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 "I'm sorry, I just can't endorse this study for publication," Professor Thompson frowned down at the stack of papers and charts. His bushy eyebrows lowered as he flipped the folder closed and tossed it across his desk toward the young blonde woman sitting anxiously at the other side, Cynthia Haliday. He was an older fellow, with drooping jowls and a thick white moustache that made him look like an elderly walrus. A grumpy elderly walrus. Unfortunately, he was also head of the Psychology Department.  
 
      
 
    "But why not?" she protested. She was petite, curvy, yet slim, but hid her body in a conservative gray skirt suit. Her golden hair was pulled back into a bun, and even the shoes she wore had only a one-inch heel. She wanted to look serious and professional for this meeting, after all. She'd been working for months on her penis size study, the last three of them, exclusively with African Americans. In that time, she'd gathered more than enough evidence to show a distinct difference in size, duration before ejaculation, and seminal volume. The science was clear, and with over eight-hundred participants, statistically significant! 
 
      
 
    "For starters, this kind of analysis on ethnic lines smacks of racism! In the Nineteenth Century this kind of study was often cited as proof that people of African descent were inferior," he frowned again, and the little blonde had to concede he had a point. People often assumed that any kind of physical superiority went hand-in-hand with mental inferiority. A stupid notion, especially considering that once bias in the intelligence tests were removed, and differences in socio-economic class are accounted for, humans of all races had the same average IQ. Still, the stereotype of the scrawny nerd and the dumb jock were powerful ones.  
 
      
 
    "As interesting as your findings are," the woman sitting next to Cynthia added, "putting this kind of information into the public sphere would cause too much negative press. We'd be branded the racist university of the Midwest!"  
 
      
 
    "I guess you're right, Doctor Perry," Cynthia turned to the woman and sighed. Professor Julia Perry was not only her mentor, but a highly respected teacher and researcher both. She'd been published more than any psychology professor at the college, all before the age of forty. Cynthia had always looked up to her, and why not? Despite being gorgeous and young, the tall, curvaceous brunette somehow managed to be taken seriously by everyone in the department. It was no doubt the brilliance of her research, more than the tight skirts and low-cut blouses she tended to wear! Cynthia thought if she could only manage have her poise and confidence, she might one day have it all, just like Doctor Perry. 
 
      
 
    "Don't feel badly, Cynthia," the older woman patted her arm affectionately. "I'm sure your study will make a fine doctoral thesis." 
 
      
 
    "I"m afraid not," crusty old Thompson interjected. "I won't have this racist, and no doubt highly biased study helping anyone at this university achieve our highest degree!" 
 
      
 
    "It's not biased!" Cynthia squeaked.  
 
      
 
    "Preposterous!" the older man snorted. "Are you suggesting that there is nearly a twelve centimeter difference between men of African descent and others? No study ever, not even the older ones I mentioned, went that far!" 
 
      
 
    "Are you accusing me of dishonesty?" Cynthia felt her heart pounding in her chest. If they leveled that charge against her, her career was over! 
 
      
 
    "I wouldn't say that," the older man shook his head. "But young women get silly ideas. I doubt you exaggerated on purpose. Or that your black participants were pre-selected to confirm your bias, on purpose, either. That being said, even experienced researches can let these things happen." 
 
      
 
    "I didn't do either of those things!" the little blonde insisted. 
 
      
 
    "Really? Of the eighty-three African American participants you studied, almost fifty were either on the basketball or football teams. I'd say that skews your bias at least a little," the old man was persistent.  
 
      
 
    "Look, both of you," Perry interjected. "Despite some clear racial skewing, your work has a lot of potential, and we shouldn't throw it away. Wasn't your original purpose in this study to combine it with male attitudes and expectations of size and performance?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes," Cynthia admitted. It seemed like such a boring study to her now, after she'd uncovered such a tragic oversight in penis size research of the past. The world needed to know that the so-called Black Myth was not only true, but may have even been selling black men short! She tried her best not to pout.  
 
      
 
    "That is the real issue, isn't it?" Thompson nodded and coughed into his hand, making his moustache blow out from his face for an instant. "Fascinating stuff, Miss Halliwell! All you need to do now is interview a few hundred men about their feelings, and you'll have a study worth not only of your degree, but of serious publication!" 
 
      
 
    "I suppose you're right," Cynthia sighed. 
 
      
 
    "But you'll need to eliminate all mention of race from the report," Thompson went on. "Just fold the black men's averages in with the rest. And if you insist on doing so, add more to your study, but stay away from the athletes this time!"  
 
      
 
    "But-" Cynthia stopped herself. She'd been interviewing black athletes for her own reasons. Mainly that she'd slept with almost all of them. In the span of three months she'd gone from having slept with less than half a dozen men in her life to over fifty. In that time, of course, all those additional men were black.  
 
      
 
    "Yes?" Doctor Perry asked after Cynthia sat quietly for a time. 
 
      
 
    "Nothing. You're right. Both of you are right. I may have been getting a little ahead of myself," she sighed. She didn't think she was, and she stood by all her measurements. Sure, she may have some selection bias, but she had white athletes in her study too. She'd also studied a few men like her friend Lester, black but not at all interested in sports or fitness. She would just have to take an extra month, and find even more short, unathletic black men like Lester to study.  
 
      
 
    "Very well, have a good day, Miss Haliday!" Thompson dismissed her with a wave of his gnarled old hand. Cynthia gathered her data and shuffled out quickly, with her tall mentor following at her heels. 
 
      
 
    "Very intriguing work, I must say," the older woman rested a slender hand on her shoulder. "But I suspect you've got a little fetish you're letting creep into the data!" 
 
      
 
    "Well, maybe," Cynthia blushed. 
 
      
 
    "I know how you feel. When I was your age, I fantasized about it a lot myself," the pretty woman stooped a little to whisper it to Cynthia. Her big brown eyes sparkled with mischief.  
 
      
 
    "Just fantasized?" Cynthia wondered. 
 
      
 
    "I guess I never had the guts. Anyway, I'm happily married now, so that's what it will have to remain, fantasy of my youth. Anyway, good luck on your research, Cynthia. I'm sure you'll get that PhD right on time, and if you need any help, you have my number!" 
 
      
 
    "Thank you so much, Doctor Perry! I might have to take you up on that!" Cynthia said, wondering what her next move should be. She headed over to the lab where Lester did his own graduate work, to see if he could help her out, too. Lester surely had other, nerdy black friends! 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    "He was that big, huh?" Garrison grunted. The tall, handsome man, himself a PhD, reclined on the big, cozy couch. Cynthia, his girlfriend, sat beside him, idly stroking his small, white penis. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes! Almost as big as Coach Washington!" Cynthia squealed in delight. While her boyfriend relaxed and enjoyed her tiny hand on his hard on, the blonde spread her legs wide. Save for white thigh high stockings, she was nude. Her bald little pussy, the lips red and swollen, still oozed thick, silvery cum. Cum that wasn't Garrison's. 
 
      
 
    "How big was the Coach again?" her loving white boyfriend grunted.  
 
      
 
    "Thirteen and a half," Cynthia whispered into his ear. "And I took every last inch, too. He was so big and black, you know I can't help myself!" She slowed her strokes, barely moving her hand at all and gripping only lightly. Any more stimulation and she knew that, like most white men, her boyfriend would lose control quickly! 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, you're a little slut for black guys aren't you!" he chuckled. He reached over and slid a knowing hand over her breasts, then down her flat belly. A soft fingertip dipped briefly into her cum-soaked pussy, only to move back up and slowly circle her tingling clit. 
 
      
 
    "I think I am!" she purred in pleasure. "Coach Washington fucked me so hard that day! When I told him about the study, he knew what was up!" she giggled. "He didn't even bother to lock the door, he just whipped out his superior Black Cock and let me measure him!" 
 
      
 
    "And what did you do?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh I got on my knees and got him hard. With my mouth!" she gave his cock a little squeeze, making him squirm on the couch. "He didn't want that for long, though. He turned me right over the bench and shoved that black beauty all the way into my ass!" 
 
      
 
    "Jesus! That bastard!" Garrison groaned. 
 
      
 
    "Richie was more gentle. I mean, he's Lester's video game pal," Cynthia grinned. "Geeky as hell and barely taller than I am!" 
 
      
 
    "What a shrimp!" Garrison laughed. He was over six feet tall himself. Athletic, fit, handsome, but lacking in some areas. Cynthia glanced at her hand as she stroked. He wasn't even five inches long, she knew. Her tiny fist pretty much covered his whole cock.  
 
      
 
    "Not where it counts!" she countered. "Oh not all! He had 13.3 inches, to be exact! Longer and thicker than even the black cocks on the football AND basketball teams! I let that goofy little nerd fuck me all day today!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah?" Garrison grunted. Even with her light touch, he was getting close! She felt bad for him, but worse for herself. How could anyone expect her to enjoy sex with men who had such tiny penises? Especially when they didn't last and last like black men did? 
 
      
 
    "Yeah. In my mouth, my ass, and most of all my pussy. I got him hard six times," she whispered in his ear. "You know, I looked at my research, and he was the fiftieth black guy I've had sex with now!" 
 
      
 
    "Jesus! You ARE a slut!" Garrison gasped. He was right on the edge, so she pulled her hand away, instead. She held on tight to his wrist so he would keep touching her sloppy, cum-filled pussy. 
 
      
 
    "You know, with all the data I've compiled," she bit her lip before going on. She had a thought that was dirty and wrong, but she just couldn't deny it. "I think I might just give up on white cock for good!" 
 
      
 
    "Not even mine, baby?" Garrison whined a little, but he didn't stop working her clit. He rolled his expert finger around the little nub faster and faster, and her own orgasm started to build. He took himself awkwardly in his left hand, taking over for her. 
 
      
 
    "The data doesn't lie, honey," she said as sympathetically as she could. She gave him a kiss on the cheek, and he came like a fountain! His little cock kept shooting and shooting, coating his stomach and dripping down his pumping fist! 
 
      
 
    "My goodness, Garrison! I've never seen you cum like that! Almost as much as a black guy!" Cynthia cooed in delight, her blue eyes sparkling. 
 
      
 
    "That doesn't mean I want you to stop having sex with me!" he said nervously, but it was clear. He was turned on by the fantasy of it! 
 
      
 
    "Really, honey? I should have you look at my statistics," she offered with a moan. His finger really did feel quite nice! 
 
      
 
    "I'm enough of a scientist that I demand proof!" he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "Right after I cum, I'll show you!" she panted, getting close. 
 
      
 
    "No, I mean in person. With my own eyes!" he blushed as he said it, and it was enough to send her spiraling out of control. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, yes!" she squealed as she lifted her curvy hips, pushing her aching, stretched pussy and throbbing clit harder into her boyfriend's skilled hand.  
 
      
 
    "You're sexy when you cum," he said when she'd calmed down. He kissed her deeply, and she sucked on his tongue contentedly. 
 
      
 
    "Did you mean that, about wanting proof with your own eyes?" she whispered. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, if it's not too kinky?" he said bashfully. 
 
      
 
    "I think that can be arranged. The main psychology building has some interview rooms with two-sided mirrors," she said, her voice trailing off at the end. Two-sided mirrors. Seeing the evidence in person. An idea was forming in her head. 
 
      
 
    "What are you thinking about, Cynthia?" 
 
      
 
    "Carry me to our bedroom and fuck me as hard as you can with that little white dick!" she begged, her voice thick with lust. "I've got an idea for my research that you just might like!" 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    "Thank you so much for your help, Lester!" Cynthia said excitedly. She kissed the scrawny black man on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    "Anything for you, Cyn!" he beamed. He'd been eager to help her and Garrison set up one of the observation rooms. Together they'd moved in a nice throw rug and a big, cozy couch from one of the lounges to replace the old, metal table and chairs. It was hard work, but the small room would be a lot more comfortable for what she had planned. 
 
      
 
    "Let's go see if my boyfriend has the camera set up!" she suggested and waved at the big mirror that took up one wall. She and Lester hurried through the door and down the hall. 
 
      
 
    "Everything is working fine, take a look," he said when they came in. 
 
      
 
    "Did you adjust the focus like I told you, Garrison?" Lester asked. The thin young man bent to take a look. 
 
      
 
    "Sure did! Thanks for the tip!" the handsome man chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "Lester is just a marvel," Cynthia squealed.  
 
      
 
    "Not as marvelous as you look tonight!" Garrison smiled down at her. She certainly looked the part of the sexy scientist, right out of a porno! She had on the little white coat, of course, and her big over-sized glasses as well. Her long golden hair was pulled into cute, girlish pigtails. Her white blouse seemed a size or two too small for her generous bosom, and she'd unbuttoned it low enough to show not just her deep, inviting cleavage, but a hint of her lacy bra as well. She was going full sexy schoolgirl tonight, tiny plaid miniskirt and all. Under the skirt she wore black heels and thigh high stockings. The black men seemed to love them, and Garrison sure wasn't complaining either. Her skirt was so short, a full inch or two of bare flesh was visible over the tops of her stockings. She left her lab coat open to show everything off. 
 
      
 
    "You're looking fine as ever, Cyn!" Lester agreed. 
 
      
 
    "My two men," she sighed. She pulled her hunky white boyfriend down so she could kiss him on the cheek. Then turned and wrapped her arms and a leg around the whip-slender Lester, sucking hard on his tongue and letting him grope her awkwardly for several long minutes. 
 
      
 
    "Jesus!" Garrison gasped. "I'm your boyfriend! When's my turn?" 
 
      
 
    "You might get one," she giggled. "Might. Black men come first! But I'd better go check on my make up! Lester you made a mess of me!" 
 
      
 
    She left them gawking as she headed to the restroom. By the time she'd finished fixing her lipstick, Coach Washington was waiting in the lobby. He was tall, as one would imagine of a college basketball coach. In his forties, with classic rugged features and skin so dark it could have been ink. He was more than fit; she could see his muscle bulging under his red polo shirt and khaki pants. 
 
      
 
    "There's a good girly!" he winked at her and smiled. His huge, perfect white teeth shone like beacons, and she grinned right back at him. He was well over six feet tall, and even in her heels, the little five-four blonde had to crane her neck to look up at him.  
 
      
 
    "Hiya, Coach!" she greeted him cheerfully. She wanted to rip his clothes off and let him fuck her right there, but they still had to wait on Doctor Perry! "Come on, I'll show you to the exam room! And thanks again for helping me out! I'm sure once Doctor Perry sees your measurements in person, she'll take my side about my study!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I've seen her and her husband at some functions. She's too fine a woman to be stuck with that little white wimp!" he snorted through his wide nostrils as the small blonde led him back to their make-shift little porn set. 
 
      
 
    "What about me?" she wondered. 
 
      
 
    "Your boyfriend isn't so wimpy," he said diplomatically. "But I think you and I both know that you deserve better. You're a hot little cupcake!" he slapped her ass hard enough to make her squeal! 
 
      
 
    "You might be right!" she giggled and had him sit on the couch. She wanted to sit next to him and wait, but figured things would quickly get out of hand if she did. She excused herself and took yet another trip down the hall. Her mentor was just coming in when she got there. 
 
      
 
    "Doctor Perry!" Cynthia called cheerfully. Her professor had dressed well for the occasion, as Cynthia knew she would. The taller woman's high heels clicked on the tile floor as she came closer. Her long legs shimmered slightly with nude hose. Her blue pencils skirt hugged her shapely thighs and round hips. Her pale blue blouse was cut low, exposing ripe, tan cleavage. Her thick brown hair spread over her shoulders in glossy waves, and as always, her make up was perfect. Cynthia hoped she looked just as hot when she was thirty-nine! 
 
      
 
    "Nice to see you, Cynthia!" the older woman smiled and gave her a fierce hug. When they parted the older woman looked down at her clothing. "I feel a bit overdressed!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh don't say that, Doctor Perry! You always looks so beautiful! Anyway, thank you so much for coming. I want to make sure my methods are correct, and you're the best researcher in the whole school," Cynthia gushed. It might have been flattery, if it weren't also true.  
 
      
 
    "I'm always glad to help my students! Do you have a subject ready so I can observe your methodology?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, I've got him in one of the exam rooms," Cynthia nodded. "Do you want to review any of my notes or should we go ahead and start?" 
 
      
 
    "We can look at your notes after. Let's go meet your subject. I'm curious, after all. What is it like to look at penises and watch men masturbate all day?" she asked with a throaty laugh. 
 
      
 
    "That depends a great deal on the man, really," Cynthia said knowingly. "I think youv'e already met the subject, though." 
 
      
 
    "Oh? That could be awkward, especially if he's a student," the brunette mused. 
 
      
 
    "He's not a student," Cynthia said, and opened the exam room door, ushering her teacher in ahead of her. 
 
      
 
    "Julia Perry, as I live and breathe!" Coach Washington grinned as they entered. He jumped to his feet, grinning in that friendly way of his that didn't quite undo the intimidating nature of his size. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, hello, Bill!" Doctor Perry rejoined nervously. "I didn't think you'd lower yourself to participating in one of my student's research!" 
 
      
 
    "Always glad to help the Psychology Department," he chuckled. There were a few minutes of awkward pleasantries, and it was clear that the two had rarely spoken before.  
 
      
 
    "Shall we get started?" Cynthia suggested. She glanced at the mirror and could just make out, through the reflective glass, a tiny red light blinking in the adjoining room. The camera was rolling! 
 
      
 
    "I'm game!" the coach said. 
 
      
 
    "Er, yes. Sure, by all means," Doctor Perry blushed and stammered. Cynthia almost laughed from the turnabout. She'd never seen her sexy, confident mentor lose her cool! 
 
      
 
    "Great!" Cynthia pointed to the left side of the couch. "Have a seat right there, good! And I'll just sit over here!" The blonde settled herself on the right end of the couch, with her sample cup, measuring tape, and clipboard in the middle.  
 
      
 
    "How do you usually, um, start?" Doctor Perry asked. 
 
      
 
    "I start with the flaccid measurement, that's the easiest. Coach Washington, do you mind taking off your pants?" she asked, trying to sound innocent and professional, despite the fact that the older man had used her long and hard only a few weeks before.  
 
      
 
    "Sure thing, girl," the coach said confidently. He was nothing if not confident, and for very good reason! He didn't just take off his pants, he shucked his shirt too, stripping all the way down to the buff right before both women's eyes. His body was a work of art. Carved from pure obsidian by a master. Every muscle stood in sharp relief under that inky black skin. His cock, veiny and monstrous, hung straight down between his powerful legs, already thicker than Cynthia's forearm. 
 
      
 
    "My goodness!" Doctor Perry yelped, her hand over her breast.  
 
      
 
    "I know, they really are quite shocking at first," Cynthia winked at her. "We have to work quickly, though. Black men are very responsive!" She pulled out the measuring tape, holding it up against his body and bending low to extend it all the way to the tip.  
 
      
 
    "I like the view," Washington quipped. Cynthia glanced up and licked her lip, glad that he had a nice view of her boobs.  
 
      
 
    "Could you write this down for me, Doctor Perry?" Cynthia asked sweetly. 
 
      
 
    "S-sure," the older woman gulped. Her hands trembled as she fumbled for the clipboard and pen. Her brown eyes were opened wide, and drawn like magnets to the sleeping black python hanging so close. 
 
      
 
    "He's 9.3 inches flaccid." Cynthia waited until her teacher had a chance to jot it down, before she started stroking the coach's monster black cock. 
 
      
 
    "I didn't mean to scare you, Julia," he said, his rumbling voice kind and sympathetic. "I thought you would have seen lots of these by now, a pretty woman like you." 
 
      
 
    "Well, I, uh, I've been married for thirteen years," Julia blushed. 
 
      
 
    "Still, it's just a penis," Cynthia said, business-like. "But I suppose I was rather surprised at the size difference with African Americans, too. After a while their size begins to seem, I don't know, normal." Cynthia kept stroking with both little fists, and sure enough, within seconds he began to grow, thickening in her hands. 
 
      
 
    "I can't imagine," Julia gasped. 
 
      
 
    "He's almost fully erect now," Cynthia nodded. She have him a playful little twist, loving the way his hot flesh felt beneath her, but trying not to show it. 
 
      
 
    "Oh thank God!" Julia mumbled. 
 
      
 
    "Let me just measure him again," Cynthia said and took the tape measure in hand. "This can't be right, it says 13.5 inches. That would be the biggest I've measured so far, by zero point two inches." 
 
      
 
    "Only by point two?" Julia said in awe. She shook herself, visibly forcing her professionalism to kick in.  
 
      
 
    "Mmhmm, just two days ago I measure one of Lester's friends. His black cock," she stopped and blushed. She hadn't meant to slip up and use the word cock so soon. Her mentor didn't seem to notice. "I mean his penis almost seemed larger, since he was only five and a half feet tall." 
 
      
 
    "That's, very impressive," Julia licked her lips unconsciously. 
 
      
 
    "Do you mind measuring him too, Doctor Perry? I want to make sure I'm doing it as accurately as possible!" the little blonde asked innocently. 
 
      
 
    "Um, sure," the older woman took a deep breath as the hulking coach stepped over to her. His enormous black prick swayed back and forth right in front of her stunned face. 
 
      
 
    "Don't be scared, it won't hurt you!" Coach Washington said. 
 
      
 
    "All right, Bill," Julia looked up at him, a smile playing on her plump lips. "I don't know if I'll be able to look you in the eye at faculty meetings in the future!" 
 
      
 
    "Ha! You aren't looking at them now. They're up here!" the laughing coach pointed to his face, and the pretty woman blushed again. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry, but, I'm just, impressed, frankly," the older woman was growing more confident. Cynthia smiled. She could tell by the way Julia was breathing and the hardness of her nipples poking through her low-cut blouse, that she was aroused. 
 
      
 
    "It happens," the huge man shrugged. Doctor Julia Perry extended the measuring tape, and for the first time in her life, touched a black cock. It lurched up a little as her soft fingers made contact, but she dutifully extended the measuring tape. 
 
      
 
    "You were right, Cynthia, 13.5," she said in awe. 
 
      
 
    "Now comes the really challenging part," Cynthia picked up the stop watch. "Go ahead and start so we can time his ejaculation!" 
 
      
 
    "Start?" the brunette gulped. 
 
      
 
    "Oh! Sorry! With most men I find that just having them manually stimulate themselves was adequate. However, black men usually need a little help," Cynthia explained. 
 
      
 
    "We don't want to be here all night, do we?" the coach laughed deeply. 
 
      
 
    "But I don't understand," the woman said breathlessly, though she clearly did. 
 
      
 
    "Just take a good grip with both hands and, you know, help him finish," Cynthia mimed stroking for her mentor.  
 
      
 
    "But my husband!" she whimpered. 
 
      
 
    "It's not like that! This is for science! Just give it a try! Black men can take SUPER long otherwise!" Cynthia explained. 
 
      
 
    "Like this?" Julia asked shyly as she wrapped her slender hands around the giant black pole. Cynthia had grown used to her fingers not reaching all the way around black cocks, but was surprised to see that the much taller woman had the same issue with the Coach's thick tool. 
 
      
 
    "Uh huh. Sometimes it helps to kiss it a little, if you're not too embarrassed," Cynthia went on.  
 
      
 
    "No! That really would be cheating!" 
 
      
 
    "Your husband does't have to know," Coach Washington added. "I've always thought you were one fine lady, Julia." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah?" she whispered, her hands moving slower but her mouth inching toward his hardness. 
 
      
 
    "Too fine to go without a real cock in her life. Just give it a taste. I won't tell a soul!" he pressed. His words weren't very convincing, but they didn't need to be. His mammoth black cock was more than persuasive. 
 
      
 
    "Oh God, you're so big, Bill!" Julia cooed as she held his black cock to her pretty face and rubbed the deep purple knob over her cheeks and lips. 
 
      
 
    "Thatta girl," he groaned. "Can you lick a little?" 
 
      
 
    "It will make things go faster," Cynthia urged. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, I guess it wouldn't hurt, as long as no one knows," she gulped. "And it's for science!" With that the MILF-y brunette closed her eyes and extended her long pink tongue. She and the huge black man shuddered together as she drew it ever so slowly around the tip. 
 
      
 
    "That's good!" Cynthia cheered her on, but the older woman didn't seem to notice. Julia started moaning as she licked again and again. Finally she opened her mouth wide and started suckling on the end of his massive, dark chocolate rod. 
 
      
 
    "Damn your mouth is hot!" the Coach grunted in appreciation as he and Cynthia, and the two men hiding behind the mirror watched. Julia slurped at him, then sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed. She opened her eyes, looking up at the tall black man with a look of awe and appreciation. Before long she started to bob, barely able to get more than an inch or two past the head into her her mouth, but working both slim hands on the shaft enthusiastically. Her diamond ring glittered in the bright lights as she stroked. 
 
      
 
    "That's the way! Keep that up for twenty or thirty minutes more!" Cynthia giggled. It was hot watching them, she decided. She glanced at the mirror and winked. Hopefully Garrison was enjoying as much as she was! 
 
      
 
    "Mmm," the busty woman moaned deeply with her pretty face stuffed full of big, black cock. She was really getting into it, and Cynthia felt a pang of envy. She wanted to rip the woman off him by her hair and take over! 
 
      
 
    "Lester?" the blonde called toward the mirror. She didn't have to wait long, as soon the geeky young man came into the room bearing a stack full of towels. 
 
      
 
    "You rang, Cyn?" he chuckled.  
 
      
 
    "C'mere!" Cynthia crooked a finger at him.  
 
      
 
    "Oh yeah!" he laughed and dropped the towels at his feet. He practically jumped across the room to take his place in front of Cynthia. She pulled off her glasses even as he was unbuckling his belt and letting his pants drop.  
 
      
 
    "I just couldn't wait any longer!" she purred. He was a few inches shorter than Coach Washington, the skin of his cock lighter in shade and a bit slimmer. But he was still much, much longer and thicker than her boyfriend. And she knew first-hand how delicious his black cock was! 
 
      
 
    Julia looked over, but didn't seem surprised, or even bothered as she kept sucking and stroking and moaning around the coach's huge prick. Cynthia gave her a little wave before pulling Lester closer and devouring his huge cock in one long, hot swallow. She started bobbing too, but on the ful length of the nerdy young man's penis. 
 
      
 
    "Mmmpf!" Julia groaned around the Coach. 
 
      
 
    "Look at her go! She's had black in her before!" the Coach chuckled as he watched. Julia wasn't going to stand for that, it seemed, and she immediately tried to imitate the young blonde. She choked and gagged and sputtered around that immense prick, trying to force it into her throat all at once! 
 
      
 
    "Just relax, go slow, and swallow," Cynthia pulled off Lester long enough to inform her. "You'll do fine if you just accept it!" She would have loved to say more, but her own deep need for big black cock wouldn't let her. She swallowed Lester yet again, slamming her head up and down so fast around his cock that her blonde pigtails waved like pennants. 
 
      
 
    "There we go!" the Coach hissed as moments later as Julia finally got the hang of it and began taking part, if not all of that thirteen inch, god-like cock into her bulging throat. Knowing Garrison was watching make Cynthia suck and moan louder than before. She rubbed Lester's big balls, she bobbed even faster.  
 
      
 
    "God, this is so wrong," Julia mumbled as she pulled away and took a breath.  
 
      
 
    "Not to me! Keep going!" the Coach barked roughly, and the brunette jumped a little in surprise. She didn't say anything, though. Instead, she filled her mouth and throat with his fat black cock yet again, sucking even harder and faster. 
 
      
 
    "Can't hold back, Cyn!" Lester whined. He doubled over as his orgasm shook his little body. His face, never what one might call handsome, twisted into a goofy grimace. Cynthia knew what was cumming, and pulled back just in time to suck every last thick, creamy spurt on her tongue, swallowing it all eagerly. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks!" the little black man huffed. 
 
      
 
    "No, thank you!" Cynthia giggled as they turned to watch the other pair. Coach Washington was getting aggressive, yanking and twisting Julia's long brown hair as he savagely forced his titanic ebony shaft balls-deep into her sucking mouth faster and faster. Her face was bright red, her lips stretched, mascara-laden black tears streaked down her puffed out cheeks.  
 
      
 
    "Here it comes!" the Coach growled, and pulled her all the way off his mighty organ. He stroked himself with his big hands, and his huge black pole shot off like a cannon! 
 
      
 
    "Oh!" the older woman squealed in surprise as the first blast hit her right in the nose, splattering over half her pretty face. Again and again he sprayed and coated her, cumming in her hair, down her neck, until she was glazed and dripping. 
 
      
 
    "I'll get ya a towel, Doctory Perry!" Lester giggled.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, thank you," she replied hoarsely. She started chuckling, then laughing out loud as she wiped the heavy goo off herself. 
 
      
 
    "Still think I'm a little biased, Doctor?" Cynthia asked with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    "Maybe not so much!" Julia shook her head ruefully. "And please, after this, you can just call me Julia." 
 
      
 
    "All right Julia! How about we give these hunky black guys a strip tease and see if they have more for us!" Cynthia suggested, already rising and unbuttoning her blouse. 
 
      
 
    "Oh why the hell not? I've already committed adultery, might as well do it right!" the brunette laughed at herself. Together, she and her blonde protege stripped down to their stockings and heels for their black lovers. Cynthia was impressed by how large and firm the older woman's breasts were, and by the fact that her stockings where also thigh highs, with beige lace at the top! She had a little patch of light brown hair above her pussy, and her skin was lightly tanned and smooth. She was truly keeping it tight, Cynthia thought. 
 
      
 
    "I knew you were mighty fine lady!" the Coach said in approval. 
 
      
 
    "Quite the MILF!" Lester agreed happily. 
 
      
 
    "You boys are too kind!" Julia smiled. She leaned back on the couch, spreading her long, shapely legs. Cynthia mimicked her. The two men stepped up to the plate, their huge black bats hard and ready. 
 
      
 
    "Yesss!" Cynthia hissed in satisfaction as Lester sunk in all the way in one jerky, awkward stroke. Her pussy was used to black cock, and she took them without a hitch.  
 
      
 
    "Slower, Bill!" Julia hissed, her voice panicked, as the huge man worked his fist-thick purple knob past her lips and deeper into her creamy, married pussy. He didn't seem to hear her, pushing deeper and deeper, not stopping even when she whimpered and protested that he was too much. After less than a minute, his giant black balls pushed up against her round asscheeks where they rested just over the edge of the couch cushion. 
 
      
 
    "Wow! You got him all on the first try!" Cynthia beamed. 
 
      
 
    "I feel like I'm going to rip apart!" Julia panted. 
 
      
 
    "Just wait!" the blonde giggled. Words escaped her as Lester grew tired of watching, and starting moving his hips. His huge cock touched all those secret places within her that no white man could ever reach. She flopped her head over the back of the couch, staring at the ceiling with her mouth hanging open. Her tits wobbled as Lester slammed her harder and harder, and she just soaked every delicious sensation right up! 
 
      
 
    "Oh God!" Julia wailed at the top of her lungs. The coach was really getting into it, pushing his black monster deep inside her body. Her breasts flopped so hard, she reached up to hold them herself as she got blacked for the very first time. She came soon after, her pussy overloading from so much pressure and stimulation. 
 
      
 
    Cynthia joined moments later, and it was if the pair were taking turns. Every so often the little blonde would peak, announcing to the world by stamping her heels into the carpet and screaming. Then Julia would go, her voice throatier, deeper, full of need. The coach leaned over her, and they'd kiss passionately while she scratched long furrows into his brawny shoulders with her fingernails. 
 
      
 
    The men fucked them hard and long, then pulled out, flippped the women over, and drilled them from behind while they crouched before them. Lester held a blonde pigtail in each hand, thrashing against her round backside furiously. Coach Washington held Julia steady with a hand on her shoulder, while the other huge mitt slapped her firm, full butt cheeks.  
 
      
 
    When the men came again, Julia could only scream in pleasure and beg for more as the coach filled her womb with his potent black seed. He wanted anal next, and Cynthia suggested they switch. She gasped and thrashed like a landed fish as she took all thirteen-plus inches into her tiny, sensitive bottom. Julia had Lester lay on his back on the floor, while she gingerly lowered her own virgin ass onto his big black pole. 
 
      
 
    And so the night went. The women came and came. The men filled their mouths, pussies and asses, first with their cocks, then their heavy loads. They switched positions, they switched partners, and finally, they fucked themselves into a black and white heap of sweaty bodies on the floor. 
 
      
 
    "That was one hell of a show," Garrison smirked as he came in to look down at them all, panting and half-asleep. He slow-clapped until Lester started giggling and they stirred. "Let's get dressed everyone, it's after midnight!" 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    The campus was deserted when the five of them made their slow way back to the parking lot. Cynthia and Julia both waved their contented goodbyes. Coach Washington climbed in his huge silver SUV and pulled slowly away into the night. Lester plopped a dorky helmet onto his head, mounted a motor scooter, and zipped away.  
 
      
 
    "I'm surprised you were involved in this. I have to say, Garrison, it says a lot about your character to support your girlfriend so fully in her research. And her sex life!" Julia grinned. Her make up was gone, but her pretty face shone with the radiance of utter satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    "What can I say, I'm a giving guy!" the tall, handsome man blushed. "And don't worry about the videos. I won't show them to a soul. It's more for my, personal collection!" 
 
      
 
    "You know, somehow I don't mind!" the brunette laughed, then turned to the tiny blonde. "Don't worry about a thing, Cynthia. I'll cosign on this research myself, and we'll get published. In fact, I'm going to help you gather even more data on African American men!" 
 
      
 
    "I bet you are! What about Doctor Thompson?" Cynthia wondered. 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry about him," she brushed him off. "I have enough pull in the department to override him when it comes to your PhD, and he can't stop me, or us, from publishing independently! Anyway, it's late. Call me tomorrow and we'll hash out the details!" 
 
      
 
    "Thank you so much, Julia!" Cynthia ran and gave the older woman a big, warm hug. Julia returned it. 
 
      
 
    "No, I owe you for this! You've really opened my eyes!" 
 
      
 
    "I know, right?" Cynthia giggled. She leaned into her boyfriend's arms as they watched the gorgeous mature woman get into her German sedan and drive away. 
 
      
 
    "I'm proud of you, my love," Garrison kissed her ear from behind, and she cooed gratefully. "You're going to be famous!" 
 
      
 
    "I'm proud of you too," she said. "A lesser man would be freaking out right now. I'd have been dumped a long time ago! I couldn't blame you. What's been happening lately has to be a pretty big blow to your ego!" 
 
      
 
    "My self-worth doesn't hinge on the size of my johnson," he chuckled. "I know I can please you with my hands and my mouth. I also know I can never really compete with black men. But whatever, it's just sex. There's a lot more to me than sex." 
 
      
 
    "That's why I love you so much, Garrison!" she said breathlessly, and turned to kiss him. He didn't even mind the overpowering taste of cock and cum on her lips! 
 
      
 
    "I love you too, Cynthia. Even if you are a cheating little slut!" he chuckled and squeezed her ass through her tiny skirt. 
 
      
 
    "You have such a keen scientific mind," she went on. "And you've scene the evidence first hand now, haven't you?" 
 
      
 
    "Are you asking permission to, what did you say, give up on white cock entirely?" he looked only a little surprised. She felt him twitch against her belly too. 
 
      
 
    "Not asking," she shook her head. "Are you man enough to accept me as a Black Only little slut, Garrison? It's a lot to ask, but I have faith in you!" 
 
      
 
    "When you put it that way," he snorted, then thought about it. "On one condition and one condition only." 
 
      
 
    "Oh? You want head on your birthday or something?" she asked. "I suppose I could make that exception, but I really like the purity of going all the way, you know?" 
 
      
 
    "No, not that. I want to marry you, you silly girl!" he laughed.  
 
      
 
    "Really?" she gasped and jumped into his arms, her ankles crossing around his back. "Yes! Yes! Yes!" 
 
      
 
    "Now, where do we find a preacher at one in the morning?" he chuckled, then kissed her. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sample of "The New Black Boss" 
 
    John sighed as he leaned back in his big leather chair. A week of working with Rebecca on the project had taken a toll on his energy reserves. There had been a lot to catch up on, but the buxom blonde seemed to have all the facts, all the answers. John thought he could have left the whole thing in the young woman's hands, if he'd wanted to. She was an exceptionally bright girl, and the most efficient assistant John had ever had. With Stephen out of town visiting his family, John had kept the young woman late every night, and the two of them had accomplished far more than polishing off that one outstanding project. 
 
      
 
    That wasn't what had sapped John's strength, however. He'd wondered if Rebecca would start dressing more conservatively, now that she had a boss who wasn't using her as an office toy, as he'd called her. Instead, she'd worn the same tight skirts and short dresses each day, complete with those tall, sexy heels. She was always well-manicured and wore the most alluring spicy perfume. John groaned as he remembered the moment last week when she'd come into his office to find her assistant bent over the desk to peer at several spread sheets laid out before her. Her round, bubbly bottom had looked oh-so inviting with her cream skirt molded around her curves. 
 
      
 
    John knew he had to be careful, but after being around that sensual young woman all day, he needed to relieve the pressure. Two or three times during the week he'd had to sneak off to his office by himself and take care of the powerful need surging between his muscular loins. He was cautious about it, of course. He didn't want to fit too easily into people's sick stereotypes.  
 
      
 
    The huge man pulled off his tailored jacket and leaned back in his chair. He liked the look and feel of three-piece suits, and so he unbuttoned his waistcoat as well. Old fashioned, to be sure, but they suited his herculean body, and lent him an air of authority. He slowly unzipped his fly and rubbed his huge hand over the bulging front of his plaid boxers.  
 
      
 
    John Krandall rarely had time to date. Between putting in long hours at work, then a couple more at the gym, he barely had time to eat and sleep, let alone chase women. When he did find a chance to date, though, he preferred white women. He always had. Not only did he find them more attractive, but much more willing to let go of their inhibitions in bed. It never made his family very happy, when he'd bring home a white girl, but they'd gotten used to it. 
 
      
 
    He rubbed the heavy bulge in his shorts for a moment before pushing the waistband down and hauling out his massive black cock. He grinned to no one in particular as he stroked himself to his full jaw-dropping size. He never knew he was gifted, until he started playing foot ball in school and compared himself to his mostly white classmates. He almost felt pity for the poor bastards, but saved his compassion for deprived white women, as a general rule. Especially blonde white women, like young Rebecca Jones. 
 
      
 
    Memories of his assistant naked on Vance's desk filled his mind as he stroked himself slowly. That Stephen Vance was one lucky peckerwood! Did he truly deserve to run his hands over her? Was he good to her? Did he earn the right to fill her undoubtedly tight pussy? John grunted loudly as his big, chocolate balls began to ache. It was only the beginning, of course. He had stamina to match his size, and he knew he had a long haul ahead of him to get off. He grinned. Few white women complained about that fact, though it did make it rather time consuming to rub one out at the office! 
 
      
 
    "Mister Krandall, I have the final papers on the workload analysis- Oh MY GOD!" Rebecca said as she hustled into the room, her pretty face buried in a stack of papers. Her big blue eyes were frozen on John's lap as he sprawled on his chair, his giant fist pumping up and down a veritable pillar of coal-black cock. 
 
      
 
    "Rebecca! Shit! Close the door!' John commanded urgently. It was bad enough that he'd forgotten to lock up, but with the door hanging open anyone at all could walk by! 
 
      
 
    "What?" Rebecca stared at him, looking like someone had smacked her on the head from behind with a big, heavy club. 
 
      
 
    *** End Sample *** 
 
      
 
    Be sure to check out my Author Page to find more sexy stories of naughty wives and big, sexy black men!  https://www.amazon.com/Sasha-Vogue/e/B015PO88EU  Thanks! 
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