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and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds, sissies, and femboys to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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

Even as the BNWO spread across America, however, there were those who stubbornly clung to the racist patriarchy of church and state, white pride terrorists who were too cowardly to accept their fate in a world where their kind no longer made the rules. Led by so-called men who preached against the inevitable by spreading lies and sewing confusion, they’ve made a calculated mistake that’s about to lead to their downfall . . . for the Black New World Order.
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Chapter 1
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Ten years.

Ten wasted years. 

An entire decade squandered on the love of a so-called good woman . . . a trashy fucking bitch who kicked his ‘weak white ass’ to the curb the moment a black man looked her way and started pawing at her like a savage.

He’d heard about the Black New World Order, of course. Its big black hands were all over the country, choking the life and the happiness out of white couples from coast to coast. That’s not to say he ever expected it to affect them, though, no matter how many whispered stories he’d heard of friends-of-friends who lost their marriages, their homes, and their freedom to black strangers. He and Joan were in love. They were a couple. They were going to be together forever.

Or not, as it turned out.

She hadn’t resisted when the black man snapped a collar and leash about her neck, and she hadn’t returned once he slipped his disgusting manhood inside her. But that was okay, because she was ruined anyway, sullied beyond what any self-respecting white man could ever forgive.

At first, he told himself it would be okay, that he’d bounce back and find someone else, but once news gets out that your wife has become black-owned, everybody starts looking sideways at you, as if it were your fault. As if you weren’t enough of a man to keep her satisfied. It cost him friends and saw him ostracized by most of his neighbors. Even worse than those who looked down their nose at him for ‘allowing’ his wife to be blacked, though, were the ones who pleaded for all the inappropriate, obscene details of his wife’s blackening—as if he had been there to watch.

At least he understood the ones who were offended. The perverts could go to hell.

And then, of course, there were his coworkers.

He’d tried his best to keep the news from them. He really had. After all, they worked for a major telecommunications company that owned several cable networks, all of which were heavily dependent upon very white, very religious, very old-school conservative programming. In fact, there was a long-running joke that the board of directors didn’t even like their coffee black.

Except, as he soon discovered, it was far from a joke.

A dirty look from a nameless IT guy—his name might have been Phil or Frank, Paul had no idea—started it all. An hour later, he was called into a meeting with human resources, who had him watch a ninety-minute corporate sermon recorded by the one-and-only Reverend Donald Galbraith. The fat white piece-of-shit windbag had no sooner delivered his signature straight-arm white pride salute and Paul was officially terminated. With cause. No notice, no severance, no benefits, nothing. By not disclosing his wife’s blackening to his manager, they claimed he’d violated the company’s morality clause, for which there was zero tolerance.

And yet, as if to fuck him over on all fronts, they sent him packing with a glowing letter of personal recommendation from the same windbag they used to justify his firing.  

Life in Blacked fucking America just kept getting better and better.

Now, six months divorced and nearly three months unemployed, Paul wandered forlornly through the crowded mall, reduced to begging for minimum wage retail jobs that nobody wanted to give to a man his age—even if they did couch their rejections in polite apologies for him being overqualified. The bitch of it was, he was overqualified and he was proud of it! He’d been making six figures, on the cusp of a promotion to a Senior Director role, when his wife’s scandal ended his career. A minimum wage customer service job was so far beneath him as to be laughable, but the only people laughing were the young punks who turned their noses up at this resume and sent him packing.

And yet, plausible excuses aside, he had to wonder if behind every rejection was some secret knowledge of his situation. This was their world now. Black rule, black supremacy, black ownership, and black agendas. Was there a database that logged him as having been cuckolded by a black man? Had he been marked unemployable as a means of forcing him into blacked slavery? He knew men who’d done just that—men who’d been pushed to the very brink and, rather than resort to suicide, had succumbed to living as blacked property . . . only to be never heard from again.

He wasn’t there yet, but he was beginning to run out of options.

Paul stopped outside the food court and ran a weary hand over his head, through his unkempt curls. His hair was the longest he’d ever worn it, but when you were already reheating pasta and recharging his car at underpowered public facilities, even a cheap mall haircut was a luxury. For a moment, he honestly considered the abandoned tray of half-eaten food a few tables away, but he told himself he hadn’t sunk quite that far. Not yet, at least. His stomach disagreed, but his head was adamant. He wasn’t some homeless scavenger. Instead, he checked his watch. If he left now, he could make it across town to the factory outlet mall and spend his evening being rejected there, too. Of course, he wasn’t even sure he had enough juice to get home, much less across town, but what the hell did he have to lose?

And that’s when his watch vibrated, alerting him to a message from the bank. He swiped his hand twice through the glitchy interface and read the message. They were no longer comfortable extending mortgage relief to someone in his ‘problematic’ situation, especially with such mixed messages regarding his political allegiances, and with a black investor expressing interest, they had no choice but to foreclose immediately. Oh, and just to rub salt into his wound, his assets were being seized and sold off to pay the interest on his mortgage relief.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!

He wanted to rail at the world, curse out the powers behind Blacked America, but all they’d done was take his wife from him. It was Reverend Donald Galbraith and his pale-faced sycophants who’d done all the damage. They were the ones who’d screwed him over. They were the ones who had stabbed him in the back and kicked him in the balls at the same time, costing him his career, his finances, and now his home. 

He wasn’t considering suicide, but murder was sounding really, really good. 

And that was when his watch flashed yellow—a color he never, ever thought to see attached to himself.

His head snapped up and his eyes scanned the food court, coming to rest on a tall, curvaceous black woman with a smug smile on her face. She raised her hand, and he knew she was going to point at him. He panicked and ran.

“Hey, watch it!”

“Use some fucking manners!”

“Where’s the fire, asshole?”

He was so focused on evading her that he didn’t care who he ran into. So many of the nightmare stories he’d heard about captured friends-of-friends began with that ominous yellow flash. It was a sign that you’d been registered as ‘under consideration’ by a potential black owner. It wasn’t something you had a choice in, not something you could politely refuse, but if you ran well and ran fast, there was always the chance they’d lose interest.

“I do not appreciate having to chase my property.”

Paul was brought up short by the coldness of her voice. Inwardly cursing, he turned to face her. She was standing a few feet inside a jewelry store, somehow seeming to stand apart from everyone around her, as if crowds just naturally parted around her. She raised her hand again, and this time he waited and watched as she beckoned him closer with the curl of a long, slender finger. 

As he approached, he realized his heart was racing. His throat was dry and his hands were shaking. Was this fear or was it something else? Anxiety? Anticipation maybe? The very idea should have been ludicrous, but there was no denying that she was a stunningly beautiful woman. In her heels, she’d stand a few inches taller than him, and her body was the kind of exaggerated hourglass figure you only saw on models and celebrities. 

He felt guilty for thinking it, but he was completely awestruck. 

Lustrous black hair only a few shades darker than her skin flowed down her back like a waterfall, stopping just short of her knees. The only color about her was the whites of her eyes and the bright yellow polish of her professionally manicured fingernails. Even her outfit, formfitting chocolate-colored leather, blended so well with her flesh that, from a distance, one might mistake her for being naked.

“Paul Anthony David?” she asked, one eyebrow raised in amusement.

“Yes.” He swallowed. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Three first names, is it? Had your parents no imagination?” She tut-tutted, a finger tapping against her lips. “Typical white arrogance.”

He bristled at that, the spell of her beauty broken. “It’s tradition,” he sneered, “actually.”

She waved away the comment. “A tradition of white arrogance is still arrogance. Speaking of which, why is it you are still standing?”

He suspected he knew what she was hinting at, but he challenged her with, “Would you rather we sit?”

“Cheeky.” The woman stepped closer, making him immediately feel smaller with the way she loomed over him in her heels. “I do not like cheeky.” She stepped even closer, her breasts a hair’s breadth away from brushing his chest. “If I have to tell my property to kneel again, I will not be happy.”

Paul wanted to resist. He wanted to challenge her, to force her hand, but he knew it would be a futile gesture. He was white, she was black. What’s more, he was unattached to anything or anyone, with no claims or contracts upon him or his time. There was a power imbalance there that he could do nothing about, even if she hadn’t already registered her consideration. The BNWO gave her every right to claim him as her property, to do with him as she wished.

Besides, some small traitorous part of him screamed, wasn’t it better to be wanted by someone black than rejected by everyone white? And . . . selfishly, wasn’t it better to be taken in by a beautiful black woman than claimed by some fat old black man?

With a silent cry of resignation, he lowered himself to his knees and bowed his head. It was the exact same pose he’d seen his wife assume before her owner declared their white marriage null and void. When the woman’s toe began tapping, he knew what was expected because he’d seen his wife respond to that as well. He swallowed his pride and bent over to kiss the toe of her right foot, wondering even as he did so how accustomed he’d become to the taste of leather. 

A part of him was painfully aware that they were standing just outside a jewelry store in the middle of a busy mall, but there were none of the snickers, gasps, or outraged protests he might have expected. Scenes like this had become all too common over the last three years, and nobody was about to draw attention to themselves by challenging a superior black woman staking her claim to a white man nobody had any use for.

If anything—and he hated that he felt this way—it was as if he were taking his proper place before her natural authority. There was no denying the aura of power about her. 

For the longest time, she just stood there, presumably staring down at him, but just as likely paying him no attention at all. What might have been running through her head, he had no idea. Was this all just a lark to embarrass and humiliate him? Had her interest never been more than that of a cat looking to toy with its prey until she grew bored with it? Or was she waiting for something else, some sign from him that he accepted her authority?

In a move he knew he would never be able to take back, he pivoted at the waist and placed kisses on the toe of her other boot . . . then back to the first . . . and back to the second again . . . and again . . . and again . . . until he became so lost in the rhythm that he lost all track of time and place.

Suddenly, her foot lifted and the toe pressed to the underside of his jaw, forcing him to meet her gaze. “You ran from me.”

“I’m sorry.” The apology came frighteningly easily.

“You challenged me.”

“I was wrong. I’m sorry.” The words of atonement flowed from somewhere he never knew lay deep inside him.

“You denied my ownership.”

“No, never,” he protested. “I . . . I was . . . afraid, I guess.”

“You guess?”

“No, I know. I was afraid.”

“Afraid of what?” she asked.

“Of losing my freedom. My rights. My life.”

The corner of her lips rose in a half-smile. “Your freedom to be a worthless, useless, unwanted, undesired, unemployed white man with no career, no future, and no home?”

She already knew? Of course she knew. 

For all he knew, she was the one who’d claimed his home.

Wouldn’t that be fitting?

There was nothing he could say that wouldn’t sound petulant or, as she put it, arrogant. He swallowed his pride and nodded.

The woman bent over and placed her perfectly manicured fingertips on his head. She exerted only the lightest pressure as she simultaneously dug her heel into his left hand. “Remove my boot,” she said softly, “along with my stocking.”

The boot was tight, and he was conscious of not making her topple over, but by focusing intently, he eventually worked it free. He was almost afraid to touch the expensive-looking stockings, and the silk was so smooth that when he did, he heard himself moan softly as he slowly unrolled the material down her leg.

“Very good. Hold that stocking between your lips. No teeth. You put a run in them and you’ll find yourself starting on the wrong foot indeed. Then replace my boot and repeat the process with my other foot.”

Paul did as he was told, without pause and without complaint. It shamed him to think how easily he had succumbed, how quickly he’d already grown accustomed to obeying her orders. He tried to tell himself it was only because he was at his lowest, and desperately grasping at anything that might save him from homelessness and a nightmare of being declared black community property. He even tried telling himself it was only because she was beautiful, and he had months of pent-up affections to bestow. 

But he knew there was more to it than that. 

The whole philosophy of black superiority was hard to swallow, but there was no arguing about how natural this all felt. He knew he should have tried harder to run, done more to resist, protested or argued her words, but it all seemed so . . . well, inevitable. By the time he was done, he felt pleased with his performance—and that was fucked up.

“Mouth open.” She retrieved the stockings from between his lips, holding them up as she ran her fingers down each. “Satisfactory,” was all she said, but coming from her, it felt like the highest praise.

He started to close his mouth, but was stopped by an icy glare. 

The woman—his owner, he had to start thinking of her like that—slid one of the stockings across his lips, then wrapped it about his head and tied it off, leaving him effectively gagged by the thin material. The other stocking she slipped through the back of the gag, tying off the end to create a short leash that she tugged sharply, bringing him to his feet.

“Do not allow this leash to become taut,” she warned, “but do not allow yourself to become too close, either. I expect my property to maintain a respectful distance, ready to assist and serve at a moment’s notice.”

With that, she began walking away. As he watched her ass sway beneath her tight outfit, he felt hypnotized. All he wanted to do was stare. Fortunately, he remembered himself in time and hurried to match her pace before the silk leash began to pull.

For the rest of the afternoon, he dutifully trailed along behind his owner. He walked with his head lowered, eyes downcast, watching only the tension in the leash and the slow, steady, staccato steps of her heels. Twice she had him drop to all fours so that she could use him as a seat while she tried on shoes, and more than once she had him hold out his arms so she could use him as a clothes rack for items she intended to try on.

As late afternoon began to turn to evening, Paul began to wonder if he was being tested. Whenever she would stop in a store to browse, he would kneel dutifully at her feet unless otherwise instructed. It was nearly dark when she led him outside to her car, his arms laden with bags and boxes. She had him deposit her purchases in the backseat, then walked around to the back of the car and opened the trunk. 

“Paul Anthony David. No, no, and no.” She shook her head. “From this moment on, your name is Patty. Understood?”

He almost protested that it was a girl’s name, but thought
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