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Part 1—Miss Amari’s Training
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I’d like to say my story began the morning Miss Amari took my whiteboi ass with her big black strap-on dildo, but the truth is my story goes back further than that. She thought she was breaking me, ruining me for a future within the Black New World Order, but the truth was that my best friend’s sister had already taken care of that by turning me into a sissy faggot for any black man who’d take me—hard, deep, and unprotected.

Not that Miss Amari knew anything about that last bit. She wanted to think she was the one to break me, and since I was technically her property—she owned my mother and father—it was best that I keep quiet about my private lessons and play into the blackening she was so eager to deliver.

It was a Tuesday morning, sunny and warm after another weekend of rain. I’d finished my last college exam of the year and was enjoying a rare chance to sleep in before my household duties beckoned.

“Whiteboi.” I heard the familiar staccato of our owner’s slender knuckles tapping against my door. “You awake in there, bitch?”

“Yes, ma’am.” I mumbled it into the pillow, but I was pretty sure she heard me.

Since it was required that I sleep in my lacy pink panties and matching bralette—not that I minded, of course—I tried to find the motivation to get up and cover myself before she came in to check on me. The pink nightgown draped beside my bed didn’t offer much coverage, but at least it was something. The problem was that my brain and body weren’t yet on full speaking terms. There was still a lot of sleepy fuzziness between them, and hearing her voice, at once stern and seductive, messed me up at the best of times.

"Well, it's about time, whiteboi."

Her presence in my room was like an electric shock. My body tensed. I snapped my head up from the pillow and looked back over my shoulder to see her standing silhouetted in the doorway. “Miss Amari!”

She took a slow, sultry step inside. “And here I thought you were going to sleep all morning.” There was a teasing tone of sarcasm in her voice that usually foreshadowed some sort of punishment. Honestly, it was kind of frightening and erotic at the same time. She did that to all of us. “We certainly can’t have that now, can we?"

I moved to roll over and tug the comforter into place, but it was no use. Still sleepy, still confused, I struggled to make sense of what was going on and why I couldn’t seem to reach for the bedding. It took me a full minute to realize that my wrists had been tied to the bedposts, and even longer before I thought to look over my shoulder to see that my ankles were trapped in the same predicament. 

I had to look twice to be sure, but those thick white cords were not my imagination.

What the hell? Had I gotten into something kinky last night with one of Karen’s friends? If so, with whom, and where were they now? Was my face a smear of cum-stained makeup? Was the ass I couldn’t see well-split and gaping? Miss Amari always said that she would be the one to break me, but had she learned of my goings on? And if she had, was she angry about it?

My gut told me ‘yes.’ 

She found an excuse to be angry about anything.

Completely understandable when obedience was expected of her property, and entirely deserved when you consider what my father had done. The thing is, I knew I was risking her wrath by allowing Karen to train me, but I was old enough... needy enough... and a whiteboi could hardly say ‘no’ to big black cock, no matter how it came his way.

I mean, literally. We had no right to refuse. It was our purpose.

Was that why she was there? Had she seen somebody leaving? Had they tipped her off to my predicament?

I’d never been so embarrassed—not to mention scared—in my life, and if you knew what I’d gone through up to that point, you’d know that was saying a lot. I rolled as far as I could to watch her approach, but I was tied tight. I was still wondering how I would explain all this, still struggling to come up with a good story to explain what I was sure was black cum leaking from my ass, when I saw it.

With the morning sunshine beaming down the hall behind her, her silhouette cut such a clean figure that I knew she was naked. But that wasn't what caught my eye. No, it was the black shadow between her legs that made my ass throb. She had a thick, nine-inch, undoubtedly black pole thrusting out from between her legs, and she looked in a mood to use it.

"What’s the matter, whiteboi? See something you like?”

My heart leaped into my throat. Did she know? Was that why she was here? Had she somehow found out about everything? What was I supposed to do? Deny her and risk being branded a liar? Admit it and risk exposing secrets she had yet to crack? 

A low chuckle escaped her lips. “Perhaps you’d like a closer look, hmm?”

She sauntered further into my room. Although her professional dance days were long behind her, the product of pre-BNWO times, she kept active. She even led a twice-weekly yoga class at the black-women-only gym across town. So, when she moved, she flowed like a shadow, sliding into the light. Not for the first time, I found myself gazing upon her naked body. Just a bit too tall to be considered petite, she had an amazingly slender waist for her age, along with breasts that were naturally larger and firmer than many women half her age. 

None of that was new to me, of course. No, what gave me pause, even more so than the dildo, was the sheen of sweat and the smell of sex that clung to her.

"Take a good look at what your faggot of a father couldn't handle," she told me. With an obscene grin, she sailed across the ocean of dark blue carpet and dropped anchor before my bed. “What your mother can’t get enough of, and your sister is already desperate for. “She thrust her black hips towards me with a sexual grunt. Her black monster dropped onto my pillow, less than an inch from my face. "Study it, whiteboi. Get to know it well," she told me, "because it is most definitely going to know you very well, inside and out."

I suppose I should step back a bit further and explain why I was so shocked that morning. 

Despite whatever impression her bizarre entrance may have left you with, Miss Amari had never been anything more than a stern, guiding presence in my life. For the last half of my nineteen years, she had been a constant presence in our lives, overseeing my mother’s cooking, cleaning, and chauffeuring of my twin sister and me. She was always happy to help with our homework—as a reeducation specialist, she had literally written the book on the BNWO—and she carried our family through some pretty lean times as jobs for white people dried up. 

She still expected a goodnight kiss and a hug before my sister and I left in the morning, which was weird for two kids in college, but that was as affectionate as she got with us. Oh, we heard her getting affectionate and aggressive with my parents behind closed doors, but with us, she was more of a guiding figure than anything else. 

My memories of those early years are so ordinary, so mundane, that it's hard to believe the same woman was standing before my bed with a huge strap-on dildo. I remembered the time we stayed up all night to work on a social studies presentation on the need for white chastity. I recalled the day she drove Char and me across town to search for our runaway father, bringing him back home in a cage strapped to the top of her car—in the rain, on the highway, taking the long way home. I even remember the weekend we all went camping, just before Char and I went off to college, where an old wool blanket hung from the middle of the tent to serve as a makeshift divider, she and our parents on one side, my sister and I on the other, her and my mother boisterously discussing how and to whom each of us would be sold when we came of age.

If you’re not from a black-owned state, that probably sounds a bit bizarre to you, but it was just a part of our lives. Nothing special, nothing kinky, nothing taboo or anything like that. Just life with a black owner who cared for her property.

I had never once, in all that time, been the target of her dark, kinky side. To be honest, I hardly considered her to be a sexual being, at least not where Char and I were concerned.

Then again, I never would have suspected my father of betraying us to the white pride movement—twice—and I never would have guessed what my best friend’s sister would eventually prove to be capable of, so maybe I was not the best judge of character. 

"Ah, Miss Amari ?" I watched, completely helpless, as she spun gracefully and flowed back across the room. She paused before my desk and began fiddling with my holo-tablet. "I don’t know why you have me tied up like this, but could you at least take, um, take that thing off?" I was trying not to look at the black cock between her legs. It was making me feel things that were not at all safe in this situation. "It's really distracting, and it’s kind of starting to make me feel weird."

Weird wasn’t the word for it, but I could hardly tell her how it actually made me feel.

She smiled as she came back to sit on the bed beside me. I heard her body squelch noisily with an erotic dampness. It was barely seven in the morning, and it sounded like she’d already been wet for hours. Unless my sister had gotten the first visit of the morning, it had to be my mother who had provided that workout.

“Aww, is the little whiteboi afraid of the nice, big black cock?” She draped one sweaty arm across my naked back as she adjusted my position to her liking. "Does Miss Amari’s dark dick make you uncomfortable?" She gave me a slap across the ass. It wasn’t hard. I’d endured far worse, I’d enjoyed far worse, but the unexpectedness of it still made me flinch. "You haven't seen anything yet!"

Before I could ask her what she meant, the video she’d cued up on my holo-tablet began to play. I recognized him immediately. There was my father lying spread-eagled, face down upon her bed—he and my mother had matching cages beneath it—tied securely to the four posts, just as I was, completely naked. As pale as he was, the mess of red and purple welts across his ass was hard to miss.

When he looked back over his shoulder, I saw the wide strip of silver duct-tape plastered across his mouth and knew those welts hadn’t been something he’d asked for. I looked closer. In his eyes, I could see a mix of fear and shame and anger... perhaps even a little bit
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