
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 


The Black New World Claims Your Wife Pt. 3: Rough
Sex and Interracial Breeding

(BNWO Ep. 23)


 


 


 


 


Copyright © All Rights Reserved

Stay in touch with Dex!

Twitter - @Dex_ODonald

Join my mailing list


 


 


 


Table Of Contents

1

2

3

4


 


 


1

​Donald wrings his
hands together in his lap the moment Tiffany and Melanie are led
into the cramped back room of The Oasis strip club. His wife
and her friend are mostly naked, only flimsy straps of leather
lingerie running in patterns across their pale bodies. Tiffany’s
breasts are enormous pink pillows, and her fire-red hair is tied
back in a sharp ponytail. Melanie follows, plump white ass soft and
tender with jiggling, lightly veined tits.

Donald swallows the lump in his throat when
Khalil and Jamal enter behind them.

“Speak only when spoken to, white man,”
Khalil barks at Donald without looking in his direction. “Any other
protests or arguments…will be met with dire
consequences.”

Donald nods, well trained by now.

A collection of loveseats and finely
upholstered chairs make a circle around the center of the dark
room. In the middle is a square wool rug, soft and springy. It is
here that Tiffany and Melanie drop to their knees,
back-to-back.

“We’re going to need a little more
information today, Donny,” Jamal says as he works his belt from
around his waist. “Sweet little Chloe down in Florida might play
hard to get. And we need to know what to expect.”

Donald grimaces at the sound of his longtime
friend. Chloe. The only one they haven’t gotten to yet. The next
one on their wretched list. Donald was friends with Chloe long
before Tiffany ever was…they’d even dated for a while before he met
Tiffany. Donald had been with Chloe intimately, and like many of
their other female friends Donald often wondered if a threesome
might some day be possible with Chloe and her.

But now the BNWO wanted answers about
Chloe…answers only Donald could give them.

“A few questions answered is all that we
require of you today,” Khalil zips down his slacks as he steps in
front of Tiffany, eye to crotch. “Well…that and bearing witness of
course. Jamal tells me you’ve been doing quite well with your
Conversion Therapy as of late. So well in fact that he asked me to
sit at today’s lesson. When he told me that your delicious wife
Tiffany would be in attendance, how could I refuse?”

Donald’s eyes twitch as he watches Khalil
shuffle his slacks and boxers down past his knees. Hanging between
his dark legs is one of the biggest cocks Donald has ever seen, and
at this point, Donald has seen a lot. Khalil’s testicles
look like they belong on a farm animal, not a man.

“Open wide, sweet Tiffany,” Khalil
commands.

“Ahhh,” Tiffany offers her mouth with
a song. She sticks out her little red tongue and wags it. Her small
hands creep up to her humongous breasts, and she massages them as
Khalil sticks the tip of his dick in her mouth. “Mmmmm.”

“Good white girl,” Khalil assures her. “Suck
that black dick.”

On the other side of Tiffany, Melanie pushes
her plump ass back and against her long-time bestie. She waits as
Jamal steps completely out of his pants and removes his shirt: A
Black God. Chiseled and muscled and ebony and perfect. He shakes
out his lengthy arms and walks to where Melanie kneels. He stands
before her, mighty and powerful. His low-hanging cock twitches, the
fat veins running along the shaft pumping blood into his gargantuan
member.

“Show me what that mouth does white girl,”
Jamal says.

Donald watches Melanie dip down and take
Jamal’s swaying prick into her mouth. With her hands at her side,
she sits back up on her knees and slides her face forward. The
black cock slides past wet lips and she takes it all the way to the
back of her throat. She holds it there, blue eyes staring up at her
master.

“Good white bitch,” Jamal pets the top of her
head. “Keep it down yah fuckin’ throat while I talk with that
bitch-ass white boy over there.”

Melanie blinks slowly in response.

“Is your little friend Chloe a Republican,
Donald?” Jamal asks, savoring the sight of big-tittied Melanie at
his feet.

“No, sir,” Donald squeaks.

“She’s liberal?” Khalil adds, taking hold of
Tiffany by the ponytail and driving his cock further down her
gullet.

“Yes, sir,” Donald says.

“Good,” Jamal takes Melanie by the sides of
her head and begins to fuck her face, “that’s real fuckin’ good.
She gonna be easy as the rest of these hoes.”

“Maybe easier,” Khalil grunts, pinching
Tiffany’s nose shut with it clogged down her windpipe. The girls’
face turns as red as her hair, but she never breaks eye contact
with the man suffocating her. “Good little white bitch.”

The sound of wet gagging soon fills the room.
Sometimes the girls are in unison with their retching, other times
it paddles back and forth. Donald watches the two men rail their
faces, watches the drool and spit hanging from the girls’
chins.

“The BNWO is confident that we can convert
yet another of your friends to the cause,” Khalil informs Donald.
“But in order to do this as efficiently as possible…we are going to
need to take a little trip.”

“To the beaches of south Florida,” Jamal
adds.

“All of us. Your wife, your friends…you. Can
you get your affairs at home in order in time to leave for
Friday?”

Donald hesitates. The image of her before him
is almost too much to process, and the thought of adding another
girl to the mix nearly breaks him.

“Answer me white man,” Khalil grunts,
plunging Tiffany’s face into his hairy ballsack and rolling her
around in it. “Or I’m going to get angry. And the last thing
you want is your precious slut wife at the feet of an angry Black
God.”

“Yes, sir,” Donald stutters out. “Yes,
sir.”

“Good boy,” Khalil says, thrusting his
impossibly large cock back into Tiffany’s greedy mouth.

“Think I’m about ready to bust one in this
white girl’s ass,” Jamal announces, sliding it from Melanie’s
throat and leading her over to the love seat where Donald sits.
Jamal bends her over so that her face is inches from Donald’s. A
moment later Tiffany is on the other side, and now both wife and
bestie face the scared white men. Donald can smell the BNWO on
their breath.

“Ass up, white bitch,” Jamal smacks Melanie’s
right cheek.

“Look at your husband, bitch,” Khalil
instructs Tiffany, cupping her innocent face from behind and
turning it directly to Donald. “Look at him while I fuck you in the
ass.”

Khalil and Jamal spit and rub, spit and rub.
They mount up behind the girls at the same time. They begin to push
against their tender tight holes.

“Now for the most important question of all,
Donald,” Khalil says. The monstrous tip of his black cock struggles
to penetrate Tiffany’s tiny butthole. She squirms against it and
grimaces in her husband’s face. “This little trip down to Florida
isn’t only about your friend. I am confident she will be serving
black dick in a matter of days. Accomplishing this goal does
not worry me.”

“Bigger fish to fry than just another white
slut, you feel me, Donny?” Jamal smirks, sliding inside Melanie’s
ass, drawing a long whine from the white girl.

“There is going to be a gathering,” Khalil
spreads Tiffany’s hole and she screams. “A gathering of the Black
New World Order, the likes of which we have not yet had. And they
will all be there for the same reason…to meet your wife, to meet
your friends, to meet you.”

Both of them are inside Tiffany and Melanie
now, gaping them, spreading their sacred hole. Melanie and Tiffany
groan in agony and whine in pleasure, the sounds of their lust
filling Donald’s ears.

“So, my question to you is this, little
Donald,” Khalil fucks Tiffany in the ass as she whimpers in her
husband’s lap. “Are you ready to raise our children, white man? Are
you ready to truly serve a higher purpose?”

“Look at that pathetic white boy,” Jamal
snatches Melanie by a handful of hair and nearly rubs her face into
Donald’s. “I’m fuckin’ this bitch’s asshole Donny. You fucking
cuck. And it’s so fucking tight. Tell him, white girl. Tell him
about it!”

“Oh Donald,” Melanie moans. “It’s so fucking
big. He’s in my asshole, Donald. Oh my God he’s in my fucking
ass!”

The girl’s screams reach fever pitch. Donald
longs to cover his ears.

“I didn’t hear an answer, white man,” Khalil
savagely fucks Tiffany. “I asked if you are ready to raise our
fucking kids?”

“Because the BNWO is coming for all the white
girls. Chloe too,” Jamal adds. “We’re gonna fill them the fuck
up…we gonna breed your fuckin’ wife and every bitch you know!”

“What’s your answer!” Khalil screams,
Tiffany’s lithe body writhing below him, taking every inch. “Will
you raise the children of the Black New World Order once we are
done breeding this bitch?”

“OOOHHH!” Melanie screams in Donald’s
face.

“FUCK! FUCK! UGH!” Tiffany cries out.

Donald looks from her to Melanie. To the two
men fucking them blind.

“Yes, sir,” he whispers, defeated.

Jamal and Khalil unload inside the two white
women simultaneously.
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​Chloe puts her
dirty blonde hair up in a messy bun and straddles her blue beach
cruiser. Attached to the back of the bicycle is a small cooler
filled with hard seltzers and strapped to the front is a portable
Bluetooth speaker that kicks out mellow jams as she pedals for the
beach. It’s a short ride from their condo, about six blocks, and
Chloe has been making it every day since her fiancé Chet left on a
business trip three days prior.

As she cruises the sidewalk towards the
water, passing quaint houses and vacation rentals, more than one
car slows down to gawk at the pretty girl on the bike. She’s
wearing a black bikini top, and it struggles to hold her
well-tanned assets in place. One vehicle idles along beside her,
the driver window rolling down.

“Hey sexy,” a nasally voice comes from inside
the car, “need a lift?”

“Not from you, Urkel,” Chloe pedals
faster.

“Stuck up bitch!” the window rolls up and the
angry driver speeds off.

Chloe is used to attention from random men.
She’s well-acquainted with the tantrums that ensue when she spurns
their advances. Chet hates that she bikes around town in little
more than a bikini and denim shorts. He despises the catcalls it
attracts. The problem isn’t just that Chloe has amazing
cleavage…it’s that she is, in a word, stunning. Thick,
rounded lips under a tucked little nose. Bright blue eyes that
steal the show in any room. Bad-girl blonde hair to let you know
she might be too much to handle. When it’s her and Chet together,
most wonder how an awkward nerd like him managed to land an easy
ten like Chloe.

And while Chloe tells herself it’s Chet’s
easy-going personality and ambitious nature that keeps her with
him…she knows deep down the money in his bank account doesn’t hurt
either.

Now, as her bike tires meet soft ocean sand,
she scans the mostly empty beach before her. The water is calm. The
sky is cloudless. She parks her bike beside a lounge chair and
umbrella that belong to the nearby resort and claims it has her
own. Sometimes the towel boys come out to tell her that she can’t
use the hotel’s chairs…but they quickly change their mind when
speaking to Chloe up close.

She slips her denim shorts off, revealing a
little black thong beneath. She lies down on the chair and takes a
deep breath. Life has been easy-going with Chet gone. None of his
badgering or pleading for attention or sex. Just a girl and the
beach, the occasional flirtatious banter with random boys.
Sometimes she fantasizes about what it might be like to be single
again. At the tender age of twenty-four she is confident she could
have a good time…maybe too good a time. Maybe even find someone
better than her precious, loving and adoring Chet…

Chloe
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