls with one Board or another. Fortunately, I shook it off before he had to tell me twice.

“Yes, Master.” I had never before called him Master, only Sir, but it just sort of slipped out. It felt right. It sounded right. And that made me wonder, had the name Brandi just slipped out of him as well, or had he been sitting on that for a while now? I’d never really thought much about my name, but compared to Brandi, it sounded coarse and inappropriate. Boyish almost. I immediately erased it from my head, never to be heard, spoken, or used again. Master Denbe had branded me with a new name, and it was the only one that mattered.

Judging from the way his hand pressed harder against my head, he seemed to like hearing Master as much as I liked hearing Brandi. I followed the gentle pressure of his hand and crawled under the covers. Now that I was here, now that this was happening, there was no fear, no anxiety, no second thoughts. I could smell the musk of his big black cock as I made my way down his body until the sharp tang of his precum began drawing me closer to my target.

He was already hard when I got there.

Up close, with his big black cock rubbing against the side of my cheek, I realized he was even larger than I’d ever imagined.

“Hold on.” His voice broke my trance. “Don’t move.”

His body rolled one way beneath me, and then rolled all the way back the other way. I felt the blanket and comforter pulled from my body, revealing the soft light of his bedside lamp.

“Your mother didn’t like to look at me when we had sex,” he told me, “and the few times I used your father, he refused.” The hand that had guided me into place slipped down to caress my cheek. “I don’t know that I ever saw excitement or appreciation in her eyes, Brandi, but I can already see it in yours. I want to watch you enjoying my cock.” He looked down at me and, in his eyes, I saw that it was all okay. “You, better than either of your parents, know that this is what you were made for, and I think you want it as much as I do.”

I smiled up at him, my eyes wide with delight. “Yes, Master.”

I wanted to watch his cock, I wanted to focus on its shape and size as it entered my mouth, but right now it was more important that I give Master Denbe what he needed. I kept my eyes locked on his as I pressed my lips to the head of his cock. It was warm and soft in a way I didn’t expect, and the sweetness of his precum rolled down my tongue in a trickle of sexual excitement. I kept my lips pressed around his head as I opened wider, trying to take more of him inside me, but his cock was huge. There were tears in my eyes as I strained to welcome him past the ridge of his head, which popped past my teeth with a crack of my jaw.

“Good boi.” I rolled my eyes up, since there was no way I could move my head, pinned as I was by his big black cock, and I saw such a look of bliss on his face. It made me happy to know I was responsible for putting it there. “Your mother never took so much of me in her mouth. Not once did she even try to swallow as much as you have.”

I flashed mischief in my eyes as I swallowed around his cock, drawing it deeper. There couldn’t have been more than an inch of the shaft plus his head inside my mouth, but I was already gagging and drooling around it. I felt saliva running over my teeth, where I was being careful not to bite him. It pooled against my lower lip and drooled down my chin. Once I managed to control the gag reflex, I began moving my head up and down, not by a lot, but enough to give his cock some friction.

His contented groan of pleasure was louder, deeper, and more genuine than any I’d ever heard from across the hall. I reached down with one hand to cradle the baseball-sized mass that was his balls while my other wrapped around his shaft. Well, perhaps not around his shaft, for he was too thick for that, but over his shaft, enough that I could grasp and stroke as my mouth worked his tip.

The sight of my tiny white hand on his big black cock was mind-blowing. Our BNWO sex-ed teachers hadn’t lied. There was no way I could see his cock in my hand and ever think we were the same.

“Oh, fuck, boi.” Master Denbe tossed his head back and groaned some more. “I’m going to cum,” he warned me, “and you’re going to love it.” He shook the sweat from his eyes. “All those swollen, cum-filled condoms you sucked dry, and yet you’ve never tasted the real thing.” He was thrusting now, fucking my face with short, sharp strokes, taking control of the moment. “You’re going to be addicted, my hungry little snowbunny cumslut, and… here… it… comes!”

When he came, it instantly filled my mouth. There was so much sperm shooting out of his cock, splashing against the back of my throat, pooling on my tongue, that I knew this was something special. If you’ve never felt a cock explode inside your mouth, then you cannot possibly imagine the exquisite thrill. It’s partly the physical sensation of that hot, slick semen plastering the roof of your mouth, and partly the emotional ecstasy of knowing you did this, you earned this, you won this reward.

Master Denbe cursed and groaned with every spurt, his hips leaving the bed and smashing his groin against my face. It was all I could do to remain in place. I drained those black balls, sucking him dry, and fought against my thirst not to swallow. By the time he was done, pushing my lapping tongue and sucking lips away from his tender head, my cheeks were bulging with his cum.

“Let me see, Brandi. I want to see what your Master has given you.”

I crawled up the bed and threw a leg over his hairy chest, straddling him. Careful not to let any spill, I tilted my head and opened my mouth, showing off the pearlescent waves lapping at my teeth and my lips.

He nodded. “Swallow it. Show me how much you love it.”

It was tougher than it sounds.

The first swallow seemed to clog my throat, making me cough and sputter for a moment, but that reflex helped it slide down. I quickly realized I needed to take smaller swallows. I drained his load a bit at a time, pausing to smile for him between each. Eventually, long after I expected to be done, and yet far too soon, I gave him a final smile and opened my mouth wide to show how empty it was.

“And do you have anything to say to your Master?” he asked.

“Yes.” I lowered my head until our foreheads were touching, as my father used to do when saying goodnight to me as a child, and said, “Thank you for your cum, Master.” I wasn’t sure he’d want to taste himself on me, so I kissed his cheek instead of his lips. “May I please have some more?”

When he laughed, it was with a deep, vibrating chuckle that I felt where my pale, hairless chest pressed against his hairy muscles. He grabbed my head and kissed me on the lips, not hard, not cruelly, but with a tenderness that spoke—or so I told myself—of both love and passion. “Oh, there’s plenty more where that came from,” he promised, “but it won’t always be in your mouth.” With only the barest pause, he told me, “Tomorrow night I’m going to fuck you.”

“Fuck me, Master?” I immediately began wiggling my ass against him, and he slapped it hard.

“Yes, fuck you,” he promised. “I’m going to fuck that whiteboi ass and breed it deep. Breed it black.” He hugged me tighter and pressed his lips to my ear. “Don’t worry. You can take it. I’ll train you, and I’ll never let anything happen to you. You’re mine now.”

That was all I needed to hear. I couldn’t begin to imagine how something that nearly broke my jaw wouldn’t break my ass, but if Master Denbe said he’d make it fit, then it would fit.

He freed one arm to turn off the lamp and pull the covers over us, and then resumed his embrace.

We fell asleep together, happy and content, and if the number of times his black erection awoke me, his dreams were not too different from my own.


Three: Brandi Begs to Be Bred

Saturday afternoon, I emerged from the bathroom, naked and cold—not to mention feeling a little awkward, having just given myself my first enema with a purpose. Oh, we’d be trained on them at BNWO finishing school, had even helped each other with them, but it had always been for an educational purpose. Knowing that I was going to be used afterward gave the act a purpose, and it felt weird in ways I can’t quite explain.

The early summer sunshine was streaming down through the hallway skylight as I passed through its angled beam, feeling ushered into Master Denbe’s bedroom by nature’s spotlight. I’d never seen my parents so much as kiss in the daylight, much less show any sign of intimacy, even before becoming black-owned, so the idea of afternoon sex in our house was something new and exciting, an act that belonged to Master Denbe and me.

“Clean?” he asked. I nodded. “Shaved?”

“Of course, Master.” I ran a hand between my butt cheeks as I curtsied, trying to feel if I’d missed any hairs. “It’s hard to see back there, but it feels smooth.”

“Good. Lie flat. Face-down. Pillow under your hips.” He helped get me into position. “That was your mother’s favorite. Get it messy.”

We both shared a laugh at that, and it seemed to reduce some of my anxious tension.

“Relax, Brandi.” He placed those massive, calloused black hands on the cheeks of my ass and squeezed. “Lie there and enjoy it. Don’t think. Don’t move. Don’t react. Get used to being touched.”

As his hands began kneading the cheeks of my ass, pushing and pulling them together, I felt like I could indeed get used to this. He rubbed my flesh with more softness than I thought him capable of, warming my body and my heart at the same time. I flinched a bit the first time his fingers slipped between the crack, but a deep breath set me back at ease.

“This is going to be cold,” he warned, just before a big dollop of something thick and wet landed between the cheeks of my ass. The electric jolts of pleasure that I felt when he massaged the lube over the ring of my asshole set me at ease.

“Oh!” I flinched, pushing into his touch, as the tip of one finger pressed into my ass.

“Relax. Lie back down. Deep breaths. Push with every exhale.”

I did as he instructed, although it took me a few breaths to get comfortable pushing with my ass. Soon, I felt his fingertip press past the ring of my anus. I gasped again, but I pushed out instead of flinching away and was rewarded with his first knuckle inside me.

“Good. Breathe. Push.”

It felt so weird to have something so warm and flexible pushing into my ass, but it was weird in a good sort of way. I was enjoying it. Before long, Master Denbe had his whole index finger inside me, fucking my ass with smooth, even strokes.

I tensed up when I felt a second finger press against my ass, but he paused until I had myself under control. I put aside the fear, resumed my breathing, and began pushing again. The second finger slipped in easier than the first, but there was more pain accompanying it. It was nothing too much, nothing intolerable, but it was a burning sort of ache that had me squirming a bit beneath him.

“Relax. Adjust.”

I lay there and waited. Soon enough, the pain did fade, and it was with a contented groan that I thrust my ass upwards and welcomed that second finger into the hilt. This time, when Master Denbe began fucking me with both fingers at once, I felt a funny little twitch inside.

“Oh, Master. I think I just peed a little.”

“Whiteboi just came a little.” He pulled both fingers out and then pressed three against my opening.

“Oh, fuck!” I humped the pillow as he slipped all three fingers inside me.

He fucked me with those three fingers until I began whimpering and mewling with pleasure. I felt my limp, caged penis twitching beneath me, the precum soaking into my mother’s pillow.

“Turn over.” Master Denbe grabbed a hold of my hips, lifted me, and flipped me over like I was nothing more than a sex doll. He adjusted the pillow beneath me as he lowered me back down, keeping my ass open and raised.

“Doggy style would be easier,” he told me, “but just like with your first taste of black cock, I want to see you riding it.” He poured more of the lube between my ass cheeks and fucked it into my hole with those same three fingers. When he pushed my legs wide and began stroking my hole with his cock, I felt that anxiety again.

“Do you think you’ll really fit, Master? I don’t know that I can take all that,” I protested.

“Don’t be so fucking stupid. You’re a whiteboi. You were built to take it,” he promised. “I know it feels like a lot, but you’d be amazed at how much elasticity there is in white flesh. One day you’ll take my whole fist and beg for more.”

“Yes, Master.” I tried to remember my breathing and my pushing. “I’m ready.”

He paused. “I broke your father’s and took your mother’s, but neither wanted it.” He spanked my ass with his cock. “Ask for it. Beg for it. Make me believe you want it.”

Holy fuck, that was hot.

“I want it, Master. Please, my ass is yours. Fuck me hard, Master, and don’t stop, no matter how much I cry.”

“This is going to hurt,” he told me. “But you’ll adjust.”

The feel of his cockhead against my asshole sent an electric jolt through my body. I never wanted anything so much in my life! This was my chance to show up my parents, so prove to Master Denbe that I could be the whiteboi he deserved.

I wanted to be bred by his superior seed.

I could do this.

He pressed and, for a moment, it felt like there was no way this was going to happen, but suddenly my breathing, my pushing, and his pressing all aligned, and his cockhead forced its way inside.

I didn’t look away from his eyes, but I panted and yelped and squirmed beneath him. “Too much, Master! Too much. I can’t take it. I just can’t!”

“You can, Brandi.” He spat in my face. “Breathe and push. Breathe and push. Let your body take care of itself.”

It was so hard, harder than anything I’d ever done before, but I listened and obeyed. I breathed through clenched teeth and pushed against the fire . . .until the fire faded into a dull ache . . . and the dull ache gave way to a hungry sort of emptiness.

My body wanted more.

More of it.

More of him.

More of Master Denbe’s big black cock.

“I’m ready, Master.” I smiled to see the satisfaction in his eyes. “Fuck me, Master. I want to feel you. All of you.”

Once his head was beyond the ring of my ass, there was no stopping it. He went slowly, feeding me an inch at a time, and I soon learned to instinctively clench when I wasn’t pushing, drawing him deeper and massaging his cock at the same time. He was fucking me in short bursts, pulling back before pushing more of himself inside each time, until I felt something new.

His hairy, low-hanging, superior sperm-filled black balls were brushing my ass.

I had all of my Master’s black cock inside me.

“You’re inside me, Master.” I had such a rush of endorphins and emotions coursing through me; I felt like I was drunk on happiness. “Oh my god . . . I have my owner’s big black cock inside me!”

He nodded. “Get used to it. I’ll be filling this tight ass on a regular basis.” He pulled halfway out, and I mewled with hunger. “I’m fucking my whiteboi.” He pressed all the way inside again. “I’m fucking my faggot bitch, and I’m going to breed your white ass with my black cum.”

He started fucking me with long, full strokes that saw him draw back until just the head of his cock was inside me, and then drive deep until his balls once again bounced off my ass. I lost all capacity for thought or conversation. I just clutched at the bedsheets and surrendered to the power of him riding me, biting my lip as I stared into those lust-filled eyes.

He paused his fucking as he reached back and grabbed my ankles. With his hands wrapped around them, he pulled my legs up to either side of himself and spread them wide in the air, creating a giant ‘V’ through which I could see him. “I’m going to breed your ass, Brandi, but not until you cum first.” Master Denbe switched his hands so that he was pushing against my calves, raising my ass off the pillow  and adjusting the angle of penetration.

When he resumed fucking me, I felt that funny twitch from earlier become something deeper, something more intense. I would have sworn he was stroking my caged cock, lightly rubbing a finger up and down my tiny white shaft, except nothing was touching me. He was fucking me slowly and shallowly, keeping his head brushing against my prostate, and I began to feel flush.

“Fuck, Master, that feels so good!” Waves of pleasure were building inside me, rippling through my body. It was like that glorious instant just before orgasm, except I was feeling it right down to my fingers and my toes. Instead of being a sudden pop of pleasure, it was more like a gushing of it, spreading gradually throughout my body.

“Cum for me, whiteboi. Let me see that bitch cum.”

When the moment came, I had to break eye contact. I had to look down to be sure what I was feeling was what was actually happening. That ever-building orgasm finally crested, but instead of exploding, it was oozing out of me. I saw my limp penis twitch and pulsate as weak, watery streams of semen leaked out of the tip— and it was the greatest sensation I’d ever experienced in my life.

“I’m cumming, Master.” I looked back into his eyes and saw a possessive sort of pride there that excited me. “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming, and it just won’t stop.” I bit my lip. “I didn’t know anything could ever feel this good.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet.” Master Denbe grabbed my legs and tucked them under his arms, giving him a better hold on me. With a look of absolute lust and hunger on his face, he began fucking me properly. These were not the slow, smooth strokes of a virgin warm-up, but the fierce, fast plowing of a whiteboi in need of breeding. “Fuck, you’re so tight, so hot, so perfect.” He was breathing heavily now, sweat pouring down his face. “You’re twice the fuck your mother ever was, and ten times the fuck your father ever could have been.” He growled possessively. “I’m going to cum inside you every fucking day.”

I felt every moment of his ejaculation. I felt his hairy, heavy black balls tense up where they lay crushed against my ass. I felt the spasm of his big black cock as all that hot, creamy, superior sperm raced its way down his shaft. I felt his head flare as the moment approached . . . and I felt his cum explode inside of me, filling me with his seed.

I felt my owner cum inside me.

I felt my ass being bred by his sperm.

I felt perfect, like I’d finally found my purpose.


Four: Wedding of a Whiteboi

As sunlight streamed through the curtains of Master Denbe’s bedroom, I fidgeted in place, creating patterns of shadow on the plush white carpet.

Today was the day I’d be formally collared and claimed, wedded to my Master, to whom I’d pledged my body, mind, and soul. No vows of equality here—just eternal servitude, sealed with a collar around my neck and his black seed deep inside me, in front of our black superiors and their white pets.

Master Denbe’s mother, Mama Esi, presided over my preparation like a stern matriarch, her full-figured body squeezed into a tight black corset dress that accentuated her massive breasts and wide hips. At sixty-five, she was a force of nature. Her ebony skin glowed with authority, and her temper was as quick as her laugh was deep. She paced behind me, her heavy footsteps thudding softly, barking orders with a voice that could make even the most obedient whiteboi tremble.

“Hold still, you pretty little thing,” she snapped, her thick fingers gripping my chin to tilt my head back. “We ain’t got all day to make you presentable for my boy. He’s waitin’ to claim that tight white ass, and you best look like the perfect sissy bride.”

Flanking me were her twin slaves, Bambi and Candi, forty-year-old whitebois who’d long ago surrendered to her ownership, their bodies heavily feminized through hormones, surgeries, and endless training. They fluttered around me like excitable teenage girls, giggling and cooing in high-pitched voices that belied their age. Their faces were painted like dolls: heavy eyeliner, rosy cheeks, glossy pink lips. They wore matching frilly maid outfits, their caged clits peeking out from under short skirts, and their enhanced breasts jiggled with every bouncy step.

Despite the wrinkles at the corners of their eyes, they acted with bubbly, youthful energy—squealing over makeup shades and gossiping about black cocks they’d serviced.

“Oh em gee, Brandi, your skin is sooo smooth!” Bambi trilled, her painted nails—hot pink with little spade symbols—dipping into a palette of foundation. She was the bubblier of the two, her voice lilting like a valley girl as she blended the creamy shade onto my face. “Mama Esi’s gonna make you glow like a real bride. Isn’t this exciting? You’re gonna be collared forever!”

Candi nodded vigorously, her identical face beaming as she worked on my eyeshadow, brushing on shimmering white and silver tones that made my lids sparkle like fresh snow. “Totally! And look at these lashes—falsies with little diamonds. You’ll bat ‘em at Master Denbe, and he’ll just melt. Or, y’know, get rock hard and breed you silly!” She erupted into giggles, her forty-year-old body wiggling like a teen at a sleepover.

Mama Esi swatted Candi’s ass lightly, but firmly enough to make her yelp. “Hush that giggling, girl. Focus. We gotta paint this boi’s nails next. Brandi, hands out—flat on the table.”

I obeyed instantly, my heart fluttering as Bambi and Candi each took a hand, their soft, feminized fingers working in tandem. They filed my nails into perfect almonds, then applied coat after coat of glossy white polish, each stroke deliberate and teasing. “White for purity,” Bambi whispered conspiratorially, “but we all know you ain’t pure anymore, huh? Master Denbe’s been stretchin’ that sissy hole for months!”

“Shh, Bambi!” Candi faux-scolded, but her eyes twinkled. “Though… it does match the bridal theme. Innocent on the outside, slutty underneath.”

Mama Esi snorted, her temper flashing briefly. “Ain’t nothin’ innocent ‘bout a whiteboi gettin’ collared. Now, the piercings—hold him steady, girls.”

My breath hitched as she approached with the piercing gun. Bambi and Candi pinned my arms gently, their giggles turning to soothing coos. “It’ll sting, but it’s so worth it,” Bambi encouraged. “Makes those nips super sensitive for black fingers—or tongues!”

The first piercing came quick, a sharp pinch through my left nipple, followed by the cool slide of a silver ring adorned with a tiny black spade charm. I gasped, the pain blooming into a warm ache that made my caged clit twitch uselessly. The right nipple followed, symmetric and stinging, the rings tugging slightly with my every breath. Then Mama Esi moved to my nose—a delicate septum piercing, the thin silver hoop gleaming like a bridal veil accessory.

“There,” she grunted, stepping back to admire her work. “Pretty as a picture. Now, the outfit—strip down, boi.”

Bambi and Candi helped me out of my simple robe, their hands lingering teasingly on my smooth, hairless skin. The bridal outfit was laid out on the bed: a white lingerie masterpiece, virginal yet utterly depraved. The top was a sheer lace corset that cinched my waist into an hourglass, pushing up my budding hormone-induced breasts while leaving my new nipple rings exposed through the transparent fabric.

Attached garters held up thigh-high white stockings, silky and clinging, ending in delicate lace that framed my caged clit like a gift. The bottom was a tiny thong—barely a scrap of white satin—that rode high on my hips, the back a thin string that disappeared between my cheeks, leaving my ass fully on display. A short, flowing veil attached to a white lace choker completed it, fluttering like butterfly wings against my collared neck.

As they dressed me, piece by piece—the corset hugging tight, the stockings whispering up my legs, the thong teasing my sensitized skin—I felt a rush of emotions. Pretty. So pretty, like a porcelain doll ready for her owner’s shelf. But exposed—vulnerable, my pale skin contrasting the white lace, every curve and piercing on display for black eyes to devour. My ass cheeks peeked out invitingly, the thong doing nothing to hide my readiness.

I was a bride for the BNWO, not to an equal partner, but to a black god who’d own me completely. The thought made my limp clit leak a drop of clear fluid, the cage preventing any shameful hardness. I felt feminine, desired, and utterly submissive—ready to kneel at Master Denbe’s feet, to feel his collar click shut, and to beg for the breeding that would seal my place in this blissful black-owned world.

Mama Esi nodded approvingly, her temper softened by the sight. “Look at you, Brandi. My son’s gonna lose his mind—and fill that sissy pussy good. Now, let’s get you to the altar.”

The front door of the house swung open with a soft creak, and Mama Esi’s firm hand on my lower back guided me out into the warm afternoon sun. The white lace veil fluttered lightly against my cheeks, a delicate contrast to the sheer exposure of my bridal lingerie. I felt so pretty, so feminine, my new piercings tugging gently with each movement, sending little sparks of anticipation through my nipples and nose. The outfit left nothing to the imagination, making me feel desired, vulnerable, ready to be claimed, collared, and bred like the sissy bride I was born to be.

As we stepped onto the porch, my breath caught. The entire street had been closed off for the ceremony, barricades at either end, with rows of white folding chairs stretching half the block like a grand outdoor chapel. Guests filled them—an audience of black superiors and their white pets, all turned to watch my approach. The air hummed with soft murmurs and the faint rustle of clothing, the scent of fresh flowers from the altar mingling with perfumes and the underlying musk of arousal that always seemed to linger in BNWO gatherings.

Mama Esi linked her arm with mine, her full-figured presence a steady anchor as she led me down the makeshift aisle, her temper held in check by the occasion, though I caught her muttering, “Walk pretty, boi—head high, ass out.”

My heart pounded as I glided forward, the stockings sliding silkily against my thighs. I kept my gaze deliberately shy of the altar, focusing on the path ahead. I didn’t want to see Master Denbe yet—not until I was kneeling before him, offering myself completely. The guests watched me, their eyes hungry, appraising. Well-dressed black men in sharp suits, their postures commanding, and black women in elegant dresses and hats, their curves accentuated like queens surveying their domain.

And the whites—the sluts, sissies, and snowbunnies—oh, they were a tapestry of submission. Some naked, their bodies oiled and collared, kneeling at their owners’ feet with blissful expressions. Others in skimpy lingerie like mine, lace and satin barely containing their curves or cages. A few in fetish wear—harnesses, puppy tails, latex hoods—wriggling excitedly in their seats. Then the suburban types: dressed like pre-BNWO housewives or husbands, modest blouses and khakis hiding chastity devices and plugs, their faces flushed with quiet devotion. And the elegant ones—white sluts in flowing gowns, sissies in tailored tuxedos with feminine twists, matching their black owners like prized accessories.

As I passed row after row, recognition hit me like little shocks. There was Mr. Harlan from next door, the one who’d always waved politely while mowing his lawn—now a heavily feminized sissy in a pink sundress, his makeup flawless, sitting demurely beside his black Mistress, looking so happy, so content with his plug visible under the hem.

Mrs. Patel, the neighborhood busybody, naked and collared, her snowbunny body marked with fresh hickeys, leaning against her Master’s thigh with a serene smile.

Even the Thompsons—the uptight couple who’d hosted barbecues—now split, her in an elegant red gown, her black-bred belly swollen, and  him a sissy in fetish wear, cage locked and leaking, both gazing at their shared black owner with adoration.

I never imagined they’d submit so completely to the BNWO. They looked fulfilled, at peace—chastity freeing their minds, black ownership mending whatever fractures the old world had left. Part of me wished my parents had followed their lead, surrendered without the fight, found this joy instead of clinging to hatred. But another part—deeper, truer—was glad they hadn’t. Their disobedience, their failures, had opened the door for me.

Without their departures, I’d never have stepped up, never felt Master Denbe’s affection, his gentle touches amid the firm commands. I’d never have become his.

Just one row left. My veil swayed, my piercings tingled, and my exposed skin prickled under all those eyes. Then my gaze caught on a figure in the front. A feminized whiteboi in a shiny pink PVC bodysuit, the material hugging his limp, optimized form like a second skin. His eyes were vacant, glazed over, and his body utterly still—not even a twitch. Dollified. His Mistress, a stern black woman in leather, noticed my stare. She reached over, turned his head toward me with mechanical precision, pushed his lips into a frozen smile, and lifted one limp hand to place against his chest—like a proud parent posing for a photo.

My stomach twisted. The face—older, but familiar under the makeup. My father. Or what was left of him. A shell, passive and posed, no spark of self-awareness in those eyes. I wondered if anything remained inside, if he even noticed his son walking down the aisle to be claimed as he never was. But a strange gladness bloomed: at least one parent was here, witnessing my joy, even if only as a prop.

Then I stepped up to the altar, the petals crunching softly underfoot. I knelt, the cool wood pressing into my knees, my lingerie shifting to expose me further. And finally, I lifted my eyes.

To him. Master Denbe.

Tall, commanding, in a sharp black tuxedo that hugged his muscular frame, his dark skin glowed as his eyes locked on mine with that mix of possession and affection that made my world narrow to just us. Nobody else existed—the audience faded, the street vanished. Just my Master, ready to collar me, claim me, and fill me with his black seed. My heart swelled, my body ached with need. This was my forever.

The sheer lace of my bridal corset clung to my skin, the thong riding high and exposing my ass cheeks to the gentle breeze, my new piercings tingling with every breath. I felt so pretty, so desired, so utterly ready to be his—collared, claimed, and filled. The audience faded into a hazy backdrop, their murmurs a distant hum, but I knew they were there, witnessing my surrender to the Black New World Order.

The priest—a stern black man in flowing robes adorned with spade symbols—stepped forward, his voice booming across the street like a divine decree. There were no vows here, no empty promises of equality. This was a ceremony of ownership, pure and simple.

“Master Denbe,” the priest intoned, his eyes flicking to me with a mix of disdain and approval, “declare your intentions for this whiteboi. Explain why he has been chosen, so that the white slaves in attendance may aspire to such grace.”

Master Denbe’s deep voice rolled over me like warm thunder, his hand reaching out to stroke my veiled hair gently, possessively. “I knew this whiteboi was different the moment I chose to own his family. He was young, eager, with a spark that his parents lacked. I assumed my role would be simple: to help him develop into a suitable slave for another black owner, a pretty sissy to serve and please. But as his parents failed me, squandering their chance at submission, forcing me to discard them like the trash they were, it became clear that Brandi was preparing to step up.”

My heart swelled at his words, a rush of warmth flooding me. I trembled on my knees, the stockings whispering against my skin. He saw me—really saw me. Not as a replacement, but as something more.

“Instead of mourning the loss of his parents,” Master Denbe continued, his gaze never leaving mine, “Brandi mourned the fact that they’d squandered an opportunity. They disgraced the family by failing to serve their black master as he deserved—eagerly, completely, without question. I’ve never desired a sissy whiteboi before, never craved that soft, yielding submission. But there was such an eagerness, such sincerity in Brandi, that I knew I had to own him in all the ways his parents fell short. He’s mine—to train, to use, to cherish. A whiteboi who understands his place beneath black superiority.”

The audience murmured approval—black superiors nodding sagely, white pets sighing with envy. I felt a flush creep up my neck, my nipple rings tugging as my chest heaved. His words wrapped around me like a collar, filling me with bliss. This was what I aspired to. The BNWO had given me purpose, and Master Denbe had given me love.

The priest nodded solemnly. “And do you, Master Denbe, care to collar this worthless whiteboi, this waste of human DNA, this flawed spawn of white trash, and give him purpose?”

Master Denbe’s smile was slow and possessive. “I do.”

The priest handed him the collar—a band of black epoxy-resin, still warm and malleable from the heat, embedded with shattered white pearls that glinted like broken dreams. My eyes widened at the sight—those pearls, crushed and reformed into something stronger, darker. Just like me.

Master Denbe stepped close, his presence enveloping me, the bulge in his tuxedo pants brushing my veiled face. He bumped my cheek once with it—our signal, intimate and commanding. Trembling with anticipation, my hands shaking, I reached up and unzipped him slowly. I pulled down his briefs, freeing his monster black cock—thick, veined, already hard and throbbing, the musky scent hitting me like a drug. It bobbed before my lips, a beacon of black superiority, and I leaned forward without hesitation.

I took him into my mouth. My glossy lips stretched wide as my tongue swirled. I deepthroated him with ease—months of training making it second nature. The bulge formed in my throat, his cock filling me completely, a perfect outline of submission. As I held him there, gagging softly but reverently, Master Denbe wrapped the warm collar around my neck, shaping it firmly around the bulge, the epoxy molding to the contours of his shaft through my skin.

The shattered pearls pressed in, a reminder of fragility reformed.

The priest’s voice rang out. “You have so been collared, claimed by your Master, with a collar given strength by broken white promises—much as you have been yourself. Shaped forever to remind you that you are empty without black cock.”

Tears of joy pricked my eyes as the collar cooled and hardened, locking in place—a permanent symbol of my place. Master Denbe pulled back, his cock glistening from my saliva, and I gazed up at him, lost in adoration. In that moment, collared and claimed, I felt whole—blissful, purposeful, eternally his in the utopia of the Black New World Order.

The priest's voice cut through the hushed reverence of the audience, his tone formal yet laced with that familiar undercurrent of dominance and delight. "Master Denbe, as is tradition, we ask that you make first use of your collared property before these witnesses, so that all may benefit from the example of true submission."

My heart raced like a wild thing in my chest, excitement bubbling up so fiercely I could barely contain a whimper. This was it—my moment to be claimed publicly, to feel Master Denbe's superior black cock fill me for the first time as his official property. I was so deeply in love with him, my Master, the man who'd shown me affection my parents never earned, who'd seen potential in me where they only brought shame. And oh, the thrill of doing the exact opposite of them—surrendering joyfully, eagerly, for all to see. They'd resisted, failed, and been discarded like trash. But me? I was blooming, thriving, a sissy whiteboi embracing the Black New World Order with open arms and an open hole. Let the neighbors watch; let the sluts and sissies aspire. I was happy—ecstatic—to be the example they needed.

Master Denbe nodded, his strong hands guiding me to lie back on the altar. The cool wood pressed against my sheer lace corset, but my head was pillowed by a soft, squishy mound—swollen, used condoms, dozens of them, tied in a bundle like a perverse bridal cushion. The rubbery scent hit me, tangy with old cum, a reminder of all the black seed spilled in service to the BNWO. It made me feel filthy, cherished, part of something greater.

My owner lifted my legs then, spreading them wide. The thigh-high stockings pulled taut, the tiny thong shifting to expose my ass completely to the breeze and the crowd's gaze. My piercings tugged, my caged clit—limp and shriveled—strained uselessly against its confines. I trembled, anticipation coiling in my belly like a spring, my hole clenching in need.

But instead of plunging in, Master Denbe reached down, his massive hand engulfing my cage. He squeezed—hard, unyielding—and with a sharp crack, the metal bent and shattered in his grip. Shards flew as he ripped it free, tossing the broken pieces into the gathering like a twisted bouquet. I heard a distinctly white femboi squeal of excitement—"I caught it! Oh, thank you, Master!"—the crowd chuckling as the lucky sissy clutched the remnants like a prize.

Confusion flooded me, cold and sharp. My tiny whiteboi penis hung free, limp and exposed, but why? Fear gripped my heart—was this it? Had I been set up, just like my parents, to be discarded now that I'd served my purpose? Tears pricked my eyes, panic rising as I stared up at him, pleading silently.

Master Denbe's expression softened, just for me, before he reached into his pocket and withdrew a sleek, cup-like device—silver and black, humming faintly with tech. He placed it over my shriveled penis, the edges snapping into place with a piercing, stabbing sting that made me gasp, the pain blooming hot and immediate. Then it grew warm around me, a soothing heat that pulsed gently, locking in.

The priest leaned in, his head coming into view upside-down from my position. "What model is that, Master Denbe? A fine choice for a wedding gift."

Master Denbe smiled, pressing his hand firmly down on the device, the pressure making me squirm. At the same moment, he aligned his monster black cock with my hole, the thick head teasing my entrance. "It's the newly released Pherestrator 3.5—a wedding gift from one of my clients." He locked eyes with me, deep and intense, and I knew—knew—he was speaking to me, even as he answered the priest. "This model is fast-acting and fast-healing, DNA-triggered to bond only with my seed."

He began sliding in, that massive shaft stretching me wide, filling me inch by glorious inch. The warmth in the device intensified, growing tighter, hotter, more uncomfortable with every thrust. But oh, the pleasure in my ass—deep, soul-shaking—more than made up for it. "It'll grow tighter and hotter the longer I fuck his sissy hole," Master Denbe continued, his voice steady but his eyes burning into mine. "The pressure will force his prostate to grow and swell until it's a tiny inside penis, driven mad by every penetration."

I moaned around the invasion, my legs quivering in his grip as he started with deep, slow strokes—gliding in fully, then withdrawing almost completely, only to plunge back to the hilt. The device squeezed harder, a building agony that twisted with the ecstasy in my ass, my hole clenching greedily around him. The crowd watched, but they didn't matter. Only him—my Master, owning me publicly, lovingly.

He fucked harder now, sweat beading on his dark skin, his muscles flexing with each powerful thrust. The altar shook beneath us, my veil tangling in the used condoms as I arched into him. "Once I cum," he promised, smiling wide, his voice a growl meant for my ears, "this sissy whiteboi faggot will be unmanned forever—the perfect bottom for a real man, a black man, to sheath his superior cock in and remind him how pleasant his place can be."

His pace turned relentless—long, full withdrawals followed by hilt-deep slams, his balls slapping my ass, the device now a vice of fire around my shrinking nub. I cried out, tears streaming, the pain excruciating, the pleasure exquisite.

Then he stiffened.

Master Denbe’s final thrust buried him to the hilt, his roar of release echoing across the street as thick ropes of black seed flooded deep inside me, claiming the last untouched part of my soul. My body convulsed beneath him—pain from the Pherestrator’s cruel grip twisting into blinding ecstasy as my swollen prostate milked itself dry, adding my pathetic sissy fluids to his superior load. I was remade, unmanned, perfect. A flat, smooth patch of skin where my useless whiteboi penis used to be, just a tiny piss hole remaining. Nothing more. Nothing needed.

Slowly, deliberately, he withdrew, his massive black cock sliding free with a wet, obscene sound. It hung half-erect between us, glistening with our combined juices—his thick cum, my slick arousal, the faint trace of blood from the stretch. The sight of it—veined, proud, dripping—made my newly flat crotch throb with phantom need, even as the device continued its slow, healing work.

He turned to face the guests, his voice carrying like thunder over the hushed crowd.

“I own this slave,” he declared, one hand resting possessively on my thigh, spreading me wider so they could see the gape he’d left, the creamy evidence of his claim leaking out. “I claim this slave.” His other hand stroked my veiled hair, gentle even now. “And I love this slave.”

He paused, letting the words settle, letting the white pets in the audience feel the weight of them. Then his smile widened—slow, wicked, tender.

“I love him so much,” he continued, “that I have chosen to restrict his pleasure to myself alone.”

A soft, collective gasp rippled through the whites—envy, awe, longing. The black superiors nodded approvingly, some smiling like proud parents.

Master Denbe looked down at me, his eyes soft with something deeper than possession. “Come up, my friends,” he invited the guests. “Fuck this whiteboi sissy bitch as soft or as hard as you please. Take your pleasure from him. Know that his only function is to give it—to grip, to squeeze, to maximize every stroke for your enjoyment. That is his purpose now.”

He straddled my chest, his heavy balls resting warm against my sternum, and guided his dirty cock—still slick with us—to my lips. I opened eagerly, tongue already seeking the taste of him, of me, of the new combination that marked me as his forever. The flavor exploded across my tongue—salty, musky, sweet, bitter, perfect. I moaned around him as he slid deeper, filling my mouth, stretching my jaw just enough to remind me who I belonged to.

Leaning down, he locked eyes with me, his voice low and intimate, meant only for me, even as the first black superior approached my spread legs.

“You’ll feel every penetration, Brandi,” he promised, stroking my cheek with his thumb. “Every thrust, every stretch, every slide. You’ll be able to respond—gripping, squeezing, milking them for all they’re worth. But it will be nothing but superficial sensation. Surface pleasure, needed only to fulfill your role. The deep, internal fire—the kind that makes your tiny sissy clit respond, that makes you feel truly fucked—that belongs to me. Only me. The only way you will ever feel that again is when I’m inside you.”

Tears of joy welled in my eyes as the first guest—a tall black man in a sharp suit—pressed his thick cock against my gaping hole and slid in with a single, smooth stroke. I clenched instinctively, gripping him tight, drawing a groan of approval from him. But the pleasure was shallow, mechanical, useful. Nothing like the soul-shaking fullness I felt when Master Denbe took me.

I looked up at my Master, his cock pulsing on my tongue, his gaze locked on mine with fierce tenderness. Around him—around the thick shaft filling my mouth—I managed the softest, most reverent whisper.

“I love you, Master.”

The words vibrated against his skin, and his smile widened, eyes shining with pride.

He began to rock gently, fucking my throat with slow, loving strokes while the guests took turns behind me—some tender, some brutal, all using me exactly as they pleased. I served them perfectly, my body responding on command, but my heart, my soul, my true pleasure remained locked away, reserved for the only man who’d ever truly seen me.

Owned. Cherished. Desired.

In a way I never imagined possible.

My place in life was clear: to serve the Black New World Order, to be pleasing and useful to my black superiors. But being pleased only by my Master—this special bond, this private gift—made me feel complete.

Whole.

Perfect.

Forever his.

♠ END ♠
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