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​“Tara and Mark
Hartford. Age 33 and 36. White, republican, and…” Malcom’s dark
face spreads apart into a wild grin, “racist as a Jim Crowe law.
Lofty donors to the 2020 Trump campaign.”

“Our work is cut out for us then,” Khalil
crosses canon-sized biceps over his barrel chest and scrolls down
on the laptop screen, “racist white girls can be difficult to
break.”

The two muscular black men lounge on the back
patio, laptops at the ready, faces focused on their newest project.
The sliding glass door to the house opens and outsteps Lyndsey
Glock, an innocent looking white woman dressed in nothing more than
a few strips of black tape; two definitive X’s covering both
nipples, and a crude sharpie drawing across her bare chest that
reads Property of the Black New World Order.

Her wedding ring glints in the California sun
as she drops to her knees.

“May I suck your big black cock, Master?” she
asks Malcom with a pleading smile, the hunger in her eyes
transparent.

“How rude of you to not offer our guest
first,” Malcom says, eyes never leaving the computer screen. “Be a
good girl and crawl to Khalil, would you?”

“Yes, Master,” she does an about face, her
plump white ass tanning in the sun, and slinks over to where Khalil
reclines a few feet away. “Would you like your big black cock
serviced, Sir?”

“As a matter of fact,” Khalil closes the
computer and sets it aside, “I would.”

Lyndsey fumbles with the front of Khalil’s
pants, tits jiggling, tongue sticking slightly out of her mouth.
The sliding glass door opens once more, and Parker Glock steps into
the heat of the day with a maid’s apron on and a pair of purple
panties that hide his caged, white penis. He drops to his knees and
approaches Malcom.

“May I be of service, Master?” his voice is
an obedient song, well-trained and seasoned.

“Did you come out here to watch your wife
suck Khalil’s dick, white boy?” Malcom asks, pulling himself from
his work and glaring at the man kneeling beside him. “I didn’t call
for you, yet you seem to magically appear every time your wife gets
hungry for black cock.”

“You know he did,” Khalil grunts, kicking his
pants off his feet. He lays back against the beach chair as Lyndsey
crawls between his legs and grips his thick meat with both
hands.

“Well?” Malcom admonishes, “is that why you
came outside, sissy boy? To watch your wife suck black dick?”

“I’m sorry, Master,” Parker drops his eyes,
“I couldn’t help myself.”

“You will be punished,” Malcom growls, “but
lucky for you I am busy with God’s work today. And that work comes
before your pathetic existence. Go away. Now.”

Parker scuttles back inside, sneaking one
single glimpse of his beautiful wife stretching her jaw to suck
another man’s dick.

“Back to the matter at hand,” Malcom returns
his attention the file open on his computer screen, “Tara and Mark.
White bread fresh out the oven. Who do we want for this job?”

“Hmm,” Khalil considers this question long
and hard, watching the white girl between his legs stare up at him
with electric blue eyes, dripping drool from pouty lips. “Maybe
it’s time to test one of the young brothers…maybe it’s time for
Shaggy to earn his stripes.”

“Not a bad idea,” Malcom glances up at the
two love birds and he sees the moist folds of Lyndsey’s glimmering
cunt. “What makes you say Shaggy over the others? Why not Trey or
Tiny or Dom?”

“Shaggy is a hard nigga,” Khalil runs his
hand through Lyndsey’s flowing blonde hair and finds the base of
her skull, gripping. “If this white bitch is racist…he’ll pull it
right out of her. And if her husband is racist, too, well…he’ll be
able to break that white boy like a Kit-Kat.”

“Too true,” Malcom says distracted, caught
between the work in his lap and Lyndsey’s luscious pussy just an
arm’s reach away. “He’s a thug from the streets of Chicago. I doubt
there’s much he hasn’t seen.” Malcom stands and undoes his
belt.

“He’s a hairy nigga, too,” Khalil guides
Lyndsey’s gagging face up and down on his slick shaft, “let that
white man see his wife suck some hairy nigga nuts and then we’ll
ask him what racial inequality really means.”

“Too true,” Malcom bellows a hearty laugh,
dropping his pants to his ankles and moving behind Lyndsey. He rubs
the tip of his pulsing cock against the curves of her labia, and
she shakes against it. Lyndsey moans and gags simultaneously as
Malcom pushes inside her, worn and familiar.

“That’s it white bitch,” Khalil sighs,
impaling her face.

“Always wet for black cock,” Malcom groans,
his fierce nutsack swinging as he moves inside her. The two heads
of the Black New World Order tag team the married white woman on
her own property while her husband cleans inside. Malcom and Khalil
have taken over the Glock residence for the last six weeks, and in
the process have reduced Parker Glock to a caged sissy, and Lyndsey
Glock to a subservient black cock addict.

Now, they plot their next conquest.

“What’s our in? Gonna have to be more than
just some porn search history to turn a couple like this.” Khalil
pulls his towering ebony penis up along his cut stomach and feeds
Lyndsey his sweating ballsack.

“The gated community they live in,” Malcom
pants, bent at the knees and hinging his hips as he plunders
Lyndsey’s cunt, “it’s on a golf course. There’s a club house there
that they frequent.”

“You posting Shaggy up as a cook or
something?” Khalil strokes himself as Lyndsey’s face drops lower,
disappearing under his leathery balls and attacking his ass-crack
with an eager tongue.

“Fuck no, nigga,” Malcom smacks Lyndsey’s ass
and she shrieks into Khalil’s butthole. “You think this is still
some small-time startup? The BNWO has come a long way since your
days of turning tricks in New York.”

“OK what then?” Khalil plants his cock back
in Lyndsey’s throat. “What’s the in at the country club?”

“I bought the country club, nigga,” Malcom
pushes deep, his balls retracting upward, filling Lyndsey from the
inside.
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​Two red hats face
the ocean on a sunny Saturday afternoon. White, bold lettering
screams a familiar slogan on both of them: Make America Great
Again. Underneath one hat is Mark Hartford, a white man approaching
middle-age at the speed of sound. His aggressive headwear is
practical, serving to cover the rapid approach of baldness.

Underneath the other, is Tara Hartford. Long,
hazelnut hair pours from beneath her crimson ballcap and falls well
past bare, browned shoulders. The black halter-top she wears has a
cutout in the center of the chest, where her side-boob bulges in
two perfect, fleshy orbs. Denim short shorts fit loosely about her
waist, tied by a black cloth belt.

“What are they doing over there?” Tara
says over the din of ocean waves washing against the beach.

“Up to no good, I’m sure,” Mark adjusts in
his chair, sitting up to get a better look at the group of teens
further up the beach. “There’s…Christ, five or six of them.
All…black…”

“Surprise, surprise,” Tara’s eyes roll
lazily. She grabs her iPhone and navigates to the video camera.
“Just in case these little thugs try anything…”

“Careful with that now,” Mark warns her,
“lots of women on the news lately being ridiculed for exactly what
you’re doing…which is being a good Samaritan, but the Goddamn news
makes it out like you’re the villain. Careful with the
camera, babe. You might be the one that ends up getting
filmed.”

“Oh, for crying out loud, Mark,” Tara sips a
bud light from a plastic cup, “always with the conspiracies. I’m
going to film those little…hoodlums, and if they try
anything I’ll have it for the police. I’m tired of their kind
ruining it for the rest of us.”

“Just call them niggers, Tara,” Mark spits,
“instead of dancing around it.”

“Mark! What a nasty word!” she looks at her
husband with honest disappointment. “What kind of a way is that to
talk?”

“Yeah yeah,” Mark coughs, “just be careful
laying out with that top on. You know how they can get with a white
woman around.”

“Well, this white woman only goes for white
men. White American men, to be exact.”

“God Bless the USA,” Mark settles back in his
chair and the teenagers disappear around the pier, leaving the
whitely wedded couple to enjoy their beach day in peace.

“Turn the speaker up I love this song!” Tara
shrieks, shuffling awkwardly to the R&B beat. “This is The
Weeknd, I love this guy. He’s sings so good…and God he’s
just so sexy.”

“Don’t make me barf, Tara,” Mark sneers,
turning the Bluetooth speaker down a notch. “It’s bad enough you
won’t let me put some Garth Brooks or George Strait on. Even worse
you got me sitting here listening to this stupid rap shit. I don’t
need to hear you prattle on about how hot some black rapper is,
too!”

“Don’t be such a buzzkill,” she closes her
eyes and sways in time to the music the best she can, her lithe
body undeniable against a backdrop of ocean and sand. “I love The
Weeknd. And Drake and Kanye and – “

“Enough already!” he scolds her. “Christ
almighty you’re gonna want to fuck one of those hoods before too
long!”

“You’re a fucking asshole, Mark!” she flings
a handful of sand into his face, and he cries out, toppling
backwards and out of the beach chair.

“You got sand in my eyes!”

“Good!” Tara jumps to her feet and kicks
another load of white sand onto Mark, who still can’t see the
ground in front of him.

“Bitch!”

“Asshole!”

Tara storms from the beach and doesn’t stop
speed walking until she reaches their SUV parked down the road. She
punches in the passcode and climbs into the passenger seat,
crossing arms over her chest and scowling.

The ride home passes in silence. As they pull
up to the gated community in which they live, Mark rolls his window
down and brakes at the keypad stationed before a massive black
gate. He punches in the gate code.

Please Try Again comes an electronic
voice from the speaker.

“The fuck?” Mark says, punching the code in
once more with hard, smudging strikes.

“You probably put it in wrong,” Tara glares
at him. “Because you’re an idiot.”

“I put it in right,” Mark bites his tongue,
“it’s not working.”

Please Try Again

“This is fucking bullshit!”

“You gonna cry, little baby?” Tara
antagonizes. “Maybe if you yell at it louder it will work. Have you
tried that? Have you tried yelling at it really loud, Mark?”

“Would you like to enter the code,
darling?”

“If I have to get out of this car and walk
over there and punch in four fucking numbers, I’m going to divorce
you and take everything you love in this life.”

“This is fucking splendid,” Mark
sighs, pulling his phone from his pocket and dialing the Country
Club. “They better have a good explanation for why they changed my
fucking code because I swear to God so help me, I will fucking –
“

With its usual screech the iron gate swings
on its frame and starts to open.

“About fucking time,” Mark puts the car in
drive and idles into their neighborhood, confusion painted across
his face.

“Strange stuff, Marky boy,” Tara rolls her
eyes and snaps open the glovebox. She reaches under a stack of
papers and pulls a clear plastic bottle of Jim Beam from the
compartment, half full. “I swear to God you’re going to make an
alcoholic out of me. You’re such a fucking asshole!” She pops the
top and swigs deep.

“It’s not even noon yet, Jesus,” Mark huffs.
“So dramatic. Always with the drinking. Anytime we have a
tiff.”

“It’s not a tiff when the man you’re married





























tmp_64d124f72ef585482697122cf917c3fe_pr0_IX_html_3adfc8ed.jpg
NEY nnn%n

HUT WIFE

INTERRACIAL CUCKOLD AND BREEDING

DEX O'DONALD





cover.jpg
N%W Wﬂ%ﬂ URI] R
HOT WIFE

INTERRACIAL CUCKOLD AND BREEDING

DEX O'DONALD





