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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sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social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,
sexuality, and relationships changed as well. The stigmas and
prejudices of the past were largely erased, making natural white
submission and bisexual cuckoldry easier for all genders to
accept—except when the older generation fights stubbornly against
it.

 


And that’s where our story begins, with a
reluctant, resistant cuckold and his very well-blacked
wife.



Chapter One

Choices.

It all came down to choices.

Looking back over my life—not just my life
since I lost my wife to black ownership, but my life in
general—that’s been my most elusive lesson to learn. Looking beyond
my own self-pity, I can admit that I’d never really made a choice,
and the fault for that lies squarely on me. Not once in my
almost-fifty years had I ever made a choice that mattered. I had
never made a significant decision, never voluntarily committed
myself to a course of action that would have the slightest impact
on my life.

I had always let others choose, let others
direct me.

Sure, I reacted . . . I responded . . . I
accepted . . . but I never actually chose.

I let Andrea, my first wife, ask me out. I
let her tell me when it was time to propose marriage. I let her
tell me when and where to propose. I let her tell me where we’d
have our honeymoon, what house we’d buy, and what kind of vehicle
we would drive. I let her decide when it was over, and accepted her
decision that the house would be hers.

I let Genny, my second wife, ask me out,
too. In her case, she didn’t even bother with a proposal, just told
me that we were getting married. And I accepted it. Of course, with
my ex-wife bleeding me dry, it was even easier for me to defer to
Genny on where we’d live (her house), what we’d drive (her car),
and what kind of friends we’d have (all hers).

Time and time again, I’d wondered what my
life might have been like if I’d had the guts, the nerve, or the
self-confidence to make just one choice. How different might things
have been if I had chosen, just once, to commit myself to something
that I really wanted. At the very least, maybe I wouldn’t have
ended up in a dead-end job, chafing against the Black New World
Order that was slowly stealing my wife from me, leaving me to worry
about how long I’d still have a roof over my head.

If just once I’d found the courage to make
even one choice, who knows how different my life might have
been?

Sorry, I’m getting ahead of myself, and
that’s not the way I’ve been told this should go.

A week ago, when my lifetime of silent
acquiescence first caught up with me, choices were the furthest
thing from my mind . . . and yet it was something of a choice that
did me in.

 


 



 Chapter Two

 


“Okay, see you later,
Ken!” Genny’s
keys jangled loudly in the otherwise silent kitchen as she called
to me from across the house. “After dinner, I am going to entertain
some of Carl’s yummy, black, well-hung friends, so don’t wait
up!”

Inwardly, I cringed, but I forced myself
to sound sincere when I cried back, “Have fun!”

Have fun. Seriously? Why didn’t I just
fucking man up and tell her how much I hated it that any black man
walking the street had a higher claim on my wife than I did? Why
couldn’t I tell her how much it angered me to know what kind of
debauchery she was getting up to, and how disgusted it made me feel
when she came home stinking of other men’s cum?

How infuriated I felt to be
standing in my own house, dressed in a skirt and blouse, still with
fucking heels on my feet because my wife insisted I needed to build
up my arches. How much I hated the eyeshadow, eyeliner, lipstick,
and blush I had to wear every day. How fed up I was with not being a man or a
woman, but a whiteboi, some new gender of the Black New World
Order, leaving me stuck somewhere in between.

I heard the door
slam shut behind her
and cursed myself for wasting yet another chance to let her know
how I really felt. The truth was, I was afraid of what she might
say if I were to confront her. The rise of the BNWO had invalidated
white marriages, so she didn’t owe me anything. I was a white male,
the lowest of the low, without even the legal protections of
blacked property. One word from her and I’d be out on my ass, free
for any black man to claim, and powerless to resist.

“Forget about it,” I told myself with a
sigh. “The house is yours for the night, and you know what that
means.” I hummed softly to myself as I made a slow, leisurely
circuit of the main floor, locking the doors, drawing the blinds,
and strategically nudging a few pieces of furniture into the way of
anybody coming in. As eager as I was to get started, Genny could be
pretty scatter-brained at times, and I didn’t want her coming back
for something and stumbling across my dirty little
secret.

I hated that it had to be such a secret.

Still counting the minutes
inside my head, I strolled casually down the hall to the bathroom.
Genny had a bad habit of piling dirty clothes behind the door, trusting me
to pick them up and drop them into the wash. The more she’d fallen
under the sway of her black boyfriends, the more time she spent out
of the house, the more I’d been stuck with housework, humiliated
into ‘proper’ whiteboi domestication.

I didn’t mind things like dishes or
vacuuming, and aside from feeling the weight of judging eyes on me
from black shoppers, I liked getting out to do groceries. Laundry,
though, was the one thing I loathed above all others. Every item of
Genny’s clothing that I picked up just reminded me of how much
she’d changed since our state voted to join the BNWO. Gone was the
classy, professional woman I’d married, replaced by a scantily clad
slut who dressed to arouse. Everything she wore smelled of black
men’s cologne, their sweat, their cum, and sometimes even their
piss.

And yet, at the same time, there was a small
part of me that looked forward to the desperate hunt for laundry
treasures. She entertained her black friends in our bedroom on a
regular basis, and it was their clothing, discarded and forgotten,
that I so craved. In a world where white men like myself were
forced into panties, stockings, women’s slacks, and women’s
blouses, there was an undeniable thrill in slipping into even
something as simple as a forbidden pair of briefs and socks.

If she ever found out about what had become
my secret fetish, I was pretty sure I’d have two ex-wives on my
hands, but what did she expect me to do? I’d been emasculated,
stripped of my dignity, and she hadn’t touched me sexually in over
a year. I was so fucking horny, but it was damned near impossible
to get a hardon when you’re dressed like some 1950s
housewife.

It was no wonder I resorted to such drastic
measures.

Genny had spent yesterday
afternoon with three massive young black men, so the odds
were pretty
good that one of them may have forgotten something.

I checked behind the bathroom door.
Nothing hanging there. Damn.

I checked the floor by the sink, next to
the tub, and in the back corner. Nothing there either. Double
damn.

The first night in weeks that she’d gone
out to entertain, leaving me home alone, and now her black bastards
start cleaning up after themselves? Just my luck.

I turned off the bathroom light, returned
to the hall, and sauntered casually into the laundry room to check
the hamper. It was important to remain calm. I had to think like a
man, act like a man, and if that meant a black man . . . well, it
was still better than being a whiteboi sissy. I felt a momentary
thrill upon seeing the pile of clothes at the bottom, but it
quickly faded. All she’d left me with were a pair of ankle-socks,
an orange bouse, and a pair of silk shorts. If I wanted that crap,
I’d pick something out of my dresser that didn’t smell like stale
cum.

That left only the bedroom, which I always
left for last. I took my time climbing the twenty-two stairs to our
second floor, knowing each carpeted step reduced the odds of her
coming back
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