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 ONE 
 
    Alexandra Parker stretched out on the silk sheets of her brand new husband's summer home and purred from the sheer luxury of it all. At twenty-seven the aspiring model had finally found the right man. Tall, handsome, nearly fifty but incredibly successful. Wyatt Parker was everything a girl like her could have wanted in a man. He had that stern look and salt-and-pepper hair that spoke of power and confidence. He spoiled her rotten with gifts and lavish vacations. And best of all, at his age, a sex drive that only demanded she spread her legs a few times a month.  
 
      
 
    "I'm upstairs, honey!" she cooed as she heard the door close downstairs. Since they'd returned from their whirlwind European vacation two months ago, he'd buried himself in his work. She might not want sex twice a day like some sex-crazed teenager, but two months was far too long for her to go without. She needed to feel his tongue and fingers on her needy sex. She longed for the closeness of his body atop hers and the brief, intimate penetration that would inevitably follow.  
 
      
 
    "Alex?" Wyatt asked as he stepped into their massive bedroom and stopped at the threshold. He cut a fine figure in his tailored gray English suit. His jaw dropped as he took in the site of her. 
 
      
 
    "Welcome home, handsome," she cooed. She spread her legs ever so slightly as she moved her delicate bare feet back and forth on the bed. Alexandra was tall and leggy, with a perfect hourglass figure some fashion designers had described as just a bit too curvy for the runway, but perfect for lingerie modeling. She ran her hands over her flat belly and wide hips, enjoying the feel of the satin and lace teddy that hugged her body close. 
 
      
 
    "Christ you're sexy!" he groaned, and whipped off his suit coat.  
 
      
 
    "So are you, Wyatt," she licked her plump lips. Glossy pink lipstick always looked good with her complexion. She sat up on her elbows, shaking our her long, glossy brown locks and batting her thick eyelashes over her crystalline blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    "I could eat you up!" he growled playfully as he pulled off his tie and kicked off his shoes. He knelt on the soft carpet around the bed, snatching up her left foot and planting kisses and playful little bites on her sensitive instep and slender ankle. 
 
      
 
    "Oh!" she giggled. "You first! I've missed your big cock!" she declared, lowering her voice to a husky, silken whisper she knew drove men wild.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, Baby?" he grinned as he stood and starting unbuckling his belt. Alexandra scurried to the edge of the mattress and helped the middle-aged man pull off the rest of his clothes. She suppressed a sigh of disappointment. Not only was her husband's cock underwhelmingly average, not even the sight of her nearly nude had stirred him above a limp, rubbery state.  
 
      
 
    "I'm going to make you so hard!" she said instead. She loved him, she really did, and she knew she had to make allowances for his age. Even younger men didn't always get hard at the snap of her fingers. Even so it stung her vanity just a little. 
 
      
 
    "Go ahead, Baby," he said indulgently. She forced a smile up at him as she swallowed his flaccid cock whole. She swirled her tongue around the smooth, rubbery flesh. She ground her face into his body, ignoring the way his hair tickled her nose and his balls rubbed against her chin. She sucked rhythmically, milking him. When that failed, she concentrated on licking just below the tip while slowly bobbing up and down. After five minutes she mewled in frustration and let his wet, limp cock fall from her lips. 
 
      
 
    "It's not working," she whined. "Aren't I sexy enough, Wyatt?" She didn't understand, he'd been fairly reliable through their courtship and even during their honeymoon. Was he having an affair, giving himself to another women and leaving nothing for her? 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, uh," he blushed and looked away. "My doctor says I really shouldn't be taking Viagra. I could have another heart attack." 
 
      
 
    "I didn't know you needed that," she frowned. Viagra? At his age? She knew it was probably the high stress of his job, but still. He wasn't seventy, and she was beautiful.  
 
      
 
    "It's not something I go around trumpeting into the wind," he grunted sourly. "Maybe just one won't be bad for my heart," he suggested. 
 
      
 
    "No," she stopped him. She wanted sex, needed it in fact. She wasn't going to risk his health just to get it, though. "You said you wanted to eat me up?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes," he looked her up and down before pulling her to her feet. At five-eight she was tall, but not so tall she didn't have to lift up on to her tiptoes and tilt her head back to share a deep, passionate kiss with her husband. They worked together to strip her of her lingerie, and in moments she lay back on the bed, legs open wide. 
 
      
 
    "You do have a very talented tongue, Mister Parker!" she sighed as he teased and kissed the insides of her thighs. She could feel his hot breath on her, moving nearer and nearer to her smoothed, well-maintained and waxed sex. 
 
      
 
    "And you have the most beautiful pussy, Mrs. Parker!" he replied. His tongue slithered between her folds, and she nearly yelped as he zeroed in on her clit a little too quickly. She bit her lower lip and rubbed her own breasts. Being licked wasn't her favorite thing in the world, but if he couldn't fuck, she'd be damned if she was going to go completely without! 
 
      
 
    "Let's see how long that tongue of yours can keep it up, tonight, honey! It's been too long and I need it bad!" 
 
   


  
 

 TWO 
 
    "Count yourself lucky, Alex," Sabrina rolled her big brown eyes. Alexandra had known her for years, the older woman having been sort of a mentor to Alexandra when she was new to the modeling scene. The tall ex-model leaned over the table and whispered theatrically. "Old Herman wants to screw every single day. I think I'm getting friction burns from his dried up lil wang!" 
 
      
 
    "You're so awful!" Alexandra laughed. It had been three weeks since she'd tried to seduce her husband only to have him come up limp. She'd made use of his tongue a few times, but as time went on she grew less and less satisfied with it. Her blonde friend, another model who'd married a rich older man, wasn't helping much. A couple of times a week they met at a chic uptown club to have white wine and catch up. They sometimes danced with the stock brokers and lawyers who frequented the place, but most times huddled in a corner booth and gossiped. "At least you're getting something, Sabrina!" 
 
      
 
    "I don't know if it counts," Sabrina sighed wearily. "I miss the old days when I was making money hand over fist and I could just date any guy I chose." 
 
      
 
    "Exclusively Euro-trash, if I remember right!" Alexandra giggled. Her friend had had quite a reputation back in the day. She never saw the appeal herself. They had style and taste, but were oddly domineering and old fashioned, and more than a little sleezey. Alexandra preferred good old American boys who treated her like a princess. 
 
      
 
    "Sure! Those were the days! But as I recall you had this huge thing for black guys. Did you ever do anything about it?" 
 
      
 
    "No, I was always too chicken," Alexandra lamented. "I mean black guys have always been my number one fantasy. But I guess I'll never get to live it out, now." 
 
      
 
    "That sounds kind of awful when you put it that way, Alexandra." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, don't feel too badly for me. I like getting pampered and Wyatt does that job pretty well!" she tried to put on a big smile. Truth was, he hadn't been pampering her that much lately. He still seemed very absorbed with his work, coming home later and later. At least she knew it wasn't an affair, and she hoped that when whatever work crises it was blew over, he'd be back to giving her massages and taking her shopping for special treats. 
 
      
 
    "Pampered huh?" Sabrina snorted. "You were always kind of stuck up that way. A black guy would just pound the hell out of you, you know!" 
 
      
 
    "Like your Herman does?" Alexandra laughed.  
 
      
 
    "Oh no! I wouldn't call what he does pounding. I mean, he tries really really fucking hard, God bless him!"  
 
      
 
    "Oh come on! And you shouldn't tease me about black men. I'm married now and that fruit will just have to stay forbidden!" Alexandra nearly stuck out her tongue at her friend. It would have been childish and silly though, not becoming of the wife of a major executive.  
 
      
 
    "You're just stubborn!" Sabrina retorted. "Look at that guy there," the blonde nodded toward a tall, handsome black man leaning against the bar. He wore black slacks and a white silk shirt unbuttoned to show off a hint of his toned chest. A gold chain twinkled on his wrist as he raised a whiskey and slowly sipped. His dark eyes surveyed the room through the bar's mirror. He was every bit the fantasy lover Alexandra had in her dreams. 
 
      
 
    "What about him?" Alexandra said slowly. She drank in the sight of him, and it was all she could do not to launch straight into one of her favorite fantasies right then and there. 
 
      
 
    "He's obviously got money. And he's just as obvious out on the prowl. If your Wyatt can't get it up any more, I bet you he could help!" Sabrina winked. 
 
      
 
    "You're terrible! I've only been married four months and already you think I should cheat! If you're so annoyed with Herman, why don't you go flirt with him?" Alexandra said, getting a little exasperated by her friend. 
 
      
 
    "Me? Honey, I'm over forty and Herman's a jealous old racist. He gets even a whiff of infidelity and I'm out on my ass!" Sabrina drained her drink and made a sour face.  
 
      
 
    "Yet you want me to risk the same?" Alexandra finished her own drink.  
 
      
 
    "It's not the same. You could go back to work tomorrow if you wanted. And I bet you have a ton saved, too, don't you?" 
 
      
 
    "Just a couple million, not much," the brunette demurred. She had a bit more than that, but didn't like to advertise. She hadn't really had to spend much of her profits while working. She'd always dated rich guys to take care of her, and her investments kept growing every day. She hadn't married Wyatt for money. He was a powerful man, and doted on her. His money was just a plus. 
 
      
 
    "Bullshit!" Sabrina declared. "Tell me, do you really want to live the rest of your life this way, Alexandra? You're not even thirty for God's sake!" 
 
      
 
    "Well, no," she admitted sheepishly. 
 
      
 
    "Do you think Wyatt is somehow magically going to be able to get up again? You told me with his heart condition Viagra isn't an option any more. Don't wait until you're old and have to settle with an old geezer like me!" 
 
      
 
    "You're not old!"  
 
      
 
    "I am for a model. Over the hill and we both know it." 
 
      
 
    "Where were you before I got married?" Alexandra tried to laugh it off, but her friend's words stung with truth.  
 
      
 
    "You weren't facing down a sexless marriage, then," Sabrina reminded her. "He should have told you about the pills. Marriage under false pretenses if you ask me!" 
 
      
 
    "Sex isn't everything, Sabrina!" Alexandra said as earnestly as she could. She didn't even convince herself, though. She looked down at her empty glass. Normally catching up with Sabrina was nothing but laughs. "This is so depressing." 
 
      
 
    "Let me get us another round," the blonde said. She pushed herself up from the table and left the brunette to sit and watch as she sidled up to the bar. Of course, she just had to do it right next to the black man they'd been talking about! They seemed to chat for a moment before the bartender got her their drinks. 
 
      
 
    "Oh God," Alexandra muttered under her breath when Sabrina turned around. She was empty-handed as she hurried back to the table.  
 
      
 
    "I just remembered I have to go, sweetie! This is Marcus, he seems like a very nice gentleman and he'll take care of you for the rest of the night!" the older blonde laughed and disappeared so fast Alexandra thought she might leave skid marks. 
 
      
 
    "A simple daiquiri?" the man said, his voice as smooth as Swiss chocolate. He slid into Sabrina's place at the table. He was even taller up close, and exuded a palpable masculine energy she could almost reach out and touch. 
 
      
 
    "It was good enough for Hemingway," she shrugged and glanced at his own glass. "Is that Scotch or bourbon?" 
 
      
 
    "Jack Daniels. It was good enough for Sinatra," he arched an eyebrow and took a sip, studying her over the rim of her glass. 
 
      
 
    "I don't know what Sabrina told you, but I'm married," Alexandra began. She took a deep breath, ready to make some excuse about why she too had to go. She was going to send such a nasty text to her friend! 
 
      
 
    "I respect that," he nodded. "By all means, go. I won't be offended. And I definitely won't pull the race card on you!" He smiled wide, flashing rows of big, perfectly straight white teeth that seemed to glare in his ebony face. He really was quite handsome. Strong jaw, intense eyes, hair so short it was like black stubble on his smooth, round head. His lips were full and sensuous. He looked amused. 
 
      
 
    "Why would you? I'd say the same thing to any man," she declared.  
 
      
 
    "Good to know, Alexandra. Especially since Sabrina said your husband wasn't doing his job. I admire that kind of loyalty, even if it isn't deserved," he stared into her eyes and Alexandra's belly did a back flip.  
 
      
 
    "I'm glad you understand," she whispered and fumbled for her clutch. When she found it, she held it in her lap and took a nervous sip of her cocktail. 
 
      
 
    "That being said, there's no reason we can't just have a friendly conversation. What do you do, Alexandra?" 
 
      
 
    "Uh, you wouldn't believe me," she giggled nervously. She'd heard many men use the 'you must be a model' line, and it didn't make it any less ridiculous that she was, in fact. 
 
      
 
    "No?" he took another sip of his whiskey. "Try me." 
 
      
 
    "I'm a retired model. Alexandra Morganstern was my name before I got married." 
 
      
 
    "That's why you look familiar!" he chuckled and snapped his fingers. "June 2014!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh God, yes. Everyone remembers the swimsuit calender! Well what about you, Marcus, wasn't it? What do you do?" 
 
      
 
    "Would you believe I'm in the CIA?" he suggested with a wink. 
 
      
 
    "No, I wouldn't," she laughed. "You're too conspicuous to be a spy." 
 
      
 
    "Because I'm black?" he asked with mock indignation. 
 
      
 
    "No, because you're like six-four or something!" Alexandra felt the rum in her drink warm her to her fingertips. She adjusted the hem of her pale blue dress as she squirmed on the plush leather booth. Why did he have to be so tall? Tall men made her melt, perhaps because she was so tall herself and hated being taller than men. 
 
      
 
    "Six-five," he corrected. "Not that I'm bragging or anything. You're not so short yourself. Does your husband let you wear heels around him?" he smirked. 
 
      
 
    "Only three inches, or else I'd be taller than him," she giggled. 
 
      
 
    "Typical white man, insecure about his size!" he said knowingly. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, brother! What do you really do, Mister Marcus? Comedian?" 
 
      
 
    "You're not buying the spy story, huh? I'm just a run of the mill hedge fund manager," he said sheepishly. "But wrecking the economy is just my day job. Marcus Brown, by the way." 
 
      
 
    "Well, Marcus Brown, at least you're honest about what you do. Aren't you afraid the liberals will lynch you?" 
 
      
 
    "Terrified, but if the conservatives find out about my hobby they'd probably hang me first!" he laughed. 
 
      
 
    "And what hobby is that?" she wondered. He leaned across the table, snatching up her hands and looking her dead in the eye.  
 
      
 
    "White wives," he whispered. 
 
      
 
    "Oh!" she let out a little gasp. His hands were huge and warm, and she could feel the heat traveling up her arms and straight down between her legs. It was all too easy to imagine wrapping herself around him and letting her fantasy become reality, wedding vows be damned. 
 
      
 
    "You see why I keep that on the down low!" he let her go and finished his whiskey.  
 
      
 
    "I really should be going now!" Alexandra gulped and stood up. She was wearing four-and-a-half inch stilettos, but still had to look up to the handsome black man when he got up next to her.  
 
      
 
    "Ah, Sabrina said you might be nervous. Here, take my card," he dropped it into her clutch as she pulled out her cell phone.  
 
      
 
    "I won't be needing that," she said hastily. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I think you will. Think about it, Alexandra. I'll not only give you what your husband can't, I'll give you just what you deserve!" 
 
      
 
    "But..." she spluttered. Marcus didn't let her reply. He took one last lingering look before fading back into the crowd of the busy club. She took a deep breath and got out of there before she could do anything she could regret. 
 
   


  
 

 THREE 
 
    The next day Alexandra woke to her phone beeping at her urgently from her nightstand. She rolled out of bed, looked at the alarm clock and swore at herself. It was after ten! She had her yoga and exercises and shoe shopping to do before her husband got home at six! She stretched and shook out her long brown hair before swiping her phone unlocked and checking her messages. 
 
      
 
    Did you have fun with Marcus last night? Sabrina said in a text. 
 
      
 
    We just had a drink and I left. You're so bad! Alexandra replied and chuckled out loud. 
 
      
 
    I figured - you're too chicken. 
 
      
 
    Screw You! 
 
      
 
    Anyway, I'm on my way to the spa. Luv ya! Sabrina texted. Alexandra pulled herself out of bed and did her morning stretches. She always slept in the nude. A few years modeling had left her unselfconscious about her body, though she did work very hard maintaining every long, lean, curvy inch of it. She padded to the kitchen and had a banana, toast and a glass of juice before finally making her way to the study and turning on her computer. 
 
      
 
    Her Facebook was filled with the usual meaningless nonsense, and she deleted some of the more ridiculous political posts from her page before opening her email. Buried beneath a mountain of spam was an email from her husband. She smiled as she read the contents. He was coming home early that night, and wanted to know if she'd have a bag ready for him for a long weekend in Miami! She replied that she would and that she couldn't wait to see him. 
 
      
 
    She sprang from the chair and into action. She had the bags packed for herself and her husband in very little time at all. Filled with anxious energy, she did her yoga, showered, and had a light lunch. Wyatt hadn't said in his email how early he'd be, but she was ready to go by one. She picked out a nice little sundress and strappy sandals and tried to get into a romance novel while she waited for him. By the time he stepped through the front door, she'd nearly finished it, though she couldn't have said what the story was even about. 
 
      
 
    "Did you get my bag ready?" he demanded as he brushed past her at the door. "How about a sandwich? I'm fucking starving." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, honey, our bags are packed," she said as sweetly as she could. "Would you like a turkey sandwich? You didn't tell me what time our flight was. I've had our bags ready since this morning." 
 
      
 
    "Our bags?" he stopped and gave her a confused look.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, aren't we going to Miami for the weekend? I've always wanted to see the Art Decco and try Cuban food. It sounds very romantic!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, shit, Babe," he let out a shuddering sigh. "This is for business. Not a vacation. Fucking emergency. I, er, didn't plan for you to come." 
 
      
 
    "Oh," she peeped, mortified. "Your bag is on the bed. I'll make you a sandwich," she rushed to the kitchen so he couldn't see the tears welling up in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, Babe! And be quick! My flight leaves at seven!" he called over his shoulder as he bounded up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    "Okay," she said quietly to no one as she made him his hasty dinner. Her fingers felt numb. She wrapped it in wax paper just in time for him to swoop down and snatch it out of her hands. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, Babe!" he kissed her on the cheek. "I'll be back Sunday night late. Be a good girl when I'm gone?" he winked. He seemed very confident she'd do just that. Too confident. 
 
      
 
    "Be safe," she managed to reply. She wanted to slap his face and it was all she could do to remain civil. When the door shut behind him, she let loose. 
 
      
 
    "Fucking Asshole!" she cried, and threw a half-sliced tomato across the kitchen. It bounced off the refrigerator, leaving a pink smear on the stainless steel. She paced. She swore. She cried. She stomped upstairs and dug through her purse. There it was, Marcus Brown's card. He, at least, seemed to show an interest in her. Her fingers didn't tremble a bit as she picked up her phone and dialed the number. 
 
   


  
 

 FOUR 
 
    "Pretty nice place you have here, I guess it's true what they say about hedge fund managers," Alexandra smirked as she stepped into Marcus Brown's apartment. It was spacious, clean, and boasted large windows overlooking Central Park. It must have cost a fortune. 
 
      
 
    "I don't do as well as all that," he chuckled. "The rent here is more than half my income." 
 
      
 
    "Living beyond your means, are you?" Alexandra teased as she passed the tall black man and glided through his apartment. She slithered into a little black dress with cut outs around her sides. It showed plenty of leg and cleavage, which she'd accentuated with  strappy black pumps with a good five inch heel.  
 
      
 
    "Not really. I'm investing a lot too. That sushi place we went to was a big splurge for me. Have a seat, Alexandra." the tall black man gestured to a white suede couch and headed toward the bar. She admired his form as he started mixing a couple of drinks. The black slacks and sport coat he wore looked like they could barely contain his muscular power.  
 
      
 
    "You don't spend it all with that hobby of yours? White wives can get expensive, or so my husband tells me," she chuckled as she slipped off her heels and tucked her feet under her. 
 
      
 
    "For their husbands, they can," he agreed as he returned. He had his whiskey in one hand and frosty daiquiri in the other. He eased onto the couch next to her. She could feel his body heat radiating off his muscular frame and it warmed her to her toes. 
 
      
 
    "Oh you just play with them and then they run back to their husbands?" she sipped her drink, loving the tartness of the fresh lime. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, it's actually a bit disheartening," his shoulders slumped a little. "Sometimes I just feel like a piece of meat, you know?" 
 
      
 
    "I know just how you feel," she said sympathetically. "But you could date single women. Have an actual relationship." 
 
      
 
    "I do, or try to anyway. I get two types interested in me. Women who are looking for an interracial thrill, and women who are after me for money. At least with the married ones, there's the added bonus of stealing the white man's women!" he chuckled deeply, and turned to smile at her. There was something sad in his deep, brown eyes, however. A loneliness. 
 
      
 
    "You want more, don't you?" she said softly, and took his hand in hers. They'd had a wonderful little date. He was incredibly smart, charming, and not at all afraid to make fun of himself. Most of all, he had that quality that had first made her start dreaming about black men. Confidence. He knew what he was about. Only now, seeing that underneath that, he had a layer of vulnerability too, only made him sexier. 
 
      
 
    "Yes. What about you, Alexandra?" he squeezed her hand. 
 
      
 
    "I don't know if I really deserve more than I have," she said honestly. "Wyatt made me feel like a queen when he was courting me. I thought that's what I wanted." 
 
      
 
    "The thing about a queen," Marcus nodded, moving closer to her on the big couch. "Is that they're also women. Real flesh and blood women. With real needs. And you definitely deserve that, Alexandra." 
 
      
 
    "I do?" she whispered. Her heart was pounding in her chest, but she unfolded her legs and leaned into his broad, muscular chest. 
 
      
 
    "I know you do," he replied. The distance between them disappeared as their lips met in a passionate kiss. His lips were so full and soft, his tongue knowing, teasing, yet insistent. She suckled at it and moaned into his mouth. Her head swirled with dirty little thoughts. She was married less than six months! The guilt only made her hotter, and soon she was squirming against him as they kissed. 
 
      
 
    "You're a great kisser," she gasped when they finally pulled apart.  
 
      
 
    "So are you!" he replied. Alexandra sighed as their mouths met again. He seemed content to hold her close and kiss her on and on. She hadn't done that since she was a teenager, and she loved every long minute of it. Finally, though, she'd had enough. 
 
      
 
    "I want you to make love to me, Marcus. I need a man, a real man," she said breathlessly. 
 
      
 
    "Not like your white husband, huh?" he smirked.  
 
      
 
    "I've always fantasized about black men," she blushed to admit.  
 
      
 
    "That's okay, Alexandra. A lot of white women do. Even after they're married, they dream of the BBC." 
 
      
 
    "What on Earth is that?" she cocked her head curiously. 
 
      
 
    "The Big Black Cock?" he chuckled. "I thought everyone knew about that!" 
 
      
 
    "I suppose. That sort of thing isn't important to me," she shrugged. "I just think you're sexy, is all!" 
 
      
 
    "You've got a lot to learn, Alexandra." Marcus stood and offered a hand. She didn't hesitate to take it. Barefoot, he loomed over her. He held her hand as they walked quickly to his bedroom. It was furnished all in masculine dark brown and navy blue, yet had a warm, cozy feel. He turned her around forcefully as they approached his king-sized bed. 
 
      
 
    "Oh!" she gasped as the huge dark man so easily took charge of her body. She shivered as he lowered the zipper to her dress. It slipped over her shoulders, gliding over her slender body and womanly hips to puddle around her ankles. She kicked it away as he deftly unsnapped her black lacy bra.  
 
      
 
    "Turn around," he said with quiet authority. She did, and his wide nostrils flared as his dark eyes devoured her nudity. Her breasts sat high on her chest, a full, round pair of D cups that were far too big for the world of high fashion, but just right for swimsuit and lingerie modeling. Her skin was smooth and ever so slightly tanned with no hint of lines. Her nipples, long and a shade of pink so dark they bordered on brown, stuck out straight and firm from her quarter-sized areolas. Her lace boy-short panties were beginning to soak through.  
 
      
 
    "Your turn," she said, and took a step back to give him a better view of her whole, long, willowy body. 
 
      
 
    "I love this moment, when a pretty white wife's education is just beginning," he said arrogantly as he slowly stripped out of his clothes. Her blue eyes widened as he slowly revealed the sculpted muscles rippling under his deep brown skin. She wanted to feel his bulging pecs and six-pack abs, but held herself back to let him finish. His pants came last, and he watched her face as he slowly unzipped them. The white boxers he wore under them bulge obscenely. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my!" she covered her mouth, staring at the tube of flesh straining against the cotton. Marcus reached inside them, and slowly, dramatically hauled out his cock. The heavy slab of meat drooped over his hand like a half-melted bar of dark chocolate. Only they didn't make candy bars anywhere near that large. She could make out the bumps and ridges of veins under the deep ebony skin. She could see the mushroom head, a slightly lighter shade of brown, pulse with life. He shifted his hips, and his underwear fell to the floor. A huge pair of wrinkly black balls swung between his legs, seeming as massive and potent as a bull's. 
 
      
 
    "See what I mean about Big Black Cock?" he let go of his mighty tool, letting it flop down between his muscular thighs. Marcus wasn't even hard, yet even with all the Viagra in the world Wyatt had never been nearly as long or thick.  
 
      
 
    "You're truly..." she gasped and shook her head. Her mouth was watering, tough not as much as her needy, neglected pussy. "Truly blessed, aren't you?" she finished. 
 
      
 
    "I'm a little bigger than average," he shrugged, as if it were nothing. "I have a buddy who's even a little longer." 
 
      
 
    "What? You go around comparing your dicks with your friends?" she laughed nervously, but it didn't quite distract her. Her heart pounded in her breast and her body felt electrified. She'd been with many men before Wyatt, but never once had the just sight of a naked male organ aroused her. She imagined being surrounded by black men, all with cocks as big as Marcus's. The thought made her feel faint with lust. 
 
      
 
    "No!" he laughed with her. "But sometimes we share our girls. Especially married women like you who are just learning to go Black. Don't' worry, most of us are pretty close to my size." 
 
      
 
    "Oh!" she gulped. Being shared by a bunch of men should have horrified her. "You're really all that big?" 
 
      
 
    "I"m twelve inches, and so is Lamar and Kendrick's about ten. He's real thick, though, so don't worry, you'll love his too!"  
 
      
 
    "Who's the guy with more?" she wondered.  
 
      
 
    "Steffon," he chuckled. "But he's just a kid, not even twenty-one. He doesn't quite know what to do with his thirteen inches yet!" 
 
      
 
    "I'm not sure I know what to do with your twelve!" she admitted sheepishly. 
 
      
 
    "Sit down on the edge of the bed. I'll teach you," Marcus said, his voice low and full of quiet command that made the model's knees buckle. She did as she was told, and moments later, that huge, black beast of a cock was right in her face. 
 
      
 
    "Goodness!" she moaned as she took it in her hands. The skin was silky smooth, and felt thick over the firmer shaft beneath. She had long, slender fingers, the nails painted bright red, and she curled them around him. The the vivid contrast of size and color shocked and thrilled her, and she lifted the brown tip to her lips.  
 
      
 
    "That's right, kiss me. Lick me. Suck me. Get me nice and hard," he urged. Using both hands, marveling at the sheer mass of his cock, she rubbed him all over her lips. Precum smeared against her pink lip gloss, and she swabbed her tongue over them to lick it up. The pungent taste spurred her on, and she opened up to suck him right inside. He throbbed on her tongue as the spongy flesh filled her mouth completely. She sucked gently at it, staring at his perfectly toned and utterly masculine body.  
 
      
 
    He grunted in pleasure, and she could feel his cock start to respond. It swelled rapidly, growing form fully soft to fully hard in the span of a few quick, impassioned breaths. She pulled back, her lips smacking, and took another look at it. 
 
      
 
    "You make every man I've been with look like a child!" she said in awe. She was no expert at gauging the length of things, but she didn't doubt he had every inch that he claimed. A full foot of rock hard black cock loomed over her upturned face. She kissed the underside, filling her nostrils with his powerful manly scent as she licked and kissed him. 
 
      
 
    "White men aren't real men, Alexandra," he explained. "A woman like you deserves a real man, baby girl." 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Marcus," she said softly. She should have been indignant. She loved her husband. More than that, she loved her father and her brother, and many other white men besides. The god-like black man before her had insulted them all. Instead, she couldn't help but believe he was right. She moaned and sucked the head back into her mouth, slurping noisily at it, eager for more. It was if he and his magnificent cock had her under a spell! 
 
      
 
    "You're welcome," he grunted. He smiled down at her indulgently as she began to slurp and bob on his huge black prick. She moaned around him, loving the feel of that cock in her mouth. It was so much more arousing to suck than a white cock. It was so dark and menacing. So huge and dominating. She sucked deeper, trying to push the bulbous head into her hot, clenching throat. 
 
      
 
    "You can do it baby girl. Just surrender," he urged. He gave a gentle tug at her thick dark hair, and she obediently swallowed. The thickness of his cock filled her throat completely, and she gagged in reflex. Tears welled up in her eyes as she tried again. Surrender, he'd said. She sucked in a long deep breath and did just that. Her throat relaxed ever so slightly, and half his monstrous shaft sank deep into her churning gullet. 
 
      
 
    "That's right! Give in to my Superior Black Cock!" he growled in lust as she gobbled away. She choked and gagged several times, but couldn't stop herself from impaling her face on his huge cock again and again. His words offended and excited her at the same time, and she fought the urge to touch herself as she pushed further down is dripping, spit-soaked shaft. 
 
      
 
    "You were meant for this, Alexandra!" he gasped in delight when her widely stretched lips finally munched around the wrist-thick base of his cock. She sucked him hard, holding a full foot of rampant steely dick in her mouth and throat and sucking furiously. She had to agree with him. Sucking his cock, sucking his Big Black Cock, was the most exciting thing she'd ever done.  
 
      
 
    She could have sucked him for hours. She could have sat there and worshiped at the altar of BBC all night. Thoughts of her husband evaporated like morning mist. It was like she was discovering sex for the first time in her life, and she never wanted to stop. Marcus did his best to fulfill her silent wish, slowly plowing his huge organ down her aching, raw throat for what seemed like hours. His stamina was even more impressive than his size, and she licked and sucked with every ounce of skill she had, but it was well over and hour before he finally lost control. 
 
      
 
    "Gonna cum, baby girl!" he gasped. He stepped back, both of his huge fists wrapping around his dripping wet cock.  
 
      
 
    "Yes! Cum for me, Marcus!" she croaked. Her voice was rough and as gravelly as a country road. She opened her mouth wide, staring up at him in lust and want as he unloaded. The first blast caught her by surprise. It splashed across her nose and cheeks with a loud, splat. The sheer volume of the hot goo dripping down her face shocked her, but he was just beginning. Again and again he shot off, filling her mouth, coating her face and chin. She swallowed it eagerly, lapping at her lips and trying her best to catch even more of the salty, tangy cream. 
 
      
 
    "God damn! You love it, don't you, my slutty little white girl?" he taunted. He slapped her face, none-to-gently, with his club of a cock. He smeared himself with his own cum, pushing it around her pretty face. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, you cum so much!" she cried in wonder. She sucked his wet cock head back in, lovingly washing his cock clean with her tongue and swallowing even more. 
 
      
 
    "More than your useless white hubby?" he chuckled. He pulled back and slapped her cheeks with his still-hard cock once more. 
 
      
 
    "Yes!" she winced at the sting of it. She didn't pull back though. His cock was just too damn sexy. "I don't think he came that much during our whole honeymoon!" she laughed. He laughed with her, and handed her his boxer shorts. She stared at them a moment before wiping her face clean. She inhaled deep, taking in his musky, masculine scent. 
 
      
 
    "That's not the only thing Superior Black Men do better!" he vowed when she'd cleaned herself up. He pushed her onto her back suddenly, and she squealed in surprise. He pounced on the bed like a panther on his prey. One huge, black hand took hold of her panties and ripped. The flimsy lace gave way, smarting her hips and ass as he pulled the ruined garment from her body.  
 
      
 
    "Oh my Gosh!" she cried. He didn't have to spread her legs. She did it for him. Her pussy was tight and pink, and swollen with lust. Her moisture had leaked down her toned thighs and matted the little patch of dark hair above. She leaned back, letting him get a good view of her naked married womanhood. 
 
      
 
    "Beg for it!" he said as he moved closer. He slapped his cock against her pubic mound, making her squeal in pain and lust. 
 
      
 
    "Please, Marcus!" she whined. 
 
      
 
    "Please what?" he demanded. 
 
      
 
    "Please fuck me, I need it so bad!" she reached down to rub her aching little clit, rubbing the tiny nub in its slick hood. 
 
      
 
    "Stop that!" he growled and pushed her hands away. "Fuck you with what, baby girl?" 
 
      
 
    "Your cock. Your Big. Black. Cock." she said slowly, deliberately. They locked eyes for a moment before she dropped her gaze submissively. 
 
      
 
    "You forgot superior, but I'll let you off the hook this time, Alexandra," he smirked. He rubbed his cock against her sex once more, moving the head lower to burrow in her soaking folds. She held her breath, unsure if she could even handle a cock so thick. He pressed forward, and the pressure grew for only a moment before his head and a few inches of shaft popped right inside. 
 
      
 
    "OH GOD!" she screamed as her pussy lips stretched around him. The tightness was painfully intense, but pleasure unlike anything she'd felt mixed with the pain. She looked up at him, silently pleading with her huge blue eyes. She needed more. She wanted more. She was desperate for more. She deserved more! 
 
      
 
    "I love fucking white women for the first time," he said as he eased back an inch. He gave her only a moment of reprieve, letting her fluttering pussy adjust to his immense girth. He pushed in once again, sinking well past the halfway point and pressing the head of his cock against the back wall of her pussy.  
 
      
 
    "Yes! Fuck me!" she cried as her whole body quaked. She thrashed on the bed, squealing and slapping the mattress with her palms and the soles of her feet. Her big, firm breasts wobbled in the air as a shockingly powerful climax rent her body from the inside. 
 
      
 
    "Get a hold of yourself, baby girl, I got three inches left to go!" Marcus laughed villainously. He began to pump. Slowly at first, he forcibly crammed more cock into her pussy with each inward drive. She screamed louder, but Marcus paid her shrill voice no mind. His ramrod of a cock battered the back of her pussy, forcing her to stretch more and more up inside her body. The pain was intense, but so was the pleasure. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my God, I can feel your balls!" she exclaimed in wonder when he finally hilted inside of her. Her whole pussy was aflame with pleasure. Sex had never before been like it. It was almost like another act entirely!  
 
      
 
    "Just had to make some room in there for a real cock!" he chuckled. He bent over her, his huge, muscular body casting her pale white form in shadow. She wrapped her feet around the backs of his knees and traced every contour of the muscles on his chest and arms with her fingertips. They kissed again, grinding their bodies together as their hands and lips roamed over one another. He suckled and fondled her nipples, making her squeal while she panted and caressed his powerful back.  All the while he pulsed and twitched inside her, keeping her stuffed well past capacity and stretching her out bit by bit. 
 
      
 
    "I'm ready, please Marcus. I need you to fuck me with that Superior Black Cock!" she whispered. She'd never been racist, and using such offensive language nearly made her cum once again as she pushed her steamy sex up against his loins. 
 
      
 
    "You got it, baby girl!" he kissed her one last time, driving his tongue down her throat for just a moment. When he pulled back, his massive, muscular ass began its brutal work. She could hear her pussy, sloppy and wet, when he pulled nearly all the way out. She sighed, feeling incredibly empty inside. The feeling didn't last long. He thrust so hard into her that the headboard smacked the wall. 
 
      
 
    "YES!" she screamed, another cum hitting her like thunder from a clear blue sky. He took advantage of her spasms to really pound. His balls slapped her ass in a steady, ever-increasing pace as he fucked the living hell out of her. He fucked her to at least half a dozen cums in that position, never slowing the pace for a good twenty or thirty minutes before he pulled out and roughly re-positioned her on her hands and knees. 
 
      
 
    "Gonna fuck you doggie, baby girl!" he growled. He held her soft hips tight in his huge hands, and she wiggled her round ass in anticipation. She came again as he pushed his cock back inside. He felt even bigger, thicker, inside her. His huge, ebony balls beat against her vulva as he slammed back and forth. He grunted and sweat as he hunched over her, pounding her relentlessly. She came and came, relishing his size, power and unearthly stamina. His thrusts eventually grew erratic and frenzied as they pushed their exhausted, sweaty bodies into each other. Her heavy tits wobbled back and forth under her, and her well-fucked pussy leaked a steady stream of her juices down her legs to the brown satin sheets. He hissed loudly, and she knew what was coming. 
 
      
 
    "Cum in me, Marcus! Give me your Black seed!" she cried in lust. Her thick dark hair fell around her face, damp with sweat, a heavy curtain concealing her flushed face. 
 
      
 
    "Take it! Fuck!" he growled. He thrust a half dozen more times before she felt the first blast. It rocketed into her inner most womanhood, filling her young, fertile womb. Again and again he filled her, soaking her insides with his scalding cream. 
 
      
 
    He pulled back, letting loose a torrent of cum that soaked the bed. He fell down beside her, and she crawled up onto his broad, heaving chest. They lay together, slowly cooling down and regaining their breath. 
 
      
 
    "If other black men are half as good as you, I think I've made some really bad choices in life," she giggled. 
 
      
 
    "Never too late to start making up for it, Alexandra," he chuckled and kissed her sweaty forehead quite tenderly. 
 
      
 
    "Wyatt's out of town for the whole weekend," she murmured sleepily.  
 
      
 
    "Good, then you're going to be all mine for the next couple of  days. Is that all right with you, baby girl?" he asked. 
 
      
 
    "Sounds like Heaven to me!" she sighed in contentment. No matter how hard she tried to feel guilty about betraying Wyatt, she just couldn't. She had a lot to learn about Black Men, it seemed, but she was going to enjoy every moment of it! 
 
    To Be Continued 
 
   


  
 

 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 tee shirt. 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 Caucasian 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 first 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 little 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! 
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