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psychological and emotional issues, freeing white cuckolds and sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social norms might dictate.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

But that is then and this is now, and every movement must start somewhere. Our story takes place not too far from today—perhaps this Christmas, maybe next—but it shows how the seeds have already been planted, and how the lucky among us can indeed hope to be claimed to serve a better, blacker future.
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Chapter 1: His Story
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“Turn here, honey. The entrance should be two, maybe three blocks away.”

Steve resisted the urge to give his wife one of what she called ‘his looks.’ The street was dark and narrow, lined with dilapidated buildings, but he had to admit the graffiti looked more like art than vandalism. This was a sketchy area in an already questionable neighborhood—not the kind of place middle-class white people ventured into willingly. If it were up to him, he’d never come this way unless it was the absolute last route available in a series of detours, and even then he’d be more likely to turn around than take the risk.

But Roxanne . . . Roxanne had become very urban over the last few months. Her transformation had caught him off guard. Everything about her had shifted: her taste in music, the shows she binge-watched, even (especially) her wardrobe. The conservative, preppy dresses she used to favor had given way to vibrant, form-fitting bodysuits and bold patterns. Her makeup had become strikingly dramatic, with sharp winged eyeliner and lips painted in deep hues. It was as though she’d embraced an entirely new persona, one that turned heads at church and drew whispers at the supermarket. While he still found her beautiful, the intensity of her new style—and the confidence that came with it—was a little intimidating.

“Ooooh, right up there,” Roxanne said, her long, purple-manicured nails clutching his arm as if to steer him herself. The leopard-print bodysuit she wore clung to her curves, its daring design a far cry from the modest woman he’d married.

Steve followed her direction, his skepticism growing as they approached the mall. This Utopian shopping center she’d been so excited about checking out looked like it had seen better years, never mind better days. The building looked worn, its brick façade stained by decades of soot and exhaust fumes. The parking lot was riddled with potholes, and the streetlights flickered like they couldn’t decide whether to work or not. Yet, the entrance was festively decorated. Brightly lit garlands, oversized snowflakes, and neatly tied red bows lent the space an odd cheeriness. Despite his reservations, he parked the car, though his grip on the steering wheel tightened momentarily before he turned off the engine.

No sooner had he shifted into park and Roxanne was unbuckling her seatbelt, leaning forward to check her reflection in the mirror. Her hair, styled in intricate braids that cascaded into loose curls, framed her face in a way that was undeniably striking. Steve considered sitting in the car a moment longer, seeing if she’d handle her own door for once, but he knew better. 

That expectation of princess pampering was new as well.

Careful to hold his sigh until he was out of the car, Steve walked around to her side, opening the door and offering his hand as she stepped out. Maybe, he thought to himself, if she didn’t insist on those ridiculous knee-high boots with the four-inch heels, she’d be better able to maneuver without his help.

Roxanne kissed him on the cheek as he closed the door behind her. “Thank you, honey. I know you’re not super excited to be here, but there are some things you just can’t get at Walmart or Target. You want authentic goods, you have to come to the source.”

“It’s a good thing I love you,” he said with a smile. “I guess, as mid-life crises go, yours isn’t so bad.”

“Mid-life?” she gasped, raising her perfectly arched, drawn-on eyebrows in mock outrage. She swung her purse playfully at him, and he ducked dramatically.

“Post-quarter-life, then?” he teased.

“Better,” she said, slipping her arm through his as they began their walk toward the entrance.

As they crossed the parking lot, Steve noticed other couples milling about. A few white husbands like himself seemed to linger in their wives’ shadows, their expressions a mixture of bewilderment and quiet resignation. Their wives, however, moved with purpose, each exuding the same bold energy that Roxanne had embraced. Among the predominantly black shoppers, the dynamic seemed different. Black couples strolled hand in hand, casually browsing, their interactions unhurried and easy. The contrast struck Steve, though he couldn’t quite articulate why it mattered.

Stepping inside the mall, he was startled by how different it was from the exterior. The air was filled with the upbeat rhythm of urban renditions of Christmas classics, and the décor was vibrant. The mall buzzed with the joyful energy of the holiday season, its halls decked out in glittering garlands, twinkling lights, and towering Christmas trees. A largely black crowd moved through the bustling space, their excitement something he could almost feel as they shopped for gifts and shared in the season’s cheer. Parents juggled shopping bags while children marveled at colorful displays of toys and festive decorations. Groups of teenagers, dressed in cozy winter fashion with vibrant scarves and stylish boots, laughed and snapped selfies in front of the dazzling holiday setups.

The rich aroma of cinnamon-spiced treats and fresh pretzels wafted through the air as families lined up at food stalls, savoring seasonal delicacies. A gospel choir near the central atrium filled the air with soulful renditions of Christmas classics, their harmonies drawing an appreciative crowd that swayed and clapped along. The scene radiated joy, togetherness, and a vibrant cultural celebration of the season—like he’d only ever seen in church, and even then not to the same degree.

“Oh, isn’t it beautiful, Steve?” Roxanne exclaimed, her eyes lighting up. “And look, there’s my boot store right next to that place Chantalle recommended for dashiki crop tops.” Her nails tapped his arm excitedly. “Ooooh, and check out those two-piece casual bodycon outfits! I love how they hug and hang at the same time. I tell you, if we can find one of those mimi crop tops in an African print, my
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