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 I knew something was up the second Harry sat down across from me that night. He is normally an uber-confident guy, but he had a sheepish look on his handsome face. It was the kind of look he got when he'd done something silly, or had an even sillier idea. I didn't rush him, that never helped. I lounged back on our suede couch, crossed my legs and toyed with my long blonde hair. He gave me a long look from head to toe, and I worried for a moment that he was going to get side-tracked. If so, I would have blamed myself.  
 
      
 
    I'm a model, you see. Not to brag or anything but I'm five-nine, and naturally platinum blonde, with big blue eyes, plump lips and the slender-yet-curvy body that God saw fit to give me. I'd just come home from a shoot; I still had on my make up and my hair was freaking perfect, if I say so myself. I adjusted my skimpy red mini-dress I still had yet to take off and let my stiletto pumps dangle from my toes. Harry looked like he was about to jump me, poor guy. 
 
      
 
    "Brooke," he began at last. He scrubbed his thick fingers through his chestnut hair and leveled his steely hazel eyes right at me. Not for the first time, the intensity of that look made me shiver. Harry was thirty-three, almost ten years older than me and with his classic looks and sculpted, athletic body he easily could have been a model himself. Instead, he was a lawyer. The hours sucked, but the money was damn good, better even than the shoots I did for local ads and catalogs. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, my love?" I asked sweetly. It always was a good idea to talk to your fiance sweetly. Especially when he was such a good catch. That and I loved the guy, as goofy as he could be sometimes. I prepared myself for the latest wave of male idiocy. 
 
      
 
    "We are getting married in four months and eleven days," he said, licking lips. My oh my he was really nervous. My heart fluttered. Was he getting cold feet! I steeled myself and silently prayed it was something else, anything else. 
 
      
 
    "And I'm so looking forward to spending the rest of our lives together, Harrison Floyd Singer!" I reminded him.  
 
      
 
    "Oh me too, darling! You're the most amazing woman I've ever met! Not only the most gorgeous, but I swear to God you could have been a lawyer too, and a damn sight better one than me, you're so smart!" he blurted. Well, he was kissing my ass, that was a good sign. He wasn't planning on calling the wedding off, hopefully.  
 
      
 
    "What has got you so tied up in knots, Harry? You're usually so sure of yourself!" That much was true. He could be down right masterful when he wanted to, I knew only too well. The memory of one of those times made me blush down to my toes, and I recrossed my legs the other way, putting more pressure on the growing need between my thighs.  
 
      
 
    "Forever is a long time, and well, I..." he gulped. 
 
      
 
    "Spit it out, already!" I said, growing annoyed. He was toying with my emotions! Was he going to postpone? After two years together and all the planning we'd done? 
 
      
 
    "You're right," he took a long breath. "You've heard of bucket lists, before, I'm sure, haven't you, sweetheart?" 
 
      
 
    "Of course. Jesus, you're not dying on me are you?" I asked, for a moment, genuinely stricken. I made plenty of money to support myself on my own. I had my family and lots of friends in my life. Still, if I didn't have Harry, I'd be lost. 
 
      
 
    "It's nothing like that. I was thinking more..." he paused and chuckled at himself. "I built this up so much you're going to think this is stupid now." 
 
      
 
    "It is certainly looking that way." 
 
      
 
    "I heard about engaged couples who, er, had a different bucket list, of sorts. A list of things they'd want to try before they got married!" he said finally. When it was all out in the open, I just had to laugh. I don't know why he was so nervous about it, I was no prude! 
 
      
 
    "You gave me quite a shock, Harry!" I fanned myself with a nearby celebrity tabloid. "If you want to sleep with that new paralegal down at the firm before we get married, by all means-" 
 
      
 
    "You're awfully agreeable!" he interrupted. "I actually had something a little more, how should I put this, bold, in mind." 
 
      
 
    "So you don't want to fuck that redhead?" I asked. "Could have fooled me, the way you were ogling her at the Christmas party a couple months ago!" Even as I said it, I was hit by a pang of jealousy. It didn't last. I'm ashamed to admit that I started thinking about what I might want to scratch off my own list, and it was something I'd never told Harry. Dare I? 
 
      
 
    "No. I want us to have a threesome with her. And I want you to to explore your bisexuality with her, with me, all of us together, over a long weekend up at the lake cabin," he corrected me. He wasn't fooling about bold! 
 
      
 
    "You know I have no bisexuality to explore," I reminded him. It wasn't exactly true. I'd kissed another girl in High School, but it didn't do much for me at all. I could appreciate the beauty of other women, but I simply loved men. He started to make his case again and I held up a finger to stop him. Never let a lawyer get started making his case, you'll be there all night and end up agreeing with him just to shut him up.  
 
      
 
    "If I do this, Harry, I have something of my own on MY sexual bucket list, and I don't want you backing out when you hear it!" I warned him. My heart was pumping so loud I wouldn't have been surprised to learn he could hear it all the way over on his armchair.  
 
      
 
    "I promise, whatever it is," he put his hand over his heart just like a good boy scout. 
 
      
 
    "So if I made you do things with other guys?" I teased. He knew I was teasing. I'd told him how thoroughly uninterested I was in two men having sex almost every time he brought up his charming little obsession with lesbians. In retrospect, I should have seen this coming. 
 
      
 
    "If you really wanted me to," he said, his brawny shoulders sagged and he gave me that puppy dog look that only I, and presumably some of his ex-girlfriends, knew about.  
 
      
 
    "You're in luck, I don't!" I grinned. You should have seen his sigh of relief. I think they heard it down the street from our house! 
 
      
 
    "Okay, good. But what's your fantasy? You never mention anything except making love in a waterfall, or on the beach, or that time we had a quicky in the bedding depart-" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, you're right," I stopped him before the memory of that fun little quickie we'd had in public threatened to  make me loose focus. "I've already done those fantasies. The only one I'd repeat is the waterfall, but this time, I'm suggesting something new." 
 
      
 
    "I had a feeling you had a fantasy you'd never mentioned," he smiled slyly. He was nothing if not sly, my Harry.  
 
      
 
    "I didn't want to hurt your feelings," I started. That got his attention. He sat right up, frowning slightly. "No no, there's nothing wrong with your performance or anything. You see, you know where I was raised, and by whom," I was stalling now, I realized. But I couldn't just blurt it out. 
 
      
 
    "In suburbia so white and uptight their school mascots were a loaf of white bread and a jar of mayonaise?" he suggested. 
 
      
 
    "Oh you have such a way with words!" I laughed and kicked off my shoes so I could dive over the coffee table and into his waiting lap. I draped my arms over his shoulders and kissed him right on his rather aristocratic nose. 
 
      
 
    "Come on, Brooke!" he pulled me even closer and slapped my bottom with both hands. "Lay it on me!" 
 
      
 
    "I want to fuck a black guy," I whispered in his ear. 
 
      
 
    "Oh?" he whispered back, licking his lips. 
 
      
 
    "Actually, I don't just want to fuck a black guy. I want to fuck lots of black guys. I want to see if what they say is really true, and I figure I've got over four months to figure it out! So my fantasy, to be explicit, is to be allowed to have sex with any black man I want, any time I want, as often as I want, from now until the time we get married!" Letting the fantasy out was such a big relief I almost cried. I'd been holding that back for years, ever since I was a teenager and one of the girls from my school was mocked for being a slut, just because she dated a black boy from across town. I wanted to be bad just like her, for once. 
 
      
 
    "Lots of black guys?" Harry scoffed. "Now look here, I only asked for one weekend with you and Maggie, now you're asking for Carte Blanche for four whole months!"  
 
      
 
    "More like Carte Noire! But you raise a good point, except for one thing, my sweet, silly man," I teased him. I couldn't stop myself now, the secret was out and there was no going back. I was trembling with excitement, and Harry noticed. "You should have asked for more, either that or not have been so hasty in agreeing to anything I wanted!" 
 
      
 
    "Technically, you're correct!" he said ruefully. He was a good enough lawyer to know when he was beaten. "But four months-" 
 
      
 
    "Four months and eleven days!" I corrected him with a sassy giggle. 
 
      
 
    "You're punishing me, aren't you?" he shook his head, but those hazel eyes were more amused than angry. I'd heard so many tales about the sexual prowess of black men, I was a bit surprised by his confidence in the face of it. Then again, that is exactly one of the reasons I fell in love with him! 
 
      
 
    "Maybe a little. But I'm also desperately curious about that old saying..." I let my voice trail off. Was I taking it too far? 
 
      
 
    "You mean the 'once you go black you never go back' thing?" he asked with a chuckle. "I'm pretty sure that's bullshit. Lots of women date white men after dating black guys." 
 
      
 
    "That's true," I admitted. "But then again, there are a lot of reasons to date someone, or break up with someone, besides sex. Not every couple is as loving and kind to each other and as compatible as we are, my love!" I paused thoughtfully. "But seriously, you're not at all worried that they'll be, oh what's the word, superior, in bed?" I teased. 
 
      
 
    "Okay, a little," he blushed. I hadn't seen him blush in all the time we'd been dating. It was quite endearing! I rewarded him with a long, sloppy kiss that smeared my bright red lipstick all over both our faces.  
 
      
 
    "I hope they are," I said at last. I sat up on his lap. My boobs, a very firm 32D if you must know, were about to fall out of my low-cut dress.  
 
      
 
    "You little bitch, why is that?" he slapped my ass again, a little harder than before. I kind of liked it! 
 
      
 
    "Because then that old adage will be quite true won't it? How hot would that be, honey?" I teased him. "Your little wifey all hooked on black men like a junkie!" I don't know got into me, I was really laying it all out on the table! 
 
      
 
    "That wouldn't be very good for me, now would it?" he tsked. I think he was actually starting to get a little annoyed with me. I put out the fire quick. 
 
      
 
    "I'd never abandon you, Harry. I love you, and love is stronger than sex. Besides, even if they are really that good I'd still make time for your needs!" 
 
      
 
    "I'm so comforted!" he snorted.  
 
      
 
    "Tempted to call the whole thing off?" I offered. Things were getting intense, maybe even a little crazy. I loved him. Our sex life was more than good. I could live without my fantasy if he could. "We haven't shaken on it yet, after all!" 
 
      
 
    "I probably should," he stroked his big square chin. "But fuck me, the thought of you fucking a bunch of black guys for next four months is pretty wild. You know I've always had a soft spot for slutty women!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah?" I shifted on his lap, and sure enough, his big stiff manhood poked up at me through his pants. "Seems like that spot isn't so soft after all! And pretty big, too. But they say their cocks are really fucking huge, and that compared to white guys they last and last and last..." I said the last a bit dreamily. It was my dream after all! 
 
      
 
    "Like I wish I could fuck you, honey. But you're so fucking hot fifteen minutes is the most I can muster!" he was getting into it now, grinding steadily against my body. It wasn't quite true, he had good stamina, but he was getting into the fantasy of the Black Myth, and I loved him for it. I twisted a bit, resting my sex against the hardness of his shaft, with just a few thin layers of fabric separating us. 
 
      
 
    "Wish indeed! I might be too busy with those black men, wish is all you'll do! And who knows what will happen after, I might not be able to stop! Would you forgive me, baby?" I asked him, making my lips as pouty and sexy as I could. 
 
      
 
    "Brooke, I'd forgive you anything!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh you're such a good sport! Now carry me off to bed and fuck me like it's the last chance you'll ever have!" I urged him. 
 
      
 
    "Because it just might be?" he chuckled as he stood, holding me in his arms and carrying me as if I weighed no more than a teddy bear. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and gave him the sauciest smirk I have, the one I usually save for the camera. 
 
      
 
    "Your words, not mine, my dear Harry! Your words!" 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    Even for me, it took a few days to find just the right black guy to be my first. It was my fault, really. At first my thought was to find a complete stranger. Someone I'd probably never see again, and whom Harry would most definitely never meet. So that first night I put on my sexiest little club dress, platform heels, and hit the clubs. There was loud music, a lot of drinking, and no shortage of guys of all races hitting on me. Posers or assholes all of them. Then I tried a popular dating app, and discovered just how full of trolls that could be! There were a few that piqued my interest, but none of them were that certain guy I was looking for. That's when I realized I'd had the man in mind all along. I had to make some awkward calls to get his number, but when I finally got in touch with him, he agreed to meet me right way. 
 
      
 
    "Donovan!" I beamed as I sat up from my table. I'd had him meet me a little hipster coffee shop far out of our neighborhood. I didn't want any of our nosy neighbors recognizing me for this little rendezvous! I'd dressed to impress him too, while trying not to stand out like the proverbial sore thumb. A gauzy blue top that showed hints of my black lace bra underneath. The skinniest skinny jeans I owned, and a pair of five-inch stiletto pumps, also in black. My hair was teased and my make up would have passed muster at the most glamorous of photo shoots. I was glad I put forth the effort. 
 
      
 
    "Brooke!" the huge black man grinned as he sauntered over to my table. As I mentioned before, I'm quite tall, and my heels were sky-high, but I still had to crane my neck to look him in the eye. His head was shaved, unlike the last time we worked together almost a year before. It looked great on his rich, dark chocolate brown skin. His plain black tee shirt hugged every contour of his powerful, muscular body. I mentioned that my husband was fit and athletic, but Donovan put him to shame. He could have been a body builder, if he weren't handsome enough to be a model. Thank goodness he was. And then some! 
 
      
 
    "It's been too long, Donovan!" I smiled and tilted my head for his quick hug and a sweet, friendly peck on the cheek.  
 
      
 
    "Sure has! What made you decide to give me a call? It's kind of out of the blue, isn't it?" he asked as he took a seat. He was so massive his presence dominated the room. More than one customer in the cafe gave us a disapproving sniff.  
 
      
 
    "Remember how you kept after me about dating?" I started, feeling my belly quiver in nervousness. I took hold of myself. I couldn't chicken out now! 
 
      
 
    "Sure. And I remember when you kept telling me about your boyfriend. Some lawyer. You must have finally gotten tired of him!" the big man grinned. 
 
      
 
    "Not exactly," I blushed a little, for what was to come. "We're getting married in four months." 
 
      
 
    "No kidding? Well congratulations!" he said, and though he sounded polite, and even somewhat sincere, I could see the disappointment in his big brown eyes.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you! But anyway..." I was going to stammer worse than Harry. Best to jump right in. "Have you ever heard of a sexual bucket list?" 
 
      
 
    "Is that some crazy white people thing?" he chuckled, crossing his massive arms over his broad chest. 
 
      
 
    "Must be!" I giggled with him. "Before we get married, Harry and I are allowing each other to scratch one item off our lists." 
 
      
 
    "And you thought of me?" he grinned hugely. His teeth were perfect, of course, and seemed blindingly white in that shady little cafe. 
 
      
 
    "Well," I leaned very close to whisper. "I've always fancied black men, but, well, never had the chance." 
 
      
 
    "Oh so I'm just a sex object to you?" he chuckled again. "Crazy white people!" 
 
      
 
    "No!" I reached over and touched his forearm. Even relaxed his muscles seemed as hard as the wooden table top. "I thought of you straight away! Come on, have you seen yourself in the mirror?" 
 
      
 
    "Okay, you got a good point!" he uncrossed his arms and took my hand in his. His dark flesh swallowed up my pale little hand. Touching like that, my skin seemed even more fair, and his even darker and his hands even more powerful. 
 
      
 
    "And sure, there's a racial thing to it," I touched my top lip with the tip of my tongue. "But, is that really so bad? Or uncommon? I bet you use it to your advantage all the time!" 
 
      
 
    "Well, I don't like to admit it," he shrugged.  
 
      
 
    "See?" I teased. "And I bet part of you likes it when little white girls like me get 'stolen' away by your big black self!" 
 
      
 
    "Actually, most of me likes that!" he laughed heartily. "But this is just about sex, right? I mean, you still don't want to date me?" 
 
      
 
    "We can go on dates, I guess," I shrugged. He wasn't as sharp or witty in conversation as my husband, I knew, but it might be a fun change of pace.  
 
      
 
    "Dates? As in more than one?" he perked up, his smile getting even more broad. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, the deal was I'd have the whole time before we got married to-" I looked around to make sure no one was listening in too closely. I continued in a hushed voice, "be with a black man as often as I want." 
 
      
 
    "Damn! As often as you want, huh? What is your boyfriend going to do for his, bang all your model friends?" he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "Oh no! He gets one weekend with me and another girl. I told him I'd do the lesbo thing for him, too," I wrinkled my nose. 
 
      
 
    "Hey, that's pretty hot," he licked his plump lips a little. What is it with men and lesbians?  
 
      
 
    "Don't you start!" I wagged a finger of my free hand at him. He was still holding my other, and his warmth was creeping up my arm, into my body and down to... other places. 
 
      
 
    "Right. I really don't want to hear about your white boyfriend, anyway," he said firmly.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, he's my white boyfriend, is he? So you do like the racial element!" I gave his hand a squeeze, and he returned it. 
 
      
 
    "It bothered me for a while," he admitted. "But if you do it right it can be fucking perfect. If you do it right." 
 
      
 
    "How do you do it right?" 
 
      
 
    "You got to treat me with respect, and we'll have a good time. As long as you know I'm not your bitch. I won't obey like a dog. I won't have you coming over and bothering me for sex whenever you want and then leaving as soon as you're done. I'm not just a penis with legs, girl. I'm a man!" 
 
      
 
    "That is a fair deal," I nodded. "Remember, I didn't JUST choose you because you're a black guy I happen to know. I could have chosen Marc or Justin, or even Devarion-" 
 
      
 
    "You couldn't get their numbers?" he interjected. 
 
      
 
    "That's not why! I called you because you're the one I'm most attracted to." 
 
      
 
    "Blunt. But that works," he grinned.  
 
      
 
    "So, uh, we're on?" I asked carefully. 
 
      
 
    "If you have plans tonight, cancel them," he said decisively.  
 
      
 
    "It's only five-" I started. He talked right over me. 
 
      
 
    "I know, Brooke, let me finish! This time of day I like to hit a little place I know, play some chess or dominoes. Have a cognac or two. Get my appetite up for dinner. You're coming with me. On a date!" he said. 
 
      
 
    "I'll give Harry a call and tell him he's on his own tonight!" I smiled. 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    The evening was fun. Donovan wasn't happy that I beat him at chess twice in a row, but he was a good sport about it. After that he took me to a nice seafood restaurant down near the warf. Both places were far from my normal haunts, and sure enough, no one recognized me stepping out on my boyfriend. He was kinda fun to be with, if mainly for the novelty of it. Not as fun as Harry, by a long shot, but he had other things in his favor. He had a commanding air to him that made me feel fragile and tender, and excited me at the same time. The evening rushed by, but by ten, he'd taken me over to his place, and the moment of truth was at hand. 
 
      
 
    "You look so fine, girl," he growled softly as we stepped into his apartment's front hall. He pushed the front door closed by grabbing me by the shoulders and pressing me up against it. I trembled at his touch, but the urgent need of my fantasy had been growing all night. I put my arms around his bull of a neck and helped guide his wide mouth to mine. 
 
      
 
    I half expected his kiss to be somehow different that the half-dozen or so white men I'd kissed in my life. His tongue pushed into my mouth, and his fat lips pressed hard against mine. He was aggressive as hell, but nothing I hadn't experienced before. I kissed him back, and ran my hands down his brawny back. When he pulled away I opened my eyes and it suddenly struck me that he was the first man besides Harry to embrace me like that. The thought was thrilling, to say the least. He stepped back, beckoning me to follow him deeper into his apartment. 
 
      
 
    I followed along silently, shedding my shoes and top along the way, leaving a little trail to his bedroom. It wasn't big, and the giant bed took up most of the space. Without a word he peeled off his shirt and I got a good look at his perfect chest. I'd seen it before, during that photo shoot, but even so, he was breathtaking. I stripped off my bra, and my long, pink nipples stiffened instantly, pointing to him like beacons. 
 
      
 
    "Damn fine!" he grunted. He pulled me to him by the waist hard enough to make me squeal. His hot lips found my nipples, sucking and nibbling at one before leaving it wet and munching the other. I squeezed his huge biceps for support as I rocked on my toes, growing hotter with each passing second. 
 
      
 
    "Oh!" I cried as my jeans slipped down to my ankles. When had he unbuttoned those? I stepped out of them delicately, nude save for a tiny black thong. 
 
      
 
    "So you've never been with a black man," he asked for confirmation, a half smile on his lips. 
 
      
 
    "No," I shook my head. I was trembling so hard it was difficult to get that one syllable past my lips. 
 
      
 
    "Don't panic, Brooke," he said with a chuckle. He unbuckled his belt and pulled it slowly through the loops. He kicked off his shoes. Slowly, too slowly, he unzipped his pants. I licked my lips and bounced on my heels in anticipation. I'd read a little on the internet, but I'd never lowered myself to watch porn. I'd never seen a black penis, and I wasn't really sure what to expect. He pulled his pants and boxers down in one motion, and when he straighted back up, I saw it. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my God!" I gasped, and stumbled back. My heart fluttered so fast I thought I would faint! God was quite the right word! His legs were every bit as muscular as his upper body, of course, that wasn't the shock. Rather, the enormous slab of flesh hanging between them caught me utterly by surprise. It looked as thick as my arm, and hung, soft, half-way to his knees. He was shaved, like a lot of us models are, both above his veiny cock, and below where his giant, ebony balls swung in their smooth brown sac.  
 
      
 
    "Your first Big Black Cock," he grinned, and the way he said it, I heard those capital letters. I'd read enough dirty stories and articles to know that some called what he had B.B.C.  
 
      
 
    "Wow," I whimpered. I took a tentative step forward, peering down at him while he stood there, looking so fucking arrogant with his toothy grin and his fists on his hips. He had every right to be arrogant, I decided. His cock was beautiful. The deep brown skin hid all those bluish and reddish little blood vessels that you could see on a white penis. Not that he didn't have veins, but those thick, ropey tubes were just as dark as the rest of him. Even the head, which seemed as big as a tiny fist, was only bit lighter in shade. He made my mouth water. 
 
      
 
    "What do you think, Brooke?" he asked, looking a bit uncertain. I must have looked terrified, and indeed, a small part of me was. "I know I'm too much for some-" 
 
      
 
    "I want it," I whispered urgently. "I want my first BBC," I said, and knew that that's what I meant. His would be my first, but not my last. I took two steps to close the distance, and dropped right down onto my knees on the carpet.  
 
      
 
    "Good girl," he rumbled softly, stroking my white-blonde hair with his thick brown fingers. His eyes held mine for a gentle moment, then glanced down, pulling my gaze with it. 
 
      
 
    "So big!" I said giddily. Suddenly it was no longer enough just to look at him. I grabbed it with both hands, and yes, there was plenty of room for both, and pulled it up from his body. It was soft and silky, and so wonderfully heavy! I marvelled at it, stroking and peering from side to side, all the while feeling his blood surge into the flesh, making it grow even more.  
 
      
 
    "Maybe a little above average," he said modestly.  
 
      
 
    "Maybe for a black guy!" I laughed, and gave him a little kiss, right on his pulsing, mocha cock head. He sighed and I kissed him some more. He was stiff enough now that I could really stroke him, pulling that ebony skin up and down over the hardening shaft underneath. He was getting almost too thick to handle. I rubbed his cock against my lips. I could smell his manly musk and gave him a tiny lick.  
 
      
 
    "That's right," he muttered as he just stood there and watched. "Use more of that tongue!" 
 
      
 
    "Right!" I agreed. He was fully hard now, and nearly twice as long and thick as my boyfriend. I didn't bother wondering if I could fit him in my mouth for very long, I just opened wide and stuffed the tip right in! He let out another rumbling sigh, and I sucked harder. My cheeks and lips stretched and strained around his girth, but I just kept on sucking and stroking, looking up at his face to watch his reactions as I did. 
 
      
 
    "I love your cock," I whispered between sucks. And I wasn't lying. His cock was just so much more MANLY, you know? I wanted to gobble it up, lick every inch, rub it all over my face, and over and over again for the next few minutes, I did just that. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, get it girl!" he called in approval. With his hands in my hair he guided me deeper. I choked hard on it, but let him push as forcefully as he liked. It wasn't as easy as deep-throating Harry, it even hurt a bit, but God I loved it. I started moaning like a slut around him as I bobbed frantically, sucking the tip of his cock deep into my gullet each time. My spit drooled all around, dripping down my face and his thighs and balls and even dripping down into the carpet. About twenty minutes in I realized that not only Harry, but every other man, I'd had, would have cum a long time ago, but not Donovan! 
 
      
 
    "Am I doing okay, Donovan?" I asked, wiping my spittle from my chin.  
 
      
 
    "Damn girl you know you are! You suck black cock like a fucking ho!" he laughed.  
 
      
 
    "Great!" I giggled in relief, and was about to dive in for more when my brawny black lover pulled me to my feet and kissed me hard. His tongue forced past my lips to drive deep, but all I could focus on was that huge slab of manly meat poking into my torso and throbbing against my pale skin. I couldn't keep my hands off it! 
 
      
 
    "Get on the bed!" he growled. He didn't have to ask me twice. I practically leaped onto it! I spread out, touching my toes to the sides of the bed and toying with a nipple with one hand and rubbing my soaking wet panties with the other. Donovan was right behind me.  
 
      
 
    "Oh!" I squealed when he grabbed one ankle, then the other and held them straight up in one hand, lifting my ass right off the bed! He stripped my panties off me in one smooth stroke.  
 
      
 
    "Damn that's a fine white pussy!" he whistled his appreciation as he spread me wide once more and gazed upon my naked little bald pussy. I was so wet him sure he could see it.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck me, Donovan. I need that Big Black Cock!" I mewled like a cat in heat. He was on top of me in a flash. He held himself over me, planting his huge hands on either side of my head. He twitched his hips and the giant knob poked and prodded at my folds. It only took him a moment to line up, and then he plunged deep, parting my delicate lips and pushing that incredibly fat tube deeper than any man has ever gone. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck are you a virgin, girl?" he asked between grit teeth. 
 
      
 
    "So big," was all I could say, though he was indeed making me feel like a virgin all over again. My pussy throbbed painfully as it opened. His cock stretched me, electrifying every nerve. I shuddered, nearly cumming on him straight away. He pulled back an inch, and went in again, this time deeper. I screamed and clutched at his arms. I splayed my legs wider, as if that would help me take his incredible girth. My toes curled as he thrust again, then again. The tingling in my pussy erupted all at once. 
 
      
 
    "YESSSSS!" I screeched. My legs whipped around the backs of his thighs in reflex as my whole body convulsed. His god-like black cock touched me so deep, and in those deep place dwelt pure, unimaginable pleasure. It exploded from deep within me, filling me from head to toe. He pushed back and forth, his body pressing down against me, never letting up as he rode me through the most powerful orgasm of all my twenty-four years. 
 
      
 
    "You're not gonna wanna go back," he laughed when my screams turned into low little moans. My thick eyelashes fluttered open and I watched him smirking as his powerful body worked my slender frame over.  
 
      
 
    "Shut up and fuck me," I whined. He laughed, as he was already fucking me hard and fast. To my surprise, he found another gear. His powerful black haunches grew sweaty as he ploughed me furiously. I almost regretted my words. The stretching and pummelling were almost too much for my tight little white pussy.  
 
      
 
    Almost, but not quite. I loosened my grip to run my hands over his huge flexing muscles. I undulated my hips, pushing my pussy up to meet his body as he gave me every single inch over and over. It wasn't long before I was cumming again, then again. I raked his back with my fingernails that third time, and he lifted his head to roar. 
 
      
 
    "Take it!" he shouted, and ground himself balls-deep into my sex. My pussy spasmed around him, clutching tight at his throbbing shaft. He heaved again, pushing my body up along the bed, and then came.  
 
      
 
    "God!" I squealed as his thick cum splashed my insides. It was so hot and powerful. Again and again he spurt, and I could feel every thick wad of it. I moaned and licked his throat as his huge black balls unloaded into me. 
 
      
 
    "I could tell you needed that," he grunted as he rolled off and lay beside me. 
 
      
 
    "Did I ever," I gasped a minute later, when I'd caught my breath. We laughed together for a moment before I threw my leg over his body, leaned in, and kissed him passionately. "That was the best sex of my life, thank you!" I said sincerely. 
 
      
 
    "Was?" he arched an eyebrow. "I'm not done with your white pussy yet!" he growled. Sure enough, his cock was resurging, covered in our juices and as huge and demanding as ever!  
 
      
 
    "Oh my!" I cried in delight. My leg was already over his belly, so I just kept going, bringing myself into cowgirl position. I lifted myself up on my knees, straddling him. I watched his face as I reached behind me, held him to my pussy, and sank slowly down onto his cock. I didn't stop until I came to rest with my full weight on his torso. 
 
      
 
    "Ride my dick, girl!" he held my slender thighs and gave me a nod to go ahead. 
 
      
 
    "Like this?" I giggled as I raised up a few inches before letting myself plop right back down. The force and depth of the penetration made me gasp, but it was so fucking delicious. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, but faster. Give me more! Show me how much you fucking love it!" he urged me along with a gentle swat on my hip. I leaned forward, letting my hair fall around my face and into his, and braced myself with both hands on his mighty chest. I pulled my body up, then slammed it down, even harder than before. 
 
      
 
    "So big!" I gasped, as he felt even more huge that way. I did it again and at once started bouncing all over his cock like a crazy person. It just felt so good, I lost myself in the pure joy of it. His huge hands were all over me as I rode him, covering my jiggling breasts, feeling my flat belly and my smooth thighs. I barely felt them. I barely saw him. My whole world was that Big Black Cock and how much I fucking loved it inside me! 
 
      
 
    I came and came riding him, and he laughed every time I did. He shot off again inside of me, and didn't even take a break before pushing me off and positioning me on my hands and knees. He took a fistful of my hair and pulled my face right up before shoving his sticky, cum-soaked cock right down my throat. I rocked back and forth, letting him face fuck me for a good long while until his cock was as hard as it had been over and hour ago when we'd started.  
 
      
 
    That's when he spun me around, took up my hair again like reins, and fucked me savagely from behind. My pussy sung long and loud in bliss as once again, I was filled ever so deep. My orgasms that time were so powerful, I almost passed out. His sweat dripped onto my back, and he fucked me like a monster, but eventually, even he ran out of steam. 
 
      
 
    "Fill me up!" I croaked, barely able to hold myself together after cumming so very many times. I mustered enough energy to push my tight little bum against his stomach, and moaned in utter satisfaction as I once more felt his heavy cum splash into the depths of my pussy. 
 
      
 
    "You are one hot little bitch," he said, half-laughing, as he collapsed for good. 
 
      
 
    "And you're one hell of a stud," I agreed as I curled up against his heaving chest. The room reeked of sex, sweaty, musky, animal sex. I couldn't stop smiling. After a while we'd cooled down enough to speak a little more clearly. 
 
      
 
    "So, what do you think of black guys now?" he asked. "Are you going to quit now or keep it up for the whole four months?" 
 
      
 
    "Hmmm, well you're my first," I said. "And you're an amazing lover." 
 
      
 
    "You plan on dating other guys too?" he snorted. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, and you can date other girls," I offered. I really wanted to try other black men. Maybe Donovan was an anomaly. Then again, what if other black men were just as big and long-lasting and assertive as he'd been? A whole world of adventure seemed to beckon. 
 
      
 
    "Maybe, but fuck, you're hotter than any of them!" he laughed. 
 
      
 
    "You're too sweet!" I giggled.  
 
      
 
    "If you really want other black guys," he paused. "I do have some friends who like white girls as much as me." 
 
      
 
    "That wouldn't be weird?" I wondered. 
 
      
 
    "We've shared a few. I know you dirty white girls love that shit," he laughed. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, we do!" 
 
      
 
    "I'll set it up for tomorrow night, then. After you go home and pack some things. You'll be staying with me for a while!" he said. I bit my lip. I had a really good feeling about what was to come of the next four months. I only hoped that Harry would understand! I resolved to cross that bridge later, much later, and fell blissfully asleep in the arms of my amazing new black lover. 
 
      
 
    To Be Continued 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sample of "Mandy's New Hobby" 
 
    "I know my way around tools," he coughed. He was tall all right, and even his clothes couldn't conceal the lean muscles rippling along his frame.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, I bet you say that to all the girls!" Mandy giggled as she leaned against his car. She bit her lip. She'd been watching too much interracial porn. Just the sight of his strong black hands pulling out her spare and her jack was enough to get her temperature rising.  
 
      
 
    "Mandy, I don't have to say nothing of the kind!" he winked. "Actions speak louder than words, you know." 
 
      
 
    "I guess so!" Mandy watched as he went to work. He seemed about her own age, maybe a year or two older. He wore nice clothes. Drove a nice car. He didn't talk like some of those trashy types she sometimes ran into around town. Neither spoke a word as he jacked her car up and quickly replaced her flat with a fresh new tire. 
 
      
 
    "Easy as pie!" he grinned as he wiped his hands on a rag. 
 
      
 
    "You made it look easy!"  
 
      
 
    "Always willing to help a pretty girl in trouble," he gave a little bow.  
 
      
 
    "I appreciate it! You don't often meet a real gentleman anymore!" she smiled and patted his arm must above his wrist. She could feel his muscles twitch. 
 
      
 
    "My pleasure. And tell that boyfriend of yours to treat you right," he chuckled.  
 
      
 
    "How'd you know I have a boyfriend?" she narrowed her eyes. 
 
      
 
    "A pretty little thing like you?" he looked her up and down and his wide nostrils flared for an instant. "He's gotta be the luckiest white boy in the world!" 
 
      
 
    "You're sweet," she blushed. He sure was handsome. She had to fight to keep the memories of all the interracial porn she'd been watching from returning to her mind in a flood. "Your girlfriend is a lucky girl!" 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for saying so!" he laughed. "She is a real hard one to impress." 
 
      
 
    "Let me buy you a cup of coffee," she offered quickly. She nearly gasped at her own boldness, but it was too late to back out. 
 
      
 
    "Mandy, we both got others wating for us at home," Andrew hesitated. 
 
      
 
    "So, it's just coffee. And I don't live with my boyfriend," she added. "You could follow me home and just have coffee. Totally innocent, and no one has to know!" 
 
      
 
    "That is a mighty tempting offer, Mandy," he licked his thick lips. "Why the fuck not? Drive on! I'll be right behind you!" 
 
      
 
    "Try not to lose me, I go fast!" she said gaily as she got in and started her car. Her heart pounded against her ribs like it was trying to smash them and break free. What the hell was she doing, inviting a strange man home with her? A black man! She took a deep breath as she slowed down to let the hunky black man catch up to her on the road. It was just coffee, she reminded herself. Nothing more! 
 
    *      *      * 
 
    They did indeed enjoy a hot cup of coffee. Andrew had been very kind, complimenting her on her apartment, and her style as he gratefully sipped his steaming cup. He, at least, wasn't put off by her unicorn posters and fanciful dragon figurines. Turned out he was married, and while he loved his wife and their three kids, she could be a bit of a nag.  
 
      
 
    Mandy sympathized. She told him how frustrating Ted had become to her. She was pretty sure he didn't respect her. 
 
      
 
    "He sounds like one dumb ass peckerwood," Andrew patted her hand gently as they sat side by side on her big pink couch.  
 
      
 
    "Thanks, Andrew," she smiled. His hand was incredibly warm against her. She looked down. His big black hand had all but swallowed up her little white one. She gulped and jumped to her feet. 
 
      
 
    "You all right, Mandy?" Andrew asked, his thick brows lowered in concern. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I just need to well, give me a second!" she dashed off to her bedroom, hoping that the nice man wouldn't leave. She panted and fanned herself before checking her phone. She'd plugged it in as soon as she'd returned, and was happy to see it had plenty of charge in it. And a text from Jeff. 
 
      
 
    "Oh? A black guy? If you go for it, and you should. I want to hear all the details!" his message read. Mandy giggled at it. Jeff always made her laugh. She wished he hung out with Ted more often. It could be a bit stuffy with just the two of them. Or maybe just her and Jeff. 
 
      
 
    She looked up at her dressing mirror. What the hell was she doing? She had a boyfriend, yet she had invited a stranger over for coffee and what, was she thinking about leaving Ted for his friend Jeff? She searched her own face, trying to find answers. She could hear Ted's voice in her mind, calling her a filthy slut and a spoiled little girl. She could imagine how Jeff would laugh and get turned on by what she was thinking about doing. 
 
      
 
    "To heck with Ted," she nodded to herself as she made not one, but two decisions. She pulled off her spunky pink hat and mussed her short blonde bob into something she hoped looked sexy. Her sweater and skirt were next, leaving her in just her simple white bra and panties. She twisted in front of the mirror. She was slender, but she had a flat belly, killer legs, and as she turned around, she knew she had the cutest little round bubble butt.  
 
      
 
    "Let's go see what sexy Andrew thinks!" she winked at herself for encouragement before padding back into the living room. 
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    If you liked this story, be sure to check out Sasha Vogue's other tales of interracial sex, cheating wives, monsters and more! You can find them all here: http://www.amazon.com/-/e/B015PO88EU 
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