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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.

 


Even as the BNWO spread across America, the
movement began looking outside its borders to improve the lives of
black Kings and Queens (and white submissives) the world over.
Sometimes those countries came to America looking for advice, and
sometimes that guidance had to be . . . pushed upon those who’d hold them back, whether
it be through bribery and blackmail or seduction and
persuasion.

 


And that’s where our story
begins, with a sissy cuckold being prepped to spread the word about black
superiority.







 Chapter One

“So, um, if you don’t mind me asking, how
did you come to be here? Where did your journey begin?”

I smiled, but I realized Stephen
couldn’t see it. Not only were we kneeling in a dark closet, but
we’d been tied back-to-back and told not to move. It was just a
simple piece of ribbon, nothing a quick tug couldn’t remove, but I’d never
dare do so. Never want to do so. Just as we knew our place in the events to come,
we knew our place in the harem, and we would do nothing to
jeopardize either one.

Or, at least, so I hoped. That
was part of why we were waiting here—so I could sound him out, share our
stories, see where his head and heart might be.

“It’s a long story,” I told him.
“One that, naturally, starts with our original owners, the Master
and Mistress who took my wife and me, turned us, and were then given us in
turn.”

“Whoa, wait. You were married?”

“Still am. I think.” I had to stop and
consider the legalities of it. “Technically, at least? It’s so hard
to know, and it really doesn’t matter, anyway.”

From the soft ‘swish’ of his long hair against
his silk shirt, I knew he was nodding. “Right. So, tell me about
your owners.”

“They met at a BNWO convention twenty years
ago, and it was love at first sight. Master is a black King who
specializes in bondage, torture, and the pleasure of pain. He could
walk into any room, walk up to any white couple, and have them
hogtied and at his knees in less than a minute, using only what
they were wearing. I’ve seen him do the most perverse things with
peppermills, but I’ve also seen him spend hours carefully tying a
leather bullwhip while his captives watch.”

I should
know—my wife
and I had experienced it all.

“Public capture and binding. That’s so
hot.”

I couldn’t tell if he was being sincere or
sarcastic, but I’d get to the heart of him. “Once upon a time,
people would have disagreed with you, even called it illegal. Hell,
there are still some ignorant fools who refuse to accept the
inevitable, but I totally agree with you. It is hot.” I smiled at
the memory, even though he couldn’t see it. “And it
was.”

“What about your Mistress?” Stephen asked
me. “What was she like?”

“Mistress was—is—amazing,” I
gushed. “She’s a black Queen who excels at intellectual domination,
hypnosis, mind control, and the fine art of humiliation. The only
tool she needs is her imagination. She knows how to get into a
white person’s head, how to delve into their most worthless
thoughts and desires, and how to use that knowledge to make
them want to do whatever she wishes.”

“You sound like you love her.”
He paused, and I waited because I knew there was still a lot he was
trying to process since coming to the harem. “As much as your
wife?” he asked. The shift in his tone of voice told me he was lowering
his head, but was it because he was fearful of having crossed a
boundary, or because his heart was still with his ex?

“Stop it,” I said sternly,
but softly.
“We’re equals. Just two white sissies serving our purpose for the
Black New World Order. You don’t have to be ashamed or afraid of
anything with me.” I needed him to trust me, to open up, and we
didn’t have a lot of time. I waited until I heard the ‘swish’ of
hair telling me he’d looked back up. “And to answer your question,
I loved Mistress more. More and . . . well, different.”

“I get that.”

I didn’t know
a great deal about
my partner in today’s activities, but I knew he’d once had a white
fiancée who’d led him into black-owned cuckolding before cutting
him loose, leaving him to find an owner on his own. He’d been
terrified of being snatched up by some well-hung black man, but
he’d instead been taken in by a black lesbian couple who, by all
accounts, had treasured their sissy toy, even as they trained his
terror of black men into abject desire.

It was because of that feminine
influence that he was here with me today, even if his loyalties were still
somewhat suspect.

“Master and Mistress were deeply
in love,” I
told him, continuing my story, “but they were also deeply committed
to advancing the goals of the Black New World Order. They knew,
from the moment they met, that they’d be invincible as a couple,
and the government agreed. Over the years, they brought so many
powerful white people to heel, names that would shock you, and I
only know a fraction of them all.”

I waited for him to ask for
those names, like so many others would have, but his silence surprised me. I
knew better than to expose secrets, but was genuinely surprised
that he knew better than to ask for them. Was it because he’d been
coached not to ask, or simply that he’d learned curiosity didn’t
survive long in the harem?

Fuck, I knew I was here for a reason. I
knew I was in this position because Mistress trusted me above all
others. Still, it was hard. So hard. I was a sweet, submissive,
obedient sissy. I liked to think the best of everyone around me, to
find the happiness in them, and strive to feed it. I didn’t like
having to be suspicious of another sissy, but I knew my duty, and I
would put being useful above my emotions.

“Although it was a passion for advancing
America’s blacked future that brought them together,” I explained,
because this was important, “my wife and I can attest to the fact
that it was their all-consuming love for one another that kept them
together long after their services were no longer formally
required.”

“Wait. They retired?”

“Yup. They were released from
government service, with full honors, in the morning, married by the
President herself in an elaborate affair that afternoon, and
presented with us as wedding gifts that evening.”

“Wow. You’re, like, part of history.”

“More than you know,” I laughed.
“What made the President’s gift so fitting was the fact that my wife and I
were the last couple that Master and Mistress professionally
turned. We weren’t rebels or white pride terrorists or anything
like that,” I said before I realized how I might have used his own
curiosity against him, “just a stubborn couple who had foolishly
thought we could keep running our business so long as we kept our
heads down and didn’t make waves.”

“I guess we all have our mistakes.” Stephen
tilted his head back and brushed it gently against mine.

“We weren’t targeted so much for who we
were,” I explained, feeling a tad defensive, “as for what black
ownership could do with our resources. It hurt to see all we’d
worked for taken away, but I can tell you now that I’m proud to see
how, in less than a year and a half, what we built has already so
successfully contributed to the further blackening of America—and
beyond.”

“I can imagine. It sounds like a
storybook life, the new white dream, but I still don’t see how it led you
here.”

Was that a hint of
wistfulness
in his voice? I wanted to believe that it was, but I couldn’t let
my happiness get in the way of finding where his might
lie.

“Following the wedding, Master and
Mistress took their professional operations into the private realm,
becoming ‘white property obtainment’ consultants—for pleasure as
much for profit. They enjoyed their work, and even if the
government wanted to distance itself from the need to forcibly
coerce white resistance, the truth was that there were still
unenlightened masses out there who needed help to move beyond their
fear and ignorance. They took it as a challenge.”

“They sound like good people.”

“The best. They even allowed my wife and I
to continue showing one another all the love and affection we could
ask for—short of anything sexual, of course—but they were also
diligent about cultivating and encouraging our submission.” I
winced, then smiled at memories of Master’s crop and Mistress’
sharpest heels. “They were equally quick to discourage the
slightest hint of disobedience or rebellion. We may not have been
raised as slaves, but they made us understand that, as a white
couple, our destiny had always been to become slaves to our black superiors.”

“It’s our purpose,” he said, but was he
agreeing or just parroting what he’d been told? “At the end of the
day, it’s what we have to offer.”

Now it was my turn to tip my
head back and brush it against his. “You know what? There was never any question
in our hearts or our minds as to that purpose. As a free white
couple, we’d spread our wings and tested the waters, explored
professional lives of financial power, but we’d never felt
fulfilled in the way we did at our owners’ feet. The day Master and
Mistress chose to collar us, to mark us not just as black-owned
property but as blacked slaves? It surpassed even our wedding in
terms of sentiment and significance.”

A wave of wondrous
memories washed over
me.

“I remember the day vividly, the two of us
kneeling before our owners—she before Master, me before
Mistress—holding one another’s hands, as silver collars were
permanently locked around our necks. We’d smiled at the simple
‘snip-snip’ of wedding bands being cut from our fingers but cried
tears of joy at the ‘click’ and ‘hiss’ of our collars being sealed
about our throats.”

“That is amazing. So hot. So beautiful. You
really were lucky.” He paused, and I knew what question was coming
next. “If everything . . . well, how did you . . . you know?”

“How did I get here?” I asked, remembering
his original question. “Well, as much as they loved one another,
and even loved us in their own way, they loved the President even
more. When she turned them onto a new opportunity, one that could
only be explored in the private sector, completely off-the-books,
with total deniability, they didn’t hesitate. They jumped at the
chance.”

I paused, my mind slipping back to that day.
“When things changed, they changed quickly . . .”

 



 Chapter Two: Two Months Ago

 


“Oh, shit . . . no . . .” I
stared down at the blue feather duster I had dropped on the floor, barely
able to breathe, much less move to reach it. It lay right there, in
plain sight on the cream-colored carpet, silently taunting
me.

It may as well have been locked
in one of the dungeon rooms below, for all the good it did me.

“Damn, how the hell am I
supposed to pick that up?” I stood there, desperately trying to
come up with a solution. My eyes kept wandering towards the door.
If Mistress walked in to find me just standing there . . . well, I didn’t
even want to think about what kind of punishment I might
face.

The last mistake I’d made had
been a simple one, or so I had thought at the time, but it had
resulted in my present situation. I’d accidentally tossed one
of my wife’s
bras in the dryer. It hadn’t shrunk, the material on the cups
hadn’t snagged, the padding hadn’t melted, and the underwire hadn’t
bent. Nothing was wrong with it, and it’s not that I forgot to hang
it up to dry, I just hadn’t noticed it while emptying the washing
machine.

White mistakes in our house, though, weren’t
just punished, but done so as learning opportunities. As such, when
Mistress noticed the absence of that single bra from the
clothesline, she had ordered me to remove the still-damp bra from
the dryer and put it on, knowing full well that, while hers would
have swallowed me, my wife’s was several sizes too small. “You are
going to learn just how it feels,” she had told me, “when a lazy,
negligent, useless white slave shrinks your clothes.”

Unlike the first time
she’d put me
in women’s clothes, I did not protest that men don’t wear bras. I
wasn’t usually so stupid, but that had been early in my slavery,
and I’d been having a bad day. As you can imagine, that did not go
over well. Not only had I talked back, a serious offense all on its
own; not only had I foolishly compared a whiteboi (already in
panties) to a black man; but I had also given her an opening for
much deeper punishment.

What started as
utter humiliation
had become her very favorite mindfuck.

And, if I was honest,
one that I
had come to enjoy—hence the term mindfuck.

Anyway, back to the day in question, Mistress
followed up on the too-small bra with a theme of tight, restrictive
clothing. First, she’d slapped a full corset on me. She’d had me in
waist cinchers to train my shape, but never anything like this. It
was one of those antique lace-up under-bust corsets that stretched
from hips to tits, complete with real whalebone ribbing and leather
laces. It had taken her a full hour to lace me into it. She’d held
me down on the bed, pressed me against the wall, and tossed me over
her knee to press every ounce of breath from my lungs. Sometimes
barking orders and sometimes staying coldly silent, all to keep me
off my guard, she hadn’t stopped until it wouldn’t cinch any
tighter.

I could still feel her stiletto heel digging
into the small of my back. I’d thought she was trying to press me
through the wall.

She hadn’t stopped there, of
course. When Mistress administered a punishment, she took it all
the way. A too-short, too-tight, too-pink miniskirt had been next,
followed by a pair of six-inch heels that were too small even for
her and a
full two inches higher than anything I’d worn to date. I’d had to
lie on the floor for the miniskirt, my shoulders braced against her
feet as she yanked, jerked, and shimmied the shiny pink PVC over my
ass. I lost count of how many times she pinched or scraped the
swollen, protruding flesh of my caged penis with the waistband, but
it was going to be raw for days.

Not that it mattered, of
course.

As for the heels, she’d pummeled them onto
my feet, and then wrapped them in pink ribbon, holding the swollen
mess of my feet inside the shoes.

After all that, there were still chores to
do, which was what left me in my current predicament.

I
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