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ONE
 
   Penny McHale glanced at the doorway to the restaurant and nervously checked her clothes. Everything seemed in order. Little black dress, black stiletto pumps, her red hair, once short but now growing longer over her ears, tidy in a sexy up do. Her compact confirmed that her make up and jewelry were just right. She'd been tempted to leave off the huge diamond ring her husband Joe had given her, but decided to show it off. She was a petite woman, barely five feet tall and under a hundred pounds, with slim hips, small breasts and the energetic grace of a gymnast. She hoped Anthony, her date, appreciated her.
 
   She sent a text to her husband, Joe. "I'm at the palce. About to meet him. Wish me luck." Her husband replied almot instantly. No doubt he was bouncing off the walls, eager for her to get her next extramarital adventure underway. She was pretty eager herself.
 
   "Good luck Baby. Have fun!" was Joe's reply. She turned her phone off and stuffed into her little gold clutch before taking a deep breath. Time to get moving! Her little legs moved quickly as she hurried into the restaurant. "I'm meeting a friend here, Anthony is his name," she told the hotstess. 
 
   "Sure, right this way!" the brunette smiled at her. Was that a knowing look in her dark eyes? Penny blushed, but follwed along. She saw him instantly of course. A man like Anthony stood out like a lion among sheep alongside the mostly white suburbanites. He was tall and handsome. His shoulders not only filled out the silk fabric of his fine dress shirt, but seemed about to rip through them. He stood as Penny approached, a towering figure of male power. He smiled arrogantly, flashing his big white teeth. He was shaved bald, and extended a massive hand for her to take. His skin was as black as ink.
 
   "You must be Penny!" the man rumbled, his voice deep and rich with vibrato that Penny could almost feel in her chest. He squeezed her hand gently, but she could feel is strength even so.
 
   "Yes, and you're Anthony!" she smiled widely, which always made her dimples seem to stand out. "Marc said you were handsome, but wow!" 
 
   "I could say the same about you!" Anthony said. He nodded toward the hostess. "Bring her a martini, if you please, Miss."
 
   "Right away, Sir!" the brunette snapped to attention. She gazed admiringly at the huge black man for a moment, then shot Penny an envious look before turning toward the bar.
 
   "Marc wasn't lying when he said you were the take charge type of guy," Penny simpered as she eased herself into her chair. 
 
   "That's what I do," Anthony nodded as he too sat. He reached across the table to fold her little hands in his. His huge dark hands seemed to swallow hers up. "I figure a woman like you must get tired of wimpy white guys, anyway!"
 
   "Joe's not a wimp!" Penny protested half-heartedly.
 
   "He's letting you meet me, a black man, isn't he?" Anthony smirked.
 
   "Okay, well he's not a complete wimp!" Penny corrected herself. "He's just a little wimpy, where it counts the most!" Penny blushed at her own words. She was normally such a good girl, a little shy even. Big black men brought out the animal in her, though. They'd had the effect on her since the day she'd caught her sister-in-law, Mona having a fling with the handsome Marc, nearly four months before. The incident had sparked something within the twenty-six year-old housewife, a burning desire, an interracial lust. Joe, her husband, had reacted nearly as enthusiastically when she'd told him about it, and it hadn't been long before she'd experienced Marc for herself.
 
   "Don't be too hard on the guy," Anthony chuckled. He took a sip of his drink, whiskey on the rocks by the look of it. "He's just a white boy, after all."
 
   "They do have their shortcummings," Penny agreed. Her big, blue-green eyes couldn't get enough of the hunky black man across from her. Their date went in a blur. He seemed to take charge in every way. He ordered her dinner, advised her to stop at one drink so as not to "dull her senses". He flattered her constantly, and touched her hand or arm every chance he got. Penny had never felt so sexy.
 
   "Shall we move this to a more intimate setting?" he suggested as he signed the check.
 
   "Yes, Please, Anthony!" Penny nodded eagerly. "Let me text my husband first and let him know things are going-"
 
   "No!" her black date said softly, but with iron in his voice.
 
   "Why not?" Penny wondered.
 
   "White boys have to wait their turn. He may be your husband, but he's still a white boy. You can call him tomorrow morning when I'm done with you!"
 
   "Okay," Penny nodded and tucked her phone back into her purse. Her panties felt damp, soaking even, as they clung to her hot little pussy. She let him pull out her chair and take her arm. Even with her tiny feet in four inch heels the top of her head barely came to his shoulder. She followed him, almost in a trance, as he took her to his silver Mercedes and drove her back to his place without either saying a word.
 
   "I guess lawyers really do have it made," Penny giggled as she stepped inside his large, stylish mansion.
 
   "Divorce has been good to me," he smiled ominously. "Few things are more satisfying than helping a pretty white woman free herself of her white husband, and take most of his money too!"
 
   "You're so bad!" Penny giggled. "Do you take the white wife as well?"
 
   "Of course!" he swooped low and pulled the small woman into his chest. She mewled as she pushed her tiny, lithe body into his. She tilted her head back and closed her eyes. His thick, soft lips met hers, and she sucked hungrily at his playful tongue. 
 
   Still kissing, he pulled her legs up, and she wrapped them around his waist to keep from falling. She felt so small and vulnerable, she nearly came in her panties as he took her right up the stairs. Once in his bedroom, they tore each others clothes from their bodies. They were quite a contrast, Anthony huge and dark, Penny petite and pale.
 
   "Marc taught you how to worship Big Black Cock?" he asked as he pulled off his jockey shorts. Penny caught the capital letters in his voice. She licked her lips and took in the sight of his manhood. He'd earned them. Anthony's was only the second black cock she'd ever seen but he was every bit as impressive as Marc. Her husband, Joe, had the largest white cock she'd ever experienced, but even soft, Anthony's dwarfed it. 
 
   "Uh huh," she nodded dumbly at it as she knelt on the soft carpet before Anthony's bed. She wore not a stitch of clothing, and naked, her pussy oozed its clear juices down the insides of her creamy thighs. She pouted her lips and kissed the mammoth, swaying shaft. The skin was deep, rich brown, and felt smooth and soft againt her. She hunched down, planting litlte kisses all the way to the fat, purple-black knob at the end. It jumped a little from her kisses.
 
   "I'm a little bigger than Marc," Anthony shrugged. "But I bet I'm already bigger than your pathetic white boy hubby right now, huh?" Penny trembled as she looked up at the smirking man. Marc hadn't been quite so mean about her husband, but it didn't turn her off. If anything, it only made her pussy ache all the more.
 
   "His dick is so tiny! Not even seven inches, Sir!" she cooed as she reached up and hefted his mostly limber cock. It was so heavy! She rubbed it on her upturned face and could feel his heartbeat pulsing deep within that ebony shaft. It twitched against her, growing heavy, thicker, harder.
 
   "Damn! I had seven inches when I was ten!" he laughed. His huge black hands, surprisingly gentle and deft, pulled the pins from her hair, letting the coppery strands fall about her face. 
 
   "That's because you're Black, Sir!" Penny giggled. Anthony laughed along with her, but not for long. She opened her bright red lips and sucked the purple knob deep into her hot mouth.
 
   "Fuck! That's it, suck my Big Black Dick!" he cried.
 
   "Mhm," Penny moaned around him, knowing that he would feel her whole mouth vibrate subtly from the sound. He shuddered, and his cock jerked to full size in the span of a few heartbeats. It's girth stretched her lips, and her jaw throbbed from being forced open. Her tongue, pushed down flat against the bottom of her mouth, squirmed under him as she sucked harder, drawing more of him down.
 
   Even in the dim light of the bedroom, she could see the length of that black organ stretched out before her. She couldn't imagine a cock longer and thicker than Marc's but Anthony had at least an inch or two on him, and his cock seemed as thick as her own fist. She stroked the shaft for a few moments while she twisted her head around the tip. 
 
   "I bet you never suck that white boy like that!" Anthony laughed, playing with her hair.
 
   "Sucking his tiny dick is boring!" she whined and gave the man a playful wink. "And I can't do this with it!" 
 
   "What, baby?" he wondered. Penny just watched his handsome face twist in pleasure as she took him in her mouth once more. She didn't stop with just the head, though. She moved her little hands to the man's hips and kept pushing down. Her little throat spasmed around the thick invader as she wedged down and in. She jerked a little from the pain, but after practicing so much with Marc, her gag reflex soon settled as she swallowed inch after inch.
 
   "Damn babygirl! Take it deep!" Anthony cried in delight. Their eyes met as Penny sank lower and lower. Even with all her practice, it wasn't easy. Gurgling sounds filled the room as she pushed and bobbed, struggling to get it all. After a good ten or fifteen mintues, with her hands digging into his sides and her pussy burning with need, she pushed her cute face right up against his body and ate every last inch.
 
   "Damn! I never met a slut who could take all thirteen inches!" Anthony exclaimed, clearly impressed. Penny slobbered all over his huge black cock, her spit dripping down his massive balls as she bobbed up and down, using his full length. After a few minutes, though, it wasn't enough, and Anthony's instincts took over. He gripped her head tight and started thrusting.
 
   "Mmpf!" Penny's screams were muffled by the huge tool bursting down into her throat with savage force. Her big green eyes watered, spilling tears down her stuffed, reddening cheeks. She didn't fight back though. She rocked with his thrusts, moaning into his cock as she fucked her cute little face like a cheap hooker. She even sucked harder at him, eager to please her powerful black lover.
 
   "Gonna bust a nut!" he cried after what seemed like hours. He pulled back, and Penny obediently opened her mouth wide, sticking out her tongue. His huge black fists pumped up and down on his dark meat, and she squeezed his balls.
 
   "I want your cum!" she panted, and Anthony gave it to her. The first few ropes launched high, splattering across her nose and cheeks with audible force. The next few landed on her tongue, and she swallowed down the tangy goo eagerly. It kept coming, blasting her chin and lips, until she was a sticky, cum-covered mess.
 
   "Look at you," he chuckled and slapped his wet cock against her puffy, raw lips. 
 
   "I must be a mess!" she giggled. Anthony tossed her her own panties, and she used the skimpy black fabric to mop of his pungeant seed.
 
   "I need that married white pussy!" Anthony growled as she finished cleaning herself. She smiled up at him as he pulled her to her feet then roughly shoved her onto the bed.
 
   "It needs Big Black Cock so badly!" she whined. She spread her slender little legs wide, running her fingers up and down her wet slit. She kept a little patch of red hair above her delicate pink lips.
 
   "Damn, you're fine!" Anthony said gruffly. His wide nostrils flared and his cock swayed back and forth like a heavy club as he climbed up. His cock seemed impossibly big, and Penny had to fight a surge of fear. But she'd taken Marc, he was only a little bigger, surely she could handle him too!
 
   "Oh my GOSH!" she screamed as the big black man unceremoniously pushed his fist-sized cockhead between her lips and sank halfway to his balls in one firm, brutal stroke. Her puffy pink nipples grew stiff on her nearly flat chest. Her legs jerked and her tiny toes curled in the bedspread.
 
   "You act like you never had a real dick before?" he smirked as he pulled back, and stabbed again, this time his battering ram of a cock burrowing even deeper. Penny screamed in pleasure, and more than a little pain, as her pussy walls were stretched nearly to the breaking point. He hammered her tight pussy without mercy, forcing her to stretch ever more for his giant cock.
 
   "Oh, you fuck me so good!" Penny cried. She arched her back, squeezing her little A-cups and twisting her nipples as orgasm flooded her tight young body. She was dimly aware of feeling his huge black balls smack her pale ass cheeks as she thrashed around, cumming several times in rapid succession.
 
   "Take that Black Cock!" Anthony grunted as he hunched over her. He loomed, a massive black shadow of sculpted muscle and raw male power. She wrapped her little white legs around the backs of his and clutched at his bulging biceps. Having just cum all over her face, he pistoned in and out of her slurping, stretched, abused pussy for what seemed like hours.
 
   His cock, thicker than her arm, forced her pussy to stretch more and more, the once-tight flesh within her becoming slack as she came all over his steely pole. She quickly lost track of how long they'd been fucking, or how many times his amazing black cock pushed her over the edge of orgasms that shook her whole body.
 
   "You love this don't you?" he asked as he suddenly stopped, poised with half his monstrous meat buried in her.
 
   "What?" she licked her lips and forced her eyes to focus on his handsome face. "Oh, yes of course I do!"
 
   "I can tell. White women get addicted to Superior Black Cock," he said, rather matter-of-factly as he slowly ground the last few inches back into her, making her groan long and deep.
 
   "S-superior?" she gulped. 
 
   "You know Black Men are superior. Say it!" he demanded, grinding his body down onto hers, using his full weight to pin her down. Race politics had never entered her fetish before. It was all about jungle fascination with big, dark dicks. But she found herself hovering on the brink of yet another cum, and it just seemed so right!
 
   "Black Men are superior!" she gasped. He smiled down at her, as if proud. He kissed her, surprisingly tenderly, on the lips. She moaned into his mouth, sucking his tongue and loving the gentle intimacy, even if her pussy still throbbed around his impossibly big shaft.
 
   "You and your hubby are just fooling around with BBC. I can take you deeper. I can take you all the way," his brown eyes glittered with the promise of something dark and forbidden. He smiled and kissed her sweaty forhead.
 
   "All the way?" she licked her lips, and quivered a little as tingling filled her young body. "How far is that?"
 
   "I'll let you know when you get there, baby," he said soothingly. "But you have to agree to let me take you there. No questioning me or my decisions."
 
   "Oh, God! I don't know!" she bit her lip. She felt energized with lust and need, and his words swirled around in her mind as her imagination went wild.
 
   "Do you love Superior Black Cock or not?" he chuckled.
 
   "I do, you know I do!" she giggled. "Black Men are superior, right?" Again the words echoed in her mind and filled her body with perverse delight. 
 
   "Then agree to it, baby. Tell me you want me to teach you all about the lifestyle. Ask me to take you all the way!" he thrust his hips a few times, slowly, but powerfully and Penny could no longer resist.
 
   "Yes, please, Anthony! Teach me all about BBC and take me all the way!" she cried as her aching pussy once again flooded his heavy tool with juices.
 
   "That's my babygirl!" he said happily. He sat up on his knees and pulled her shapely legs tight against his muscular chest as he rocked back and forth. "First step, we gotta show that inferior white boy, your hubby, what's what!" he laughed.
 
   "Yes, yes!" Penny screamed, and she wasn't sure if it was his cock or the kink of the situation that made her cum harder.
 
   


  
 

TWO
 
   "Watching is a big step," Mona shook her head, her long, golden locks swaying over her slender shoulders. 
 
   "It almost ruined everything for us," Fred, her husband agreed. Penny looked at the two, her husband's brother and his tall, blonde wife. They'd been playing the interracial hotwife game a lot longer than she or Joe. Still, Anthony had prepared her for this.
 
   "I don't want to risk losing you," Joe said thoughtfully. Penny turned and kissed his cheek. Her husband really was a lovely guy. Smart, handsome, successful. He was tall and lean, with sandy hair and a twinkle in his eye that always promised a fun time. 
 
   "And I don't either, but I feel bad for you, Joe," Penny said, and really meant it. "I get to have all this fun and all you get is me describing it after! I want to bring you in, let you participate, in your own way!"
 
   "In his own way?" Fred frowned. He was Joe's younger brother, but the McHale boys might well have been twins.
 
   "Well, its about me cheating with big black men, right?" Penny giggled. "So, he can watch it all happen!"
 
   "As fun as it is," Mona laughed. She was a sexy, leggy lady, and Penny had always been jealous of her height and the size of her breasts. "I had these horrible guilt pangs afterwards."
 
   "And it's one thing to hear about how good those black guys are, bro, it's another to see it. I don't know, I've never been jealous but it took me a month to get over it," Fred added.
 
   "I think Joe can handle it," Penny said. According to Anthony, she had to boost her husband's ego. "There's more to any relationship than sex. I think he's mature enough to see me having sex with a well-hung black man and not feel inferior."
 
   "Thanks, honey!" Joe grinned. He hugged her tighter and she leaned into his chest. She really hoped he was that mature, anyway. Despite the things her new black lover had made her say, she didn't really believe Joe as inferior, as a person. It was just sex.
 
   "Well, don't say we didn't warn you," Mona shook her head and let out a little laugh. "I hope it works for you two."
 
   "If it does, I'll give you pointers," Joe chuckled to his younger brother. 
 
   "You can show him how its done!" Penny giggled and nuzzled her husband's neck. She could feel his chest pump up with pride, and she had to admit, she was proud of him too.
 
   "Oh, God!" Fred rolled his eyes. He looked out the window. "All right, our folks are here, Joe. No more sex talk tonight!" he looked relieved as he got up to meet them at the front door.
 
   "I actually really loved putting on a show, but seriously, Fred took it pretty badly. For a while I thought we'd have to give up the whole BBC thing!" Mona whispered to the young couple.
 
   "If Joe has trouble, we'll stop and take a break from it!" Penny promised. She hoped, of course, that no such thing would happen.
 
   "Thank you, honey!" Joe kissed her. 
 
   "When are you two doing this?" Mona asked, clearly more than curious as her breath was coming quicker and her long nipples were starting to show through her conservative blue dress.
 
   "Tommorrow night!" Penny beamed. 
 
   "I'm taking her for a shoppoing trip first! I'm going to spoil her rotten from the time we get up until the time he shows up!" Joe added. He always claimed to love spoiling her, and Penny hoped that would hold up.
 
   "Then it's Anthony's turn to spoil me!" Penny winked knowingly at her sister-in-law, who laughed. 
 
   "Well, like I said. Good luck!"
 
   "Oh, I'm sure we'll be fine, won't we, Pookie Bear?" Penny asked her husband in her sexy, little-girl voice. He nearly came in his pants, and had to untuck his shirt as his parents came walking through the door. It was all Penny could do not to burst out laughing.
 
   


  
 

THREE
 
   Penny sighed as she stretched a slender leg out of the tub. Bubbles lingered on her pale skin, sliding slowly down her calf. She wiggled her tiny toes at Joe, who leaned against the sink, watching her.
 
   "You're too adorable," he chuckled. By the small tent in his silk boxers, adorable wasn't really the word he'd meant. 
 
   "Thank you, Joe!" Penny winked and slowly stood up from the tub. They'd had a marvelous day together, but it was time to get ready for the main event. He helped her out of the tub and patted her dry with a big fluffy towel. After that, she sat at the vanity to perfect her hair and make up while Joe laid out the items he'd purchashed for her that day.
 
   "I'm going to feel like such a little tart!" she giggled as she looked over the black satin corset, garter belt, seamed black stockings and strappy, open-toed black heels that were so tall she knew she'd have trouble walking. 
 
   "Never, my love. You'll just look even more gorgeous, all gift wrapped for Anthony!" Joe chuckled and took her shoulders. He kissed her softly, sweetly, so much more tenderly than her black lovers had. She pushed him away gently.
 
   "Now now! I'm saving myself for the Black Man!" she winked at him. Time to tease him, just the way, Anthony had told her to do. "You stay right there and look, but don't touch!"
 
   "All right," Joe growled, his eyes wide with lust. He sat on the chair near the bed, rubbing the tiny little tent in his shorts as she took a seat on the bed. She hooked the garter belt around her waist first, and let the lace straps hang loose around her thighs. The corset was elastic, and not very snug around her tiny waist, but it did highlight her hourglass shape. She adjusted the lace top, resting on her slim chest right below her tiny, naked breasts. 
 
   "I wish I could suck your toes right now," Joe said wistfully as she stretched a leg out and slowly, painstakingly, rolled a sheer black stocking up to her thigh. 
 
   "Maybe if you're good, Joey, I'll let you do that after. But Black Men have to come first," she said with a brisk nod of her head. Her loving husband whimpered, and she almost relented. No, Anthony had told her what to do, and she felt the need to let him take her to the darkest corners of her fantasy, no matter what. Once both stockings where on and clipped to the belt, she stood and turned.
 
   "Are my seams straight?" she asked over her shoulder.
 
   "The left is a little crooked."
 
   "Then be a dear and fix it for me. But be quick! These legs are for my Black Man tonight!" 
 
   "Jesus, you're laying it on thick!" Joe said ruefully as he knelt behind her. She glanced down. There was definitely a wet spot on the front of his shorts. Precum. 
 
   "You love it," she said. He fussed with her stocking for a moment before announcing that the seam was straight. 
 
   "Good. Now go down stairs and fix me a martini. Anthony will have a Scotch on the rocks, as well," she shooed him away.
 
   "Since when do you drink martinis?" he wondered.
 
   "I drink them now," she said primly, holding her breath. When her husband headed downstairs, she let out a long sigh. It wasn't easy being that mean to him, but she was really enjoying it! She picked up a pair of panties, but decided to skip them. Instead she spritzed a litte perfume behind her ears and slipped into her ridiculously sexy heels. Halfway down the stairs, the doorbell rang, and she nearly fell down the steps in her eagerness to answer the door.
 
   "Aren't you a sight!" Anthony laughed from her stoop. He'd dressed even more casually than he had on their date, in a tight white tee shirt and blue jeans. 
 
   "Thanks," Penny blushed. He'd seen her naked, of course, but somehow she felt even more exposed in the audacious lingerie. She stared at him in the doorway, taking in the sight of him, and feeling her body already starting to ready itself for his.
 
   "May I come in?" he asked, arching an eyebrow.
 
   "Oh! Silly me!" Penny slapped her forehead and ushered the huge man inside. Joe came out of the kitchen with the drinks just in time. He'd thrown on his bathrobe, and looked a little embarassed to greet a guest half-clothed.
 
   "Ah, you must be Joe," Anthony said as he walked past Penny. "Is that Scotch single malt?"
 
   "Yeah, of course!" Joe gulped. Joe was tall and very fit himself, but Anthony was not only taller, but with bigger, harder muscles.
 
   "You have a nice house," Anthony looked around. "Good taste too."
 
   "Thanks," Joe mumbled.
 
   "In Scotch as well as women," Anthony grinned. He motioned to Penny, and a submissive lump formed in her throat as she scurried to his side.
 
   "Yeah," Joe said breathlessly.
 
   "Hey, why so nervous?" Anthony laughed and cuffed Joe on the shoulder. "We're all into the same scene here. Penny tells me that you love listening to her stories of Superior Black Men!"
 
   "Superior Black, what?" Joe shook his head in confusion. 
 
   "I'm just fucking with you!" Anthony drained his glass and set it down on the coffee table. 
 
   "Oh," Joe gulped. 
 
   "Why don't we all just sit down and get to know each other a bit. I don't want anybody having any regrets," Anthony suggested. He took a seat on the couch, motioning for Penny to join him. She pressed her body close to him, resting her head on his arm. Joe, moving on trembling legs, took a slow seat across from them.
 
   "So what do you do?" Anthony asked. And so began the most bizarely banal hour of Penny's life. Her husband of three and a half years and her new lover Anthony were akward with each other at first, but soon connected over their love of the local football team. Penny had no idea what they talked about, but they seemed to agree on a lot. The topic turned to politics, and once again, the men seemed to agree on more than they disagreed. 
 
   "You guys have so much in common!" Penny rolled her eyes.
 
   "We have one other thing in common," Anthony chuckled.
 
   "What's that, Anthony?" Joe asked. He was relaxed now, leaning againt his chair and smiling. 
 
   "We both seem to think this little redhead is the sexiest woman alive!"
 
   "You're damn right!" Joe agreed. "To Penny!" he raised his beer bottle, and Anthony leaned over to tap his glass, his third drink, with her husband.
 
   "You guys are sweet!" Penny blushed and crossed her legs, kicking her high heel back and forth. Anthony draped a big arm over her shoulder, pulling her right against his chest.
 
   "Don't you think she she looks even sexier like this, Joe?" Anthony smirked.
 
   "In that lingerie? Hell yes! Thanks for convincing her!" Joe laughed and nodded.
 
   "Least I could do," Anthony shrugged. "But what I meant was, doesn't she look sexy here with me? On a Black Man's arm?"
 
   "I guess," Joe blushed.
 
   "It's okay to admit it, Pookie Bear!" Penny added, winking at her husband. 
 
   "Many white men find the combination erotic," Anthony ran a huge hand down Penny's bare shoulder and over her arm. "Look at the contrast. She's so small and white."
 
   "And he's so big and black," Penny cooed. "Isn't it delicious?"
 
   "Yeah, it really is," Joe gulped.
 
   "Are you ready to take this further, Joe?" Anthony asked carefully. 
 
   "I think so," the white man nodded.
 
   "Good. Give us ten minutes, then join us in the bedroom. Don't say a word when you come in, just sit down and enjoy!" Anthony said. He gestured for Penny to stand. She teetered on her heels for only a moment before her lover steadied her. She led him upstairs while Joe sat still, his tiny white hard on sticking up from his boxers.
 
   "What should we do first?" Penny asked breathlessly when they reached the bedroom.
 
   "Your throat full of Black Cock?" Anthony suggested. Penny agreed, and helped her huge lover strip naked. His mighty black pole was more than half hard, and it only took her talented mouth moments to bring him to his full size. 
 
   Sucking Big Black Cock wasn't like sucking any other, she decided as she pushed Anthony deep into her throat. It was much more intense, much more pleasurable. There was an almost religious feeling to it. Like she really was a supplicant at worship. By the time she heard her husband join them, giving himself away by gasping sharply, she'd already stuffed all thirteen inches past her lips and was bobbing furiously.
 
   "See how much your wife loves sucking Superior Black Cock?" Anthony chuckled. Penny moaned and worked even faster, gagging and slurping noisily as she sucked. 
 
   "Shit!" Joe whispered. Penny peeked to her side to see her loving husband looking stunned. She needed to bring him in!
 
   "Pookie Bear?" she said as she pulled off and leaned back. Anthony's more-than-footlong cock loomed over her face like a tree trunk. 
 
   "Jesus Christ, honey!" Joe exclaimed. "You took THAT?"
 
   "Uh, huh!" Penny smiled at him, flashing him her dimples. "Go ahead and take out your tiny white dick. I'd like you to enjoy watching me with this Big, Superior Black Cock as much I enjoy sucking it!"
 
   "Okay," Joe nodded. He pulled out his nearly seven inch shaft and wrapped his fist around it. Penny could remember thinking that her husband was well hung. It seemed like so long ago! She blew her husband a kiss before she impaled her throat on Anthony's monster BBC once more.
 
   "She ever suck your cock like this, white boy?" Anthony sneered.
 
   "Yeah," Joe said defensively. 
 
   "Yeah, she's got a good mouth," Anthony grunted. "But let's show you something else now. Something you really have never seen before!" With that the black hunk pulled the sucking woman off his cock. 
 
   "Oh! I wasn't done yet!" Penny whined.
 
   "Call me Sir!" Anthony barked.
 
   "I'm sorry Sir!" she said hasitly.
 
   "Good girl. Tell me, would you like to feel my cock inside your married little pussy?"
 
   "Yes, please, Sir!" Penny chirped happily, already kicking off her heels and climbing onto the bed. Her pussy was soaked!
 
   "Good girl! But you gotta show him how much you love it!" Anthony grinned. He climbed onto the bed, laying out on his back beside the young redhead. His cock towered straight into the air, wet with her spit and full of sexual menace.
 
   "Oh, you know I love Black Cock, Sir!" Penny smiled as she straddled the big man facing her husband. She had to sit almost straight up on her stocking-clad knees to raise her body enough. She reached down and grasped his cock, aiming it toward her hot little pussy. She sighed deeply as she bent her knees, slowly sinking onto him.
 
   "Fuck she's tight!" Anthony growled through gritted teeth. 
 
   "Oh Gosh!" Penny gasped. She swayed atop her lover, her legs trembling. Her little belly bulged slightly from the size of him as she slowy moved lower and lower.
 
   "Are you all right, honey?" Joe asked, his loving voice full of concern. He leaned closer to watch, his fist flying up and down on his stiff white member.
 
   "YESS!" Penny moaned as her tiny red bush finally sank all the way down. Her pussy quivered in delight, and she swayed atop Anthony's huge body as she reveled in her first orgasm of the night.
 
   "I know you never saw that look before, white boy," Anthony laughed. He reached up and squeezed Penny's tiny breats roughly from behind. 
 
   "He never made me cum like that!" Penny added with a giggle. Joe's eyes narrowed as he looked on, and she stared into them. She licked her lips seductively as she began to move. Small motions at first, just raising her tiny bubble butt a few inches before dropping once more. Joe grunted and came all over his fist.
 
   "Fuck, this is hot!" the man gasped as he lost control.
 
   "Oh, Anthony! It's adorable! His tiny white cock just shot off!" she giggled.
 
   "Fucking white boys, can't even hold it for five minutes!" Anthony snorted derisively.
 
   "Aww, I think it's cute that you have such a hair trigger, Pookie Bear!" Penny winked at her husband as she rose up a little higher. She gasped and came again when she slammed her tiny body back down.
 
   "Cute?" Joe chewed his lower lip, but for a wonder, his cock stiffened back up immediately. Penny grinned as she rode Anthony's cock. Joe was enjoying it!
 
   "Yes, so fucking tiny! Not like Anthony's Superior Black Cock!" she screamed as she bucked up and down on his huge staff. Anthony lay back, idly caressing her tits, ass and legs as she worked furiously to take all thirteen inches over and over. She lost track of how many times her aching pussy drenched the black man with cum before he, too, finally lost control.
 
   "Take my Black Seed!" Anthony growled.
 
   "Yes, fill me up!" Penny squealed. She pushed her tiny ass down hard and ground it into his body. His huge black balls tightened up and his cock lurched inside her. She felt each and every squirt shooting deep into her body, and she moaned in lust.
 
   "That was amazing," Joe said as he stood. Panting, Penny rolled off her black lover and cuddled up beside him. She ran a stocking-clad foot up and down the black man's legs. 
 
   "Sure was, Joe," she said, her voice dreamy.
 
   "Sit back down, white boy!" Anthony barked.
 
   "But-"
 
   "We're not done yet!" Anthony laughed. "I don't just cum once and call it quits for the night!"
 
   "Oh no! Superior Black Men can last all night!" Penny added. She pointed to the chair. Joe laughed and nodded.
 
   "This Superiority stuff is getting to me!" he admitted.
 
   "I can see that!" Penny giggled. "Your inferior white cock is still hard!"
 
   "Listen to your wife, white boy!" Anthony laughed. "She knows what's what!"
 
   "All right," Joe nodded as he sat and idly stroked his cock.
 
   "Call me Sir, too, white boy!" Anthony said.
 
   "Do it, honey. Be respectful to the Black Man!" Penny added before Joe could object.
 
   "Sorry, Sir," Joe said softly. His cock was quivering with lust!
 
   "Now, Penny, has your lil white boy ever fucked your sweet, sweet ass?" Anthony asked as he stroked her belly through her corset and nibbled at her ear.
 
   "N-no!" Penny said breathlessly. He hadn't told her about this part!
 
   "Good. Any other man?"
 
   "No. I'm, well, I'm a virgin to anal sex, Sir!" Penny said. Her pussy started to drench once more, mixing with Anthony's cum and flowing from her swollen, gaped pussy onto the bed.
 
   "Get on your hands and knees," he ordered quietly.
 
   "Yes, Sir!" Penny felt powerless to resist. She'd agreed to let him take charge, and Anthony was taking advantage! It made her feel so delightfully dirty, yet liberated at the same time! She wiggled her cute, round, naked ass seductively.
 
   "What a cute little booty!" the black man grinned as he groped her cheeks. He hunched over her, spitting into his hand and working a thick figner into her tight pucker. 
 
   "Ow!" Penny cried. Anthony spit again, working saliva into her tight back door. The little muscle slowly relaxed as he slipped in a second finger, stretching her out.
 
   "This is going to hurt even more, babygirl. Be brave," Anthony said softly as he lined up his huge, cock, still sticky and wet with mixed juices. He gave a gentle push, and Penny thought he might as well have tried to put his fist up there.
 
   "FUCK!" she screamed. She reached for a pillow and shoved it between her lips, biting down hard. She wiggled her ass, but she didn't move away. If Anthony wanted to fuck her ass, wasn't he entitled? The thought thrilled her, and her ass loosened even more.
 
   "That's right, just accept it, babygirl!" Anthony sighed as he slid halfway into her steamy bottom. Penny winced as the tight muscles forcibly stretched wider and wider. The sensation was odd, but wonderfully tingly and sexy too.
 
   "Keep going, Sir," she said softly. She reached behind her, rubbing her ass seductively and teasing the black lace garters that framed her pale cheeks so nicely.
 
   "That's my babygirl!" Anthony said proudly. He rocked his body slowly, feeding his huge black cock in and out. With each stroke, it got easier, even as he slid further and further into her hot, twisting guts. 
 
   "This feels so weird!" Penny said with a giggle. "It's like you're going all the way to my stomach!"
 
   "Almost there!" Anthony grunted. "You see her ass taking me, white boy?" 
 
   "Yes," Joe grunted. The steady beat of his fist rising and falling on his cock filled the room. "I mean Yes, Sir!"
 
   "Good white boy!" Anthony turned his attention back to Penny, and promptly forced the last two inches into her clenching ass.
 
   "YES!" she howled when his heavy balls slapped her dripping pussy from behind. The sensations were intesne, very nearly like cumming. She pushed back, gasping at the sharp increase in pain mixing with the heady pleasure.
 
   "Take my Superior Black Cock, babygirl!" Anthony said. He gripped her hips tight and began to buck furiously against her bottom, drilling her as hard as any man, himself included, had ever fucked Penny's pussy. She squealed and moaned and begged for more as he took her ass for what seemed like hours.
 
   "Who does this ass belong to?" Anthony questioned as he pulled her up against his chest, locking his arms under her knees so that her stocking-clad toes pointed straight out toward her husband and her dripping pussy was on full display.
 
   "You, Sir!" she cried. She held on tight as the big man held her tiny body up and hunched into her helpless ass again and again. Joe came once more, grinning at her slutty display. She smiled at him before Anthony threw her down and filled her ass with her on her back with her legs folded over herself. 
 
   "Cumming!" Anthony roared suddenly. Penny grabbed his neck and pulled him down into a fierce kiss as his huge black cock unlaoded deep into her guts. Panting and sweaty, they finally pulled apart.
 
   "Pookie Bear?" the young redhead asked quietly as she sat up to look over at her husband. He snored softly in his chair, his limp cock laying covered in his own cum. He'd passed out jerking off and watching them! She giggled.
 
   "Told you he'd get into it," Anthony chuckled and pulled her back down. They kissed and fondled each other for a long while before she got a chance to reply.
 
   "How did you know that?" she wondered.
 
   "You can't sugar coat it with white boys. You gotta hit 'em hard with it. Nine times out of ten, if they've gone this far, they've got a deep desire to be humiliated!"
 
   "You're so smart!" Penny laughed and cuddled against her hunky black lover.
 
   "I know babgirl," Anthony kissed her cheek. "But we're just getting started!"
 
   To Be Continued
 
   


  
 

Sample of "Mandy's New Hobby"
 
                 "How do you fucking stand it?" Jeff asked her some time later, his voice slurred from a few too many beers. 
 
    
 
                 "What?" Mandy giggled. She'd only had one whiskey sour, but she could still feel the alcohol buzzing her brain. She turned from watching her handsome boyfriend concentrate on the dart game and looked over at his friend.
 
    
 
                 "Ted. I mean, does he ever take that big stick out of his butt?" 
 
    
 
                 "He's not that bad," Mandy said quickly. She blushed deeply. Lately Ted had been riding her a lot. Get a real job. Dress like a grown up. Try to be more serious. Why couldn't he understand that she made more than enough money doing what she was doing? Why did he seem to be constantly annoyed whenever she wanted to laugh or have fun.
 
    
 
                 "Yeah right. You should have seen the look on his face when he heard that porn queen begging for BBC. Fucking priceless!" Jeff laughed to himself and took another swig of beer.
 
    
 
                 "BBC?" Mandy asked as she leaned in close. She glanced around. Ted's other work friends had gathered around the tall man like flunkies following their leader. 
 
    
 
                 "Big black cock," Jeff whispered loudly. He gave an exaggerated wink and nod.
 
    
 
                 "Oh yeah," Mandy giggled. "It was pretty wild. I've never seen anything like that before."
 
    
 
                 "What, you and Ted don't watch pornos?" Jeff didn't seem surprised.
 
    
 
                 "No way! You heard him. He thinks they're the end of the world!"
 
    
 
                 "What about you?"
 
    
 
                 "No," Mandy blushed. "I never knew they were like that!"
 
    
 
                 "Well, I do have different tastes," Jeff chuckled.
 
    
 
                 "Yeah, how come you were watching, well, interracial like that? Seems weird for a white guy," Mandy wondered. 
 
    
 
                 "It's just a lot hotter than the all white kind, trust me. Or don't trust me. Go online and see for yourself," he urged.
 
    
 
                 "What, me?" she giggled again.
 
    
 
                 "So Mandy, Ted tells me you're into publishing, but won't tell me any details," a plump young woman with huge square glasses said as she sat on Mandy's other side at the end of the table. 
 
    
 
                 "Trust me, Mandy, check it out, tonight!" Jeff laughed. Mandy frowned at him, but his words lingered in her mind for the rest of the evening. She hated sports and bars. Sports bars were the worst. She did her best to make a good impression on Ted's friends. Like he'd asked her, she only told them that she published specialty journals. They seemed intrigued, but she didn't want to embarass Ted by telling them that she made products for teens and preteens. 
 
    
 
                 The distraction had been welcome, at least. She couldn't stop thinking about what Jeff had said, nor the sight of her first porno. Images of that enormous black penis kept flickering before her mind's eye, and she found herself feeling hot and flushed. 
 
    
 
                 "Come on, let's get Jeff home before he humilates himself any more than he already has," Ted said decisively. He wasn't offering Mandy a choice. She didn't object though. The smell of stale beer and the loud TV screens blaring different sports from around the country and the globe was giving her a head ache. Why couldn't they have done something fun like miniature golf, or just hang out at home and play board games.
 
    
 
                 "Sure, Ted. Let's go!" she forced a smile. They were leaving early. Perhaps Ted would be frisky tonight? She slipped her arm around his waist, hoping to encourage him as they collected their drunk friend and made their way home.
 
    
 
   *              *              *
 
    
 
                 "Gosh darn it!" Mandy stamped her foot on the pavement and tossed her phone through the window onto the driver's seat. The battery was completely dead! She leaned against the powder blue door of her little hybrid and wondered what she should do. She had no idea how to change a flat tire. At least the spring evening wasn't too cool. She pulled her pink hoodie closer around her shoulders and looked up and down the road. About a mile up the road there was a gas station. She could call Ted and have him come get her.
 
    
 
                 "He'll probably give me a lecture," she frowned as she began to walk. The evening breeze blew her short, pleated skirt around her bare legs and she shivered. "Maybe two of them. One for not charging my phone and another for not knowing how to change a tire."
 
    
 
                 She was getting more fed up with his lectures lately. It had been weeks since she'd accidentally spied her boyfriend's friend, Jeff masturbating to interracial porn. She'd been busy those weeks. Not just keeping her man happy and creating new product to sell to her ever-expanding list of buyers, but late at night, when she wasn't sleeping over at Ted's she was online. 
 
    
 
                 In a short time she'd become quite the expert on porn, she realized with a chuckle. She'd done as Jeff had suggested, and found he was right. While many of the actors and actresses were very talented and sexy in the all-white porn, the interracial stuff was something different. The men were wonderfully aggressive, and the women correspondingly shameless in their slutty appreciation for big black cock. Black men, it seemed, were wonderfully endowed.
 
    
 
                 She felt a familiar heat growing in her pink cotton panties as she remembered the last video she'd watched.  A pretty young blonde, not unlike herself, had choked and gagged on a black cock literally the size of her forearm for what seemed like an hour before the big, muscular black man had ridden her tiny body hard. The way the girl was shivering and screaming, she was either the greatest actress in the history of adult entertainment, or she was really having orgasms. Powerful orgasms at that.
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