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    "Four minutes and twenty-two seconds. Very good," Cynthia said as she pressed the button on her stopwatch. She jotted the time down quickly before taking the small plastic cup from the gasping man in front of her and setting it aside. She tried her best not to wrinkle her nose in disgust, but after hundreds of men, it wasn't getting much easier. 
 
      
 
    "Is that good?" the young man asked.  
 
      
 
    "It's fine," Cynthia frowned at him. The whining tone of his voice was unattractive, to say the least. She adjusted her white blouse, buttoning it up to conceal her generous, tan cleavage and lacy black bra. It may have not been very professional of her, but she found it a lot easier to find both volunteers for her study, and help them cooperate, if she showed herself off a little. She was a petite young woman, twenty-six and working on her Doctoral Thesis in social psychology. She had an IQ of one-fifty and enough academic honors to fill a trophy wall, but the only thing everyone always seemed to notice about her was her looks. She wore her long blonde hair pulled back conservatively and big nerdy glasses on her face, but it didn't help. Men still noticed her tight little body, her big boobs, her shapely legs and ass, and very little else. 
 
      
 
    "Are you s-sure?" the guy said nervously. He was a young college kid. He'd stuttered when she'd approached him on campus, wearing a little pleated black skirt, stockings and heels and her blouse unbuttoned low. He'd followed her to her building like a lost little kid. She got a dozen volunteers a day for her study sometimes.  
 
      
 
    "Quite sure, subject 735. Both your stamina and penile length were above average, I assure you," she tried not to roll her big blue eyes. She'd started her study because she was fascinated by male sexual insecurity. Part of her research was collecting definitive measurements of size, stamina, and seminal output. She was hoping that her data would help rest the debate on male prowess once and for all, before every guy she met for the rest of her life spent half his time desperate to 'measure up'.  She didn't have much hope. The male ego seemed to be incredibly fragile. The young man before her had 5.6 inches and it had taken him over four minutes to reach a climax. Both  metrics placed him on the high end of average, and his seminal volume appeared at least that, at first glance. Even so, he was squirming for her approval. 
 
      
 
    "You can call me Brian," he suggested hopefully as he zipped his rapidly shrinking member back into his blue jeans. 
 
      
 
    "I prefer to keep things professional, Subject 735," she said briskly.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, I just thought..." he blushed, and squirmed some more. Cynthia rose and set her note pad away. Even in four-inch heels, she stood only 5'8", and the young, handsome man gave her a boyish smile. There was something sweetly endearing about it. 
 
      
 
    "You're very nice, Brian, but I have a boyfriend," she chuckled. Garrison, her boyfriend, was a bit older, and hardly ever seemed insecure about his below-average-sized manhood. Perhaps age had a lot to do with it? She needed to study more men over thirty and find out. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, dang!" Brian shook his head, but let the small, curvy young woman usher him out of the door of the little conference room.  
 
      
 
    "Don't worry about it. Just be sure to tell the secretary you volunteered for Cynthia Halliday's study and she'll give you five dollars. Thank you for your participation." She finished on a business-like note and nodded toward the door. The young man slinked off like a kicked puppy. The little blonde sighed and scooped up the sample cup before heading downstairs to the bio lab. 
 
      
 
    "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 to, 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 needn't have bothered. Her skin was flushed. Her breathing was quick and deep. Her hard little nipples poked out from under her bra and blouse. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, go ahead and I'll start the timer," she said. 
 
      
 
    "Aw, really? I don't get any help?" Lester whined. He wrapped his long, slender fingers around his huge black cock and started to slowly beat himself up and down. "This could take a long time. I haven't had to masturbate in a few years," Lester lamented. 
 
      
 
    "That's okay," Cynthia mumbled. She stared at the pointy toes of her heels for a few minutes, listening to the sound of Lester pounding out a steady rhythm on his huge cock. He grunted, and she looked up. 
 
      
 
    "Should I get the cup, Lester?" she asked as professionally as she could manage. 
 
      
 
    "No, Cyn! I still got a ways to go yet!" Lester panted. He was working himself furiously. Sweat had broken out all over his body. And there was that cock, staring at her defiantly as the young man choked it. So big. So thick. So dark and powerful. She licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    "You've been going ten minutes already! The record is nineteen!" she told him with a knowing little smile. "Think you can beat that too?" 
 
      
 
    "I could beat that even if you came over here and wrapped your sweet little lips around me and sucked as hard as you could, Cynthia!" Lester's mouth split in a foolish grin. 
 
      
 
    "I don't know about that, Garrison says I'm really good at. I don't think you'd last two minutes. Especially since you've been working yourself so diligently!" she stepped closer, so close that the tip of his cock nearly touched the white cotton of her blouse. 
 
      
 
    "Garrison's a lucky guy! But are you lucky?" Lester asked, waggling his eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    "Of course, he's great!" Cynthia said, staring straight down at his meat, once again unable to tear her big blue eyes away. 
 
      
 
    "Just wondering if you're as satisfied as you should be. I'm glad you are. Still, if you want to test your skills on me, you really should!" 
 
      
 
    "But he's my boyfriend! I can't do that; it's cheating!" she exclaimed. Her hands itched to reach out, to help Lester stroke his massive black cock. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, but he's white," Lester said confidently. 
 
      
 
    "So?" 
 
      
 
    "So, think about what you're staring at. How much bigger am I than him?" Lester asked, he slowed the pace of his pumping, but his black hands never quite stopped their trek up and down his full, veiny length. 
 
      
 
    "You're bigger by five full inches," Cynthia said, quickly doing the math in her head. Garrison was under five inches, but it had never bothered her. The vast majority of men, white men anyway, it seemed, were between four and a half and seven inches, and she'd be damned if she could tell the difference once they were inside her. "You're actually more than twice his length," she whispered. 
 
      
 
    "What about girth?" Lester pressed. 
 
      
 
    "More than twice as thick too, just by looking," Cynthia confirmed. The little lab was starting to feel hot as a sauna.  
 
      
 
    "I bet you've never really been satisfied. Come on, you deserve this Cynthia! Try a black man for a change!" Lester let go of his cock and thrust his slim hips forward. The blunt tip nudged her blouse, leaving a litte wet mark from his precum.  
 
      
 
    "I really shouldn't. I love Garriosn!" Cynthia protested, but her voice was weak, and her will even weaker. Of all the cocks she'd seen, even her loving boyfriend's, not a single one had been half as powerful and arousing as Lester's. The difference was night and day. She tossed her glasses off and crouched on her knees, staring up at that massive, dark shaft looming over her pretty face. 
 
      
 
    "And if he was doing his job, you wouldn't be where you are now," Lester observed matter-of-factly.  
 
      
 
    "It's not his fault!" Cynthia said. Her own fingers, tiny and white curled around the fleshy brown tube. It was so much thicker than she was used to, and incredibly hard under that smooth, silky layer of skin on top.  
 
      
 
    "I know. He's white," Lester shrugged. "Now show me if you're really as good as you say you are!"  
 
      
 
    "Okay, Lester," Cynthia agreed quietly. It was a do or die moment. She'd never cheated on anyone. She'd never even thought about it being unfaithful to Garrison. Yet that big black cock was right there. It wasn't as if she couldn't help herself. She could. She just didn't want to. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, that's really nice, Cynthia!" Lester groaned as the young blonde parted her plump pink lips and gave the milk chocolate knob a hot, sloppy kiss. She pushed her tongue against it, sliding up and down and side to side, marvelling at the sheer width of him. His musk filled her nostrils, and she opened wide. His cock was so fat, it barely made it past her lips. The head of it alone seemed to fill her mouth to the brim. She looked up at the scrawny nerd and slowly began to suck. 
 
      
 
    "Gosh you're so hot, Cynthia! I've always wanted to do this!" Lester groaned. The sound echoed in her mind, and she sucked harder, licked faster. His cock was just so powerful and manly, it was unlike anything she'd experienced before. She moaned around him as she started to bob, munching more and more of this huge black dick.  
 
      
 
    Try as she might, she couldn't even take half of the big black cock into her mouth. She pushed her cute face down harder and harder, moaning and sucking and slurping. She felt like she was in a trance, the whole world reduced to nothing but that giant, sexy dick sliding back and forth across her plump lips. Her panties heated up under her hose, soaking through as her lust spiraled ever upward. 
 
      
 
    Lester seemed to be enjoying it too. He held her head tenderly for a while before his long, agile fingers plucked the bobby pins from her hair. Her golden locks fell around her face and shoulders in bright, glossy waves. He let out little grunts of pure delight, and Cynthia kept glancing up, watching for tell tale signs of his impending orgasm. When they didn't come, she moaned in frustration around his cock before pulling off. 
 
      
 
    "God, Lester! Don't you ever cum?" she whined. Her tiny hands pumped, smearing her spit all over his dark rod and making it glisten wetly. 
 
      
 
    "Maybe if you try to take it a little deeper?" he suggested with a shy little shrug. 
 
      
 
    "Deeper? In my throat?" Cynthia asked in a whisper. Lester nodded. He was far too thick. He would choke her. It would hurt. "Okay," she said with a nod, and pushed his huge brown cockhead back into her mouth. 
 
      
 
    "You're so fucking hot, Cyn!" Lester hissed through clenched teeth. The young blonde sucked so hard she could feel her stomach strain with the effort. The suction helped pull her downward, and the huge blunt tip nudged the back her throat. As many blow jobs as she'd given, she'd rarely tried to take them so deep. But she wasn't even halfway down Lester's huge tool. She leaned forward, arching her neck and swallowing as best she could. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah!" Lester shouted in triumph. Cynthia gagged painfully as her throat was forced open. Her gag reflex forced her back, and she sucked air in and out rapidly through her little nose. She tried again. Then again and again. On the seventh attempt, her throat, raw and burning from the merciless stretching, finally opened wide.  
 
      
 
    Cynthia watched Lester's skinny belly move closer and closer as her lips, stretched into a tight pink O around his cock, sank inch by inch down his veiny shaft. When she reached the bottom, she shuddered, nearly cumming in her panties from the sheer eroticism of it. She held herself deep, her face flush against his body, his huge furry nuts resting on her chin. Lester groaned and swayed on his big awkward feet. Finally her lungs ached and she pulled back far enough to breath through her nose once more. 
 
      
 
    "Do that again, Cynthia!" Lester begged. The blonde nodded, her face stuffed full of dick, and descended to the root on him once more. Up and down she worked his entire shaft, moaning around it. This wasn't like sucking white cocks, she decided. It was a hundred times more intense and a thousand times more fun! She worked her throat, swallowing over and over to milk his shaft as she bobbed rapidly. She never wanted it to end, and was pleased that Lester seemed to be having no trouble holding off his orgasm. 
 
      
 
    "I love your cock," Cynthia whispered as she took a quick break to catch her breath. She licked at the tip, her tiny tongue teasing the brown flesh and tasting his tangy precum. She pulled off her blouse and unsnapped her bra, exposing her full, firm breasts. They were near perfect half-spheres, pale and creamy with wide areolas and long, rosy nipples. 
 
      
 
    "You have great boobs," Lester observed as he looked down at her. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks," Cynthia nodded. She opened wide, and as she fondled her own tits and pinched her long, pink nipples, the short black man eased his huge black cock back down her throat in one smooth stroke. He took hold of her head again, holding a little firmer, and began to rock. His bloated balls slapped her chin heavily, and her gag reflex seemed to die away completely, leaving her hot, velvety throat an open channel for his energetic thrusts. His stamina was incredible, and she just kept fucking her face for what seemed like hours. Eventually, however, he lost control. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, gonna cum!" Lester cried, letting go of her hair. Cynthia's long lashes fluttered over her eyes as she looked up at him. She almost forgot what that meant, and pulled off his throbbing erection just in time. She leaped to her feet and fumbled for a sample cup as Lester starting quickly beating his meat once more. 
 
      
 
    "Just one more second!" the blonde wailed and scrambled back before him. She held the little pastic cup right up to his cockhead. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah! There it is!" Lester grunted happily. The tip of his cock opened and unleashed a blast of pearly cum that splashed into the cup, nearly filling it a third of the way before he spurt again, then again. By the time his spasming cock stopped spewing, he'd dumped more than 200 ml into the container, filling it most of the way up. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my Gosh, Lester! This is like ten regular samples!" Cynthia laughed as she held it up to the light. 
 
      
 
    "Better start carrying the larger sample cups, if you keep measuring us African Americans!" Lester smirked. He kept stroking his huge cock, and for a wonder, it didn't go soft. Cynthia felt strangely self-conscious as she labeled his sample and put it in the bio fridge.  
 
      
 
    "You're Test Subject B1," she declared with a nervous laugh. 
 
      
 
    "Oh! Not 736?"  
 
      
 
    "I'm going to keep track of black men seperately," she said. "And perhaps do a cross-analysis by race." 
 
      
 
    "Good idea. By the way, what was my time?" Lester took off his glasses and snatched up his tee shirt. He cleaned the thick lenses carefully and his huge black cock swayed before his skinny thighs like a club. 
 
      
 
    "Oh! Let me see," Cynthia picked up the stop watch. "Seventy-seven minutes!" she gasped. 
 
      
 
    "Better take off two, since you forgot to check," Lester advised, his voice matter of fact. 
 
      
 
    "I can't believe I spent that long sucking you!" Cynthia giggled. "I so lost track of time!" 
 
      
 
    "Well, you didn't suck me for the first few mintues," he remined her. He set his glasses back on his bulbous nose and looked her over. 
 
      
 
    "Well, you went off the charts on every metric," Cynthia said softly. Her eyes were once again drawn to his cock. "And you're still hard." 
 
      
 
    "Only because you're so pretty, Cynthia," Lester said. He walked toward her, and the young woman's breath caught in her throat. She needed to put her shirt and bra back on and leave. She felt weak, powerless. Sucking Lester had filled with her uncontrollable desire. She thought of Garrison for a moment, and she felt like her heart was going to stop. She loved him so much. Her mind's eye drifted lower, and she could imagine her boyfriend's cock right alongside Lester's. There was no comparison. She looked up at the little black man, and nearly leaped into his arms. 
 
      
 
    "Make love to me," she whimpered. Lester silenced her with a kiss, his glasses fogging up as his meaty lips pressed against hers and his tongue slipped into her mouth. For such an awkward nerd, he could really kiss! His tongue was strong, but teased hers skillfully. His hands reached around her little waist, lowering the zipper on her skirt.  
 
      
 
    "Pantyhose? Thigh high stockings would have made this easier," Lester chewed his lip as he examined her curving hips sheathed in black nylon. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry, Lester," Cynthia said softly. She'd only worn thigh highs once or twice, but vowed to stop by the mall and the way home and pick out three of four pairs. She hopped onto the lab table, spreading her long, shapely legs. 
 
      
 
    "I know how to fix it," Lester nodded to himself. He grabbed the waistband of her hose, and she gripped the table, pushing her ass up. He pulled, sliding the clinging nylon down her slender, pale legs. They stretched, ripped, then came free of her ankles and feet, taking her sexy little black pumps with them. Cynthia pulled her feet up to the table and quickly divested herself of her skimpy white panties, adding them to the heap of her clothes on the floor. 
 
      
 
    "Oh man! I gotta see that pussy!" Lester grinned. Cynthia was normally aggressive and confident in the bedroom. Garrison had even called her a man-eater. But she couldn't do that with Lester, no matter how short and thin he was. His cock was just too manly, too intimidating. She shyly spread her legs, exposing her pretty pink pussy. She kept a little square of golden hair above her otherwise smoothly waxed vulva. Her delicate folds practically dripped from her arousal. 
 
      
 
    Lester stepped up, snatching her tiny ankles and spreading her even wider. She could feel her lips part slightly as he pulled her legs wide enough to make her wince. Using only his hips, he rubbed the heavy, chocolate brown tip of his cock up and down her slippery womanhood. He bent his knees slightly, and pushed. 
 
      
 
    "God!" Cynthia sucked in a sharp breath. His cock poked at her entrance. Her inner lips stretched with a painful twinge. Lester kept up the pressure, and suddenly she opened for him, her hot tight pussy enveloping his cockhead and nearly half the shaft. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck you're like a virgin!" Lester grunted. He wiggled his hips, making his cock shift subtly inside her. 
 
      
 
    "My goodness, you feel so huge!" Cynthia cried. She looked down between her breasts, fascinated by the sight of his black cock against her white body. Every nerve inside her tingled as the resilient tissues of her pussy spread, stretched, and adjusted to his girth. He pushed again, sinking in another inch or two, and she lost it. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck, that's so good!" she squealed as her sudden orgasm caught her by surprise. She kicked her ankles from his grip and wrapped her legs around the skinny young man, pulling him even deeper as she locked her ankles around the small of his back. She threw back her head, her long hair draping over the back of the lab table as her pussy was stuffed to the bursting point with his big black cock. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah? Do you like it, Cyn?" Lester chuckled. Trapped as he was by her legs squeezing him so tightly, he could only make tiny, erratic bucking motions inside her. Each jerking little thrust sent another blast of sheer pleasure up Cynthia's pussy. 
 
      
 
    "Yes! Amazing!" she screamed, lifting her head to look at his grinning face. She loosened her legs around him, once again spreading them wide. He moved the rest of the way, burying that last fraction of an inch inside her. She could feel the tip of his cock hitting the back of her pussy, pushing it and stretching her deeper. His hairy balls throbbed against her soft flesh. "Fuck me, Lester, fuck me hard! I need it!" 
 
      
 
    "Like this, Cynthia?" Lester winked as he pulled back and slammed inside her hard enough to knock a beaker off the table. It bounced into corner as Lester thrust again, then again. Cynthia's toes curled in pleasure as he drilled her non-stop. The small lab filled with the creak of the table, the clatter of the glass containers atop it rattling together as well as her moans and screams and his pants and grunts of lust. The air grew thick and humid as both their young bodies developed a sheen of sweat. She held on tight to her heavy breasts as they bounced back and forth from the speed and power of his brutal fuck. 
 
      
 
    "I love your cock!" Cynthia wailed as Lester, some time later, lifted her legs, pushed them together and threw them over his right shoulder like a rucksack. He pounded her on and on, his breath coming in asthmatic wheezes but his cock never flagging or slowing. The young blonde soon lost track of how many orgasms rocked her tight little body, or how long they'd been fucking. All she knew was that it was the best sex of her life, and she never wanted it to end. 
 
      
 
    "Gonna cum! Want me to pull out?" Lester huffed. 
 
      
 
    "No! Cum in me! Fill me up!" she cried. Lester grinned and fucked her hard for another five full minutes before he lifted his head and whined like a dog. His massive black cock throbbed inside her so powerfully, she could feel it flexing in her stretched, sopping wet pussy. The first hot blast of his cum took her by surprise, shooting so strong and deep inside her. She swore she could feel it filling up her womb.  
 
      
 
    "YES!" she screamed, nearly passing out on the table as Lester rammed her one last time. His cock spewed again and again, and his huge load filled her up to the brim. Trails of it leaked out around his shaft, dripping down her ass and over the side of the table. The young man slipped back, falling on his skinny ass on the cold hard floor. Cynthia lay staring at the ceiling for several mintues. She'd never had an orgasm just from intercourse. Always a finger or tongue was needed to tease her clit to bring her off. Lester had given her more cums than she could possibly count with just his cock. His big beautiful black cock that was oh so much better than Garrison's or any other man she'd had. All white, she noted.  
 
      
 
    "I think you've got a message on your phone," Lester said at last. He looked deflated and as drained as Cynthia felt. He handed her her phone before he looked around the lab for his clothes. 
 
      
 
    "Damn!" she muttered as she took it. It was after eight o'clock! She'd missed several appointments with test subjects and was very very late. She'd been fucking and sucking Lester for hours! She checked her messages. Garrison was wondering where she was. She sent a hasty text about problems in the lab and promised to be home soon. 
 
      
 
    "Are you in trouble, Cyn?" Lester winked. "I'll cover for you if you are!" 
 
      
 
    "No, I don't think so," she blushed. Her pantyhose were ruined, and she threw them in the trash before slipping her clothes back on. Lester's cum, mixed with her own juices, soon soaked her panties, with more running down the insides of her legs. She'd have to run to the shower as soon as she got home, or Garrison would surely discover the evidence! 
 
      
 
    "Okay. I'm gonna go home and rest, you really wore me out, Cyn!" Lester said sheepishly. 
 
      
 
    "I know the feeling!" she laughed. On impulse she kissed the young man on the cheek. "Thanks for that, Lester. You're amazing! A real tiger!" 
 
      
 
    "Aw, thanks, Cyn! Are you going to test more black guys now?" 
 
      
 
    "You'd better believe it!" she laughed and dashed out the door. She made her way upstairs, wincing as she noticed that the halls were empty and the windows dark. She nearly fell on her bottom when she turned the corner and ran headlong into a tall man in a blue denim jumpsuit. 
 
      
 
    "Whoa there, little lady!" the man said as he dropped his mop and spun to catch her by the shoulder. She steadied herself against him and looked up into his aged, mahogany face. He was twice her age, with gray in his hair and wrinkles on her face. But he was black, and the touch of his strong hand on her body sent a shiver of delight and sudden, surprising need down her spine. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you..." she blushed, and glanced at his name tag. "Thank you, Morton!" 
 
      
 
    "Any time, little lady!" the older black man chuckled. Cynthia was a curious woman, and she couldn't stop her eyes from drifting downward. Sure enough the man had a rather impressive lump in the front of his uniform. Maybe Lester really was right, about black men and how they compared to other races.  
 
      
 
    "I'm Cynthia, Cynthia Haliday. I'm a grad student here!" she introduced herself. 
 
      
 
    "Haven't seen you around, and believe me, I'd notice! Even though you're young enough to be my daughter, I wouldn't forget a pretty little thing like you!" He smiled, flashing one or two gold teeth. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, Morton," she licked her lips. "I'm usually out of here by five. Say, you wouldn't be interested in heping me with my doctoral thesis, would you?" 
 
      
 
    "Anything you need, Miss Cynthia! Anything at all!" he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was after midnight by the time Cynthia got home. Garrison lay asleep, the handsome man snoring peacefully on the couch. A couple of plates of cold pasta sat on the coffee table. He still looked as perfect as ever. He was tall, with broad shoulders, and a face that could have been on the covers of magazines. His thick brown hair fell over his brow as he grumbled in his sleep and rolled over onto his side. He was had made his famous puttanesca for her, her favorite, and had stayed up waiting for her to come home. He was always doing thoughtful things like that. It tore her up.  
 
      
 
    The young blonde winced as she pulled off her shoes and padded upstairs to the bathroom. She slipped her dirty, sweat and cum-stained clothes off and dropped them into the hamper. Her muscles were weak and numb, but her skin and pussy still tingled with the memory of her evening. 
 
      
 
    "You're going straight to hell," she sighed at her reflection. Her hair was a mess, globbed just over her right ear from a stray wad of Morton's cum. The older man had been more than happy to participate in her experiment. After measuring his staggering 12.2 inches of huge, meaty, black cock, Cynthia had betrayed her boyfriend for the second time in a single day. She'd not only sucked him to a massive cum that had overflowed the test cup, but she's stripped naked and let him fuck her hard in the doggy style position on the floor of the conference room. His massive cock had pushed her pussy even deeper, and she could almost still feel it plunging in and out of her with his endless stamina. 
 
      
 
    "Baby, are you home?" Garrison called sleepily from outside the door. 
 
      
 
    "Yes!" she yelped, coming to her senses. She pulled her cum-soaked fingers from her pussy and quickly licked them clean. Morton's cum tasted sour and sweet at the same time. Next time she wouldn't need to use the cup. She could swallow his load when she sucked him! 
 
      
 
    "Are you okay?" Garriosn asked, his voice filled with gentle concern. He wasn't even angry! Was he so sure of her love that he trusted her no matter what? Or was he so confident in his skills as a lover that he didn't worry she'd figure out that his cock was completely inadequate. She looked at herself sharply as the thought occurred to her. She felt awful for him. She loved him, but compared to Lester and Morton, his manhood was next to useless. She pulled herself together. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, just got to take a quick shower. I fell asleep in the lab and woke up feeling gross!" she lied. It was surprisingly easy. She reached into the shower and turned on the water, letting the steamy blast fill the air. 
 
      
 
    "All right. I'm going to bed, babe. Don't be up too late!" he murmured. "I love you, baby!" 
 
      
 
    "I love you too!" she called, and felt a stab of guilt.  She waited, holding her breath until she heard him open the door to their bedroom across the hall. She stepped into the hot shower, soaking up the soothing streams. She really did love her boyfriend. But Lester and Morton had taught her something that day. If only two samples could be trusted, she'd learned that the Black Myth was no myth at all. Black men truly were sexually superior, in every measurable way, or so it seemed. Only by sampling many many more could she make a definitive statement on the subject. She was a keen one for gaining all the knowledge she could, and as she soaped up her slim young body, she decided that she had no intention of stopping her research, Garrion's feelings be damned! 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
   


  
 

 Sample of "Penny Discovers BBC": 
 
    "Did Fred get a new car?" Penny wondered aloud as she passed the big white SUV taking up nearly all of her in-law's driveway. Joe, her husband, and Fred were much alike. Tall, slender, sandy-haired men with steely blue eyes. Both men drove sensible little sedans. Penny looked a little closer. The gold rims on the over-sized tires were definitely not the McHale boys' style. 
 
      
 
    Penny walked up to the door and had raised a small fist when she heard something that made her freeze. 
 
      
 
    "So BIG!" It was Mona's voice, but she must be saying that pretty loud to be heard through the door! Penny set the box down on the step as she heard muffled male grunts through the door. That have been Fred! The couple had only been married a month and no doubt they were still rutting like newlyweds! 
 
      
 
    "I should write a note," Penny giggled and fished a pen out of her purse. She scrawled a note on the package. "Congratualtions! Sorry this is late. Love, Joey and Penny."  They'd ordered a nice set of hand-cut crystal wine glasses, but the order had suffered one delay after another. Penny was hoping to surprise her sister-in-law by showing up unannounced. 
 
      
 
    "Probably not the best plan," she giggled to herself as she turned, prepared to walk the two blocks through pristine suburbia back to her own home.  
 
      
 
    "God I love black cock!" Mona screamed, and Penny froze. Did she really just hear that? The little redhead spun on her heel and tried to peek through the window beside the door. She could just make out some blurry movement through the gauzy drapes.  
 
      
 
    "Take it, slut!" Penny heard the man growl. Definitely not Fred! Penny stepped back, wondering what she should do, but found herself trying to peek once more. With her face pressed so close to the glass, she could hear them more clearly now. The blonde squealed and moaned loudly. Whoever was with her made the occasional masculine grunt.  
 
      
 
    "I should really go home. None of my business," Penny whispered, but her tiny feet stayed rooted to the spot. Her husband had a killer engineering job, and Penny had quickly gotten used to the life of a pampered housewife. She loved cooking, shopping, writing poetry, and even dabbling in painting. But all the same, after three years of marriage a bit of boredom had crept in. Boredom and curiosity made a bad mix, and she lingered. 
 
      
 
    "Better than your husband, bitch?" the man asked. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck yeah! So much better than a little white dick. Now keep fucking me you black bastard!" Mona replied, nearly screaming. Penny had definitely heard that right, this time. She was cheating with a black man! Penny couldn't contain her curiosity any more, she tried the door. 
 
      
 
    It was unlocked. Holding her breath, she slowly twisted the knob. Fred did every bit as well as Joe when it came to his career. The house he'd bought for himself and his blonde bride was big, clean and new. The door glided open a crack as if sliding on ice. 
 
      
 
    Penny nearly gave herself away with a gasp as her eyes fixed on the erotic scene playing out in front of her. She'd seen Mona in her bathing suit before, a skimpy black bikini, when they'd taken family outings to their lake house. She had an idea what she was getting into or thought she did. Nude, the woman was breathtaking. Her golden tan skin gleamed in the sunlight streaming through the windows. She sat naked astride a big, muscular, equally nude black man who lay stretched out on the deep fuzzy rug in front of the fireplace. 
 
      
 
    "Ride it, slut!" the black man hissed. Riding it was exactly what Mona was doing. Her long, straight hair whipped from side to side as the woman bounced and jiggled and screamed. Her huge breasts, naked, round and firm, bounced with each motion of her body. Her long legs were curled under her as she slammed her hips up and down faster and faster. 
 
      
 
    Penny thought they must have been going at it for quite some time. The air conditioned house was cool and clean, but reeked of sex. Sweat dripped down Mona's curves, and the big black mitts that reached up and held her wide hips glistened with it.  
 
      
 
    The young redhead could only watch, slack-jawed, as her sister-in-law abased herself before her very eyes. She felt her modest cotton panties grow damp from the display. It was turning her on, and she blushed nearly as red as her hair from the shame of it. She had no business watching what was happening. But she couldn't look away.  
 
      
 
    "Cumming!" Mona screamed, and she rocked forward. Her hell fell in front of her angelic face as she braced herself by resting her hands on the man's dark, tree-trunk legs. At this angle, if Mona simply opened her eyes, she'd look right into Penny's face! 
 
      
 
    "Fuck!" the man grunted, his voice a deep, rich bass. He jerked his hips, pushing the slender blodne's body up and down as he stabbed up into her. He shuddered and thrust erratically for a few moments. 
 
      
 
    "I can feel you cumming in me," Mona purred. She pushed her round ass back into the prone man and ground her slinky, curvy body into his.  
 
      
 
    "Hope you're on the pill! Or you're gonna have a black baby to show your hubby!" the black man laughed richly at his own perverse humor. 
 
      
 
    "Would serve him right for having such a needle dick!" Mona chuckled, her voice husky with her own passion. She rolled off her secret lover and twisted around on the carpet to cuddle up against his heaving chest.  
 
      
 
    The guy must have been a weight lifter or something. His muscles stood in sharp relief under his damp, ebony skin. His herculean physique wasn't what made Penny's eyes bulge in shock, however. His cock stood straight up from between his thighs, as hard and black as wrought iron.  
 
      
 
    Penny had only had a handful of lovers before meeting and falling in love with Joe. Some were bigger than others, some smaller. Joe was the biggest of all of them though, with the longest, thickest cock she'd ever seen. She'd measured it once, just shy of seven inches. The black cock standing only a few feet from her greedy green eyes put even him to shame. Thicker than her wrist, and at least three or four inches longer than Joe, it dripped with cum and Mona's juices over a pair of wrinkly balls the size of lemons. The shaft was coal-dark, but the head a lighter shade of chocolate brown and flared like a mushroom. How had Mona taken that? 
 
      
 
    "Enjoy the show, little Sis?" Mona asked, her voice sounding lazy, half asleep.  
 
      
 
    "What?" Penny yelped, and gave a start. She stumbled into entry hall, tripping over the threshold to land on her hands and knees on the hardwood floor. When she looked up, all she could see was that tower of black cock. It was like it was staring at her! 
 
      
 
    "You heard me, Penny," Mona said as she got up and walked around the smaller woman to close the front door behind her. "It's not very nice to spy on people." 
 
      
 
    "I didn't mean to!" Penny whined and pushed herself up to her knees. Her dress was a rumpled mess, and she fussed with it to straighten the light green fabric over her waifish body. Mona's perfect long legs appeared before her, and the woman offered a hand. 
 
      
 
    "Come on, get up," Mona said as she pulled her sister-in-law to her feet. Even barefoot she was a good deal taller than Penny, and she smirked down at her. Couldn't she look just a little contrite? She'd just been caught having a fling after all. Instead, the beautiful woman just looked smug. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks," Penny said softly. She didn't know where to look. Mona's huge tits were just, well, right there! But if she looked away, she might see that black man and his giant pecker again! Not knowing what else to do, she closed her eyes and waited. 
 
      
 
    "Cute girl. Is she your little sister or something?" the man asked. 
 
    END SAMPLE 
 
   


  
 

 Sample of "Taking It All the Way": 
 
    "You don't think that old saying about black guys is really true, is it?" she giggled.  
 
      
 
    "Once you go black..." Toby said ominously, then laughed. He rubbed his soft cock against her lips. "I'm sure it's bullshit, just like most things." 
 
      
 
    "That's kind of a bummer," Lucy said before she could stop herself. Ever since Toby had started to stretch her she found that she liked it more and more. She was beginning to think she needed it to really get off. Her husband's cock twitched and snapped up to attention. She cooed in delight. He rarely got hard again so quickly! 
 
      
 
    "What are you actually thinking of trying a black guy now, kitten? Dreaming about finding that mythical big black cock?" Toby joked. His hard on wasn't joking though. She kissed it fondly before replying. 
 
      
 
    "Oh I could never be unfaithful to you, sweetie!" she cried happily. She meant it too, he was so good to her. Sweet and romantic, he was her best friend and really took care of all her needs. Sure, with some of her needs he cheated and brought a toy box, but how could she complain when it made her feel so good? She sucked his cock once more, watching his handsome face contort with pleasure. She worked her tongue as fast as she could, her long hair fanned around her shoulders, her big breasts wobbling as she bobbed like a machine. 
 
      
 
    "Christ!" Toby cried after a few minutes of her furious blow job. His cock exploded in her mouth again. Not as much as before, but she drank it all down nonetheless. She fell back onto the bed, panting and sweating. She smiled at the sight. That's how he made her feel! 
 
      
 
    "Maybe next month when we upgrade the toy again, we can find a black one?" she suggested coyly as she settled against his heaving, muscular chest. 
 
      
 
    "That would actually be really hot," he admitted, cradling her slinky body in his arms. He kissed her forehead as she draped herself on him. "Or  we could skip the middleman and find a black guy on the internet personals," he laughed. "I'm only joking, Lucy, don't worry." 
 
      
 
    "Of course, Toby!" she giggled. But the idea was already planted in their heads. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Over the next few weeks, Lucy found she couldn't get the idea of black guys, and their rumored big cocks, out of her mind. Toby it seemed, couldn't either. He brought up again as he fucked her with his big dildo, asking if she wouldn't rather try a real cock that large, a big black cock. She'd screamed yes over and over as she came. It wasn't long before they started watching interracial porn together, masturbating side by side on the couch as they watched black studs with truly huge cocks plow a series of pretty young starlets on their big screen TV. 
 
      
 
    "This is crazy," Toby panted after one such evening, his spent cock shrinking in his cum-splatted fist. He blushed and smiled at her as she rubbed her clit in fast little circles, her eyes glued to the screen. She hadn't thought the tiny blonde actress capable of taking all those fat ebony inches, but she had! Her screams of pleasure didn't seem like acting. 
 
      
 
    "I know, but I can't stop thinking about it, Toby!" she whimpered. "Damn you for putting the idea into my head!" she said after she brought herself to her fifth shuddering orgasm that evening. 
 
      
 
    "It was an accident, I swear!" he protested. "Still, I can't stop thinking about it either. I imagine you instead of those porn stars and well, I just get so damn hard!" 
 
      
 
    "You don't get jealous?" she asked, incredulous. "Or insecure? I mean, those black dicks make yours look really tiny!" She wasn't sure why she added the last, was it to test her husband, to see how he really felt? Or was it because she was starting to see it in that light herself. She bit her lip as she waited for his reply. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, a little," he admitted, blushing. "I feel pretty tiny, like my cock is worthless," he said finally. He was quickly stiffening up for a third erection! 
 
      
 
    "It's not entirely worthless, Toby," she cuddled her naked body against him, kissing his cheek. "It gives you pleasure after all." 
 
      
 
    "But not you?" he asked, his voice low and choked up. He was fully stiff again, and she glanced at it. She was tempted to stroke it for him, but decided to wait. 
 
      
 
    "Even before you started stretching me, it didn't really give me much pleasure, honestly. I mean you're only about as thick as my thumb!" she giggled. "Now, I don't think I could even feel you. You only have yourself to blame for that, Mr. Tobias Worthington!" she said primly. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, that's true," he forced a laugh. A bead of precum formed at the tip of his cock, sliding down the shaft to rest on his balls. "What about when you suck me?" 
 
      
 
    "Hm," she chewed her lip thoughtfully. She loved sucking his cock didn't she? Or was it just making him feel good she liked? Time for another test, she decided. "It's so tiny, I really don't enjoy sucking you, per se. I only do it because I want to give you pleasure, too." 
 
      
 
    "Jesus, Lucy!" Toby gasped. He couldn't help himself, it seemed. He wrapped a big fist around his cock, the very tip barely poking up through the top, and started to pump. 
 
      
 
    "I think I'd enjoy sucking a big cock, though. Maybe even a black one," she said as she lay her head on his shoulder. Her blue eyes focused on his hand as it flew on his small cock.  
 
      
 
    "Would you really do that, kitten? Would you really suck a big black cock. Would you let a black man fuck you?" he grunted. 
 
      
 
    "Only with you there, sweetie. I know how much you love to see me stretched. And I wouldn't do anything without your permission," she kissed his ear and lay a hand over his, making him stop his furious stroking.  
 
      
 
    "Well, only if you really want to, my love," he said as he turned his face to meet hers. They kissed tenderly, their tongues sliding around each other's mouths. She straddled him, never breaking the kiss. She settled her soft bottom on his thighs and his modest cock slipped effortless into her slippery cunt. 
 
      
 
    "Are you even in me?" she asked as she broke the kiss and wiggled her hips.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, but I'm too small for you aren't I?" he looked away shyly. She could feel him throbbing inside her, on the edge of cumming again. 
 
      
 
    "Totally," she said. She shuddered as a perverse thrill made her tingle. Why was she getting off on being so mean? And why did her husband seem to like it too? She pulled herself off and settled back down further back, with his cock throbbing and glistening with her juices between their bodies.  
 
      
 
    "Let's do it," he grunted as he finally looked back into her eyes. His nostrils flared, his dark brown eyes were wide.  
 
      
 
    "Do what?" she asked coyly, stroking his broad chest. 
 
      
 
    "Go online and find a black guy. We'll make sure he has a big dick, of course. And you can..." he gulped. "You can fuck him while I watch." 
 
      
 
    "Are you serious, Toby?" she asked, holding his face in her small hands and leaning close to him. She was taking a huge risk. She could lose her lover and her best friend if things went badly. 
 
      
 
    "I am if you are, Lucy," he said slowly. "I've always known about my shortcomings, its why I've become so..." he struggled for the right word. 
 
      
 
    "Generous?" she suggested. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, generous in bed. I want to make you satisfied, kitten. If my cock can't do it, I'm willing to do whatever it takes," he laughed. "We can always treat the whole experience as just another sex toy," he offered. 
 
      
 
    "Oh that's hot, sweetie!" she purred. "Okay, I want a new toy, Tobias. A big strong black toy who isn't made of rubber and who can fuck me all by himself. And I want you to watch!" 
 
      
 
    "All right," he grinned and glanced down to his hard little pecker. "What do we do now?' 
 
      
 
    "Now? You put that useless dick away," she stood up and pulled him up after her. "And we get online and post an ad for a black stud. Right now!" 
 
      
 
    END SAMPLE 
 
      
 
    Thanks For Reading! 
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