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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.

 


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sissies to live and love as nature intended, not as outdated social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 became the norm, with open cuckolding simply a way of
life.

 


It took time, but attitudes
toward gender, sexuality, and relationships changed as well. Some states
were slower to embrace their blacked future than others, just as
some individuals were too afraid to accept the inevitable. Some
even tried to game the system, enrolling in out-of-state colleges
to enjoy the benefits of progress while ‘protecting’ themselves
from its cost.

 


And that’s where our story
begins, with
a whiteboi virgin—desperate and broke—whose foolish gamble is about
to change his life.

 


For the
blacker.

 


For the better.


 Chapter One: The Plan

“Dude! Are you out of your fucking
mind?”

Brandon Chalmers waved off his roommate’s
concerns with a smug smile. “Listen. I’ve already thought this
through. I’ve planned for every contingency. Worst-case scenario, I
end up being bought by some homely housewife who needs a strapping
young man to rub her feet and clean her gutters.” He grinned.
“Best-case scenario, a smoking hot cougar snatches me up to be her
sugar-baby sex toy. And if she’d be willing to cover my buy-out,
I’d be set for life.”

The young man sprawled in the
leather beanbag chair chucked a half-chewed apple core in his roommate’s
direction. “And what happens if some big black ex-con buys you to
be his new pillow biter? The only thing you’ll be set for is a
lifetime of being black-bred and never sitting down
again.”

“Fuck you.” He chucked
the apple right
back, missing the redhead by a foot. “We’re in a white college in a
white state where black ownership is illegal. It’s kind of why
we’re both here, dumbass.”

No ‘kind of’ about it. It was
exactly why they were there. He and Davis Woodford were from different
blacked states, but both enrolled in a scholarship program that
allowed white students to study out-of-state to acquire skills and
knowledge that would make them more valuable to future black
owners. They were provisionally owned, property of the state so
long as they remained students in good standing, but the moment
they returned home, they were right back on the open
market.

Like thousands of other
whitebois across the country, they clung to the slim hope that
they’d be recruited from college, their blacked buy-out paid for by their
employer. It would basically make them indentured labor, committed
to that company for the years (perhaps decades) it would take to
cover the buy-out, but at least they’d be able to meet and marry a
pretty white girl without having to worry about being cuckolded by
some black stranger.

Or worse—becoming that black stranger’s sissy
bitch.

“We’re both from blacked states,
you idiot!” Davis, who was a year ahead of Brandon in their studies,
struggled to sit upright. “You put yourself up for bid in this
stupid auction, you’re asking for trouble. It’s a huge risk. No
matter how much homework you think you’ve done—and I know how
useless you are at research—you can’t know for sure that you’re
protected. I mean, fuck, you’re offering yourself for
sale.”

“Rent, not sale.”
Brandon shook his
head. “And there’s no way that’s happening. I checked the contract,
and there are no bids allowed from any blacked states. Same with
the blacked breakaway provinces of Eastern Canada, the blacked bloc
of Western Europe, or anywhere in Central America or
Africa.”

“You’re playing with fire, dude.
The risk just
isn’t worth it.”

“Isn’t worth it? I’m broke,
man.” He
began pacing the room—all seven claustrophobic steps of it. “My
scholarship is done. Either I pay my way and stay here, where I’m
protected, or I return home, where I’m fair game for any black man
looking for a sex slave or black woman looking for a toilet slave.
You know as well as I do what out-of-state tuition costs, and until
I graduate, I can’t even apply for a part-time job to pay my
way.”

Davis collapsed back into the beanbag. “It’s
your funeral, dude.”

“No, don’t give me that shit.
You know the odds as well as I do. We’re both going to be
black-owned eventually, no matter what we do. Just like my mom, who just gave
birth to her fourth black baby; my sister, who gets passed around
from one black couple to another as community property; or my dad,
who’s a castrated piss-slave for a gay black couple.”

“And don’t you give me that shit. My dad looks like more of a woman
than my mother, and I swear to fucking god he’s just as addicted to
black cock as she is. I’ve got three aunts who are all blacked
sluts, and three uncles who have to listen to each other’s
defilement as they’re taken at both ends, side-by-side-by-side,
bound in all-day gloryholes.”

“And that’s exactly why I’m
doing it! All
we’re doing here is delaying our sentence. If all this just extends
that delay, I’m cool with that. But if it ends up buying my
freedom? Fuck, it’ll be so worth it. Better some ugly white grandma
than some horny, ever-ready black stud.”

The other boy paused.
“I don’t know.” He
scowled, like he did when stuck on an essay topic that stumped him.
“If it were that easy, then why hasn’t anybody else done
it?”

“Because I’m a genius who’s
willing to take a gamble.” Brandon pretended to tighten an imaginary tie
and then made a show of adjusting his package. “Don’t hate me
because I’m right. Stick with me, and maybe I’ll see if my future
sugar mama has any rich friends who can use a worrywart white
college boy.”

For the longest time, Davis
just stared
at him. Brandon saw him open his mouth several times to say
something, only to rethink it. Finally, he stood up from the
beanbag and headed for the door.

“Hey, I was just kidding, man.” The sight
of him walking away worried Brandon more than anything he’d said.
“You’re my best friend.”

Davis kept walking.

“Seriously, come on.
Where are you
going?”

The young man
paused with his hand
on the digital control panel. “To start looking for a new roommate.
You’re not the only one who’s going to be in financial trouble when
this auction of yours backfires.”

cover.jpg
SOLD! TO THE
SHEMALES

D FOR THE

* BLACK

‘ WORLD
ORDER

f"BILA KED
FUTD %E

BobbiMare

+* Bob Neils

g
=
=
o
m
r
45|
H
g
=
75|
[
w
45|
m
o
o
[mm]
m
g
=





