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 The only thing more difficult than choosing my wedding dress was searching through the rather extensive list of special contacts I'd accumulated over the past four months and picking the right man to take with us on our honeymoon. They were all very different men. Some tall, some short, some brawny, some scrawny. Some were married with children, some were committed bachelors. They all had two things in common, though. They all knew the difference between love and sex, and used me just as I used them, for pure sex, nothing more. That, and they were all black, but that almost goes without saying, doesn't it? 
 
      
 
    But I shouldn't get ahead of myself. You may remember how my lusty and wonderful fiance, Harry, had brought up the subject of a sexual bucket list? And by that he'd meant a list of sexual fantasies we'd like to have fulfilled before we got married. It had been just over four months before our wedding date, and I had, for the first time, shared my fantasy of being ravished by a big, strong black man. What's more, I'd confided that all the stories and myths about their size and power in the bedroom thrilled me to no end, and that I'd secretly hoped that there was more than a little truth to the saying, "once you go black, you never go back!" 
 
      
 
    So that's how it all began. Sure I helped Harry with his fantasy of sharing another woman with him, in this case, a cute redheaded paralegal from his law firm. I'd proved to be a better negotiator, however. Like they always say, go big or go home, right. I'd gone for broke with my fantasy and so for the last four months I'd slept with one hung black god after another. The old saying was proving more and more true. If anything, it maybe have UNDER-estimated black male sexual prowess. I was totally hooked, and I found myself longing to be one of those girls who committed herself to Black Men. Black Only. Black Cock Only. Has a nice ring to it, doesn' it? 
 
      
 
    Thank God Almighty Harry understood. He'd gone from mildly intrigued to rather enthusiastic as the months had gone on. The conversation, three weeks before our wedding, had gone much better than I'd expected. He'd been watching me through internet video connections as I'd meet my growing list of black lovers at a quaint little roadside motel. He'd watched me with one black man after another. He'd grown to accept how hot and rough and satisfying the sex was. More than that, he got off on watching me do it. Just as I had gotten off on the jealous thrill of seeing the man I loved screw another woman. In the spirit of fairness, I'd agreed to allow him one such dalliance with another woman per month. The least I could do, since he was willing to otherwise be a full-time cuckold in our brand-new interracial lifestyle! 
 
      
 
    The only possible hiccup had been intimacy. If I were truly commited to an exclusively interracial sex life, there was serious potential that Harry and I would lose that special connection that comes from physical intimacy. Luckily, my clever Harry had had a solution for that too. 
 
      
 
    "I've got an idea, Brooke," he'd said, a devilish look on his handsome features. "Let's set aside this weekend, and at least every other weekend from here on, to each other." 
 
      
 
    "That does sound like a good idea," I'd said, but not enthusiastically. How could I truly be one of those naughty, unfaithful, cock-obsessed Black-Only sluts AND still fool around with my soon-to-be husband? It just didn't fit the freaky fetish lifestyle I'd come to desire. I was willing to go through with that, though, in order to not lose the love of my life.  
 
      
 
    "Not sex, of course," he'd chuckled.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, that's good!" I'd giggled. "But what then?" the question had seemed obvious, as did my relief.  
 
      
 
    "Wait until this weekend, and I'll show you!" he'd said. And indeed he truly did show me! Romantic dates and lots of kissing and cuddling were just the beginning. He bathed me, brushed my hair, shaved my legs, painted my toenails. For two days and three nights he completely pampered me! It occured to me I could do the same, in my own way. I gave him those back rubs, slow and sensuous, that he loved ever so much. I cooked him his favorite meals. I treated him like a king. 
 
      
 
    When the evening came that first Friday night, we'd hooked up our computer to the television and cuddled on the couch watching one high-quality interracial video after another. We'd done more than cuddling then, of course. I'd let him grope my boobs, and I'd teased him right back, paying close attention so that I wouldn't actually touch his white cock! He'd gotten so turned on that he'd wound up eating me to dozens of screaming orgasms while I'd sprawled on the couch, holding his hair and grinding my unfaithful pussy into his handsome face!  
 
      
 
    Don't worry about his orgasm, either! When his turn had come, I'd kissed his neck and run my fingers through his hair. We played back a recording of my very first motel-room hook up. All the while I'd whispered in his ear about how hot it was putting on a show for him, almost as hot as the Big Black Cock filling me up. He'd cum all over the place, more cum than I'd ever seen him spray! Without actually fucking, or having contact with his little (as it seemed to me now) prick, we'd shared a wonderful mutual experience, and I knew that we could make this thing work! 
 
      
 
    After that first romantic weekend, we'd settled down to finalize our wedding plans. Those of you who've been married know how much of a hassle it can be! I forced myself to abstain from Black Men for a couple of weeks too, and even that was almost too much to handle! I'd truly become an addict, and I loved it. 
 
      
 
    The wedding was every suburban white girl's dream, myself included. Neither of us are particularly religious, but to please our Catholic families, we'd found the biggest, most majestic cathedral in town, and invited half the city to attend. Harry, as you know, is a pretty damn successful lawyer, and he'd spared no expense with flowers, limos, music, catering, the whole nine yards.  
 
      
 
    My wedding dress was the icing on the cake. As a model, mainly bikinis and lingerie, I knew I could rock any dress they chose to put me in. I'd settled on a form-fitting sheath of a dress, strapless to show off my cleavage, and tight around my hips and flat belly. Sure I had the veil around my long, platinum blonde hair, and a big gauzy train too. I looked almost like a fairy tale princess. I say almost, because let's face it, I was too close to the classic bimbo look to really pull off sweet innocence. I played that up too. My wedding dress was slit high on one side, giving the attendees a flash of one long leg sheathed in white garter belt and stockings! The four inch stiletto, fuck-me pumps in patent white only added to that sultry look. I was smoking, if I say so myself! 
 
      
 
    That brings us all up to speed, and like I said, making all the wedding arrangements wasn't the hardest decision I'd had to make. Harry was taking me to a semi-private island in the Carribean, fully staffed and catered, but with a private bungalow right on the beach and far from any other guests. Except for the staff, who were rumored to be exceptionally discrete, we'd pretty much feel like we had the whole place to ourselves! But of course, it wouldn't be just the two of us in that cozy little island hut. Oh no, with my sexual decision firmly made, how could I have any other man but black on my honeymoon?  
 
      
 
    In the end, I decided on Rex. I'd met him randomly at a nightclub one lucky night, and we'd been drawn to each other instantly. Like his name implied, he was built like a king. Huge and muscled with skin blacker than pitch. His complection was truly amazing, so inky dark and uniform and smooth. The only break in the sexy midnight visage were his huge, gleaming white teeth and the gold earring in his right ear. Like every black man I'd met so far, and by then I was up over a dozen, he was incredibly well hung, and knew how to use it! 
 
      
 
    Personality-wise, Rex was a bit of a bore. Monosyllabic, despite being a math professor, of all things. He was blunt and straight to the point whenever he spoke. He was unsentimental about cheating on his own wife; she apparently understood his tremendous needs. As dull as he was outside of the bedroom, he was creative, mouthy, and endlessly energetic inside it. Sex sessions with him went on and on for hours at a time, and all the while he knew the nasty, thoroughly racist language of the White Girls Gone Black fetish. He really knew how to push my buttons. Yet, when our sessions were over, he returned to his normal cold, boring self. He didn't care about my personal life, and he didn't want me to be part of his, apart from sex. I'm just glad he agreed to fly out to the island with us. His only condition was that Harry and I play along with him while he was with us, but then part as strangers when the time was up. That sounded just about right to us too! 
 
      
 
    We had him fly out to the island a day ahead of us. That would give him some time to get settled. And also, I felt, it would give us the feeling of going to him, rather than him elbowing in on us. I can be pretty clever that way. The resort was a sprawling affair, and once we'd arrived at the main office, our native host put us in the back of a golf cart to drive us to our bungalow.  
 
      
 
    "Just call us anytime. We'll come get you. Take you to town, to restaurant, whatever you want, okay?" the little man said over his shoulder as the electric cart buzzed down the neat pathway under the sheltering palms. The sun was bright, the breeze hot. Huge flowering plants surrounded the path. We'd stepped right into our very own paradise. 
 
      
 
    "Sure thing," Harry said confidently. He really looked great that day. Tall, with messy hair, laughing eyes, and a smile that betrayed his eagerness. He looked like he'd stolen something! Even the goofiness of his loud Hawaiian shirt and cargo shorts didn't bother me. After all, we WERE on a tropical island! 
 
      
 
    "Do you think you can handle two weeks, Harry?" I asked him softly as we trundled along. I wore a flowing lavender mini dress with a rather gaudy flower print in virtually ever color of the rainbow. It was low-cut enough to show some of my creamy white cleavage, and breezy enough that my long, slender legs were on full display. I guess Harry wasn't the only one embracing the island look! 
 
      
 
    "Only one way to find out!" he laughed, and put a big strong arm protectively around my slim shoulders. "But to honest, I DYING to actually see you in person, for once!" 
 
      
 
    "Grainy internet video not good enough for you?" I giggled and leaned into him.  
 
      
 
    "Exactly!" he agreed. 
 
      
 
    "Fair warning, Rex is rather, dominant," I sat up to focus my big, pale blue eyes on my husband. I got a shiver as I thought of that. My husband. Not my boyfriend. Not my fiance. Pure girlish joy bubbled up inside me. Who would have thought? 
 
      
 
    "Oh yeah?" Harry blushed, but I could tell by the way he was squirming that the thought of a dominant black man using me excited him. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, so you'd better keep your mouth shut and stay out of the way, white boy!" I giggled. 
 
      
 
    "Can you go a little faster?" Harry yelled to our driver, and we shared a laugh. 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    "So, you're the little white boy," Rex sneered by way of a greeting. We'd just stepped through the doorway to our little grass hut, suitcases in hand, only to find our honeymoon guest standing before us, completely nude and dominating the room like an obsidian monolith.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I guess I am," Harry gulped. I'd never seen him look so flustered. And I can totally understand why. Rex was three or four inches taller and had about fifty pounds of muscle more than my quite athletic husband. Of course, it wasn't his muscles that did it. Or the sneer on his thick lips. Or the shine on his massive bald head. No, it was the nearly full foot of soft, ebony cock swinging between those corded thighs that did it. Even hanging low like that, he was almost twice the size of Harry's hardness, and much much thicker. The shaft was even darker than the rest of his body, as black as a moonless night at the bottom of a well. My mouth was watering already! 
 
      
 
    "Good. Tip the driver and close the door. We need privacy," Rex said. His rumbling voice shook me like the sound of an avalanche. Powerful, deep, and irresistible.  
 
      
 
    "All right," Harry gulped, jumping to comply. It seemed that voice had an effect on him too! He fumbled for some cash, pressing it into the hands of the smirking driver. The little man laughed and laughed as he pocketed the money and dashed back to his electric cart.  
 
      
 
    Rex turned to me, "Where's my greeting, Slut?" I didn't waste time, I jumped right into his muscular arms. I wrapped my legs around him as he lifted me, a massive black hand gripping each cheek through my dress. My sandals fell from my feet as my toes dangled above the matted floor. He pressed his lips against mine, forcing his tongue deep. I moaned at the passion of the kiss, ready to submit completely to his will. 
 
      
 
    "The door!" Rex suddenly pulled away and barked. Harry almost jumped out of his shoes, but quickly shut the door.  
 
      
 
    "It's good to see you, Rex," I smiled shyly at the huge man. He spared me a tiny glance. "First things first, Slut," he silenced me. My heart started to pound in my chest. He pointed a huge finger to the floor, and I knew what that meant! I was on my knees in a flash, pulling my hair over my shoulders and kissing and licking his giant black cock all over. 
 
      
 
    "I guess we're getting off to an early start!" Harry laughed nervously. 
 
      
 
    "Shut up, white boy, and don't speak unless spoken to," Rex said darkly. 
 
      
 
    "All right," Harry said slowly. He glanced my way, and I gave him one of my cryptic little smiles before getting back to work. I hoped Harry would just go along with it. It can be awfully fun to serve a Black Man like Rex, who loves to get bossy and nasty! I opened wide and took that monster into my mouth, moaning lustily around the ebony pole as it swiftly expanded to its full length and girth. Well over a foot and thicker than Harry's wrist! I slobbered all over it as pure joy filled my heart. This was where I belonged! 
 
      
 
    "Call me Sir," Rex corrected by husband. "Or get the fuck out and stay out." He didn't react to my oral ministrations, other than to get harder than steel, of course.  
 
      
 
    "Yes Sir!" Harry gasped, and I could hear the nervousness in his voice. 
 
      
 
    "Enough for now, Slut. He's seen how you treat me," Rex chuckled. Then had to pull me bodily off his dick by taking two fistfuls of hair. I wasn't quite done sucking him, but I couldn't resist his strength. Whining, I stumbled back and slowly stood back up, eager for whatever came next. 
 
      
 
    "Good, you're a good little white bitch just like your wife," Rex nodded in approval. He tapped his bare foot, as if waiting for something.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Sir," I said cheerfully, bowing my head a little. Rex smiled, then leveled his dark eyes at my trembling husband. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Sir," he echoed me.  
 
      
 
    "Brooke tells me you have agreed to let her fulfil her destiny. Black Only For Life," he intoned. He sounded like a judge pronouncing a sentence. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, that's right, Sir," Harry stuttered. He was flushed and flustered and shifting from foot to foot. I glanced at his shorts. Sure enough the khaki was starting to bulge and tent. I grinned. 
 
      
 
    "How could I ever go back to pathetic white cock, Sir? Not after I've had a Real Man!" I gushed. Rex liked to lay it on thick, and I found it great fun to go right along with him. It was racist and mean, but when done right, ever so thrilling! 
 
      
 
    "Is she right, white boy? Is your cock pathetic?" Rex demanded. 
 
      
 
    "I-," Harry, looked at me almost desperately. This was going to be a real test for him. I crossed my fingers and hoped he would pass. 
 
      
 
    "Answer the Man, honey," I urged gently. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir. My white cock is pathetic," he gulped. 
 
      
 
    "You don't fucking deserve pussy. Not one as fine as Brooke. Or any fucking pussy at all!" Rex laughed. When he stopped, he got serious again. "Do you, white boy?" 
 
      
 
    "No, Sir!" Harry chirped. The tent in his shorts was even bigger now, and there was a little dark spot forming at the highest point. His cock must have been dripping a ton of pre-cum!  
 
      
 
    "I'll make sure he remembers that, Sir!" I giggled. 
 
      
 
    "Good bitch," he nodded. "You're not his wife now. You're my slut for two weeks. Do you understand?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I think so, Sir," I said. What was he getting at? 
 
      
 
    "Give him back the rings," Rex gestured to my left hand.  
 
      
 
    "Oh!" I gasped, startled. He was really taking it far. But I slipped my big diamond engagement ring and the simple gold wedding band off my ring finger and presented them to my husband. He took them with trembling fingers. 
 
      
 
    "Good girl," Rex smiled at me. He broke character for just a moment then, winking at us both. "Oh you two are in for the time of your lives!" he chuckled in genuine, friendly mirth. The change in his demeanor was striking, to say the least. 
 
      
 
    "I hope so, Sir!" Harry sighed. The relief was palpable. Rex's attitude had shocked him, hell, it had shocked me. But that little gesture to let is know it was all in good fun was all he needed.  
 
      
 
    "Shut up, white boy!" Rex snapped, going right back into character in and instant. Harry nodded and bowed his head low, playing right along.  
 
      
 
    "I love the way you put that pathetic white loser in his place, Sir," I purred at my ebony lover. When you're playing a game, you might as well play it for all it's worth! 
 
      
 
    "I know you do, Slut. But why aren't you fucking naked?" Rex wondered. 
 
      
 
    "Oh! I thought you might want me to change into the lingerie I wore under my wedding dress, Sir!" I grinned. 
 
      
 
    "I like the way you think, bitch. Why not officially defile your marriage before you dump your husband for good?" Rex snorted in approval.  
 
      
 
    "Gosh, Sir, we only got married yesterday!" I gasped. It was the second time he'd implied that our marriage was over. It was shocking. And HOT! 
 
      
 
    "Oh you'll be filing divorce papers by the end of the honeymoon!" Rex laughed. "Don't worry, I know a good lawyer!" 
 
      
 
    "If that's what you really want, baby," Harry said sheepishly. He shuffled again, blushing deeply and looking as confused as I felt. He was still hard, though. 
 
      
 
    "Who the fuck asked you?" Rex turned on him. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry Sir!" Harry yelped. 
 
      
 
    "But that WILL be what she wants. And it will be the right decision, won't it, white boy?" Rex demanded. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir," Harry said softly. 
 
      
 
    "Say it all out, and louder!" Rex raised his voice, making both of us wince. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, divorcing me will be the right decision, Sir!" Harry said, his eyes shining. I never loved him more than I did right then! 
 
      
 
    "Good. You know your place: out of the fucking picture!" Rex laughed. He turned to me, "Why aren't you getting changed, Slut?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, sorry, Sir!" I apologized hastily. I was lost in the wild, crazy, extreme fantasy of it all. I jumped into action, grabbing my bag and heading to the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    "And put on some more make up. You don't look quite like the faithless white whore that you really are!" Rex growled at my back.  
 
      
 
    I shut the bathroom door behind me, leaning against it and panting. Holy Shit! Rex had never been so extreme before! I thought I could cum just standing there remembering his words and his dark, commanding face! I shook my head and gathered my wits. I could hear Rex's voice rumbling through the door softly. He was keeping his voice low, not shouting, and I couldn't make out any words until I heard Harry say "Yes, Sir" again several times. 
 
      
 
    I was tempted to crack open the door and eavesdrop a bit, but Rex had given me orders, and I had best comply! I practically tore off my dress, tossing it into a multi-colored pile on the tiled floor. My underwear, lavender to match the dress, was next. I opened my case and got to work. First I teased out my thick, naturally wavy, white-blonde hair until it was a big, glorious bimbo-halo around my oval face.  
 
      
 
    The make up was next. Rex, like a lot of black guys, liked me looking as slutty and cheap as possible. I was far from cheap, but I caked on the make up like a trailer park skank to please him. Heavy black eye-liner, smoky pink eyeshadow, big fake eyelashes, pink rouge, and bright, glossy, cherry-red lipstick! All together they made me look somehow trashy and glamorous at the same time, like a thousand-dollar-an-hour hooker. 
 
      
 
    I stepped back, running my hands over my body and admiring my face. I made those infamous duck lips as I twisted this way and that. With my cheekbones, big blue eyes and naturally plump lips, the make up was totally superfluous, and totally slutty. My body fit the image too. Big, round D-cup breasts that were so firm they almost looked fake. I had long, pink nipples, a tiny waist and a belly I worked hard to keep flat and toned. My hips flared out, womanly and curvy, despite how slim I kept my figure. My legs stretched on and on beneath me. I'm five-nine, and a lot of that was my perfect, slender, shapely legs. I grinned. I had some serious thigh-gap going on, too! 
 
      
 
    "Time for the wedding undies!" I giggled. I struggled to zip up the tight white lace bustier, but I'd been a pro model too long not to manage eventually. It exposed my lower belly while supporting my breasts with a reinforced half-cup, pushing the creamy globes up and forming deep, inviting cleavage. I slipped on a white garter belt then sat on the edge of the tub to roll the white, seamed stockings up my legs and clasp the opaque tops to the garters. Last, I pulled on the simple white panties. Over the garters, of course. Easy access. The panties were simple white satin, but that wasn't what made them special. Embroidered on the front in hot pink lettering, right over my hot little bald pussy, were the words "Black Only." I grinned at my own reflection. I was fucking SMOKING! I stepped back into the main room, and got the shock of my life! 
 
      
 
    "Choke on it, you white wimp," Rex growled softly down at my husband. My sweet, loving, generous husband, who now knelt before the huge, naked black man. My husband who only twenty-four hours before had sworn his undying love and fidelity to me, who had freaked out at the possibility of "gay stuff" only a few short months ago. My husband who was moaning and slurping, his eyes closed, as he bobbed and sucked hard on my lover's enormous black cock!  
 
      
 
    "Oh my goodness!" I cried, frozen in the bathroom doorway. Rex turned to look at me, giving me a huge grin. Harry opened his eyes and pulled off, his face scarlet.  
 
      
 
    "Tell your soon-to-be ex-wife how much you love my Black Dick, white boy!" Rex growled. 
 
      
 
    "Jesus, do..." Harry took a deep breath. His hands were still wrapped around the base of that titanic shaft, and his spit dripped from the dark chocolate tip.  
 
      
 
    "It's okay, honey," I had to laugh. Harry had never been bi before, and I'd never been interested in gay male porn or anything before. This was different, somehow. It was clear why. "Worshiping Big Black Cock is just natural, don't let me stop you!" 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, baby," he sighed, then looked back up at the dark figure towering over him. "I love your Black Dick, Sir," he said, and resumed sucking, even harder than before. I watched, rubbing my panties, astonished and turned on beyond belief as Harry really started getting into it!  
 
      
 
    "Have a seat, Slut. I'll get to wrecking your pussy soon enough," Rex pointed to the bed, and I obediently sat down, crossing my legs and watching the hot man-man sex unfolding before my eyes! 
 
      
 
    "Say it again," Rex snapped.  
 
      
 
    "I fucking love your Black Cock," Harry didn't hesitate this time. He seemed lost in lust, rubbing that huge black pole all over his handsome face. He looked every bit as in love with it as I was, and that's saying something! 
 
      
 
    "That's it, we're getting a divorce the instant we get home! I didn't realize I married a gay guy! False pretenses!" I giggled. Harry shot me a look and I blew him a kiss to signal that I didn't mean a word of it. Quite the opposite! If he really was falling for Black Cock, then we had one more thing to share, one more thing to bring us closer together. It was almost romantic. 
 
      
 
    "Pussy is for Black guys only," Harry moaned, then bent down to lick Rex's enormous, dangling balls.  
 
      
 
    "That's right, you little fucking sissy!" Rex chuckled. "Ask me nicely, you lil white faggot, and I'll fuck your face for you!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh God, please fuck my face, Sir!" Harry begged. Begged like a bitch! I whimpered and shuddered on the bed as I frantically rubbed my clit through my satin panties. My orgasm fell on me like a truckload of molasses, sweet and heavy and covering every inch of my body! 
 
      
 
    "Gag on it, sissy!" Rex howled as he took Harry's head in his huge black mits and forced his fist-thick cock right down his throat! I watched in awe as my loving husband choked and gagged. His eyes bulged and squirted tears down his face. He looked redder than a ripe tomato, but he never stopped trying. Rex had over a full foot of cock, and I nearly came again when my suddenly bisexual husband managed to swallow every inch of it! 
 
      
 
    "Suck it, honey! Suck HARD!" I urged him, not that Rex gave him much choice. Watching Harry with the redhead had filled me with sexual jealousy and lust, and this was almost the same. But, since a huge black dick was involved, it was even better. My two men put on a hell of a show for me, too! Rex has, like most black men, marvellous stamina. He used it all, ramming his full length into my husband's mouth for the better part of an hour while I watched. In that time, he turned my husband into an addict and Harry's mouth into just another white pussy to fuck! Finally, after I'd cum a couple more times from my own fingers, Rex had had enough. 
 
      
 
    "Take it like a good bitch!" the huge black professor growled. He pushed my husband back on his heels rather roughly. He swatted Harrys' hands away, taking his massive tool in his own hands and pumping furiously.  
 
      
 
    "Yes! Please, Sir! Give me your cum!" Harry begged, tilting his face upward in total, abject adoration! He opened wide and stuck out his tongue, clearly eager to drink it down. I'd created a monster! Rex roared and gave it to him, splattering his face with thick, sticky waves of pearly white cum. It dripped all over his face, then down his chin to splash onto his loud Hawaiian shirt. Harry lapped and slurped, humming joyfully as he drank as much as he could. 
 
      
 
    Then, finally, it was my turn. Rex left my husband gasping and cum-soaked without another word, turning his dark eyes to me. I lay back on the bed, smiling hopefully and spreading my long legs wide. 
 
      
 
    "Nice panties, Slut! But you'll need to get that tattooed at some point," he snorted.  
 
      
 
    "As soon as I'm single again," I agreed.  
 
      
 
    "Good Slut!" Rex roared with laughter. His cock hadn't flagged one bit, and as Harry trotted off to the bathroom to towel himself down, Rex ate me up! His hands and mouth were all over me, seemingly everywhere at once.  
 
      
 
    "Yes! Oh yes!" I whimpered in pleasure. "Take my married pussy!" I begged him. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck your marriage!" Rex growled. He stripped me naked then, but not gently, not at all. He yanked and pulled, ripping and tearing every piece of lingerie as he ripped them from my slender body. I gasped and squirmed, but soon I was naked, my body shaking with need. My wedding lingerie lay in a torn, ruined pile at the foot of the bed. It was such a powerful and sexy symbolic gesture, and at that moment, I really did consider divorcing and leaving Harry for real, let me tell you!  
 
      
 
    "Yes, it's fucking OVER!" I agreed as I luxuriated in my own nakedness. I looked over at Harry, who'd settled on a chair, his face clean and flushed. He took his little white cock in hand, stroking quickly. "Does he have to be here?" I asked Rex. It seemed the right thing to say, considering the direction the play was headed. 
 
      
 
    "Nope. Put your useless dick up and fuck off for a few hours, sissy," my huge black lover grunted imperiously.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir," Harry agreed, his voice high, soft and submissive. I waved goodbye, winking at him one last time before he slipped through the door, heading toward the bright beach only yards away from our door. 
 
      
 
    "We'll get him another bungalow. He can see you again in two weeks," Rex mumbled before lowering his fat lips to my pink nipples. I wrapped my legs around his powerful black rump, and he shifted over me. His weight took my breath away almost as much as his words. I needed him inside me more than I needed air, and thankfully, he had the same idea. 
 
      
 
    "YES!" I screamed in pleasure as his massive black cock pushed past my drenched lips and into my needy, hungry, black-addicted pussy. Among the biggest of my lovers, I relished the sensation of my soft fleshy petals yielding and stretching to acomodate his tremendous girth. But even that pleasure paled compared to my inner walls being forced open, a feeling that sent tingles of pure bliss right down to the tips of my toes. 
 
      
 
    "You're a Black Owned Slut now," Rex hissed as he worked his hips in that magical, smoothly rhythmic way that black men do ever so much better than white. My sopping pussy squelched around him, opening up more and more. Letting him work his monster cock deeper, bottoming out and still pushing, stretching me, making me take it. 
 
      
 
    "For life, Sir," I confirmed with a moan. At that moment, it was one hundred percent true, one thousand percent! My toes curled in ecstasy as he pounded in that last, impossible inch. My whole body quaked, and I clung to him hard and desperately. I'd gone black for months now, but I don't think I'll ever get used to the sheer power of the orgasms I experience with BBC. It was like a nuclear bomb, filling my brain with mindless, numbing bliss that spilled over, flowing down my spine, through my flesh, exploding again in my throbbing pussy and back up again.  
 
      
 
    Rex snorted and pounded harder and faster. My pussy fluttered around his massive, plunging shaft, squirting my juices all over him. But it was just the beginning. He slammed me down into the mattress like that for nearly an hour straight, not letting up despite the sweat dripping from his body. Not showing one ounce of mercy as I grew delirious with repeated orgasms. 
 
      
 
    Instead of cumming, he pulled back, panting and shuddering with what must have been a tremendous act of self control. I looked up at him through bleary eyes and smeared make up. At that moment, he fucking owned me, body, mind and soul. 
 
      
 
    "On your hands and knees, Slut!" he ordered. I couldn't obey him fast enough. I whimpered and pushed my round ass back to meet him, facing the door my husband had left open, staring out and the bright blue Carribean Sea. I needed him to fill my pussy again. To pump it full and keep it there, forever. That's not what I got. 
 
      
 
    "FUCK!" I screamed in agony. His monster cock was pushing into me all right, but not my freshly fucked, freshly married pussy! My tight, pink sphincter spasmed as he forced his huge dark shaft roughly, maliciously into my tight, tender ass!  
 
      
 
    "Shut the fuck up, Slut!" Rex slapped my ass hard. I sucked in a breath, tears streaking my face. He was fully in control, and I was in no position to object. I knew that deep down, if I dropped the game I could stop him. He was a decent man, at heart. But I didn't want to stop playing. This all-in, high-stakes interracial game was just too good. Instead of backing out, I committed even more fully, accepting the pain and this Black Man's mastery over my white body. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry, Sir! Fuck my ass, please?" I begged instead. My voice was shaking and I winced even as I said it. But it had to be said.  
 
      
 
    "Good little Slut!" he laughed, and started fucking away, without a single care to the blinding, blazing hot pain shredding my tiny orifice! And that's what really did it for me. His complete lack of mercy or sensitivity. He couldn't be more oppposite than my husband, and I loved both extremes! 
 
      
 
    I pushed back onto his cock, taking more into my steaming guts. It hurt like hell, but the pain of it, the submission brought me off to yet another screaming cum. I moaned like the wanton little whore I was, wiggling my ass in need and drooling onto the bed sheets. He fucked my ass again and again after that, leaving me a helpless, nearly comatose limp doll by the time the sun sank into the deep blue sea.  
 
      
 
    That was just the beginning of our honeymoon. Rex took me four or five times a day from then on. We barely left the bungalow. When I finally did make it to the beach, I was so exhausted I could only stand to swim for five minutes before I needed to go back and take a nap. It was the most wonderful sexual odyssey of my life. But by the time it was over, I knew I needed a few days, maybe even a few weeks, of real rest. And perhaps a few days of Harry's wonderful pampering, too! 
 
      
 
    Thanks to Rex's dominant possesion of me, I didn't see Harry until we met up again at the main office for our ride back to the airport. I gave my sweet husband a sheepish look before he scooped me into his arms and embraced me fiercely.  
 
      
 
    "Did you have a good time without me?" I asked with a wink. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, but not as much fun as you! Can you even still walk?" he laughed. 
 
      
 
    "Barely," I giggled. "I think I'm going to need some of your TLC when we get back home!" 
 
      
 
    "I can do that," he chuckled, then fished my rings out of his pockets. I held out my hand for him to slip them back on. He paused. "Are you sure you don't want to divorce me?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, Harry! I'm Black Owned for life, but I could never leave you!" I cried, hugging and kissing him yet again. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, and you don't hate me for, you know, sucking?" He blushed. 
 
      
 
    "Hell no! As soon as I feel up to it, you and I are gonna find the biggest, blackest dick in the whole city and take it on together!" I took the rings from him and slipped them back on my finger. "We're partners for life, after all!" 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Excerpt from Interracial Research 1: 
 
    "There she is!" the little black man squeaked as Cynthia stepped into his tiny, crowded little lab. He smiled up at her, adjusting his own huge pair of glasses. "Right on time!" 
 
      
 
    "That's me, Lester. Punctual to a fault!" Cynthia grinned. Lester was her own age, and working on a biology doctorate. Over the years of graduate school, she'd worked him more than once, and he'd been eager to help her out with her thesis.  
 
      
 
    "Another specimen?" he giggled and gingerly took the cup from her hands, handling as if it contained plutonium instead of semen. He was a scrawny, awkward young fellow not much taller than she herself, but very bright and friendly. The sight of his big white teeth flashing with one of his trademark goofy grins always made her smile. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, and another guy incredibly insecure about his size and performance!" Cynthia chuckled. She hopped up onto a little stool, crossing her legs and kicking a high-heeled foot back and forth. She had a meeting with Subject 736 in fifteen minutes, but right then, she couldn't face another guy stroking his hard dick in her face. 
 
      
 
    "They're all that way, Cyn?" Lester asked cagily as he put the specimen cup into a special little refrigerator.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, there's a few outliers. It's funny. Sometimes it's the guys with four inches who are most proud, and even the guys with seven are sometimes insecure." 
 
      
 
    "Seven is that the biggest you've found?" Lester asked, nervously, shuffling his big feet on the tile floor. Most of the black men around campus were big, muscled athletes on one sports scholarship or another, and the sight of little Lester with his skinny body and over-sized ears made her giggle a little bit. 
 
      
 
    "Out of over seven-hundred men, the largest I've measured was 7.3 inches. Close enough to round down to seven, I think. Don't feel bad, Lester. You're smart enough to realize that it's all the same to us women!" she patted his arm affectionately. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I'm not worried," he shrugged. "That seems like a pretty small upper limit. It makes me wonder if you have been avoiding us African Americans." 
 
      
 
    "Well," Cynthia blushed. She had been avoiding them, in fact. The black men around campus frightened her a little. With most of them being athletes, they were generally tall, fit, and ever so assertive. She knew she'd have to get a few into her study eventually, but had been putting it off. "I need to, really. I wonder if all that swagger holds up under my measuring stick!" 
 
      
 
    "With most of us it does," Lester said, his voice confident. Normally awkward, he generally only seemed so sure of himself when he was lost in thought and arguing over some fine point of math or science. 
 
      
 
    "All right, I'll think about, Lester. I just don't feel really comfortable around those jock type guys. The way they leer at me!" she shuddered. 
 
      
 
    "They can be a bit aggressive," Lester agreed. "Maybe if there was a black guy you were more comfortable with?" 
 
      
 
    "What, you want to volunteer?" Cynthia laughed it off as a joke. But her little black colleague was serious. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, why not? I don't even need the five bucks!" he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "We're pretty good friends, Lester. I don't want to make things weird between us," she said more seriously. Looking at a man's penis changed his attitude toward her, she'd seen that first hand hundreds of times. She'd hate to loose a good friend like Lester. 
 
      
 
    "All right. But your study is going to be pretty incomplete if you leave out thirteen percent of the male population," Lester said seriously. "You don't want your study invalidated due to selection bias." 
 
      
 
    "Ugh!" Cynthia pushed herself off the stool and grabbed her measuring tape and note book. Selection bias was the big bugbear of research. Being accused of it could tarnish a whole career. "You got me, Lester! When do you want to volunteer?" 
 
      
 
    "How about right here, right now?" he grinned. 
 
      
 
    "Fine! But if you start acting weird, remember I have a boyfriend, okay?" she gave him a stern look and extended the tape measure.  
 
      
 
    "Let me lock the door first," Lester laughed like an excited schoolboy. As soon as the door was locked he pulled off his white lab coat and started unbuckling his belt. 
 
      
 
    "This is so strange. All the guys I normally measure are completely anonymous," Cynthia observed. Lester's pants fell around his ankles. His legs were nearly as skinny as his arms. He walked forward awkwardly, dragging his pants around his ankles. He pulled off his superhero teeshirt. Cynthia could see his ribs stick out under his smooth, milk chocolate skin.  
 
      
 
    "Gosh, Cynthia. I never thought I'd be stripping for you!" he guffawed. He bent and pulled down his boxer shorts. They got stuck around his ankles, and he hopped around, bent over double, and nearly fell several times. 
 
      
 
    "You're such a idiot, Lester!" Cynthia found herself laughing. Her laughter turned into a sharp gasp when the young scientist stood back up, naked save for his sneakers. He may have been slight and short, but he had what only could be described as a true behemoth between his legs! Cynthia stepped closer, peering down at the thick, dark brown shaft. It hung heavily between Lester's legs, nearly as large in its limber state as the largest caucasion erection she'd seen in her study or her personal life. She could make out the heavy veins pulsing under the smooth skin and see his heavy, bloated balls swinging back and forth behind. 
 
      
 
    "I think I might throw off your statistics a bit," Lester joked.  
 
      
 
    "I'll say!" Cynthia gasped. She stared at him, dumbfounded. 
 
      
 
    "What do you do next, Cynthia?" Lester wondered. "Do I need to get erect?" 
 
      
 
    "Uh," Cynthia looked up sharply. She could feel the heat on her neck and cheeks. She was blushing. "Yes, that's right. Go ahead," she said softly. 
 
      
 
    "You're embarrassed! Now who's getting weird?" Lester cackled gleefully. He hefted his huge black snake with both hands and started to slowly stroke up and down. Cynthia shook herself. She was a woman of science and facts. This was research, nothing more.  
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry, Lester. I've just never seen one your size before and I was a bit taken aback," she explained. His cock was starting to stiffen, pushing out and up from his slender frame. The head was wide, and just a shade lighter brown than the rest of him. She could see it pulse as he stimulated himself. 
 
      
 
    "That's because you've just being measuring white males," Lester said in that nerdy, cocky tone of his. He pulled his hands away, and the sight of his fully hard black cock nearly took the young blonde's breath away.  
 
      
 
    "That's just a myth," Cynthia waved a little hand dismissively. "I've read a dozen surveys on penis size, and the difference between African Americans and the rest of the population is something on the order of a third of an inch, tops." 
 
      
 
    "You don't think biased white researchers may have a hand tinkering with those results?" Lester looked up at her knowingly, his brown eyes seeming enormous through is thick glasses.  
 
      
 
    "Hmm, you may have a point," Cynthia conceded. Of course, Lester's size could just be an individual anomaly. 
 
      
 
    "Isn't this the part where you measure me?" the young man cleared his throat.  
 
      
 
    "Oh yes," Cynthia shook herself and extended the tape several more inches. She was going to need them. "Hold the tab up tight against your belly, right above your co-" she stopped, and blushed. "Right above your penis." 
 
      
 
    "Sure, Cynthia," Lester did as he was asked. Cynthia's hands were trembling as she gently lay the measuring tape along the top of his thick, turgid shaft. The smooth skin brushed her fingertips and she felt and electric thrill shoot up her arm. She had measured hundreds of penises, and this was the very frist one that had ever gotten her aroused, just by contact. 
 
      
 
    "You're over nine inches!" she whispered in awe. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah? How much over? I haven't measured myself since I was a kid!"  
 
      
 
    "A fair bit, 9.7 inches to be exact," she swallowed hard. She had too, or she'd start to drool. She pulled the measuring tape away and returned to the lab table. Her fingers wouldn't work right, and she nearly dropped the stop watch. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, the stamina test! I hope I ace that one too!" Lester chuckled. Cynthia tried not to look at him, afraid he might sense how turned on she was. She needed have bothered. Her skin was flushed. Her breathing was quick and deep. Her hard little nipples poked out from under her bra and blouse. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, go ahead and I'll start the timer," she said. 
 
      
 
    "Aw, really? I don't get any help?" Lester whined. He wrapped his long, slender fingers around his huge black cock and started to slowly beat himself up and down. "This could take a long time. I haven't had to masturbate in a few years," Lester lamented. 
 
      
 
    "That's okay," Cynthia mumbled. She stared at the pointy toes of her heels for a few minutes, listening to the sound of Lester pounding out a steady rhythm on his huge cock. He grunted, and she looked up. 
 
      
 
    "Should I get the cup, Lester?" she asked as professionally as she could manage. 
 
      
 
    "No, Cyn! I still got a ways to go yet!" Lester panted. He was working himself furiously. Sweat had broken out all over his body. And there was that cock, staring at her defiantly as the young man choked it. So big. So thick. So dark and powerful. She licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    "You've been going ten minutes already! The record is nineteen!" she told him with a knowing little smile. "Think you can beat that too?" 
 
      
 
    "I could beat that even if you came over here and wrapped your sweet little lips around me and sucked as hard as you could, Cynthia!" Lester's mouth split in a foolish grin. 
 
      
 
    "I don't know about that, Garrison says I'm really good at. I don't think you'd last two minutes. Especially since you've been working yourself so diligently!" she stepped closer, so close that the tip of his cock nearly touched the white cotton of her blouse. 
 
      
 
    "Garrison's a lucky guy! But are you lucky?" Lester asked, waggling his eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    "Of course, he's great!" Cynthia said, staring straight down at his meat, once again unable to tear her big blue eyes away. 
 
      
 
    "Just wondering if you're as satisfied as you should be. I'm glad you are. Still, if you want to test your skills on me, you really should!" 
 
      
 
    "But he's my boyfriend! I can't do that; it's cheating!" she exclaimed. Her hands itched to reach out, to help Lester stroke his massive black cock. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, but he's white," Lester said confidently. 
 
      
 
    "So?" 
 
      
 
    "So, think about what you're staring at. How much bigger am I than him?" Lester asked, he slowed the pace of his pumping, but his black hands never quite stopped their trek up and down his full, veiny length. 
 
      
 
    "You're bigger by five full inches," Cynthia said, quickly doing the math in her head. Garrison was under five inches, but it had never bothered her. The vast majority of men, white men anyway, it seemed, were between four and a half and seven inches, and she'd be damned if she could tell the difference once they were inside her. "You're actually more than twice his length," she whispered. 
 
      
 
    "What about girth?" Lester pressed. 
 
      
 
    "More than twice as thick too, just by looking," Cynthia confirmed. The little lab was starting to feel hot as a sauna.  
 
      
 
    "I bet you've never really been satisfied. Come on, you deserve this Cynthia! Try a black man for a change!" Lester let go of his cock and thrust his slim hips forward. The blunt tip nudged her blouse, leaving a litte wet mark from his precum.  
 
      
 
    "I really shouldn't. I love Garriosn!" Cynthia protested, but her voice was weak, and her will even weaker. Of all the cocks she'd seen, even her loving boyfriend's not a single one had been half as powerful and arousing as Lester's. The difference was night and day. She tossed her glasses off and crouched on her knees, staring up at that massive, dark shaft looming over her pretty face. 
 
      
 
    "And if he was doing his job, you wouldn't be where you are now," Lester observed matter-of-factly.  
 
      
 
    "It's not his fault!" Cynthia said. Her own fingers, tiny and white curled around the fleshy brown tube. It was so much thicker than she was used to, and incredibly hard under that smooth, silky layer of skin on top.  
 
      
 
    "I know. He's white," Lester shrugged. "Now show me if you're really as good as you say you are!"  
 
      
 
    "Okay, Lester," Cynthia agreed quietly. It was a do or die moment. She'd never cheated on anyone. She'd never even thought about it being unfaithful to Garrison. Yet that big black cock was right there. It wasn't as if she couldn't help herself. She could. She just didn't want to. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, that's really nice, Cynthia!" Lester groaned as the young blonde parted her plump pink lips and gave the milk chocolate knob a hot, sloppy kiss.... 
 
      
 
    Come check out my Author Page and read my other hot, nasty interracial stories! 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/Sasha-Vogue/e/B015PO88EU/ 
 
    Love, Sasha Vogue 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
BIIGI(ET lIST 3
SASHA VOGUE






