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 As listened to my new boyfriend, Donovan, drone on and on I realized that I may have made a huge mistake. First, he insisted I refer to him as that, my boyfriend. My real boyfriend, Harry, was never to be mentioned around him. The two men couldn't have been more different. Harry, whom I was supposed to marry in less than four months, was bright, handsome, witty, and white. Donovan, who like me, was a model, was enormous, gorgeous, muscle-bound, and black. He was also boring as hell, when it came down to it. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, well, I'm sure that would help you maximize your triceps," I interrupted my illicit lover's seemingly endless, play-by-play description of his morning workout. I was about to change the subject. Had Donovan any opinions on the ongoing crises in South Asia. 
 
      
 
    "Exactly, girl! I know you'd feel me on this one!" he kept right on talking. I sat there, legs crossed, naked, at his little breakfast nook. I'd finished my egg whites and whole grain toast long ago, and was eager to do something interesting that day. In the two weeks I'd been staying at his little apartments I'd learned a great deal. I'd learned that black men like Donovan and the three body-building friends he'd shared me with, were hung like horses, with the stamina and energy to match. The sex was the best of my life, by far. Very educational. But there was more. 
 
      
 
    I'd also learned that it took a lot more than sex in any relationship. I think I knew that already, but the boring dates he took me on, and his even more tedious conversational skills drove that point home especially hard. I sighed and reached across the table to snatch up my phone. It had been beeping all morning, but I was trying to be polite and listen to my black boyfriend instead. I had my limits. 
 
      
 
    "Brooke, are you paying attention?" Donovan's bass voice rumbled in my ears. He frowned at me, crossing his arms over his chest. He often did things like that. If my focus wasn't on him twenty-four seven, he got as pouty as a child. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, and it's all very interesting," I rolled my big blue eyes, making sure that he could see it. Call me a bitch if you want, but would I really be doing him a service by humoring him? 
 
      
 
    "But you'd rather look at your phone," he snorted. 
 
      
 
    "It could be important. I haven't worked in the last few weeks," I reminded him. "And neither have you." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah," he frowned grumpily. "I guess I should call my agent. I've just been too busy making my little baby girl happy!"  
 
      
 
    "Uh, thanks," I winced. For about two hours a night, he made me more than happy. Fucking ecstatic, in fact. I just didn't think I could endure another day waiting for it. "I'll just be a moment, okay?" 
 
      
 
    I turned on the chair, flipping my long, platinum blonde hair out of my face and over my shoulder as I unlocked my phone. Sure enough, I had a couple of missed calls from my agent. I'd have to get in touch with her ASAP. At least the nightly marathon fucks with Donovan, often times with one of his black friends joining in, had kept my tall, slim body in model-shape! 
 
      
 
    "Oh my!" I grinned. Harry had left me about ten messages. Just seeing his name on the tiny LCD screen made my heart flutter. I hadn't set eyes on the man who was to be my husband in what felt like ages! I felt guilty about that. Sure, he'd agreed to let me have the four months before our wedding to scratch black men off my sexual bucket list. He'd even agreed to give me free rein that whole time, and I'd been using it. Even so, it must hurt him a little. 
 
      
 
    I scrolled through his texts. The first few were just him telling me how much he loved me, missed me, and hoped I was having fun. Then he cracked a joke about our fearless president's inane response to the international crises. I laughed hard enough that Donovan looked up from his phone. 
 
      
 
    "What is it, baby girl?" he grinned. 
 
      
 
    "Nothing," I waved him off. It's not that Donovan was stupid, or anything. But I knew he didn't care to stay informed and the joke would sail about ten feet over his head. He snorted, so I went back to reading.  
 
      
 
    Harry had sent a picture with a text! I opened it up, and was a surprised to see a picture of a woman, instead of him. Not just any woman, the twenty-one year old redheaded paralegal who'd just started working at his law firm! She was smiling and posing in a little pale green sundress that showed off her deep, freckled cleavage and her shapely legs. She was also standing in our driveway, leaning against Harry's red convertible!  
 
      
 
    "You little bastard!" I said ruefully. He'd sent the text less than an hour ago. I read the next one in the chain. He and the girl, Lacey was her name, were heading up to our little weekend cabin. His text said that if I could tear myself away from Big Black Dick, I should join them! 
 
      
 
    "I don't want to hear about your limp-dicked peckerwood fiance," Donovan growled. "Soon to be ex-fiance!"  
 
      
 
    "Oh hush!" I shushed him. He'd bee talking about me leaving Harry for him the last couple of days! As if his magical dick could overcome all his shortcomings! 
 
      
 
    "Whatever," he grumbled.  
 
      
 
    I ignored him and went back to my phone. The next text was sent a few minutes after the last, and was just a picture. The girl, Lacey must have taken his phone to snap a selfie. A selfie of her with the top of her dress unbuttoned, showing off her huge, creamy boobs to the camera! I gasped, feeling suddenly jealous! Not only were her boobs a little bigger, but she was with MY boyfriend! 
 
      
 
    "Oh, you little devil!" I shook my head. I really couldn't be mad at him, after all.  
 
      
 
    "Tell your little white boy to fuck off," Donovan barked. "I got plans for you!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah?" I cocked my head toward my big, black lover. 
 
      
 
    "I'm gonna fuck you so good, you'll dump his white ass," he affirmed.  
 
      
 
    "Oh my!" I had to admit, the thought was electrifying. So cruel, yet so decadent. To chose sexual satisfaction over love and happiness. I shivered.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, you're thinking about it already," he smirked. 
 
      
 
    "I am," I blushed. "But right now, Harry's antics are on my mind. He's out with one of the girls from his law firm," I showed him the picture of the pretty young redhead topless in the passenger seat of his car. 
 
      
 
    "Damn! She's fine!" he licked his thick lips. 
 
      
 
    "I know, and he's going to fuck her all weekend," I said. The jealousy came again, but so did something else. Instead of betrayal, it started turning me on. I flicked to the next text, and this time, she'd used his phone to take a picture of herself, still with her tits hanging out, leaning against him. He had a grin a mile wide on his handsome face! I flicked again, and gasped. She'd taken his cock out, holding it in her tiny white hand. I flicked again, to the last picture text. He was holding the phone again, high above himself. All I could really see was a mass of curly red hair in his lap. She was blowing him as they were driving! 
 
      
 
    "She doesn't know better, then," he snorted. "I feel sorry for the bitch." 
 
      
 
    "You know, I've had just about enough," I stated.  
 
      
 
    "What?" Donovan demanded.  
 
      
 
    "Harry may not have a giant dick. He may not be able to fuck me for hours like you can. But he knows how to make a woman cum, and cum hard. More than that, he's going to make her laugh. He's going to make her smile. They're going to have fun!" 
 
      
 
    "What the fuck are you talking about?"  
 
      
 
    "You're BORING!" I'm afraid I shouted a little. "Remember when you said you don't want to be just a dick with legs? Too bad!"  
 
      
 
    "You bitch!" he shouted. It was all downhill from there. I was a stuck up know-it-all who didn't know what was good for her. I'd be crawling back to him begging him to whisk me away from Harry. Of course, I was only a know-it-all compared to his dumb ass, and I was confident I could get any black man I wanted, any time I felt like a living sex toy! He started to pout again, and I got dressed and packed the suitcase I'd brought when I'd moved in with him.  
 
      
 
    "Don't call me!" I said over my shoulder. It was a long drive to our weekend cabin, so I sent a text quickly to Harry, telling him not to wait, but that I'd be coming. He didn't respond. A few hours later, I found out why. 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    After a long afternoon of sex and a good steak dinner, nothing beats soaking away the evening in a big hot tub under the stars. When I'd arrived at our little cabin outside of town, I'd let myself in to the sound of squeals and moans of pleasure filling the air. I'd known what as coming, but it was still a shock to push open the bedroom door and find my Harry with his face buried between his redheaded assisstant's creamy thighs.  
 
      
 
    "You have a dreamy look on your face," Harry chuckled. He leaned against the opposite side of the hot tub, sprawling and grinning. He'd never looked more arrogant. "What are you thinking about, Brooke?" 
 
      
 
    "What do you think?" I had to laugh.  
 
      
 
    "You're not having a fit of jealousy now, after the fact, are you?" he wondered. And it was a fair enough question. I HAD felt quite a lot of jealousy that day. Especially when the two of them kissed. Somehow that was even more shocking then watching them fuck.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, but," it was embarrassing to admit, but I felt I owed it to him. "It really turned me on too! You really gave it to her today!"  
 
      
 
    "So the shoe doesn't fit so bad after all, when it's on the other foot?" he winked. 
 
      
 
    "Nope," I shrugged. "You had a pretty good fantasy, Harry." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah? I'm surprised you got so into it, especially when you went down on her!" he laughed. "I think you licked her so well she'll be sleeping it off until noon!" he nodded his head back toward the cabin. His paralegal, Lucy, had dragged herself to bed after our late supper. Harry and I had simply worn her out! 
 
      
 
    "Don't remind me! I don't know what came over me!" When the moment had come, I hadn't hesitated to lick Harry's thick creamy cum from Lucy's dripping pussy. It was probably just my over-active imagination, but I swear I could still feel her soft auburn pubic hair on my nose and taste their combined juices on my lips. 
 
      
 
    "Heat of the moment," Harry grinned.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah," I nodded, thinking of Donovan, and how quickly I'd agreed to stay with him. "It happens to me a lot lately." 
 
      
 
    "How's your four months of black going? I haven't had a chance to ask." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, pretty good at first," I frowned. It hadn't ended so well. 
 
      
 
    "At first?" his lips twitched in a cocky smile. His big, expert hands found one of my feet under the hot water and started massaging.  
 
      
 
    "Oh the sex was fantastic," I said with a moan. Harry gave the best foot-rubs. 
 
      
 
    "Was? Sounds like you're done?" he said. I couldn't tell if he was relieved or dissapointed. 
 
      
 
    "I'm done with Donovan," I said. "As good as the sex was with him, and a couple of his friends-" 
 
      
 
    "Wait! What?" he scoffed. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I insisted he show me more of the black experience than just himself!" I giggled naughtily. "And let me tell you, they were ALL magnificent!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah?" his fingers tickled up my slender calves. 
 
      
 
    "I won't lie, Harry. They're big, really big. They last so long and they fuck so hard. I've never had sex like it before." 
 
      
 
    "Oh," he bit his lip. "Better than me, huh?" 
 
      
 
    "You're better at foreplay," I conceded. It was hard to refute that with his hands touching me like that, getting me so horny all over again. "But when it comes to pure, animal fucking, there's no comparison. Black is better. By a lot." 
 
      
 
    "Damn!" he gasped. I wiggled my other foot under the water, and sure enough, he was as hard as ever! Impressive, considering he'd cum at least five times that day, that I knew of! 
 
      
 
    "I'm not going back with Donovan, though," I said as tried to pinch the head of his rampant cock between my long, slender toes.  
 
      
 
    "Why not?" 
 
      
 
    "He was getting too clingy. Like he wanted to be my boyfriend. The world's most self-absorbed, boring boyfriend. He got so lovey-dovey sometimes, it really took the thrill of being bad out of the whole experience!"  
 
      
 
    "Yeah," he nodded. "The fun part is being naughty isn't it? I mean, Lucy isn't as beautiful as you, and not as good in bed either. But the fact that I was cheating on you..." 
 
      
 
    "Right?" I agreed. "So I'm not done with my black adventure just yet, Harry. I may never be truly done with it. Can you handle that?" 
 
      
 
    "I don't know, do I get to fuck other women too?" he wondered. 
 
      
 
    "What if I said no?" I giggled. 
 
      
 
    "I'd say you're a naughty girl who needs to be spanked!" he growled playfully.  
 
      
 
    "I kind of like that idea! If I went black for good, gosh, I'd be the naughtiest girl ever!" I laughed and rubbed the sole of my foot against his hardness, pushing it against his toned belly. 
 
      
 
    "I promised you your four months," he grunted, his fingers growing lazy on my other foot. "And you'll have them. We'll have to renegotiate the rest later." 
 
      
 
    "I intend on driving a hard bargain!" I promised him. It had turned me on to no end seeing him fuck that little redhead. Maybe something similar would work on him? 
 
      
 
    "You've got that look on your face again, my love," he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "I"m scheming," I admitted, but didn't want to say more. I pulled my feet away from him and stood up, letting the moonlight shine on my slim, curvy, wet nudity. He stood a long with me, and I took gentle hold of his hardness. "Come on, let's see if Lucy wants you to give her a creamy dessert!" 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    My weekend with Harry and little Lucy clarified a lot of things for me. I had a better idea what made me hot. What made my fiance hard. What we both got off on. And finally, what I needed to do. It took a couple of days to set things up once I got back into the city. Once everything was in place, I kissed Harry on the cheek, leaving him with his lap top open kleenex at the ready. He was quivering in anticipation! I laughed as I headed out to make it all happen.  
 
      
 
    I drove straight to one of the chain motels on the edge of town. I parked my car, and carried my overnight bag inside the tiny room I'd checked into that afternoon. It was already nine o'clock at night. I had an hour or so to get ready, just enough time. 
 
      
 
    I started with my hair, teasing it out and spraying it for that full-volume bimbo look. The make up was next, including thick false eyelashes and red lipstick so bright and bold that I could have used my lips as a flashlight if the power went out. I normally don't apply rouge or heavy eye-shadow, but I did that night. I wanted to look properly slutty! 
 
      
 
    A good blonde bimbo doesn't stop at hair and make up, though! I wrapped a hot pink, lacey, see-through demi-cup bra around my middle and tucked my big, firm boobs into the cups. With a little adjustment, my cleavage seemed to jump right up from my slim chest. A thong was next, in the same shade of pink of course. It was barely wide enough to cover the tiny patch of white-blonde hair I keep over my pussy.  
 
      
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed to complete my outfit. Harry and I had always debated on what my best feature was. As a model, I made money off my face, of course. Especially my large blue eyes and my naturally plump lips. Harry seemed to favor my D-cup boobs, so firm they looked fake even though they're all natural. As I rolled up my pale pink, fishnet stockings I raised my legs up and admired them. I'm quite tall, and that height came from my slender, shapely legs. I stepped into some fire-engine red platform heels with a six-inch stiletto. I was ready! 
 
      
 
    I had to make sure that Harry was ready, too. I set up my lap top and logged into the video streaming program. The motel had promised super-fast wi-fi, and I was glad they delivered. In moments we'd made the connection, and Harry's smiling face filled the screen. 
 
      
 
    "You're looking slutty!" he winked. 
 
      
 
    "Uh huh. I'm a slut tonight. A slut for big black cock," I reminded him, and he laughed. We spent a few minutes making sure the webcam got an optimal view of the motel room's king-sized bed. Then I moved a couple of lamps around to make sure the lighting was good. All was ready, but I wanted to make sure of something else. 
 
      
 
    "Are you sure you can handle watching me do this, Harry?" I asked him. 
 
      
 
    "You were a real sport with Lucy. I owe you," he said confidently.  
 
      
 
    "Well, you're about to get a real eye-opener!" I giggled. "Remember that I love you no matter what. Don't let what's about to happen bruise your ego too much!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh you are really a dirty slut!" he laughed. I was about to tease him more, but the knock at the door stopped me. It was ten o'clock! 
 
      
 
    "Yep, I love you!" I said and blew him a kiss. I put the computer on mute before sashaying to the door. I put on my best dumb-bimbo look as I opened it. You know the look I mean, eyes kinda glazed over. Mouth open just a tiny bit. The blank stare.  
 
      
 
    "Damn, girl!" the man at the door smacked his lips. His name was Booker, I'm pretty sure. I'd found him on a local swingers group for married ladies interested in black men. Who knew such things existed! Anyway, Booker, that's what we'll call him, wasn't the Black Adonism Donovan had been. Sure, he was tall and built, but much more the "thug" type. His reviews on the website said he was clean, drug-free, no-drama, and hung like a donkey. Even with his gold teeth, baggy jeans, and a tank top that showed off his tattoos, he was perfect. 
 
      
 
    "I'm all horny and alone while my hubby is out of town," I said, laying on the little-girl voice as thick as I could. "Could you help me?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm here to help, baby," He smirked. I let let him in. When I reached past him to shut the door, I let my boobs brush against his chest. 
 
      
 
    "Let's not waste any time," I pulled him deeper into the room, so that the webcam could pick up the action. 
 
      
 
    "You got it bad, girl!" he laughed as he came along. 
 
      
 
    "What?" 
 
      
 
    "BBC fever!" he winked and pulled off his shirt. His muscles rippled under his milk-chocolate skin. I traced them with my finger tips.  
 
      
 
    "I got that real bad," I nodded. He slipped a hand around my waist and pulled me to him so hard I almost fell on top of him. His lips pressed hard against mine, and I had to gasp as his tongue slammed into my mouth.  
 
      
 
    "Typical white trophy wife," he snorted. He unhooked my bra with surprising ease, and slobbered his way down my chest to my tits. His thick lips wrapped around my nipples and he sucked on them so hard it was like he was trying to pull them off! His big hands were all over me, groping my ass and legs and tits like a an animal.  
 
      
 
    "I guess I'm not the only horny one!" I giggled. I rubbed the front of his jeans. They were barely clinging to his skinny hips. I gave them a little tug, and they fell to his knees. His plaid boxers started to inflate as I rubbed the bulge within. He was even bigger than Donovan and his friends! 
 
      
 
    "You want that Big Black Cock, girl?" he asked. Silly question! I nodded up at him as I sat on the edge of the bed. I kind of pulled him sideways in front of me, giving my sneaky little webcam a perfect angle. I gave him an exaggerated nod as I pulled down his boxer shorts. 
 
      
 
    "Oh MY!" I exclaimed. I didn't have to fake it. He was simply enormous! His cock was a deep rich brown, covered in heavy veins and as thick as my little fist. His balls were even darker, almost midnight black, and swung low and heavy. The smell of his manly scent and musky cologne hit my nostrils, and I fell immediately in love. Or lust. Or both. 
 
      
 
    "Bigger than your white husband I bet!" he laughed. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah. WAY bigger!" I spared a little sideways glance at the camera, then starting making love to that big black monster. I moaned like a slut as I rubbed it all over my face. I purred like a kitten when I stroked and licked him to full hardness. I held it aloft in both white fists, letting Harry get a get view of just how big and dark it looked against me skin.  
 
      
 
    "Think you can suck it, baby?" Booker wondered. 
 
      
 
    "Mhm," I agreed with my mouth full of cock. Actions spoke louder than words, after all! I pulled out all the stops, giving my poor fiance the best show I could. I sucked and slurped loudly as I started bobbing on that black behemoth.  
 
      
 
    "Such a fucking slut for it!" Booker chuckled as I took him deeper and deeper. I gagged noisily on him again and again. Even with weeks practicing on Donovan and company, he was just so fucking thick! My jaw hurt almost immediately, and when I did manage to throat him, searing pain lanced down my esophagus. It was intense, but I fucking loved it! It was so primal and dark, so unlike sucking normal white cocks. 
 
      
 
    "Christ!" I wiped spit and smeared lipstick from my lips. "I fucking LOVE Big Black Cock!" My declaration wasn't just for Harry, either. I'd never spoken truer words. I pushed him into my mouth again, drooling and swaying on the edge of the bed. I let him plunge deep into my throat as I closed my eyes and worshiped him.  
 
      
 
    "Balls deep!" Booker shouted in surprise when I finally felt his massive black sac against my upturned face. I held on to his beefy ass and whipped my head back and forth. Even with my double does of hairspray, my blonde locks were soon a tangled mess. A long line of spit fell from my chin and landed on my knee. I slapped his ass with both hands, then gripped hard.  
 
      
 
    "Damn!" the big black stud grunted. But the took the cue all right. He started rocking his hips, feeding me his black cock faster as I sucked and licked furiously. My throat was growing raw, but I couldn't stop or even slow down. If anything, I sucked him even harder. Fifteen minutes later, I got rewarded for my efforts. 
 
      
 
    "I wanna cum on those titties!" he bellowed. I reluctantly pulled away. Our fingers intertwined as we both gripped his slick cock with both our hands. He was easily over a foot long, there was room, let me assure you.  
 
      
 
    "Give me a pearl necklace!" I begged up at him. I aimed his milk chocolate cockhead right between my big, white tits. 
 
      
 
    "Shit! Just like that!" Booker grunted. His cock throbbed in our hands, and he started blasting off. His hot cum splashed right between my tits. He twisted as he licked his lips and grunted. One huge glob after another sprayed my tits until it was dripping off my nipples and down my flat little tummy.  
 
      
 
    "So much cum!" I giggled and scooped some up onto my finger. I sucked it clean slowly, smacking my lips to show how much I relished it.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck baby, we ain't done!" he said arrogantly. I wiped off my tits on a pillow before sliding back onto the bed.  
 
      
 
    "I don't know if my white pussy can handle your Big Black Cock," I whimpered loudly, even as I spread my legs and rubbed the front of my damp pink panties. It had the desired effect. 
 
      
 
    "I'm gonna fill you so deep you'll forget your hubby's fucking name!" Booker swore. He was so fast kicking off his shoes and pants that he almost fell over sidewise. I tried really hard not to giggle. When he climbed onto the bed, his dark eyes smoldered with lust. 
 
      
 
    "Who?" I asked. I dug my stilettos into the mattress and pushed my ass up off the covers. Booker ripped the flimsy little bit of lace right off my slim hips and down my legs. I'd never been more wet. My pussy throbbed with need. I mewled and swirled my hips around, presenting my wide-open sex to my dark conquerer. 
 
      
 
    "You're damn right!" he grunted. He got down on his elbows over me, his big chest pushing down against my tits. His slim hips wiggled, and his telephone pole of a cock prodded my folds. He  twitched and humped, and a moment later, found purchase. 
 
      
 
    "Jesus!" I screamed. The website had described him as forceful, and it hadn't lied, not one bit. His cock was thicker than any I'd ever felt, but he pushed it in with a savage urgency that took my breath away. I'd thought Donovan had found the deepest places in my pussy, but Booker went deeper still. A sensation filled me deep in my womb, bright and sharp and heavy. I convulsed under his bucking black body and wailed. 
 
      
 
    He didn't see to hear me, or at least, he didn't react. He leaned right over me, his muscular chest in my face, brutally thrusting deeper and deeper. I clawed at him with my fingers and toes, but the onslaught was relentless. Over and over he filled me to capacity and beyond, and I felt something inside me blossom. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck me you black bastard!" I swore at him.  
 
      
 
    "Fuckin' take it," he grunted. The bed slammed into the wall in time with my whimpers and sharp little gasps of pleasure and pain. I felt like I was riding a bull, rather than laying under a man. I held on with every scrap I had.  
 
      
 
    "Oh God!" I yelled again. The pleasure peaked yet again, and I felt like I was swimming in fog. My whole body overflowed with pleasure, and I couldn't keep it to myself. I begged him for more. I begged him to go faster. I begged him to hurt me.  
 
      
 
    "Your lil-dicked hubby don't fuck you like this!" he stated the rather obvious. I looked up at his sweaty, leering face. 
 
      
 
    "No! Not even close!" I replied a little too loudly. I hoped Harry could hear everything, and that his ego would survive the night. It was true nonetheless. Booker fucked me to another screaming, thrashing cum before I put both hands on my chest and pushed. 
 
      
 
    "Did I wear you out already, baby?" he snorted. He kept moving his hips, filling that dark, forbidden void inside of me. At least he was a little gentler! 
 
      
 
    "No, do me from behind!" I gasped. I let out a huge groan when he pulled back. My insides ached and twitched at the sudden absence. I got up on all fours, facing the tiny camera across the room. I blew Harry a kiss through it. 
 
      
 
    "Horny white bitches like you get hooked so easy!" he laughed as he got onto his knees behind me. He slapped my ass hard enough to make me squeal. 
 
      
 
    "I AM hooked!" I agreed. I spared him a glance over my shoulder, then whipped my hair out of my eyes and focused on the webcam. I licked my lips slowly, like the wanton slut I was at that moment. I'm not sure what kind of face I made when Booker rammed his gargantuan black dick back into my pussy from behind, but I"m sure it wasn't graceful, or ladylike.  
 
      
 
    "Tell me how much you love black dick, bitch!" Booker shouted. He yanked my head back by a fistful of blond hair and exposing my naked throat. He plowed into me so hard I nearly slipped. I gripped the comforter with both hands. 
 
      
 
    "I love it! I love Big Black Cock!" I shouted to the rafters. He laughed and slapped my ass again, slowing his thrusting.  
 
      
 
    "More!" he demanded. 
 
      
 
    "I LIVE for Black Cock!" I said again, twerking my round little ass against him. "I need it all the time. I dream about it. I NEED it!" I whined. 
 
      
 
    "Good little bitch!" he finally seemed satisfied. All thoughts evaporated a half second later, when he fucked me with all his strength and speed. I screamed, cumming again almost instantly, but he didn't slow down. On and on he fucked me, until I was a sweaty, limp little ragdoll. He released my hair, getting a stronger grip on my hips, pulling me roughly back into him as he thrust.  
 
      
 
    "So good," I purred as I crossed my arms and lowered my head. He tore my pussy up that night, like he was on a rampage. He fucked me like that for what seemed like days before he let his body weight drop onto my back, pushing my pelvis to the mattress. 
 
      
 
    "Gonna nut!" he growled. I splayed my legs, still in those trashy pink stockings wide as I lay on my belly and braced myself for it. I didn't have long to wait. His balls slapped my body a dozen more times from behind before he pinned me down with one last thrust. 
 
      
 
    "I can feel you cumming!" I cried in wonder. It felt like gallons of hot, thick goo were being poured directly into my womb. "Give that Black Seed!"  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, bitch!" he snarled. He panted and jerked atop me for another minute before he rolled off of me and his softening cock pulled out with an audible slurp. My pussy lips felt as loose and stretched as a deflated balloon. I could feel a veritable river of his hot cum running out of me and pooling onto the bedspread. 
 
      
 
    "Dear God, that was good," I said dreamily. 
 
      
 
    "I know. If you want more, you know where to call me!" he smirked. The cocky bastard was already zipping up his pants! 
 
      
 
    "Sure," I croaked. I lay there in a haze while my internet hook-up quickly got dressed and left. It took me a while to summon the strength to do the same. I used about three of the motel's towels getting cleaned up before slipping back into my more conservative dress and shoes. It was only when I'd gathered everything up and was ready to leave that I flipped the lap top around and turned the sound back on. 
 
      
 
    "Brooke," my fiance's handsome face was flushed and I could see him pant. I hoped it was more from lust than anger. 
 
      
 
    "Enjoy the show?" I asked him with a bashful giggle. I'd really laid it out on the line, but then again, so had he only a few days before. That had to count for something! 
 
      
 
    "Come on home and I'll show you just how much I enjoyed it!" he winked. I let out a huge sigh of relief, and did just that. 
 
      
 
    To Be Continued 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Sample of "The New Black Boss" 
 
    John sighed as he leaned back in his big leather chair. A week of working with Rebecca on the project had taken a toll on his energy reserves. There had been a lot to catch up on, but the buxom blonde seemed to have all the facts, all the answers. John thought he could have left the whole thing in the young woman's hands, if he'd wanted to. She was an exceptionally bright girl, and the most efficient assistant John had ever had. With Stephen out of town visiting his family, John had kept the young woman late every night, and the two of them had accomplished far more than polishing off that one outstanding project. 
 
      
 
    That wasn't what had sapped John's strength, however. He'd wondered if Rebecca would start dressing more conservatively, now that she had a boss who wasn't using her as an office toy, as he'd called her. Instead, she'd worn the same tight skirts and short dresses each day, complete with those tall, sexy heels. She was always well-manicured and wore the most alluring spicy perfume. John groaned as he remembered the moment last week when she'd come into his office to find her assistant bent over the desk to peer at several spread sheets laid out before her. Her round, bubbly bottom had looked oh-so inviting with her cream skirt molded around her curves. 
 
      
 
    John knew he had to be careful, but after being around that sensual young woman all day, he needed to relieve the pressure. Two or three times during the week he'd had to sneak off to his office by himself and take care of the powerful need surging between his muscular loins. He was cautious about it, of course. He didn't want to fit too easily into people's sick stereotypes.  
 
      
 
    The huge man pulled off his tailored jacket and leaned back in his chair. He liked the look and feel of three-piece suits, and so he unbuttoned his waistcoat as well. Old fashioned, to be sure, but they suited his herculean body, and lent him an air of authority. He slowly unzipped his fly and rubbed his huge hand over the bulging front of his plaid boxers.  
 
      
 
    John Krandall rarely had time to date. Between putting in long hours at work, then a couple more at the gym, he barely had time to eat and sleep, let alone chase women. When he did find a chance to date, though, he preferred white women. He always had. Not only did he find them more attractive, but much more willing to let go of their inhibitions in bed. It never made his family very happy, when he'd bring home a white girl, but they'd gotten used to it. 
 
      
 
    He rubbed the heavy bulge in his shorts for a moment before pushing the waistband down and hauling out his massive black cock. He grinned to no one in particular as he stroked himself to his full jaw-dropping size. He never knew he was gifted, until he started playing foot ball in school and compared himself to his mostly white classmates. He almost felt pity for the poor bastards, but saved his compassion for deprived white women, as a general rule. Especially blonde white women, like young Rebecca Jones. 
 
      
 
    Memories of his assistant naked on Vance's desk filled his mind as he stroked himself slowly. That Stephen Vance was one lucky peckerwood! Did he truly deserve to run his hands over her? Was he good to her? Did he earn the right to fill her undoubtedly tight pussy? John grunted loudly as his big, chocolate balls began to ache. It was only the beginning, of course. He had stamina to match his size, and he knew he had a long haul ahead of him to get off. He grinned. Few white women complained about that fact, though it did make it rather time consuming to rub one out at the office! 
 
      
 
    "Mister Krandall, I have the final papers on the workload analysis- Oh MY GOD!" Rebecca said as she hustled into the room, her pretty face buried in a stack of papers. Her big blue eyes were frozen on John's lap as he sprawled on his chair, his giant fist pumping up and down a veritable pillar of coal-black cock. 
 
      
 
    "Rebecca! Shit! Close the door!' John commanded urgently. It was bad enough that he'd forgotten to lock up, but with the door hanging open anyone at all could walk by! 
 
      
 
    "What?" Rebecca stared at him, looking like someone had smacked her on the head from behind with a big, heavy club. 
 
      
 
    *** End Sample *** 
 
      
 
    Be sure to check out my Author Page to find more sexy stories of naughty wives and big, sexy black men!  https://www.amazon.com/Sasha-Vogue/e/B015PO88EU  Thanks! 
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