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​“Come in,”
Malcom’s deep voice comes from the other side of the door like a
death knell in Peter’s mind.

“This is it,” Peter whispers to Eva,
squeezing her hand tight. He grips the door handle that leads into
Malcom’s office and freezes, unsure if he can go through with what
waits for him and his wife on the other side.

“It’s fine, Peter,” Eva reassures her
husband. “We’ve been over and over this…if you would just give
in things would be so much easier.” Eva places her hand on top
of Peter’s and helps him to turn the handle. The massive oak door
swings inward.

“Ah. Eva and Peter. Come in. Your appointment
is long overdue.” Malcom stands from behind a wide-topped desk
wearing a dashing grey suit that shows off his muscled, ebony
figure. Massive windows line the back wall of his office, where the
borough of Manhattan stands brilliant in the mid-afternoon sun.

Peter lags behind Eva as they enter the
office, his anxiety already palpable.

“Have a seat,” Malcom motions to two chairs
as he sits along the corner of the desktop. The married couple sit
down and look up at him like two kids in trouble at the principal’s
office.

“It’s good to see you, Master,” Eva clears
her throat, knowing full well that she isn’t to take her dazzling
blue eyes off of Malcom when speaking to him. “Thank you for making
time for us today.”

A brief silence passes, and Eva jabs her
elbow into Peter’s side.

“Yes,” Peter starts, “thank you…for having
us…”

Malcom smiles wide and white-toothed. He
looks down the front of Eva’s flowery blue dress, low-cut and
revealing of her supple white tits. Her skin is pale and
untarnished, just the way Malcom likes it. Her hair runs in messy
golden locks to her shoulders.

A nervous, caustic silence fills the
luxurious office. There is Peter, nervous to the point of sweat
staining his shirt at the armpits. There is Eva, also nervous but
increasingly keen on the whole thing…and then there is Malcom, who
knows precisely how this meeting is going to play out.

“You two have made much progress since your
initial introduction,” Malcom begins, his black, masculine voice so
powerful and calm. “It’s been six months since you two swore your
fealty to the Black New World Order, and in that time your
Conversion Therapy Sessions have been…abundant and
productive.”

Peter’s mouth goes dry remembering some of
those CT Sessions…remembering all the things those men of the BNWO
did his wife.

“We’ve seen much progress in both of you, and
for that we are encouraged, to say the least.” Malcom reaches out
and takes a strand of Eva’s blonde hair between his fingers,
twirling it around as he speaks. “And for all that you have given,
there is still more that we ask. For we of the Black New World
Order believe that a white person’s debt can never truly be paid
until they have given everything. Do you understand what I’m
saying? Do you understand why you are here today?”

“Yes, Master,” Eva nods her head fervently,
“and I’m eager to give you what you want. Exactly what you want…and
Peter here is eager to watch. Aren’t you Peter?”

Peter purses his lips, stomach turning, and
shakes his head YES.

“I need to hear you say it, Peter,” Malcom
says with kindness. “I want you to say it out loud before we begin.
Your reluctance to Conversion Therapy is well documented, and it is
the primary reason we have been so hard on you. If you would learn
to answer promptly, to carry out orders in a more subservient way,
things would be much easier for you…so let me hear you say it. Loud
and clear.”

Peter clears his throat and sits up in the
chair. He can feel the penetrating glare of both his wife and
Malcom as they wait for him to speak. “Thank you, Master…I’m
excited to watch you, er, um…take my wife’s anal
virginity, Master. I’m happy to offer her to you…and I want to
thank you for this opportunity…”

Malcom’s grin spreads. “There you go. Was
that so hard, Peter?”

“No, Master,” Peter grimaces.

“I think we can dispense with the chains and
gags today, don’t you, then?” Malcom asks, taking Eva by the hand
and pulling her to her feet. “After all, if you’re really going to
try and make a run for it at this point, you must actually enjoy
the punishment…I know I enjoy giving it to you.”

Eva follows Malcom to the other side of the
desk where he turns her around to stand and face Peter. Peter sees
his wife in the dazzling light of the large windows and is struck
by how beautiful she is. Such a rosy, innocent complexion with full
lips and distracting blue eyes. Her curves come in all the right
places, her large breasts so enticing in that short summer
dress.

“Can you see your pathetic white husband,”
Malcom whispers in her ear, rough hands sliding up the back of her
neck, bony black fingers running through her hair.

“Yes, Master,” she breathes.

Peter shifts nervously in his chair,
spellbound at the heigh difference between his wife and their black
master.

“Good. I want you to stare into his eyes. I
want you to tell him exactly what we’re about to do, and I want you
to remind him of what his place is in all of this.”

Eva’s eyes twinkle like blue diamonds as she
stares into her husband’s soul. “Malcom is going to take my anal
cherry today, Peter. He’s going to put his big black cock in my
asshole, and I think it’s going to hurt…a lot…but I think
it’s going to feel good, too.”

Malcom feels Eva up from behind as she
speaks, his hands sliding over her shoulders and down to her full
breasts, cupping and massaging them, squeezing the tender flesh
between his fingers.

“And you’re going to watch,” Eva trembles.
“You’re going to watch me give him something I would never
give you…and do you know why? Mmmm…”

Malcom finds her nipples over the dress and
pinches them between thumb and index finger.

“You’re going to watch because you’re just a
pathetic little white man,” Eva’s voice is on the verge of
moaning. “You’re going to sit there and do nothing because you know
that I deserve a real man…and that you deserve to pay your
reparations to the black race….we both do. I hope your little cock
squirms in its Chasity cage, Peter. I hope it drives you crazy…but
remember, no touching. Not unless Master tells you to…”

“Good girl,” Malcom licks her neck, “you’ve
learned how to speak to your beta husband.” Malcom tugs at Eva’s
nipples and she squirms against him, pushing her hips back and
grinding that supple ass against the stiffness in his pants.
“Peter, I want you to thank me for allowing you here today. For
allowing you to watch. For putting my hands all over your
slut wife.”

Peter cocks his jaw to one side and scratches
the back of his neck.

“Peter…” Malcom’s voice drops lower,
something dangerous in it.

“Thank you Master for letting me watch you
feel up my wife…” Peter says quickly.

Sharp and sudden, Malcom shoves Eva into the
desk so that she is forced to bend over at her hips, small hands
grabbing hold of the edge of the desk.

“OH!” she gasps, shocked at Malcom’s blatant
roughness, but undeniably turned on at the power of his
strength.

“Continue to look at your husband, whore,”
Malcom says, taking the bottom of her dress and rolling it up to
her lower back, exposing Eva’s supple white ass in all its glory.
It sits there plump and pale and firm, two perfect handfuls for
Malcom’s giant hands. He rubs the flesh there, spreading it briefly
to reveal a perfect puckered hole and the slit of her sex
beneath.

Peter can see the anxiety in his wife’s face
about as well as he can see her tits trying to spill over the top
of her dress. Eva is disheveled at this angle; pressed into the
desktop with hair falling in her face and sitting up on her
arms.

“This is a very nice white ass, Peter,”
Malcom says, rubbing Eva’s right ass-cheek. “It is only fair that
you’ve never been allowed inside it. To waste something so pure on
a little white dick such as yours would be a true tragedy.”

CRACK!

Malcom’s palm bounces off Eva’s butt cheek, a
high-pitched ringing fills the office in its wake.

“FUCK!” Eva screams in her husband’s face,
grimacing.

“So supple and soft,” Malcom says, rubbing
the spot on her ass where his red handprint forms. “So
very…punishable…”

CRACK!

“AH OOOHHH!” Eva whines at her
husband.

CRACK! CRACK!

“OH FUCK! FUH-HUCK!

“Jesus Christ…” Peter groans, staring at the
way his wife’s tits jiggle every time her body is rocked with
another strike.

CRACK!

“FUH-HUCK!” she cries.

“There there,” Malcom licks his lips, “this
white ass was made for disciplining. Don’t you agree, Eva?”

“Yessss, Master,” Eva pants.

With one cheek pink and bruised, Malcom
starts in on the other.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The first few blows come quick and without
remorse. Malcom’s hand raises high overhead between each blow, his
own palm stinging from the force of it.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“OH! AH! FUCK!” Eva screams, the blows
ringing in her ears. She tries to crawl over the desk towards her
husband, but the escape attempt is a feeble one; Malcom uses one
hand to pin her to the desktop while the other doles out penance.
Peter watches in agony.

“The fuck you going, girl?” Malcom asks,
voice vicious.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“OH-HOH! OH-HUH! FUH-HUCK! FUH-UCK!”

“Can you see your wife, white boy?” Malcom
taunts, rubbing Eva’s sore spots tenderly. “How does it make you
feel to watch a superior man treat your wife like a common
whore?”

“It doesn’t feel very good,” Peter gulps.

“I bet it doesn’t,” Malcom smiles.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Eva squirms and screams as she is pinned down
and disciplined. Her once pale ass is now bright red on both sides,
with an unmistakable wetness growing along her inner thighs. Peter
records every moment of this debauchery inside his brain; every
agonized face his wife makes, every ripple of her tits as she
shakes and screams. He is glued to his chair, uncomfortable as his
sad white dick tries to expand inside a locked cage.

“I do love playing with your whore wife’s
ass, Peter,” Malcom says, fondling her cheeks. His fingertips dig
into the soft flesh as he shakes them like dice. “And while I
rarely do this, I must actually thank you, Peter. It just
wouldn’t be the same if I knew your little clit-dick had been
inside it. What I mean is, you being such a worthless fagget has
allowed me to enjoy myself more. So, thank you, Peter.”

“You’re welcome, Master,” Peter sighs.

Malcom slides two digits inside Eva’s soaked
cunt and finger-fucks her. As he does, he grabs her by the hair and
pulls the front part of her body off the desk. Her tits are unruly
in the dress, her left nipple exposed and titty hanging out. Her
mouth hangs open gasping, moaning, relishing the feel of Malcom
playing with her pussy.

“Do you like being handled by a black man,
bitch?” Malcom asks, increasing the speed of his fingers so as to
amplify the sound of the wetness sloshing within.

“Yes, Master,” she moans loud.

“Are you ready to lose your anal virginity to
a big black cock?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Good…” Malcom holds her there like a
ragdoll, one hand assaulting her cunt while the other holds her
elevated by a fistful of hair. The squelching sounds of her cunt
fill Peter’s ears, and he can tell his wife is close to coming. He
wants to either run or jerkoff but knows damn well neither of those
things are an option now.

“Peter, I want you to stand up and bring your
chair over here beside me. It’s very important that you see this
next part.” Malcom nods at the white boy as he continues to
pleasure Eva from behind. Peter does as he is told, knees shaking
and light-headed when he sits down beside Malcom. He is now
eye-level with where Malcom’s long fingers slide in and out of
Eva’s sex.

“It’s so fucking good, Master,” Eva
moans, lustful face to the ceiling.

Malcom prods her cunt a little longer and
then let’s go of the girl entirely. Eva lays over the desktop, her
exposed ass red and raw and wagging back and forth as she waits for
Malcom. Peter looks from his wife’s battered buttcheeks to Malcom’s
crotch; the outline of his big black cock runs down the man’s leg
below grey dress pants. Peter wonders
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