

    
        
          Community Cleanup Cuckold for the Black World Order

        

        
        
          Blacked Future

        

        
        
          Bobbi Mare

        

        
          Published by Bobbi Mare, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      COMMUNITY CLEANUP CUCKOLD FOR THE BLACK WORLD ORDER

    

    
      First edition. June 19, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Bobbi Mare.

    

    
    
      Written by Bobbi Mare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Bobbi Mare

	    

      
	    
          
	      Blacked Future

          
        
          
	          Sissy Students of the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Sissy Counseling by the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Sissy Agent for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Collared Sissy Bundle: A Black World Order Collection (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Sissy Cuckold for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Bathhouse Training for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Femboy Bukkake for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Blacked Future Tales: BNWO Bundle

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

          
        
          
	          Boiwife for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Cleanup Cuckold for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Sissy Cuckold Slaves of the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          BNWO Freeuse Sissy for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Blacked Sissy: Training & Modification for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Blacked and Nullified: Corporate Sissy Slave for the Black World Order

          
        
          
	          Blacked by Santa and Claimed for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Femboy Deception for the Black World Order (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          A Blacked Christmas for the Black World Order Bundle (Blacked Future)

          
        
          
	          Community Cleanup Cuckold for the Black World Order

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Becoming Daddy’s Sissy Wife

          
        
          
	          Sissy Vacation Exposure

          
        
          
	          Futanari Farms: Mounted and Milked

          
        
          
	          Sold! To the Shemales for the Black World Order

          
        
          
	          Straight to Sissy: A Gay Hypnosis Tale

          
        
          
	          Conquered by the Futa Centaurs

          
        
          
	          Cuckolded, Caged, and Collared: A Blacked Bundle

          
        
          
	          Cuckold Service at the Snowbunny Hotwife Club

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Bobbi Mare’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Bobbi Mare

Community Cleanup Cuckold for the Black World Order | Introduction

Book 1 | Chapter 1: The Taste of Superior Black Cum

Chapter 2: Elena’s Creampie

Chapter 3: Rebecca and Lila

Chapter 4: Cuckold Support Meetup

Chapter 5: Pamela’s Gangbang

Chapter 6: Full Day of Service

Book 2 | Chapter 7: Variety Training

Chapter 8: Jamie

Chapter 9: Double Sissy Service

Chapter 10 Overnight at the Sissy House

Chapter 11: Conversation with Jamie

Book 3 | Chapter 12: The Final Line

Chapter 13: Sources of Joy

Chapter 14: Merger

Chapter 15: Leon’s Praise

Chapter 16: Empty Mind

Chapter 17: Complete Acceptance

Book 4 | Chapter 18: One Year

Chapter 19: The Chair

Chapter 20: The Circle

Chapter 21: Happy Cumslut Birthday

Chapter 22: Complete Transformation

Sign up for Bobbi Mare's Mailing List

Also By Bobbi Mare

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Community Cleanup Cuckold for the Black World Order


Introduction
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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, sissies, and fembois 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. 

When it comes to cuckolding, though, every couple has their own journey, their own path towards service and pleasure to the BNWO, and some take longer to get there than others. Even when they know it’s their destiny, some white boys struggle to understand that what they see as a loss of intimacy is simply an exchange. Service and surrender come in many different forms, and as you’ll discover in Henry’s journey, accepting your role is the first step towards appreciating it.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Book 1

Chapter 1: The Taste of Superior Black Cum
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I knelt in the corner of our bedroom, my permanent steel chastity cage painfully tight around my denied cock, as Jamal destroyed my wife on our marital bed. Monique’s legs were wrapped high around his waist, her heels digging into his powerful black ass as he drove into her with deep, punishing strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of his massive cock slamming into her soaked pussy filled the room, accompanied by her shameless moans.

“Fuck yes, Jamal! Harder—give it to me!” she cried, her voice breaking in a way it never had with me.

I watched, helpless and leaking, as his heavy balls slapped against her ass with every thrust. Monique’s beautiful body—pale skin flushed pink, full tits bouncing wildly—looked so small beneath his muscular frame. This was the new reality in our state, one of the last to fall under the Black New World Order. 

One where white husbands like me existed to serve, to watch, and to accept.

I was doing my best with the first two, but the last? Oh, that I was struggling with.

This was my wife. This was the woman I loved. This was the same beautiful girl I fucked every night of our honeymoon in Europe, never knowing that those two weeks of sexual abandon would be our last. When we arrived home, we stepped off the plane into what suddenly felt like a different world. We’d barely been gone long enough to miss it, but everything we knew about home had changed. There were collared white submissives on leashes throughout the airport, and even a few crouched in the kind of cages you used to travel with pampered pets.

We saw black men lounging with their legs spread wide, with white women kneeling between them, openly worshipping their big black cocks in the middle of the airport. We’d seen feminized white boys bouncing on big black cocks, their tiny white penises trapped in cages smaller than the one I wore now. Worst of all, we saw a line of black Customs officers absolutely destroying white pussies, fucking the women with an animalistic passion that put our honeymoon adventures to shame.

And then, in an act that stopped us both in our tracks, we saw those women’s husbands lower themselves to slurp out the loads of black cum from their wives’ pussies. I’d gagged at the sight, seriously considered dragging Monique to the nearest airline desk to find a flight back to Europe, but she’d clenched my hand tight and said the three words that flipped our marriage on its head.

“Isn’t it beautiful?”

Jamal’s growl snapped me back to the present. “Isn’t it beautiful, white boy?” he asked me as he buried himself to the hilt. “Gonna fill this white pussy right up for you.” He slapped my wife’s ass and rocked his cock inside her. “You ready for superior black seed, bitch?”

“Yes!” There was no hesitation. “Breed me!” Monique screamed.

I watched, helpless, as that monster black cock slammed in and out of my wife so hard that only his hands on her hips kept her from being shoved through the wall. Monique came around him—again—and screamed for more, her words a nonsensical string of begging, pleading, and demanding. Her skin glistened with sweat, and I could see the red handprints from where he’d been holding her in place.

“Fuck, yeah!” Jamal pulled out until just the thick, swollen head of his big black cock was inside her. I could see his thick shaft pulsing as he pumped rope after heavy rope of hot cum deep inside her. Monique shattered in yet another orgasm, her body convulsing, squirting around his cock as he flooded her womb. When he finally pulled out, a thick, creamy waterfall of his load immediately gushed from her gaping, ruined pussy.

I thought I knew what was next. I’d been dreading it all night long. 

Tonight, though, was going to be different.

Jamal didn’t leave. He stood at the edge of the bed, his enormous black cock, still rock-hard and glistening with their combined juices, pointing straight at me. Monique sat up slowly, her legs spread, with black cum dripping down her thighs, and looked at me with loving but steel-hard eyes.

“Henry,” she said softly, “it’s time. Come here.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. “Monique... what are you talking about?”

She crooked a finger. “You’ve been cleaning my creampies for months. Now you’re going to clean the source. Crawl to Jamal and clean his cock.”

Panic exploded through me. “No! Monique, please! I’m not gay! I can’t. I won’t. I won’t suck another man’s cock!”

Jamal chuckled as he stroked his massive, cum-smeared shaft slowly. It was still leaking, heavy drops of thick white semen oozing from the slit. “There’s only one man in this room, white boy, and you ain’t it.”

Monique’s voice stayed gentle, almost tender. “Henry, my love... this is part of your training. Come here. Now.”

I stayed frozen, shaking my head. “Please, Monique. I’ll clean you. I’ll do anything for you, but not this. This is too far. I’m begging you.”

She sighed, then stood up. Cum ran down her legs as she walked over, grabbed me firmly by the hair, and dragged me toward the bed instead. “Fine. We’ll start with what you already know. But you will learn to serve the source soon enough.”

She lay back, spread her legs wide, and pulled my face into her well-fucked pussy.

“Clean me, Henry. Taste what a real man leaves behind.”

The first long lick was devastating. Her pussy lips were bright red and badly swollen, puffy from the brutal pounding Jamal had given her. Her hole was stretched obscenely wide, a gaping, ruined tunnel that still fluttered and clenched. The moment my tongue pushed inside, a thick, hot flood of Jamal’s cum poured out.

It was scalding. Viscous. Incredibly heavy and creamy. The taste was potent, deeply salty, bitterly alkaline, with that rich, masculine musk that overpowered everything. I swallowed reflexively, but more kept coming. Monique moaned and squeezed her inner muscles, deliberately pushing another heavy glob straight onto my tongue.

“That’s it, baby. Feel how stretched I am? That’s what superior black cock does to a white woman. Get your tongue deeper. Clean your wife’s ruined pussy.”

I whimpered into her folds, licking desperately. Her pussy lips were so swollen they felt like soft, hot pillows against my face. Every time I probed inside, her hole would squeeze around my tongue, pushing more thick cum into my mouth. I had to swallow again and again just to keep up. The volume was massive, far heavier than usual.

Monique rode my face through two more orgasms, grinding her swollen, cum-filled cunt against me while praising me softly. “Good boy. You’re doing so well. This is what you were made for.”

When she finally let me up for air, Jamal was still standing there, cock hard and waiting. Monique looked at me with unyielding love.

“Now, are you ready to clean the source?”

I shook my head frantically, tears streaming down my face. “Please, Monique, not that. I’ll clean you as many times as you want. Just don’t make me suck him.”

She sighed, but there was patience in her eyes. “Then you’ll just have to clean me again, Henry. Because Jamal isn’t leaving until you’ve tasted him properly.”

And there I sat, my face close enough to feel the heat from them both, and watched as Jamal ruined her pussy all over again. He fucked her with long, deep strokes, his massive black cock spearing into her with relentless passion. This black man was owning my wife’s pussy, claiming it in ways I apparently hadn’t been man enough to do on our honeymoon. Monique was lost in a world of sexual bliss, moaning and whimpering beneath him as she shuddered through orgasms that splattered my face with her juices.

When he was done, she pulled me back down.

This time, she was even wetter. Even more stretched. Her pussy lips were an angry crimson, puffy and sensitive. When I pushed my tongue inside, she clenched hard, squeezing a thick, warm rope of Jamal’s cum directly into my mouth. I swallowed it with a broken moan, feeling the heavy load settle in my stomach.

We repeated the cycle twice more. 

Each time Jamal would fuck her again—hard, dominant, making her scream—and each time I would be forced to clean the resulting massive creampie while he watched. Her pussy grew redder, more swollen, and more obscenely stretched with every round. By the last cleanup, her hole gaped so wide I could easily push my tongue deep inside without resistance, and she kept rhythmically squeezing around it, feeding me load after load.

I was exhausted, broken, and shaking when Monique finally sat up and pulled my cum-drenched face up to look at her.

“You’ve done well tonight, my love,” she said softly, stroking my cheek. “But this reluctance ends now. You need deeper training.”

My stomach twisted with dread as she delivered the news I had been fearing.

“I’ve decided you need more practice if you’re ever going to become a proper cuckold, if you’re ever going to find your purpose in service. The community needs dedicated cleanup boys. Starting tomorrow, I’m loaning you out to local hotwives who don’t have cucks of their own. You’re going to clean their well-fucked pussies of black cum until it becomes second nature.”

“No...” I whispered, voice cracking. “Monique, please. I only want to serve you.”

She shook her head, smiling with loving dominance. “This is serving me, baby. By becoming useful to the BNWO. By finding your own happiness in our relationship. By learning to take pleasure in your new role.”

I dropped my head. I heard what she was saying, but it was never going to happen.

“Elena is first,” she told me. “She’s expecting you tonight after Marcus finishes with her. You’ll watch her get bred, then clean her. And you will do it properly.”

Jamal laughed as he dressed. “Poor white boy. Better get used to the taste.”

Monique kissed me again, slow and deep, then pushed my face back between her legs for one final, extended cleanup. As I licked and swallowed yet another thick, warm load from her swollen, stretched pussy, my mind reeled.

The humiliation burned hotter than ever. But beneath the disgust and resentment, something else stirred—the memory of Monique’s face in total ecstasy. If I couldn’t do this for me, could I do it for her?
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Chapter 2: Elena’s Creampie
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The drive to Elena’s apartment was torture. My mouth still carried the heavy, musky aftertaste of Jamal’s cock and cum from earlier that evening. Every swallow reminded me of the salty-bitter thickness that had coated my tongue and slid down my throat. I kept glancing at myself in the rearview mirror. My lips were still slightly swollen, and my eyes red from humiliated tears. 

Monique had kissed me goodbye with a proud, dominant smile and whispered, “Make me proud, Henry. Serve well.”

I loved her. That was the only reason I was doing this.

Elena’s door opened before I could even knock. The petite white beauty stood there in a sheer black babydoll that did nothing to hide her perky breasts or the smooth curve of her ass. Her dark hair was tousled, her cheeks already flushed. She looked me up and down, eyes lingering on the obvious bulge of my chastity cage beneath my thin shorts, and smirked.

“Monique’s reluctant little community cuck. Get inside, Henry.”

I stepped in, stomach twisting. Elena’s place smelled of sex. “Elena... look, I’m only here because Monique asked me to. I don’t want to do this. Can’t we just—”

She cut me off with a sharp laugh, closing the door behind her. “Oh, honey, you don’t get to negotiate. You’re here to clean. But first, you get to watch. Marcus is already warming me up.”

In the living room, a tall, powerfully built black man lounged on the couch, his massive cock already thick and heavy against his thigh. Marcus. He grinned at me as if I were entertainment.

“Strip to your cage and kneel in the corner,” Elena ordered. “You can argue with your wife later. Right now, you’re going to see what a real man does to a white girl like me.”

I wanted to refuse. Part of me screamed to walk out. But Monique’s face flashed in my mind—her loving dominance, her expectations. I stripped down to nothing but the steel cage locked around my pathetic white dick and knelt.

What followed was forty minutes of pure psychological demolition.

Marcus fucked Elena with a raw power and stamina I could never match. He bent her over the couch, lifted her tiny body like she weighed nothing, and impaled her on his thick black cock. Her moans quickly turned into screams of ecstasy as he pounded her relentlessly. The wet, filthy slap-slap-slap of his heavy balls against her soaked pussy filled the room. I couldn’t look away. Her face, twisted in bliss, mouth open, eyes rolling back, was mesmerizing. She came hard, squirting down his shaft, begging for more.

“Fuck me deeper! Breed me, Marcus!”

And he did. He flipped her onto her back on the coffee table right in front of me, legs spread obscenely wide, and drove into her with long, powerful strokes. I watched every inch of that superior black cock disappear into her
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