

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

        

        
        
          Bobbi Mare

        

        
          Published by Bobbi Mare, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      A BLACKED CHRISTMAS FOR THE BLACK WORLD ORDER BUNDLE (BLACKED FUTURE)

    

    
      First edition. November 29, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Bobbi Mare.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231592241

    

    
    
      Written by Bobbi Mare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Introduction

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 1: His Story

Chapter 2: Her Story

Chapter 3: His Story

Chapter 4: Her Story

Chapter 5: His Story

Chapter 6: Her Story

Chapter 7: His Story

Chapter 8: Her Story

Chapter 1: Surprises at Santa’s Workshop

Chapter 2: Santa’s Chimney Surprises

Chapter 3: A Naughty Note for Santa

Chapter 4: Santa Gets Blacked

Chapter 5: Black Santa

Sign up for Bobbi Mare's Mailing List

Also By Bobbi Mare

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

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 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 was then and this is now, and every movement must 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 claimed to serve a better, blacker future.

​Sissy Gets His Stocking Stuffed by the Black World Order
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Chapter 1
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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.

––––––––
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“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.
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