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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and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds, sissies, and fembois to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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. 

For the white sluts and sissies of the BNWO, high school graduation was both an ending and a beginning, a period of transition from education to experience. Most embraced it, eager to be claimed, caged, and black-owned—to belong to a superior black Master, Mistress, or both. Some, like the young femboi you’re about to meet, crave even more—shared freeuse submission to the entire black race. Of course, for every boi who excels, there’s one who just doesn’t get it, and you’ll meet him as well . . . and see how very different the black-owned journey can be.
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Chapter 1
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The hallway of New Harmony High thrummed with the pulse of the Black New World Order, a modern-day utopia where whitebois like Jake, Ethan, Tyler, and Christy—unlike some of their more reluctant peers—gleefully embraced their roles as caged sissies, their lives orbiting the magnetic power of their black superiors. 

Leaning against their lockers, they bowed their heads and blushed as the black students strode by. Broad-shouldered boys with chiseled confidence. Full-figured girls with big black breasts and asses that swayed like poetry in motion. Their presence equally commanding. The air crackled with anticipation as prom loomed, a night where collars and permanent cages would seal destinies.

“Dude, prom’s gonna be lit,” said Jake, a lanky blond with a chastity cage outlined under his jean shorts. “I gave my key to Marcus. You know, the linebacker?” He grinned, his eyes glinting with lust as he leaned closer to the group. “Marcus, man... fuck, he’s a God. In the change room after practice, his big black cock just swings there, thick as my wrist, veins like a roadmap. I swear it’s gotta be ten inches soft.” His voice dropped, reverent. “I sneak peeks when he’s showering, water running down that chiseled body. And the white girls he’s fucked? They stumble out from under the bleachers, legs wobbling, and eyes glazed like they’ve seen heaven. I heard Jenny couldn’t walk straight for two days after he bred her.” He nodded decisively. “I’m begging for that cock to own me at prom.”

“Like he’d even give you the time of day,” Tyler scoffed.

Jake blew him a kiss. “Already asked him. Said he might swap my cage for a permanent one if I’m good.” His voice dripped with pride, his fingers brushing the locked bump in his shorts.

“Not bad,” chimed in Ethan, his red hair falling into his flushed face, “but I went big.” He bit his lip, eager to one-up Jake. “Three teachers, boys. I’m playing the long game.” He ticked them off on his fingers. “Mr. Jackson first. Our history teacher is built like a tank. His voice alone makes my cage tight, all deep and commanding. I heard he fucked a sissy so hard last year, the kid forgot his own name. I want him to pin me down, make me his bitch, just choke me with that big black dick till I’m crying for more.” He shivered, eyes distant. “Then, Ms. Thompson.”

“That woman makes me wish English was my second language so she’d tutor my ass,” Jake admitted.

Ethan pretended to swoon. “Her curves—fuck, those huge black tits and that ass? I’d worship every inch, let her smother me while she laughs. I dream about her sitting on my face, owning me completely.” His cheeks flushed, imagining the weight of a sleek black collar around his neck, a symbol of his place in this perfect world. “And Coach D? He’s got this sadistic streak, likes to spank his boys till they’re red. I want him to break me, turn me into his whimpering slut.”

“Greedy slut.”

“Hey, figure one of ‘em is likely to collar me, right? I’m dying to be owned proper.” 

“Bold move,” said Tyler, the smallest of the group, his voice high and eager. He practically bounced with excitement. “You guys are cute, but I gave mine to Officer Malik and Officer Simone.” He ran his hands—fingernails long and pink—down his chest. “They’ve been ‘frisking’ me every week, right? Malik’s hands are huge, patting me down slow, squeezing my ass like he’s testing it. Last time, he did a cavity search in the security office—fingers deep, way longer than necessary, and I was leaking through my cage, moaning like a bitch. Simone’s worse. Or better. She’s got those curves that make you wanna crawl, and her big black ass brushes against me when she searches me, whispering shit like, ‘You’re too pretty to be free, sissy.’ I’m praying they both collar me at prom, tag-team me till I can’t think straight.”

The others laughed, nudging each other, their cages brushing faintly under their clothes.

All eyes turned to Christy, the group’s most flamboyant femboi heartthrob, his slender frame draped in a sheer pink crop top, his lips glossy and curved in a coy smile. His effeminate beauty was legendary—long legs, delicate features, and an ass that even the black girls envied. “What about you, Christy?” Jake asked, smirking. “You’re the sluttiest BNWO faggot here. How many keys you giving out? Bet you’ve got a dozen black Daddies lined up, drooling for that tight little hole.”

The group leaned in, expecting a juicy confession. Christy just twirled a lock of his platinum hair, his smile widening, but said nothing. 

Ethan gasped, clutching his chest dramatically. “No fucking way. You haven’t given anyone your key? Not even thinking about a collar? That’s heresy!” In their world, where white sluts and sissies lived for the bliss of black ownership, where chastity freed them from outdated shame, Christy’s silence was unthinkable. 

“Dude, that’s insane,” Tyler said, eyes wide. “You’re the ultimate femboi. You have to be dreaming of some massive black cock claiming you. What’s the deal?” The others nodded, their voices rising in a chorus of disbelief, but Christy just shrugged.

His smile flashed coy and unshaken. The group pressed closer, their cages clinking faintly, their voices a mix of awe and frustration. 

Before Christy could respond, their chatter paused as a white couple sauntered past, drawing every eye. The girl, a quintessential BNWO white slut, exuded brazen confidence. Her miniskirt, a scrap of black fabric, barely covered her ass, riding up with each step to reveal the tops of her thighs. Her high heels clicked sharply on the linoleum. Her blouse, a sheer white number with the top three buttons undone, exposed a push-up bra that thrust her cleavage forward, the creamy swell catching the light. Black spade earrings dangled from her ears, glinting symbols of her devotion to black ownership. Her lips, painted a bold red, curved in a knowing smirk as she tossed her hair, her hips swaying with deliberate provocation.

Her boyfriend, by contrast, radiated sullen defiance. He tried to dress like a “real man”—as if there were such a thing as a white man anymore—wearing loose jeans, white sneakers, and a plain black t-shirt... but the effort was futile. The bulge of his chastity cage was unmistakable beneath the denim, betraying his place in the BNWO hierarchy. His facial stubble, just at the school’s dress code limit for whitebois, gave him a scruffy look, a weak attempt at masculinity that only highlighted his submission. As they passed, he reached out, grabbing the girl’s ass with a possessive grip, as if to prove he was above the four femboi sissies watching. 

Jake’s eyes narrowed, Ethan’s lips parted in a gasp, Tyler smirked, and Christy tilted his head, his glossy lips curving slightly. They were all curious to see whether she’d shrug it off or punish him as he deserved.

The girl spun on her heel, her spade earrings swinging, and slapped his hand away with a sharp crack.

Punishment, it was.

“Don’t you dare,” she snapped, her voice cutting through the hallway. “You’re lucky I let you hold my hand in public, Brian. Push your luck, and a black boy will break that hand for you.” Her eyes flashed with disdain, her cleavage heaving as she leaned closer. “Just because you’re my boyfriend doesn’t mean you can take liberties like a black man. Know your fucking place.” 

Brian’s face flushed, his jaw tightening, but he dropped his hand, his cage bulge twitching as he muttered an apology. She huffed and turned away, her heels clicking as she strutted on, leaving him to trail behind, head bowed.

Jake let out a low whistle, breaking the silence. “Damn, she put him in his place,” he said, grinning, his blond ponytail bouncing. “Trying to act like a black god with that cage? Pathetic.”

Ethan giggled, adjusting his red hair. “She’s living the dream. Spade earrings, that bra? She’s begging for a real owner. Poor Brian’s gonna learn the hard way.”

Tyler smirked, his fishnet-clad frame leaning closer. “Bet he’s got no keys offered. Look at him, thinking jeans make him alpha. Cute.”

Christy, his platinum hair twirling around his finger, just smiled coyly. “Let them play their games,” he said, his voice soft but sharp. “I’ve got bigger plans.” The group erupted in laughter, resuming their talk of prom and collars, their pride in their femboi submission unshaken by the couple’s display, their cages a testament to their true place in the BNWO’s perfect world.

Jake’s eyes narrowed, a grin spreading. “Wait a fucking minute. You’ve already been collared, haven’t you? You little slut! Who’s your Daddy?” The group erupted in excited chatter, tossing out names of the school’s most virile black students—Darius with his chiseled jaw, Jamal with his thick, veiny cock rumored to make fembois faint, or maybe Tasha, the voluptuous senior with a laugh that could melt cages.

The others erupted, tossing out names of the school’s black elite—each a paragon of power, beauty, and virility. 

Christy giggled, his voice light as a bell. “I’m not saying a word, boys. But trust me, you’ll all know by this afternoon. It’s gonna be all over school.” His eyes sparkled with a secret, and he sauntered off, hips swaying, leaving the group buzzing with speculation. They watched him go, their minds racing with images of Christy on his knees, a sleek black collar around his throat, serving a godlike black master whose power and beauty defined their perfect world.
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