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 Cynthia stared into her coffee mug as a fresh new wave of guilt swept over her. It had gotten worse over the weekend. Garrison, her boyfriend had doted on her. He sweet talked her, he cuddled, he complimented. He even took her shopping and the young woman couldn't resist buying a dozen sets of thigh-high stockings just as Lester had suggested. She'd told her boyfriend she was buying them for him, but she knew the truth. She bought them because a black man had told her to. To make matters worse, for all the attention he'd given her, she hadn't been able to bring herself to sleep with him. The memories of her recent infidelities with her fellow grad student, Lester, and one of the University's janitors, both men black, haunted her. They were simply so much MORE than her loving white boyfriend. It excited her to no end, but it also made her feel like a complete evil bitch.  
 
      
 
    "Something is definitely on your mind, Cynthia," Garrison said between bites of toast. He leaned across the little breakfast table. His handsome face was painted with gentle concern and love. It only made her feel worse. She had to say something, and she thought about it a moment before reaching something of a compromise with herself. 
 
      
 
    "You know about my research into men's attitudes toward their, um, endowments?" she said carefully, not daring to let her huge blue eyes meet Garrison's soft browns. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, you've been watching men play with themselves for months now!" he chuckled, but then his eyes narrowed. "Did something happen? Did someone try something?" he asked, a dangerous look in his eye she'd never seen before! "Tell me who did it and I'll have him expelled. That's if I don't kill him first!" 
 
      
 
    "No, I wasn't sexually assaulted or anything!" she reached across the table and took his hand. His protectiveness made her feel safe and warm on the inside. 
 
      
 
    "Thank God!" he sighed.  
 
      
 
    "I always make sure someone is in the building I can call for help," she said to reassure him. "Lester usually." 
 
      
 
    "He's a good guy. Tell him thanks for having my back," Garrison said. The irony of course, was completely lost on him. 
 
      
 
    "I will," Cynthia licked her lips.  
 
      
 
    "What is troubling you then, my love?" he asked. 
 
      
 
    "It's me. I realized that after all this time, I might be a racist!" she blurted. 
 
      
 
    "What? What do you mean?" he looked at her skeptically. "I can't imagine why you would say that. You've never said or done anything along those lines, not in the whole two years we've been together. Are you sure you're not being too hard on yourself?" 
 
      
 
    "I would have agreed with you, maybe, if Lester hadn't called me out." 
 
      
 
    "On what?" 
 
      
 
    "Until three days ago, I hadn't admitted a single African American into my study. Asians, Latinos, you bet. Black men," she shook her head. 
 
      
 
    "Why the heck not?" he seemed surprised. "I know they are under-represented at the school, but there's more than a enough to get a good sample." 
 
      
 
    "I realized I was a little afraid of them," she admitted with a blush. "So I got Lester and one of the janitors to join the study."  
 
      
 
    "Is that why you were so late coming home, Friday?" he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah. Well, I think I might be getting a little racist, in the other way, now," she said it quickly. It was a hell of a lot closer to the truth. 
 
      
 
    "I don't follow," her loving boyfriend cocked his head, but there was a naughty smile on his face. Did he have some inkling of the truth? He did, after all, spend a good deal of time at the gym, surely he'd seen some things. 
 
      
 
    "Well, both my African American samples were significantly larger than average," she began, watching her boyfriend squirm a little across the table.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, they do seem to have an advantage in that area," he said, a bit breathlessly. "I remember being intimidated in gym class. A lot of us were." 
 
      
 
    "So you know what I mean!" Cynthia perked up. Maybe this wouldn't be quite as hard as she thought. "Both of them were actually complete outliers, in all metrics." 
 
      
 
    "What do you mean?" Garrison leaned in. His nostrils were flaring. Was he getting turned on? 
 
      
 
    "I measure flaccid and erect length, then have them stimulate themselves to orgasm and record the time it takes, as well capturing their ejaculate and measuring seminal volume. Both Lester and the nice Janitor were off the charts. The first two black men in my study and both of them were bigger, longer lasting, and produced more semen than any of the seven-hundred white, Latino, and Asian men I'd studied before!" her eyes lit up as she told him. She couldn't help herself, the news was as fascinating to her as a scientist as it was exciting to her as a woman. 
 
      
 
    "Wow, I didn't realize the difference was that much," he groaned. "Or that universal." 
 
      
 
    "Garrison?" she leaned across the table. She wore only a little tank top and panties, her normal sleeping garments. His eyes dropped immediately to the deep cleavage she put on display. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah?" he licked his lips. 
 
      
 
    "I do believe you're getting excited!" she giggled and leaned back in her chair. While he sputtered an objection, she slid one tiny bare foot up his leg and pressed it into his crotch. Sure enough, she felt his stiff little white hard on poking a tent in his boxers! 
 
      
 
    "Cynthia!" he blushed, but didn't stop her. 
 
      
 
    "You ARE excited!" Cynthia cried in wonder. She leaped into action, getting up and crossing around the tiny table to her embarrassed boyfriend. He leaned back and let her pull his hardness out of his shorts. She knew, from her extensive research, that his cock, not even five inches long and fairly slender too, was smaller even than most white men. It seemed positively puny, and not very sexy at all.  
 
      
 
    "What's wrong, my love?" he asked as she methodically stroked his cock, frowning down at him as she worked. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, nothing, honey!" she said a little too sweetly, forcing a smiled. 
 
      
 
    "You're thinking about this big black ones from Friday, aren't you?" he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, well," she blushed, but couldn't resist. "There's just no comparison really." 
 
      
 
    "Oh," he gulped. She watched his face. She'd stung him, a little. But his dick was harder than ever, and leaking precum all over her tiny little fist. She could relate to his ambivalence. She was excited too, and guilty.  
 
      
 
    "It's not your fault, Garrison," she said, kissing his cheek. "I love you so much." 
 
      
 
    "You could show me," he chuckled. He was recovering fast. Maybe the excitement was winning out? "Use your mouth instead of your hand?" 
 
      
 
    "Hmm, I don't know," she pursed her lips thoughtfully. Time for a big test. "I think I have a taste for chocolate right now. I wouldn't want to settle!" 
 
      
 
    "Damn!" Garrison grunted. He didn't have time for more than that, as his little white cock jerked in her pumping hand. His cum flew out of the pink tip, splashing all over her hand and splattering against his tee shirt! She'd never seen him cum so hard before in all thier time dating! 
 
      
 
    "Look at you go!" she giggled gleefully as she squeezed every last drop out of the gasping man's hard prick. 
 
      
 
    "Wow, that was embarrassing!" he laughed. She liked a man who could laugh at himself. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for putting up with me, Garrison!" she straddled him, grinding her panties against his already-deflated cock and kissing him long and hard. After what she'd said, she wouldn't have blamed him for being angry, instead, he was taking it all in good humor. He may not have much below the belt, but he was a real man, in her eyes! 
 
      
 
    "Why wouldn't I? I've got the cleverest, sweetest girl in the whole world!" he grinned. He was like that, always complimenting her mind before her body. By the way he was rubbing her ass and staring down her top to look at her tits, she knew he liked that too, of course. She could have stayed there all morning making out with him, but she knew she had her research, and he his classes, to attend to. 
 
      
 
    "I need to get in the shower and get going," she said, pouting just a little. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, me too," he lamented. 
 
      
 
    "Me first!" she squealed and jumped off him to sprint to the shower. It did take her longer to get ready, after all. She needed the head start. Once under the hot spray, she was tempted to play with herself and take care of her own needs. But she'd be in there too long, and besides, there was a campus full of black men out there waiting for her! 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later, after she'd showered, blow-dried her hair, and put on her make up, Garrison finished his own shower to find her on the bed, slowly rolling a black, lace-topped, seamed stocking up one shapely leg. 
 
      
 
    "Those look incredible," he noted as he stood in the bathroom doorway, naked and rubbing a towel through his thick, dark hair. 
 
      
 
    "Don't they just? Do you think they'll help entice more guys to participate in my study!" she giggled and stood up on her stocking-clad feet.  
 
      
 
    "Without a doubt! Do you plan expanding your research into the African American community today, my love?" he asked slyly. 
 
      
 
    "I've got a lot of catching up to do!" she nodded and bent down to buckle the ankle straps of her sexy black heels. She was giving him another eyeful down her white blouse and the sexy black bra she wore underneath. Her plaid mini-skirt wasn't quite long enough to cover the lace tops of her stockings. What man could resist? 
 
      
 
    "I guess you do! Have fun measuring them today!" he chuckled. She swished her hips as she walked up to him. She kissed him on the chin softly. 
 
      
 
    "Maybe I won't just be measuring them! They're so big and tempting!" she purred. 
 
      
 
    "Good God!" he grunted, and sure enough, his little white prick grew instantly hard. She looked down at it, then back up into his eyes. The look she gave him spoke volumes. She was totally unimpressed and let him know it! Without a word she turned and left him there with his little hard on, waving over her shoulder as she went. She had some prospecting to do! 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    "Shouldn't you two be in class?" Cynthia said as she approached the pair of young black men lounging at a little picknick table just outside the Student Union. She peered down at them over the rim of her glasses, pursing her lips and cocking her hips to one side.  
 
      
 
    "Hell no!" one of them laughed, and the other joined in. They were huge guys, broad of shoulder, both dark as midnight and as arrogant as a man could be. Brawny as they were, she had no doubt they were athletes of some kind. Just perfect. 
 
      
 
    "Who the fuck are you, the Campus Police?" the other one snorted. Two sets of deep, dark eyes took her in. They smacked their thick lips almost as one.  
 
      
 
    "I'm Cynthia Halliday," she introduced herself with a smile. "I'm don't really care if you are skipping classes. I know jocks like you can get away with anything, and that's okay with me." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, we're on the football team. There's a couple of white dudes who go to class and take notes for us," one of them explained.  
 
      
 
    "Gives us time to practice," the other noted.  
 
      
 
    "That sounds like a good arrangement," she licked her lips, painted bright red that day for maximum sex appeal.  
 
      
 
    "Looking to blow off some steam, baby girl?" one of them asked. 
 
      
 
    "Well, not that precisely. I'm working on my PhD in social psychology. I was wondering if you two would like to participate in my study?" she asked. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck no!" the first one, the taller of the two, waved a huge black hand to blow her off. 
 
      
 
    "What's in it for us?" the other, still huge and well-muscled demanded. 
 
      
 
    "Well, I'm studying penis size, sexual stamina, and seminal volume in men. Things have a tendancy to get a little," she giggled. "Heated, especially when I'm studying African American men. I'm sure you understand." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah? I bet they do!" the first one laughed. "I'm Demarcus," he said, standing up. He had to be six-five at least! His giant black hand swallowed her tiny white completely as they shook. 
 
      
 
    "Hello, Demarcus," she whispered, already feeling her body respond.  
 
      
 
    "I'm Reggie," the other one said stoutly. He was only about six feet tall, but even more heavily muscled. She shook his hand too, and the warmth of their touch spread into her body and straight down between her legs. 
 
      
 
    "Well, guys, does that mean you're willing?" she asked as her nipples starting poking out, trying hard to escape her bra and blouse. 
 
      
 
    "I dunno, we've got practice at three," Demarcus said. 
 
      
 
    "Gosh, it's already almost ten, we'd better hurry! I know how long it can take you black guys to finish!" she giggled. 
 
      
 
    "Oh this girl's definitely been blacked before!" Reggie laughed. The two big men bumped fists like old teammates.  
 
      
 
    "No doubt! Come on, babygirl. We're stayin' at a little apartment on campus," Demarcus offered. They were looking at her the way a pair of hungry panthers might eye an succulent, innocent doe. It was a little scary, but now that she knew what awaited her, thrilling too. 
 
      
 
    "We'd better not waste any time!" Cynthia agreed. Gosh, it certainly wasn't hard finding black participants! 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    "Now let's see, I'll need you both to sit down, strip to the waist, and let me measure you," the petite, curvy blonde said in as business-like a tone as she could manage, considering the circumstances. The three of them had practically run to the guys' huge campus apartment. The University really did spoil its athletes!  
 
      
 
    "Shit, why don't we just get to the good part," Reggie grumbled. 
 
      
 
    "There will be plenty of time for that," Cynthia gulped. "You aren't embarrassed to show me what you're working with, are you?" she teased. 
 
      
 
    "Hells no!" the huge man snorted. The two of them quickly did as she requested, and more. In not time they were stripped completely nude, and sprawling side by side on the couch with every inch of their bodies exposed. She'd learned that they were both seniors, twenty-one and likely to make it to the NFL. They told her what postions they played, but she din't know enough, or care enough, about sports to remember. Their bodies were sculpted perfection. Muscled rippled everywhere under their ebony skin. Their cocks didn't disappoint either. Huge black pythons hung from their loins, drooping over the pale blue couch cushions and resting on their huge, hairy, brown balls. Nothing about these two men would make them humble. Their confidence was nearly as sexy as their god-like bodies! 
 
      
 
    "Good!" Cynthia shook herself. She had work to do! She quickly measured their limber states,  and jotted the details down in her little notebook. She needed to work fast before they got hard, after all. Plus, the quicker she got her research over with, the quicker they could get to the fun part! 
 
      
 
    "Now, we'll need your erect lengths," she told them. 
 
      
 
    "It might help if you give us a little show, babygirl!" Demarcus snorted. He lounged back on the couch, letting her get a good view and making no moves to stimulate himself.  
 
      
 
    "All right," Cynthia nodded. She'd never seen a real stripper in action, let alone stripped sensually for a man. She did her best, though, rolling her hips as she slowly removed her blouse, then shimmying out of her skirt. 
 
      
 
    "Fucking stockings like a good ho," Reggie grunted in apppreciation.  
 
      
 
    "Thanks?" Cynthia said cautiously. The men laughed. That stopped when she unsnapped her lacy, black, D-cup bra and her big, firm, round tits popped into view. She ran her little hands over them, pulling them up and letting go so the the super-firm orbs settled against her body with a satisfying jiggle. She toyed with her long pink nipples, watching the men's faces and licking her lips. Their nostrils flared and almost as one, their big black cocks started to swell. 
 
      
 
    "As hot a slut as any of the dumb bitches on the cheerleading squad," Demarcus grinned. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck yeah!" Reggie agreed. "Take them panties off!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, these?" Cynthia cooed seductively and turned. She'd heard black men had a thing for asses, and luckily hers was plump and round, if not quite as huge as some of those rapper's dancers or girlfriends. She bent slightly, slowly pulling the black lace panties down over her creamy round rump, then shaking it slowly for them. When she turned back around, she found her goal to get tham hard had been achieved! 
 
      
 
    "Oh, such big black cocks!" she purred and dropped to her knees in front of Reggie, to her left. Her hands trembled slightly as she measured out the full length. "9.6 inches," she observed. Not quite as long as Lester or the janitor, but far larger than her boyfriend or other white men. She smiled and moved on to Demarcus.  
 
      
 
    "Like what you see, babygirl?" he smirked, still leaning back like the king of the whole damn world.  
 
      
 
    "Oh my yes!" Cynthia gushed. She measured him quickly, not surprised to see that his huge, ebony phallus topped out the longest she'd seen so far, at 11.1 inches. She wrapped one hand around him, then reached over and did the same with Reggie's black staff. Her fingers didn't make it all the way around either of them, and while she didn't officially measure girth, they felt almost identical to her hands, far thicker than any of her white subjects had been. 
 
      
 
    "Now for the fun part," she giggled at them and glanced at the clock. Thirteen minutes past ten in the morning. She'd have to remember to check again when each man came, to add that to her journal along with their length measurements! The men grinned at each other. 
 
      
 
    "Suck Reggie first, babygirl," Demarcus winked. "The poor boy is goin crazy!" 
 
      
 
    "Okay, but I'll need to do you one at a time to get accurate times!" Cynthia giggled. Time was wasting, she knew, so she dropped her head into the young athlete's lap and set to it! She couldn't wait any longer in any case. That huge black cock beckoned her, drawing her in by its sheer size and power. Even the color, so dark compared to her own pale flesh, had a seductive attraction. She opened her plump lips wide and sucked his deep brown cock head all the way to the back of her throat. 
 
      
 
    "This chick really loves black dick," Reggie snorted. He wasn't wrong, Cynthia realized as she sucked and licked him even harder. She looked up at him through her big, nerdy glasses, nodding and moaning around his big black cock. 
 
      
 
    "You'd better be careful, babygirl!" Demarcus chuckled as he looked on, surprisingly patient. "You're gonna get hooked!" 
 
      
 
    "That's right!" Reggie grunted as Cynthia started to bob. She smeared her slutty red lipstick down the length of his huge prick as she took his chocolate cock head into her growling, hungry little throat.  
 
      
 
    "Hooked, and Black Only For Life!" Demarcus laughed. Cynthia whimpered around Reggie's cock at the words. She'd never heard anything that sounded so tempting and naughty in her life. She closed her eyes and pushed her cute little face all the way down, not stopping until her sweet red lips clung to the hairy root of the black man's enormous cock. The men jeered, and Reggie took hold of her long, golden hair, guiding her hot sucking mouth up and down every black inch.  
 
      
 
    "God I love this," Cynthia moaned as Reggie pulled her off. He guided her face lower, and she didn't resist, even when he pulled her pretty face right up against his sweaty, musky nut sac. She opened wide, sucking and licking and slurping at those potent orbs. She covered them with slobber before trying to suck them into her mouth one by one. Even his balls were bigger! 
 
      
 
    "I need your cock again!" she moaned, and Reggie graciously let her lick her way up the length of his shaft. She enveloped his cock head once more, slamming the whole length down her throat in sexual desperation. She sucked him on and on, losing herself in the deliciousness of it. Finally, he started tensing and shifting on the couch, and she knew his time had come. 
 
      
 
    "Ten forty-nine, not bad!" she giggled as she hurriedly pulled a collection cup from her bag. She pulled his cock out straight with one hand and held the cup ready with the other. She bent low, licking just under the head from the side until he let loose. Blast after blast splashed into the cup, and she smiled as the powerful scent hit her nose. He had a truly impressive volume! 
 
      
 
    "My turn!" Demarcus growled, impatient for his turn at last. Cynthia paused just long enough to make sure the cap was one tight before crawling over to the taller man and sucking his giant black cock down her throat too. The last inch was the hardest, but she held her breath and pushed, forcing that arm-sized shaft to bend and sink balls-deep into her hot, gurgling gullet. 
 
      
 
    The poor guy had been waiting so long, she pulled out all the stops. Her tongue swished as fast as she could move it, painting the underside of his cock with her spit as she bobbed up and down so hard and fast her neck began to ache. Each time she sank to the hilt on his black monster, he let out a deep, satisfied grunt of animal pleasure. The little blonde's head began to spin as she kept the furious pace without letting up even once. She timed her breathing on the upstroke, then sucked as hard as she could on the blistering fast and painful journey down to the base. She could feel her big breasts wobbling beneath slim body.  
 
      
 
    "I told you that white ho could suck!" Reggie laughed happily as Cynthia sucked the life out his taller friend. That's what she was to them. A white ho. A slut. A piece of ass. She moaned in lust around him, somehow managing to suck him even harder. She wondered how long Garrison would have lasted if she ever sucked him with so much gusto. The thought of doing so didn't seem right, though. Black cock simply deserved it more.  
 
      
 
    She reached low to cup Demarcus's balls while she impaled her pretty face brutally on his dick. The little tickle was all he needed to send him over the edge. He jerked, he swore, he pounded the couch cushions with this fists. 
 
      
 
    "Look at you!" Cynthia cried in joy as she held the collection cup under him just in time. His load was every bit as impressive as Reggie's had been, and she tucked it in her bag carefully. 
 
      
 
    "I gotta get some of this!" Reggie declared. His nostrils flared, his fat lips quivered.  
 
      
 
    "Oh please do!" Cynthia begged. She sprawled back out on the thick carpet in front of the couch. She spread her shapely legs wide, digging her heels down and arching her back. Her pussy, nearly bald save for a tiny patch of pale golden hair above, was dripping and pink and ready. She took off her glasses and batted her long black eyelashes at the two huge black men as she toyed with her own, full, heavy tits to entice them.  
 
      
 
    "Go ahead, I'll catch up," Demarcus told his friend. Reggie didn't wait any longer than that. He crouched between the blonde's spread legs and hooking his huge black hands under her stocking-clad knees. He pushed her legs up and out even further, making her delicate pink lips spread. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck me, Reggie," she whined. The sight of that huge black man towering over her little white body was too much. She needed his huge black cock and she needed it right that instant! He nudged the fat head against her lips for a second, then found her steaming hot hole. 
 
      
 
    "Damn, she's tight!" he hissed as he sank every last inch into her dripping snatch in a single, powerful plunge. Her pussy quivered, the walls forced to expand in an instant. The sensation was so powerful, Cynthia couldn't move or scream. She lay back, stunned and gasping, her toes curling in her sexy little heels.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck her good, Reggie!" Demarcus urged his buddy. Reggie threw her little legs over his brawny shoulders, her sexy stockings rubbing against his muscular neck. His big, powerful rump pulled back, then slammed into her once more. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my GOD!" Cynthia finally found her voice. Reggie's big, pistoning cock forced her tight snatch wide open as he drilled her with all the strength his giant athletic body could muster. She held on to his thick black forearms and thrashed, screaming as her orgasm detonated inside her over-stuffed body.  
 
      
 
    He kept at it, fucking her at a manic pace, making her ass scoot along the thick carpet he rammed her pussy. Her whole body felt over-sensitive. She could feel every fiber of the carpet beneath her, the cool air stimulated her wobbling tits and rock-hard nipples. Her stockings felt so sleek and sexy on her legs. Most of all, Reggie's big black cock pounded the back of her pussy, each thrust sending a shockwave of pleasure to rock her petite curvy body. 
 
      
 
    "I need some of this!" Demarcus growled sometime after her fifth or sixth orgasm. She was rapidly losing count, and control of her senses. Reggie complained but pulled out, and Cynthia found herself being positioned and man-handled like a little doll. They groped her, caressed her, twisted her nipples, slapped her ass. They pulled her hair and her legs, bringing her up onto her hands and knees. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck yes!" Demarcus cried from behind her as he filled her hot little cunt from behind. His cock seemed to keep coming and coming, pushing up against the back wall of her pussy, then pushing some more. His long, thick cock stretched her pussy like never before, forcing her to open up deeper and deeper. At last his huge, hairy nuts pushed up against her body, and she shrieked in pure ecstasy from the painful, yet exquisite sensation. 
 
      
 
    "Shut up, slut!" Reggie snorted a laugh. He did the job himself, getting on his knees and stuffing her throat with nearly ten inches of black dick. They worked in tandem, each one of them thrusting their big, muscle-bound bodies into her at once. She flexed, her back arching from the force of it, her pussy and throat smarting. Then they'd pull back a few inches and do it again. She came every few minutes under their rhythmic assault, using all her strength just to keep her body from collapsing from sensory overload. 
 
      
 
    "Swallow it all!" Reggie roared. He used a fistful of her bright blonde locks as a leash, pulling her so tight against him she couldn't even breath through her nose. His ebony balls tightened against her chin, and moments later, she gulped down several blasts of tangy, white-hot cum. 
 
      
 
    "Such a hot little thang, babygirl!" Demarcus panted. She could feel his sweat dripping down onto her arching back as he gave it his all for several more minutes. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, fuck me with that black dick!" she looked over her shoulder at him, her hair flipping and her eyes bright and wild and blue. 
 
      
 
    "That's a good bitch!" Demarcus grunted, and came deep within her. His thick, potent black seed filled her stretched and abused pussy to over-flowing. Rivers of the silvery ooze dripped down her thighs to the lace tops of her sexy black stockings. 
 
      
 
    "Shit, it's almost two!" Reggie said sourly. 
 
      
 
    "Damn! I'm still hard for this little slut!" Demarcus agreed. 
 
      
 
    "You can be a little bit late for your practice, can't you? I mean, we've still got over an hour," Cynthia found the strength to beg for more. She couldn't help it, she was already addicted to it.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck yeah!" Reggie laughed smugly. He lay back on the carpet beside her, his third erection every bit as huge and imposing as his first. "Come get it, ho!" 
 
      
 
    "Don't mind if I do!" Cynthia giggled. She straddled the man as if he were a prize black stallion. She wiggled her ass, reaching behind her to line that black cock up with her sloppy pussy. She let her knees drop from under her, and in a heartbeat, she was stuffed once more by nearly ten inches of fat, ebony cock. 
 
      
 
    She rode him ferociously, working her knees to force her round ass up and down as fast as the two men had fucked her. She leaned over the big man, her huge naked tits dangling and wobbling in his face as she bucked atop his body like a woman possessed. 
 
      
 
    "Look at that white ass move!" Demarcus smacked his lips. He got right behind her, slowing her frantic ride with a huge hand on her hip.  
 
      
 
    "What are you doing?" she gulped nervously. 
 
      
 
    "Just fucking stay still for a minute!" was the only reply she got. Moments later, she felt it. Demarcus's enormous black cock, covered with his own cum and her sweet juices, pressing into the tight pink pucker of her virgin anus!  
 
      
 
    "I've never-" she began, her eyes wide in terror. 
 
      
 
    "You'd better get used to it, if you wanna go black, babygirl," Demarcus advised as he ground his huge knob into her most intimiate of orifices. "We gotta have dat ass!" 
 
      
 
    "R-really?" she bit her lip. It was so dirty. She didn't even let Garrison talk about anal sex, let alone fuck her ass! Yet she knew she couldn't say no. Those two beefy black brutes had given her so many hard cums, she owed it to them. More than that, the thought of giving them something that she'd never given a white man turned her on. 
 
      
 
    "Really," they confirmed, almost as one. 
 
      
 
    "Then you'd better do it right now and do it good!" she giggled. "I mean, if I'm going to go Black Only For Life, like you said, I'd better know all the tricks!" 
 
      
 
    "Damn right!" Demarcus laughed.  
 
      
 
    "Don't fuck around too much, I need to feel this ho's cunt movin on me again!" Reggie said. He busied himself by grabbing her tits, kneading them forcefully so that his thick black fingers sank deep into her soft white flesh. His thick lips sought her nipples, sucking on them hard, one after the other, all the while his cock sat still, filling her pussy to near capacity and twitching urgently inside of her. 
 
      
 
    Cynthia didn't think it was his intention, but when Demarcus started forcing his huge black cock into her virgin ass, she was glad of the distraction. She held on to his head and held absolutely still as the fist-sized, purplish-black tip ground into the tight ring and brutally forced her to open right up. 
 
      
 
    "Jesus!" she screamed in pain. It was unnatural! It was too big! It was going to tear her apart! He pulled out and pushed in again, this time getting the whole head inside. Cynthia panted and started to sweat even more. Could she handle it?  
 
      
 
    "Just relax, babygirl," Demarcus soothed, stroking the small of her back. He eased off and inserted himself for a third time.  
 
      
 
    "Oh!" Cynthia sucked in long breath. It hadn't hurt nearly as much that time. It tingled too, in a strange new way that was a little perverse. It was clear the big man was no stranger to anal virgins, because he worked is black dick into her patiently, letting her open up bit by bit. Her pussy grew even tighter around Reggie, and the shorter man groaned as he slobbered all over her tits. Cynthia tightened her bottom, then let herself relax. 
 
      
 
    "There ya go, babygirl!" Demarcus sighed as he sank all the way into her hot, churning guts. His enormous balls came to rest atop Reggie's as both men filled her at once.  
 
      
 
    "This is so intense!" the little blonde whined. She wiggled her butt, and millions of little delicate tingles spread out from her ass and pussy alike.  
 
      
 
    "Let's fuck this bitch!" Reggie said as he let a reddened and abused nipple come free of his fat lips with a pop. The men began to move again, and Cynthia held on for the long, sweaty, desperate ride. They worked her body like a steam engine. Reggie would shift his hips, pulling back a couple inches even as Demarcus stuffed her upturned ass with all eleven black inches. Then they'd reverse, with Reggie jerking his fat dick into her oozing snatch just as Demarcus was readying himself for yet another downward stroke. 
 
      
 
    Her ass opened up like a flower in full bloom. The pain was gone now, and all that was left was the incredible sensation of being completely, utterly stuffed. She wailed in ecstasy as the two black jocks fucked her pussy and ass at the same time. She lost count of her orgasms somewhere after twelve, and they never seemed to stop coming.  
 
      
 
    The room grew steamy as the pair stayed locked in position, grinding and humping away. The smell of sweat, cock, and pussy filled the room. The blonde's screams and the black men's bellows of pleasure echoed off the walls until well into the afternoon. They filled her up yet again, cum pouring out of her and drenching the carpets. She took everything that had to give, and she knew she'd found her true calling. 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    It was after five by the time Cynthia finally stumbled back to the apartment she shared with her beloved Garrison. Her hair was a ragged mess. Her lipstick was all gone, left in smears all over those two big black cocks. Her cheeks were streaked with black from her make up from sweating and crying and cumming so much. Her stockings, so sexy, were stained and had runs all the way from her ankles to her thighs. She dropped her bag beside the door and heaved a great, weary sigh. 
 
      
 
    "Cynthia?" Garrison gaped in surprise as he came from the kitchen to greet her. He took her all in, his nostrils flaring as he caught the scent of cum wafting from her. 
 
      
 
    "Garrison," she smiled back at him shyly. How mad was he going to be? 
 
      
 
    "What on Earth happened to you?" he asked, concerned. 
 
      
 
    "Well, I measured a couple more African American guys today, and well, things kind of got out of hand. For hours." she blushed. She didn't think she was still capable of it, but there it was. "Are you angry with me?" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, of course!" he frowned and shook his head ruefully. "But after what happened this morning I can't say I'm surprised." 
 
      
 
    "Can you ever forgive me?" her bottom lip quivered. Had she really just thrown everything good in her life away for sex? 
 
      
 
    "Of course, my love," her loving boyfriend sighed. "You told me yourself how impressive they were. I kind of feel like I've been denying you all this time." It was his turn to blush!  
 
      
 
    "Well, you have," she admitted. "But it's not your fault. They just have better genes or something. But it's just sex, Garrison. I still love you!" 
 
      
 
    "And I love you, too," he affirmed, and he folded her into his strong, comforting arms. They kissed deeply, yet tenderly, and she was shocked when he didn't balk at the taste of cum and cock lingering on her lips. 
 
      
 
    "I still feel badly for you," she said, softly caressing his handsome cheek. 
 
      
 
    "I kind of feel badly for myself!" he chuckled. "But you know me, Cynthia. When have I ever let a little thing like sex affect my self-image?" 
 
      
 
    "Never," she smiled.  
 
      
 
    "So were they all you imagined?" he asked, smirking a little. She could feel the little bump of his hardness pressing against her belly. He not only forgave her, but was turned on too! She let out a big sigh of relief. 
 
      
 
    "Better," she grinned. "Sex with black men is so much better than with white. Night and day, Garrison. It's truly amazing!" 
 
      
 
    "Fuck, you're a naughty little one, aren't you?" he laughed, pushing his stiff tent against her even more forcefully. 
 
      
 
    "Yes. I'm a cheating little slut! I have to say, I fucked Lester and that janitor Friday, too. I couldn't resist. And yes, all four of them were SO much better than you!" She teased mercilessly as she reached down, undoing his belt and lowering the zipper on his khaki slacks. 
 
      
 
    "My girlfriend is so fucking sexy!" he observed. "I'm glad they satisfied you so well!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh I was!" she nodded enthusiastically. His cock filled her little hand, and she had to fight the urge to pull away in disgust.  
 
      
 
    "I'm going to fuck you so hard!" he growled. He picked her up by the arms and carried her three steps to their little breakfast table. 
 
      
 
    "Oh! Are you just?" she licked her lips and spread her long legs. 
 
      
 
    "Just you wait, Missy!" Garrison wagged a finger at her before hitching up her skirt. She'd left her panties at the football players' place, and her naked pussy still oozed cum from the swollen, abused lips. 
 
      
 
    "What are you waiting for?" she whispered in his ear. When he stuffed his white cock into her, it felt more like a pinkie finger than a cock. He gave a thrust, then two, and she pulled away to look into his eyes. "Are you even inside me?" 
 
      
 
    "SHIT!" he yelped at her words, cumming instantly! She could just feel him twitching and spurting inside her, but the fact that even after cheating on him with four men in the last three days, she could make him cum in under thirty seconds, filled her with pride. 
 
      
 
    "You like that don't you," She purred, licking his ear and holding him close to her. 
 
      
 
    "God help me, I do," he panted.  
 
      
 
    "Then help me get undressed and take a good hot bath, and I'll tell you all about it," she promised, her voice lowe and sultry. 
 
      
 
    "I'd like that," he smiled, and they kissed again. 
 
      
 
    To Be Continued 
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