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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 black
ownership.

 


Looking back, it’s all too easy to see when
the Black New World Order began its rise but, at the time, those
with white privilege were destined to be blind to it all. 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 of the next generation. 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—such radical change rarely comes easily—but, in many ways,
the Black World Order just crept up on people. The blackening of
America infiltrated life in a way that people took for granted,
making things better in little increments until, one day, white
people just looked up and realized they were suddenly the minority
in a country that still treated them better than they had any right
to expect. Better than they’d ever treated their black
superiors.

 


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sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social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, with open cuckolding simply a way
of life.

 


It took time, but
attitudes
toward gender and sexuality changed as well. The stigmas and
prejudices of the past were largely erased, making natural white
submission easier for all genders to accept. It helped that, with a
unique challenge of supply and demand making white sluts scarce,
whitebois were left to fill the gaps—and eager to get their gaps
filled.

 


And that’s where our story begins. Not just
with a whiteboi, but with the most intimate form of surrender such
a whiteboi can dream of—a domesticated boiwife.


 Chapter One: Domesticated Boiwife

*MASTER*

 


It had been a long day of
listening to the
plaintive cries of white criminals who refused to obey the very
reasonable restrictions placed upon them, but it was almost over.
One more case for the day and I could shrug off my robe, slip into
a casual pair of loafers, and return home to the warm, welcoming
holes of my sissy boiwife.

The whiteboi coming to kneel
before the bench was here on my invitation. He was marked for
expedited disposal, no trial necessary, but I’d recognized his
name. He’d knelt before me once, years ago, and the charge he was
facing today was directly related to that case. By all rights, I
should have been the last one to consider leniency, but I had a
thing for saving whitebois from the sins of their
families.

“Mitchell
Ryan.” I
leaned forward, allowing my shadow to loom large over him. “I
thought I made myself very clear that I never wished to see you in
my courtroom again.”

He was a skinny whiteboi
with his hair
cut about an inch too short, barely touching his shoulders, just as
it had been the first time I saw him. There were no earrings in his
ears, and I was willing to bet the holes I’d ordered pierced had
been allowed to heal over. His throat showed no tan line or
discoloration from even a temporary consideration collar, and his
nails were as plain as they were short, disgustingly devoid of
color. It disappointed me to think that he’d learned
nothing.

But then he went and surprised
me.

Instead of standing in defiance
or daring to meet my eyes in challenge, he prostrated himself before me
and pressed his forehead against the floor. His words were quietly
muffled, but I heard them very clearly. “I’m so sorry,
Sir.”

Hmm. That was a curious reaction from one
as rebellious as the charges claimed.

“It says here,” I told him, noisily tapping
away at my display screen, despite having memorized his file, “that
you did willfully and with nefarious intent take action to remove
your court-mandated chastity cage.” Here I paused, stretching the
moment to maximize his discomfort. “A chastity cage, I might remind
you, that I placed there myself.”

He flinched at
my words. Whether it
was in shame or anger remained to be seen.

“Furthermore, it says you did so in order
to attempt to penetrate a white girl with your useless white
prick.” Again I paused. Just when it looked as if he was about to
raise his head, I slammed my fist down on the bench. “With the
intent,” I growled, “to breed white, outside of quota, and with no
government oversight!”

“I’m very sorry, Sir.” The
words were
the same, still muffled, but I swore I sensed a hint of tears in
his voice.

“You have already been flagged for disposal,
so nothing you say here can make your fate any worse.” I climbed
down from the bench, my orange and red robes a colorful contrast to
his gray prison gown. “I, however, would like an explanation.” I
tapped the top of his head with my black leather crop. “Look at me
when you speak, whiteboi.”

When he looked up, I saw that he
had indeed been crying. He looked to the gallery, where his parents were
sitting in the back row, heads bowed in conversation with another
white couple, and then back to me. I could see the tension in his
face. I could see the way his entire body trembled.

I had an excellent idea of what was going
on.

With another tap on the head, I told him,
“Look at me, whiteboi. Your explanation belongs to me. Nobody
else.”

“I . . . I didn’t want to do it,” he
whispered.

That wasn’t good enough.
“Didn’t want to do
what?”

“Didn’t want to remove my cage.”
His hand slipped down between his legs, but I knew his prison cage felt
nothing like the one I’d assigned. “I never wanted to disobey you,
Sir. I never wanted to disappoint you. You . . . your kindness
opened my eyes to so much.”

“Didn’t mean to?” I scoffed. “Your cage sure as fuck
didn’t just fall off, and you sure as fuck didn’t just fall onto
that girl.” I growled my disgust. “Repeatedly, or so it says
here.”

“It was our parents, Sir,” he blurted out,
as if the words had been eating away inside him. “They made us do
it.”

I didn’t need to look to the gallery to
know that it was his parents I heard shuffling towards the door.
Unfortunately for them, I’d anticipated this. I’d sealed the
courtroom doors before I came down from the bench and tagged the
two white couples for observation by my court officers.

“They told us it was our duty,
Sir. They
drugged us and cut off my cage while we were asleep.” He paused. “I
was proud of that cage, Sir.” This time he did look up at me, and I
could see he was genuinely upset. “It made me feel seen. It made me
feel special. I dreamed of the day when a black Master would
forever seal it shut.”

“Liar! Dirty desperate liar!” I
recognized that shrill scream all too well. The trash he called mother. I’d
really hoped to never hear from her again.

“He’s scared. You’re intimidating him.” And
there was the wimp-ass pleading of his useless father. “You can’t
take him seriously, not like this.”

I could have stopped things right there, but
I did so enjoy watching white people incriminate themselves. It
made my job so much easier.

Three.

Two.

One.

“What the
fuck?”

And there it was.

“You were going to let a fucking
black-loving faggot infect our daughter!” That, I could only
presume, must be the girl’s mother.

The last of the foursome stepped
away from the others and bowed his head. “I swear to you, Sir, I knew nothing
about this.” So, this must be the girl’s father. “The only reason
I’m here today is because my wife told me he forced himself upon
our daughter and I wanted to see him punished.”

Oddly enough, I
believed him.
He sounded genuinely shocked, and I saw sincere remorse on his face
. . . but then a flash of sorrow.

“I thought he’d betrayed me,
Sir. Disappointed me.”

The good sissy that he was,
Mitchell defended him. “He’s right, Sir. Meaghan’s dad wasn’t
involved. It
was all his mom and my parents.”

He turned to face the gallery,
and I knew he was looking to the older man. “I’m sorry you thought I was a
disappointment. I wish I’d had a chance to explain.”

The whiteboi returned his gaze to me and
blushed. It was the cutest thing I’d seen in my courtroom today.
“He did his duty at the clinic every weekend, Sir, and always
brought me back a heavy black condom. It was our
secret.”

“You sick faggot!” That was the
girl’s mom. She lunged forward and pushed her husband hard enough that he
stumbled into the innocent bystander standing next to
him.

“Disgusting pervert!” That was the boy’s
mother. She hauled back and slapped the man before he could find
his feet again.

Now I’d witnessed enough.

“Derek? Thomas?
Carl? If
you’d kindly take those three into custody, I’ll hear the white
slut’s father’s defense in my chambers.”

I ignored the shouts and cries
of the parents as they struggled. Instead, I returned my full
attention to the whiteboi before me. “Do you swear to all you’ve
told me here today?”

“Yes, Sir. I swear it. All of it.”

I considered his fate. He
didn’t need
punishing, but he did need to serve as an example. Fortunately, I
suspected I knew how to accommodate the needs of the individual and
the community at the same time.

It’s why I was known as the
blackening
judge.

“Since your family has proven it
can’t be
trusted with chastity,” I told him, “I am sentencing you for
nullification.”

The happiness in his eyes told me I’d made
the right call.

“And since it appears you cannot control
yourself around girls, I am assigning you to the men’s barracks of
Camp Denbe for rehabilitation.” Camp Denbe was home to the state’s
all-black special forces, the elite team in charge of suppressing
White Pride rebellion and terrorism. They were the best—and
baddest—of the best. Every single one them an Alpha black man who’d
make a whiteboi sissy feel real useful, real quick.

The whiteboi threw his arms around me and
buried his face in my robes. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you. Thank you
for believing in me, then
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