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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many psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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, salvaging so many broken white marriages, with open cuckolding simply a way of life. 

There are many ways for white sluts and sissies to become black-owned property, many avenues of service and submission, but sometimes it’s the simplest ones that work best. In this case, we’re talking about a young whiteboi who jumps at the opportunity for a career change... and discovers his purpose in life is about to change as well.
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Taking it Black
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The offices of Harper & Sons were eerily quiet so early in the morning, with only white custodial staff and black security guards on site. Nick wasn’t usually required to be in the office so early, but when there was a full board meeting—like there was later this morning—there was a lot of prep work to be done.

With dawn still an hour away, city lights still shone through the floor-to-ceiling windows as he flicked on the lights and entered the boardroom. As the only whiteboi on the entry-level support staff, his role was clear: make sure it was perfectly prepared for the black executives’ monthly strategy meeting. A long mahogany table dominated the room, equipped with built-in leather restraints at each station—sturdy cuffs for wrists and ankles, plus padded sections designed to hold a white intern’s hips and torso firmly in place.

Nick worked quietly, methodically wiping down the restraints with antiseptic wipes until the black leather gleamed. Next came the lube stations, clear dispensers mounted beside each chair. He topped them off with thick, glistening bottles of premium anal lubricant, making sure the pumps were full and ready. Having done this a dozen times, he had the layout and the attendees memorized, which meant he knew Mistress Caramel liked her lube cherry-flavored, and that Master Darnell insisted on a heavy dose of menthol—so, as he put it, his bitches would remember it.

Having the CFO on site was unusual, as she usually joined via holo-conference, but he’d read his notes and knew precisely where she’d be sitting. She was a well-endowed black trans woman, and she liked her BBW white bitches positioned to lick from front to back, deep in her ass, and deep down their throats. That meant installing a new set of leather restraints that allowed for the extra size and extra movement, but it was a complicated setup, and getting it just right, without risking immediate tangling, had put him behind schedule.

He was just starting to restock the supply drawers with fresh ballgags and shiny stainless steel anal plugs when the first interns began filtering in, chatting and laughing among themselves like this was just another morning for them—which, of course, it was. They were white; they belonged to the firm, and it was their job to service the needs of their black superiors. 

Their arrival came in a bubbly, confident wave. First were four young women in their early twenties, all of them lithe, pretty, and dressed in short business skirts that barely covered their asses. 

“Oh my god, look at little Nicky,” giggled Kayla, one of the young women, tossing her blonde hair as she set her purse down. “Already on his knees polishing the fuck-stations like a good whiteboi. How many times did you edge that useless cage this morning?”

The group laughed warmly, their voices light and playful. They weren’t mocking him out of cruelty; they were simply happy, radiating the effortless sexual confidence that came from knowing their purpose was valued and celebrated here.

Coming close on their heels were the two mature MILFs, full-figured and proud, their blouses straining against heavy breasts. “Morning, Nicky,” purred Vanessa, the older of the two, giving his cheek a patronizing pat as she passed. “Table looks perfect. Those restraints are going to get a workout today. The VPs have been stressed. Quarterly numbers are up, and you know what that means.”

Two sissies minced in behind them on locked heels, their tiny clitty cages bulging cutely against their tight panties. Jamie, his pink cage glinting under his short skirt, blew Nick a kiss while climbing onto the table. “Strap in for the ride, whiteboi! Or... wait, you don’t get to ride, do you?” 

Terri tittered, spreading his legs and locking his own ankle cuffs with practiced ease. “Nope. We get the big black cocks stretching us stupid, and you get to do spreadsheets and proposals while dreaming you could be here to clean up the drips.”

The femboy followed—the President’s favorite—his hips swaying with natural grace as, with one hand on her arm and the other at her waist, he led the castrated sissy bimboi into place. Naked but for her permanently tattooed makeup, her exaggerated curves and vacant, happy smile were on full display. Nick had helped the poor thing find her way more times than he could count, but the dumber she became, the more the black men and women enjoyed her.

Tiffany, the castrated bimboi, clapped her hands in delight as she settled into position a few seats down, her massive fake tits jiggling. “Yay! Boarded meeting day is the bestest day! I love feeling all full and useful.” Her eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned. “Oh, full. Tiffany likes being full.” Suddenly, she shot up straight, her eyes wide open. “Wait a minute. Tiffany’s like my name!”

Jeremy rolled his eyes—his makeup subtle but always exquisite—and winked at Nick while buckling a wrist cuff. “Don’t be jealous, Nicky. Maybe if you’re good, they’ll let you lick the table after.”

The young women were securing themselves now too, chatting excitedly about which executive might claim them first. One of the girls, Mia, moaned playfully as she tested the hip restraints, already reaching for a generous pump of lube. “Mmm, warm already. Perfect prep work, Nicky. Too bad you’ll be stuck on coffee and cum-rag duty again.”

Nick’s face burned with humiliation as he stood there holding the tray of fresh ballgags, his caged clit straining pathetically. The interns were so eager, so blissfully content in their roles, laughing, teasing, and helping each other adjust plugs and gags like it was the most natural thing in the world. Their eyes sparkled with anticipation, their bodies already flushing with arousal at the thought of being used as pleasurable outlets for the Black leadership.

“Better hurry with those gags, whiteboi,” one of the sissies called out sweetly. “Wouldn’t want the execs to think you’re slacking. We all know what happens to whitebois who don’t stay useful.”

The interns settled in, strapped down and ready, a beautiful tableau of willing white flesh. They smiled at him with genuine, if condescending, affection—perfectly happy, perfectly fulfilled, and perfectly ready to serve. Nick’s hands trembled slightly as he finished his setup, knowing his own place was right here on the sidelines, supporting his black superiors in seeking their pleasure.

♠ ♠ ♠ 
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Flustered and anxious, Nick ignored his rumbling belly and chased a late caffeine rush instead. With the day having started as it had, there was no way he was making it through the second half of the day without a boost. He knew how lucky he was to have a job, as menial as it was, but on top of the boardroom setup, he’d just covered three lunch breaks, putting him behind in his own work while Omar, Kashel, and Demari took turns putting their black shafts in the new girl’s white behind. 

Unlike the interns who, when not being used, need only be on display, presented for use, Nick supported their black superiors, performing many of the same professional tasks—shy of anything requiring an audience with clients. Until his educational fees were recouped, he was not permitted to provide sexual service. When there were so many white holes in which to dump a load
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