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​“I want you on
your knees…in front of me,” Malcom says, his tone brokering no
argument.

“Yes, daddy,” Cassie slides from the bed-top
and gets down to her knees in the high-ceiling hotel room. She
crawls to where Malcom waits towering, tall and black, a pair of
tight-squeezing briefs the only thing keeping his ebony glory from
the world. She looks up at him from the floor – he is perfection in
physical form. Every muscle is defined in dark detail, every
abdominal like black marble. “You’re so fucking sexy, daddy.”

“Flattery? Really?” Malcom smiles like a
shark and takes a moment to observe the white girl at his feet;
blonde, soft eyes with thick, pouty lips. Cassie’s creamy breasts
spill over the top of pink lingerie. She pokes her butt out over
her feet so Malcom can see it all as he looms over her.

“What do you want me to do, daddy?” she
whispers.

“Stick out your tongue,” he commands, “and
open your ears.”

Cassie presents her red tongue from a
quivering mouth, places hands in her lap and waits.

“Does your husband know you’re with me
tonight?” Malcom asks.

Cassie nods, tongue dripping.

“Good girl. It’s best if he knows. You know
that right, princess?”

Cassie nods.

“I want him to know that a black man is
giving you something that he, an entitled white boy, could never
give you. I want you to tell him all about it when you get home.
Every little detail. And be sure to remind him that his little
white dick could never satisfy you. Can you do that for me
princess?”

Cassie nods once more, a long line of drool
dripping from her open mouth.

Malcom reaches down and rubs the ball of his
thumb against her tongue.

“Good girl. That’s it. Keep your whore mouth
open for me.”

“Mmm,” Cassie moans.

“Open wider,” Malcom says, shoving his
pointer and middle finger past her lips and to the back of her
throat.

“Uck!” Cassie gags into his
fingers.

Malcom squats down and grabs hold of her
throat with his free hand, pulling her face to his as he
finger-fucks her mouth. His chokehold tightens and turns Cassie’s
face a bright red.

“Are you going to tell him how I used you
like the white whore you are?”

Cassie attempts to speak but Malcom’s fingers
run across her tongue and block her speech. She nods red-faced,
straining to breathe.

“Will you tell him I did this?” Malcom pulls
his dripping fingers from her mouth, opens his palm, and slaps her
across the face.

Cassie’s mouth opens in shocked lust, eyes
wide staring into her master’s face.

“Will you?” Malcom slaps her again.

“Uh-huh,” she chokes out, her head shaking a
resounding YES with the help of Malcom’s powerful hand at her
neck.

“Tuh!” Malcom spits in Cassie’s mouth
and kisses her. Their tongues twist and dance. Cassie’s trembling
arms wrap around his bulbous shaved head and pull him close,
craving his warmth.

“Tell me,” Malcom urges her. “Tell me
again.”

“The African race is superior,” she says,
Malcom’s fingers finding her cunt as she kneels there on the floor.
“The time of the white man is over. The time of the Black New World
Order is here. And I will…oh fuck…fuck…I will serve
my black masters and be a true ally to the BNWO…oh my God
Malcom…I will serve with my body and my mind and…my body…oh
fuck…I will be obedient and do as the BNWO says…and one
day…so will…so will my…oh fuck Malcom…”

“Say it,” he rubs her clit in circles,
stuttering her speech, blurring her mind. “Say it…”

“…and one day…so will my husband…FUCK! I’m
coming…”

Malcom pushes her over the edge, choking her,
admiring the way her large breasts sway and shake as her body loses
control.

“Fuck! Oh fuck!” Cassie sees
white, the intensity of her orgasm slamming headlong into her lack
of oxygen. On the verge of passing out Malcom lets go and she falls
backward, landing awkwardly on her back.

Malcom turns and takes his cell phone from
the bedside table. “To me, Cassie…”

Cassie finds her breathe and rolls onto all
fours. Malcom drags her by the hair toward the east windows of the
hotel room, all of New York City glittering beyond. He stops at the
windows and signals for Cassie to get up on her knees.

“Little Timmy has been a good boy as of
late,” Malcom says, aiming his phone at Cassie below. “No more
nervous texts and repeated phone calls while I fuck your brains
out. He’s learned patience. And for being such a good boy, we will
send him a…special treat.”

“A video?” Cassie grins.

“Precisely.”

“You’re going to make his whole year,” she
giggles. “He’s been begging for a video for months.”

“Has he now?”

“I mean, he loves the pictures you
send. I catch him jerking off to them all the time. Although that
one me licking your ass seems to upset him a little…”

“I’m sure it does,” Malcom laughs.

“But pictures only so much,” Cassie
continues. “He always asks about video…even though I don’t
think he can handle it, to be honest.”

“I don’t think he can handle it either,”
Malcom says, thumb hovering over the record button on his phone,
Cassie framed perfectly in the middle of the shot. “Which is
exactly why we’re going to make him one.”

“How fun,” Cassie licks her lips.

Malcom hesitates, weighing his next words
carefully.

“Before we do this, I want to make sure you
are comfortable with our…plan. If you can’t convince him to follow
through this whole operation could be made much more difficult…it
is of the utmost importance he agrees to the terms exactly
as you set them…”

“He won’t suspect a thing,” Cassie says from
her knees. “As far as he knows you’re my big black bull and sex is
where it begins and ends…”

“Foolish man…”

“I know,” she giggles. “Once he sees this
video…he’ll be eating from the palm of my hand.”

“We better make it good, then.”

Malcom presses record and the video
begins.

With one hand free, Malcom uses it to gather
a fistful of the white girl’s golden hair and twist it taught
around his wrist. He jerks her head upwards so that every bit of
her face is clear to the camera.

“I got your fuckin’ wife, white boy,”
Malcom’s voice cuts harsh over the video. “And Imma’ make her my
fuckin’ slut so you can she what she do for black dick. You ready
to put on a show for your little cuckold husband, white girl?”

“Mm-hmm,” she stares into the lens.

“Gonna be good little whore for the
camera?”

“Mm-hmm,” her dainty fingers slide into view
as she caresses her breasts.

“Gonna show your husband how much you like
big black cock?” his hand slips from her hair, caressing down her
face and then his thumb is in her mouth, Cassie’s plump lips suck,
allowing Malcom to wag her head back and forth as he grips her
chin. “Pull it out.”

“Yes, daddy,” she responds, getting her
fingers into the waist band of his briefs and tugging. They get
caught pulling across the length of his hard cock and Cassie has to
pull side to side to free them. A fat black cock falls out of the
underwear and hangs in front of her face.

“Pick it up. Show your husband.”

Cassie stacks both hands around the shaft.
Several inches stretch past her white knuckles to a curved,
lighter-skinned head that glistens at the tip.

“This is a huge cock,” Cassie says to the
camera.

“Bigger than little Timmy’s?” Malcom
asks.

Cassie’s eyes go wide, and she bursts into
shrill laughter shaking her head back and forth. “It’s not even
close,” she says.

“Give it a kiss.”

Cassie plants two wet lips along the side of
his dripping cockhead, exaggerating the smooching sound of it.

“Tell your husband how much you love black
cock.”

“Oh Timothy,” she sighs. “I love Malcom’s big
black cock. It’s so much better than your little white dick. I
can’t even feel you after he fucks me. And he makes me cum so
fucking hard, baby. He makes me cum like you could never!”
she jerks it up and down, pushing the head against the front of her
mouth.

“Can you gag on his dick, baby?”

“Mm-mm,” she shakes her head.

“Show him, white girl. Show yah husband how
you gag on that nigga dick.”

“Yes, daddy.”

Cassie stretches her jaw and pulls him into
her mouth. Malcom grunts for the camera when he feels the white
girl’s tongue slide along the underside of his shaft. She takes him
to the back of her throat and holds him there, spit gurgling at the
sides of her mouth.

“Good little white bitch,” Malcom whispers.
“Hold it. Like that.” He palms the back of her head, pulling up on
the camera shot, making sure Timothy will see the way he fucks her
face. “Gag on it, bitch.” Malcom forces more of it down her throat
and a retching gag comes from Cassie. Then he lets off the gas just
enough so that she can cough and breathe a little, thick white
drool dribbling down her chin. Malcom palms her skull and fucks her
face with relentless, deep strokes.

“AWK!” Cassie gags.

“That’s it, baby. Show your little husband.
Show him what you do for that black dick.”

“AWK! AWK! AWK!
AWK!”

Malcom holds the camera impressively still
for someone at the crux of so much movement. His arm flexes as he
drives Cassie’s face back and forth on his dick, digging into her
throat with each push. Thick, deep drool runs down the length of
his member and fat strings of it hang off Cassie’s chin.

“Keep your eyes up, white girl,” Malcom
breathes. “I want your husband to see. Want him to see how much you
like that superior black dick.”

“AWK! AWK!”

“Love the way those titties bounce when I
fuck your wife’s face, Timmy,” he grunted. Cassie’s disheveled
breasts hang out over the top of her lingerie, hard little nipples
at attention. Malcom stretches his palm out across the back of her
skull, gaining more purchase and more grip, brutally fucking her
face into oblivion.

“Tell your husband you love him,” he says,
burying it as far as he can in her throat.

“Aye umf foo,” she utters through
cock.

“Good white bitch,” he pulls her up gasping,
giving her only a moment’s breath before resuming his pace.

“AWK! AWK! AWK!”

“This what you wanted, Timmy? This the video
you had in mind, little buddy? Your wife being treated like a
common whore and loving it. Go on baby, tell him you love
it.”

Cassie swallows a lungful of air and uses two
hands to stroke the massive black meat before her. She looks
dead-eyed into the camera lens and smiles with drool spilling over
her lips.

“I love the way he fucks my mouth, baby. I
love being a whore for his black cock!”

“Show him how much you love it, white girl.
Don’t make me do it.”

Cassie winks at the camera, a cute little
love letter to her husband in the near future. She drives the slick
black rod into the back of her throat and impales herself on it
over and over, gag after gag after wretch after wretch. The minutes
pass and Malcom records every degrading, humiliating second.

“Open wide bitch,” Malcom says, taking his
raging member in his own hand and stroking it inches from her face.
“I got a nice little present I want to give you and I want your
pathetic white husband to see it. Stick your fucking tongue
out.”

Malcom’s thick white nut sprays across
Cassie’s innocent face, streaking her cheeks and pooling in her
open mouth. Wayward wads of it hit her cheeks and drip off her
chin, dotting her supple white tits and greasing her little tummy.
Towards the end of his primal ejaculation the fat white ropes turn
to clear droplets that get stuck in Cassie’s hair and eyes.

“Good white bitch,” Malcom says, dragging his
cock across Cassie’s face and smearing the mess around. Cassie
takes his spongey black dick in both hands and kisses the
glistening head, her face a coated pile of black nut.

“It tastes so good, honey,” Cassie says to
the camera. “I would never let you come on my face…”
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