
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 


Hotwife Pimped to the Black New World Order
(BNWO): Interracial Thug Romance (Bully Betrayal Ep. 19)


 


 


 


 


Copyright © All Rights Reserved

Stay in touch with Dex!

https://www.cucksmut.com/

Twitter - @Dex_ODonald

Blog

Join my
mailing list


 


[image: tmp_18ada497813165d17e1a0aff945906ed_qJA9o0_html_m11058114.jpg]


 


 


​Table Of Contents

1

2

3

4

5

6


 


 


1

​“Stand up for
yourself today, John,” Hannah gave her husband a half-hearted
smile, “it’s the only way you’ll ever get them to respect you.”

“But what if they fire me?”

“They won’t.”

“But what if they do?”

They were parked under the unlit neon sign
that read The Oasis. When the strip club opened at noon,
that sign would dance purple and green and the LED readout below it
would advertise a lunch buffet with discounted private dances.

“Then just ignore them, baby,” Hannah pushed
aside fiery locks of red hair, revealing freckled, creamy cleavage
above a low-cut top. “I can’t work this one out for you, you’ll
have to do it yourself. You won’t even let me come in there and
talk with them so- “

“Are you out of your mind?” John cut her off
as he unbuckled his seatbelt, “if those thugs saw you…things would
go from bad to worse.”

“Don’t use words like that, John.
It’s…insensitive.”

“What word? Thugs?” John hesitated, “you
wouldn’t care what I called them if you saw how they treated
me.”

“But you won’t let me see, John. Maybe
if you introduced me to your manager, he might at least see you as
a real person, worthy of respect and dignity.”

“No. No way. They think you’re made up. A
figment of my imagination. And I want it to stay that way. I can’t
imagine the things they might say or make me do if they knew I not
only had a wife, but a gorgeous one at that.”

“You’re sweet, Johnny boy,” she smiled at her
husband, “I’ll try and remember how sweet you are when I pick you
up tonight. 5 O’clock sound good?”

“As long as they don’t make me work late
again,” he opened the car door and stepped into the chilly morning
air. “I’ll call you if they do.”

“You got this, baby,” she leaned over the
center console, her milky breasts threatening the confines of her
t-shirt, “just keep a happy thought when things get rough.”

“I love you, Hannah.”

“I love you, too.”

John watched his wife drive off, leaving him
at the front door of The Oasis. He sighed heavy and walked
through the purple double doors, into dim light and questionable
morals. Into all the things he hated about his day, and all the
people that filled it.

The Oasis was a large, open-floor plan
that included countless chairs positioned around stages of
different sizes. Each stage, from the private booth in the corner
to the Main Act stage in the middle, had a sparkling pole rising
from the center of it. John knew those poles well, as he had wiped
and disinfected each and every one of them innumerable times.

He made his way across the desolate club, the
only sound coming from backstage where the early girls were
chattering. He spotted Tiny, the club bouncer, behind the bar. Tiny
was a wide, fat black man that kept his arms crossed over the top
of his gut. He wore sunglasses inside, even when the lights were
dimmed.

“Is Dom back there?” John asked Tiny.

“He ain’t gone home,” Tiny grunted, “and he
waitin’ for yo’ ass. Get back there. Now.”

John scuttled from the rumbling bass of
Tiny’s voice and headed for the door marked Employees Only.

Behind the showroom was a long hallway that
held several dressing rooms to either side of it. Back here the
chattering of the showgirls was louder, higher-pitched and
annoying. It smelled like perfume and cigarettes, and fluorescent
lights made the ambience unbearable. John tried his best to sneak
past the girls as they readied for the lunch rush, but the dancers
never missed a chance to berate him.

“Oh, look who it is now,” Candy giggled,
straightening her dirty-blonde hair.

“It’s Piss Boy himself,” Kiwi chimed in.

“Back to clean more piss, Piss Boy?” Asia
heckled him.

“Good morning girls,” John mumbled, “just on
my way to Dom’s office. How are you all today?”

“Don’t let me catch you staring at my tits
again, Piss Boy,” Kiwi said, applying eyeliner in the mirror.

“Yeah! Don’t let us catch you staring.
Otherwise, we might have to tell that imaginary wife of yours that
you got the hots for a stripper,” Candy guffawed.

“Nothing’s free here, Piss Boy,” Asia
swiveled on her chair and glared at John, “not even the views.
Especially not for a little Piss Boy like you. Now move along, find
a shitter to clean. I’ll call you in when it’s time to change our
trash.”

John shuffled past the dressing room with his
head down. Up ahead was Dom’s office, a placard on the door read
Manager. John heard the girls giggling
behind, and he could hear Dom and Trey raging ahead. For a split
second he thought about quitting, turning, running out, and never
going back.

Instead, he knocked three times on the
Manager’s door.

“Get yo late ass in here, Piss Boy!” came a
shout from the other side.

John walked into the office. Had it been his
first time he would have been appalled at the scene taking place
before him, but as it was probably the hundredth, he merely averted
his eyes from the debauchery. Trey, dark and shirtless, was huddled
over a wide-top desk with a bill in his nostril and a line of coke
quickly vanishing on the other end. Dom, a mass of ebony muscle,
sat in a leather chair while a woman John had never seen before
serviced him from her knees. From where John stood, he couldn’t
make out what she looked like or what it was she was doing, but he
figured he could probably make an educated guess.

“You late, Piss Boy,” Dom said wide-eyed,
“what you late fo’?”

“Sorry, Dom…I thought you said 10 am, it’s
only just now 9:45 so…”

“WOO!” Trey yanked his head back, pinching
his white-dusted nostrils, “Goddamn that shit good! Feel like I
could fuck for days on this shit!”

Dom reached down and wrapped his fingers
through the woman’s golden hair, cranking her up and down. “I told
you Piss Boy, if you on time you late. If you early, you on
time.”

“Yes, sir,” John acquiesced, realizing the
futility of such an idiotic conversation.

“You late again I’m gonna have to dock yo’
pay,” Dom breathed, watching the woman below.

“Yeah, white boy,” Trey said, cutting up
another line on the desk, “that shit gon’ come out yo’ pocket!”
Trey shot another rail of white straight back. He danced around the
room for a moment before coming in next to John and putting an arm
around his shoulder. He pulled the white man close, close enough
for him to smell the party on his breath. “We got lots of fun shit
for you to take care of today, whitey. Them bathrooms need
cleaning, them poles need wiping, them urinals need new fucking
cakes. Know what I’m sayin’?”

“Scrub them toilets good, Piss Boy,” Dom held
the girl on his meat, buried deep in her throat, “and then change
the trash in the girls’ rooms. I can’t be listenin’ to them bitches
complaining again. UGH! UGH!” Dom released himself inside, her
white palms slapping wildly against his thighs. “That’s it white
bitch, suck it down. You want Friday night stages you gon’ earn it.
UGH! Every fuckin’ drop. That’s it. UGH!” Dom yanked her off by the
hair and tossed her aside.

“Thank you, Daddy,” the blonde girl smiled,
white nut dripping off her chin, “you know I love to please
you.”

“Get yah ass on outta here, girl,” Dom
stuffed it back into his pants, “see you Friday night.”

“Oh! Thank you, daddy!” The dancer stumbled
from the room, topless and dripping.

“Got a special job for you today, Piss Boy,”
Dom slurred as he joined Trey in cornering John, “special job you
gon’ fuckin’ love.”

“Hope you brought yo’ gloves, white boy,”
Trey laughed steadily in John’s face, his nose touching his
cheek.

“Tiny done clogged up the employee bathroom,”
Dom mused, “and it done overflowed. You believe that shit?”

“Hope you brought a mask and gloves white
boy…”

“Got anything to say, Piss Boy?”

The black men loomed, and below their 6-foot
frames John went silent like a beaten dog.

“Didn’t think so,” Dom slapped him softly on
the cheek three times, “you just do as your told. You pathetic,
Piss Boy. Make sure you stay that way.”

“He stay a clown,” Trey pinched John’s face,
“and that’s how we like our white boys.” The thug walked back to
where a pile of coke lay like Mt. Evans in the winter, and cut up
another line.

“May I go, sir?” John asked Dom’s shoes.

“Go clean the piss, Piss Boy,” Dom turned his
back and joined Trey at the table, “I’ll call you when I need you
to do some other nasty shit.”

John got to work.

After he finished the employee bathroom, he
polished and disinfected the stripper poles. From the bar, Tiny
watched him work, sipping from a tiny glass filled with a dark
liqueur. Some of the girls came out to warm up, periodically taking
breaks to harass him.

“You missed a spot, Piss Boy!”

“Don’t let me catch you staring, bitch.”

“I wouldn’t even let you smell my
pussy,” Asia spat, “let alone touch it.”

When he finished the poles, he got to work on
the customer bathrooms. Sink and toilets, floors, and lights. It
was 11:45 when John finished. Tiny opened the doors early for the
lunch rush, and by 12 the place had ten customers inside. It was a
typical, slow Monday afternoon when Asia and the girls got to
dancing on the stages.

John spotted some trash under an empty table
and grabbed a broom and dustpan. As he swept, Kiwi danced on an
elevated stage nearby, where one of The Oasis’ regulars
watched her every move.

“Very sexy, very sexy indeed,” Herb drooled,
“I like my Kiwi peeled, if you catch my drift.”

Kiwi winked at him, sliding down the pole
upside down, legs spread, a tiny patch of blonde just above her
exposed, rosy lips.

“That’s it girl. Make it look sexy.
You know how I like it…”

Kiwi twirled to the floor and crawled across
the stage, eye level with Herb’s twisted, smiling face.

“Here’s a dollar, naughty girl,” Herb grasped
the bill between dirty fingers and waved it out over the stage.
Kiwi rolled over, legs extending out to either side of Herb’s head.
She brought her powdered cunt in slow, giving Herb the view he
wanted.

“You want a private dance, Herb?” she
whispered to him, “you know I can fix you up real nice.

“Just the dollar for now, whore,” he spat,
absently tossing it onto her pussy, “maybe after lunch. If you’re
worth it.”

John took his lunch break out back in the
alley, the only place he could escape the constant bullying of his
workplace. Alone, sitting on a milk crate and leaning against the
brick wall of The Oasis, he took a bite of his sandwich and
chewed with eyes closed. He took in the silence. The respite. The
shelter from the storm that was his shitty job.

The back door of the club swung open
unexpectedly, and Dom came stomping out into the alley, barking
into his cellphone.

“Don’t play wit’ me on this one, nigga,” he
growled, “you get him here on time. Ain’t no way I’m
catchin’ shit for you. The big dawgs is comin’ on this one, and I
can’t be lookin’ like no goddamn clown!”

Dom’s back was to John, who had stopped
chewing, preying he wouldn’t be noticed.

“Yeah well it is what it is,” Dom continued,
“just make sure you bring boss man round 9 tonight. I got the girls
ready, they know he gets whatever he wants. Him and his
homies. So don’t be late. Khalil hates that shit. You feel me,
nigga?”

Dom got off the phone and stomped down the
alley, mumbling angrily to himself. John seized the moment to evade
his boss and crept back inside the club, where the music grew
louder as the day got on.

As the clock ticked closer to 5, John said
his usual prayers. He prayed that Dom had gone home to sleep, and
that perhaps Trey had overdosed in the back office. It was that
time of day when he would have done anything to finish out his
shift without being spotted by the two thugs masquerading as
business owners.

“Asia needed to talk to you about something,”
Candy waved him down as she got off stage, “said it was important
and not to leave until she’d seen you.”

“Well Candy, with all due respect, Asia isn’t
my boss. And I’m done at 5, so…” John shook his head.

“Is that so?” Candy raised her eyebrows, “you
wouldn’t mind me telling Asia you said that then?”

“Candy…” John frowned. “It’s 5 O’clock for
God’s sake. I’m done. Let me out of here.”

“Asia said you could wait for her at the
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