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Penny winced as she stepped out of the big SUV and into the harsh light of early morning. Not even the over-sized sunglasses could shade her big, blue-green eyes from the glare. She'd had a long night. Much too long a night. She pulled the skin-tight electric blue club dress over her slender hips and turned to look back through the passenger window. Anthony, her tall, handsome, black lover winked at her. Shew blew him a kiss and walked up her driveway in her sky-high stilettos.  
 
    
 
   Next door Brenda Taylor peeked her head around from her rose bushes. She was always a nosy, fat bitch. It wasn't like Penny to sneer, but sneer she did. She lowered her sunglasses just enough to give the woman a death glare while she was at it. Her personality had changed a lot in the last few weeks. Penny McHale had always been the picture of the perfect little housewife. Tiny, and cute, with flame-red hair and a ready smile, she'd been a cheerful and supportive wife to her husband, Joe for several years. Ever since she'd caught her sister-in-law, Mona, cheating on her husband's brother with a black man, though, her world had changed. She'd told her husband about it, and with his blessing, she to had her first interracial fling. Since then, she'd gotten a new black lover, even more well-hung and demanding than her first. He'd promised to lead her "deeper" and she found herself willingly following right along. She'd given up her anal virginity and made her husband watch. She'd started referring to her husband as a "white boi" and rarely spread her slender little legs for him any more. The perfect little wife, she was not. 
 
    
 
   "Good Morning!" Penny called. Brenda Taylor squeaked and all but ran back to her house. Penny burst out into little giggles as she stumbled back into her house. Joe was already coming down the stairs and adjusting his tie.
 
    
 
   "There you are! I thought you were never coming home!" he said. He was a tall, handsome man, but Penny could hardly remember what it was like to be intimate with him and actually enjoy it. 
 
    
 
   "What's it to you, white boi?" she snapped, and pushed the front door shut with her tiny rump. Anthony always stressed that black men were superior. It was hard to disbelieve him when his thirteen-inch black cock filled her so wonderfully. 
 
    
 
   "Uh, nothing," Joe gulped. He had a worried look in his eye, and Penny felt a pang of guilt as he reached the bottom of the stairs and gave her a peck on the cheek.
 
    
 
   "Sorry, just got a bad headache," she explained as she gave him a huge. The smell of his aftershave was comforting. 
 
    
 
   "It's okay, baby. You know I love you, right? Even if you do act the little tart on the weekends with your black boyfriend!" he chuckled. Penny giggled. It was easy to forget sometimes, when she was riding Anthony's monster and he was filling her head with his racially charged dirty talk, that Joe had graciously given her permission to explore her sexuality with black men. He was kind and supportive, and hardly ever jealous.
 
    
 
   "I love you too, Pookie Bear," she sighed. "Do you have to go to work so soon?"
 
    
 
   "Don't tell me you're still horny after getting blacked all weekend?" Joe chuckled, clearly amused.
 
    
 
   "I'm not horny!" Penny stamped a little foot. "I just wanted to cuddle a little bit. I missed you this weekend."
 
    
 
   "I find that hard to believe," Joe said and led her to the couch. He pulled her onto his lap and hugged her tight around her waist. "Didn't Anthony keep you company?"
 
    
 
   "Oh you know he did! And I might be too stretched out for you for a couple of days!" she leaned back into him. She could feel his little white cock grow hard in his pants, pushing against her tiny tush. She'd long forgotten when she'd started thinking of his cock in those terms. It was stuck in her brain, now, though. Little white cock. Cute almost.
 
    
 
   "Damn I was hoping to get a little tonight!" Joe kissed her earlobe from behind. His hand drifted up from her flat belly to rub her nipples through her tight blue dress. 
 
    
 
   "Well, when you put it that way, I suppose you could eat me out when you get home. It could be rather soothing," she said softly, feeling her exhausted, over-used body start to respond despite herself.
 
    
 
   "Oh? And what about me, you dirty little minx!" Joe wondered. He was throbbing even harder now. Anthony had drilled into her over and over that white men were too small and weak to deserve sex with women as pretty as her. It was incredibly flattering, and she had to admit, her lover had a point. Her emotions warred inside her for a moment before she replied.
 
    
 
   "Anthony wants to take me away on Friday," she began.
 
    
 
   "He's been doing that for two months," Joe observed. His hands and tongue were relentless, touching her tight body and teasing her neck with kisses.
 
    
 
   "Yes, but not just for the weekend. He wants to take me on vacation with him."
 
    
 
   "Are you serious? For how long?" Joe demanded.
 
    
 
   "Not that long, just four weeks," Penny blushed as she said it. Anthony was a successful divorce lawyer, and had plenty of vacation time at his disposal. And the money to go anywhere he wanted to when he did. She had been shocked herself when Anthony had proposed it. A month away from her husband? She couldn't could she?
 
    
 
   "Four weeks? You've got to be kidding me!" Joe gasped. Penny was about to tell him that she'd turn down the offer when she felt him surge to a full erection poking right into her backside through his slacks.
 
    
 
   "Tell you what honey," she cooed and wiggled against his crotch. "How about if you agree to let me go with Anthony to the Bahamas for a month, you can fuck me any way you want when you get home from work this week?"
 
    
 
   "Even your hot little ass?" he was quick to counter.
 
    
 
   "Of course not that!" she laughed. "That's for Anthony!"
 
    
 
   "Aw, come on!" Joe grunted. She had him right around her little finger.
 
    
 
   "All right, then how about this then. This week all you get to do is lick me and kiss me all over. No whining about wanting a blow job or to fuck me. And AFTER I get back, you can fuck my ass all you want?"
 
    
 
   "Really? Are you serious?"
 
    
 
   "Deadly!" she looked over his shoulder and gave him a wicked smile. She could feel him quivering under her. "You've been after my butt for years. And this is the only way you'll ever get it, you dirty little man!" 
 
    
 
   "You drive a hard bargain! Deal!" Joe said enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   "Yay! You're such a great husband!" she twisted around so she was sitting sideways on him and tilted her head back. Kissing Joe was the one thing she could honestly say she liked better than doing the same with Anthony. Sure the dominant black lover was a great kisser, but there wasn't the same love or tenderness behind it.
 
    
 
   "And you're the worst wife in the world, but I love you anyway, you crazy vixen!" Joe chuckled when he broke the kiss.
 
    
 
   "I know it! Now, I said you could lick me any time. That starts now!" Penny said, and moved completely off him. She hiked up her dress and peeled her panties off her sloppy, pink, slightly swollen pussy. She kicked off her shoes as she took the soaked garment completely off. She could smell the thick load of Anthony's cum mixed with her own juices. He'd left it not more than a half hour before. She had no doubt her husband could smell it too. 
 
    
 
   "But you're all wet with-"
 
    
 
   "A Black Man's cum? Be a good white boi and lick it all up for me!" she pleaded in her best little-girl voice. That never failed her.
 
    
 
   "I can't believe I'm doing this!" Joe groaned. He dropped to the floor and onto his knees. A moment later his hot tongue found her dripping pussy, lapping long and deep. Penny sighed and lay back, hardly believing what was happening, but soaking up every glorious moment of it. Her husband was sucking up a Black Man's cum, and apparently loving it! She pulled him closer and hunched over him as her quivering pussy dripped right into his mouth. She came almost instantly, but that didn't stop her from wrapping her legs around his head and holding him to her for another, and another. Eventually she let him go, and he was an hour late from work, but she didn't mind, her life was turning into one erotic, kinky adventure after another!
 
    
 
   *     *     *     *     *
 
    
 
   "Oh you rented a limo?" Penny squealed as she ducked her head into the dimly lit interior of the massive, white, stretch-Hummer. As Anthony had requested, or perhaps commanded, Penny had started growing out her thick, naturally curly red hair. It hung loose about her bare shoulders. Anthony also liked her in heavy make up, and she'd dutifully applied the black eye-liner and mascara, as well as deep red lipstick. In her little green strapless mini-dress, she felt a bit like a whore, if an expensive one. 
 
    
 
   "Only the best for my favorite white pet," Anthony smirked. He was an arrogant man, and as well she should be. Not only was he by far the biggest and best lover Penny had ever had, but at just over thirty years old he was a highly successful divorce lawyer. He was also incredibly handsome. His tall, muscular frame barely seemed contained by the white linen suit stretched over his bulging muscles. His head was shaved bald and smooth, and he flashed big white teeth as he grinned.
 
    
 
   "Am I really your favorite?" Penny blushed. Her skin was pale and creamy, and her outfit showed a lot of it. She could feel the heat of her flush go down her face to her neck and chest. Anthony's dark eyes flitted down to follow it. She didn't have much to fill out the top, her little breasts barely filled out an A-cup bra. She seldom bothered to wear them, and that night was no exception. Her long, puffy pink nipples pushed against the soft material of the dress.
 
    
 
   "For now," Anthony nodded. "As soon as I'm done taking you all the way I'll move on to my next white wife. Maybe a blonde this time." His smile said he was joking, but his dark, mysterious eyes told her was not. It made her feel like a sex object, a toy for his amusement. She shivered in delight as she felt her smoothly waxed pussy heat up between her slender things. It was all well and good to have her loving, equitable relationship with her husband Joe, but there was something forbidden and nasty about being a man's plaything, his pet, that delighted the young woman.
 
    
 
   "I'll just have to keep you satisfied then!" she laughed. A burly bald man appeared at his side. His lumpy white face looked like a peeled potato. He wore a black suit, and Penny suddenly felt a bit naked standing at the foot of her driveway with her mini-dress showing off her shapely, pale legs almost to the crease of her round little bottom.
 
    
 
   "Your bags, Miss?" the chauffeur asked dully. 
 
    
 
   "Oh, right!" she nodded gratefully and gestured to the suitcase behind her. The big man hoisted them up and carried them to the back of the limo. Penny twisted and looked to the door of her home. Joe stood there, his handsome face shadowed. She waved enthusiastically. "I'll be back in a month, Pookie!" she called. She waited for Joe to wave back before jumping inside. She hoped he continued to be as into their new-found fetish for interracial hot-wifery as she was. It was a big risk doing what she was doing, but having too much fun to stop.
 
    
 
   "There you are!" Anthony said as she slid in beside him. He wrapped an arm around her slim shoulders and pulled her tiny body flush against his. She'd never felt more tiny or powerless in his grip, and she twisted her neck to give him a warm smile.
 
    
 
   "Thank you, Anthon-" she didn't have time to finish, as he moved his mouth to hers and kissed her. As always he was strong and forceful, and his nimble tongue pushed deep into her mouth as he crushed his thick lips against hers. He reached over and groped her delicate breasts through her dress, and she moaned loudly into his mouth.
 
    
 
   "Take it off, I want you nude. I told the driver to drive around for a while," Anthony growled.
 
    
 
   "Won't we be late for our flight?" Penny licked her lips, but was already shimmying awkwardly in the leather seat, pulling off her dress as the limo slowly moved into traffic. She glanced ahead, relieved that the barrier separating them from the driver was firmly up. Anthony had given her specific instructions regarding her body. She'd regrown a narrow strip of deep auburn hair above her pussy and kept it neatly trimmed. She wore on the sexiest of strappy, open toed high heels. And like so many times before, not panties or bra. 
 
    
 
   "It doesn't board for almost three hours. Just enough time for us to have a little fun."
 
    
 
   "Good thinking, Anthony!' Penny nodded. Her nipples, puffy and pink stiffened on her chest. She kicked off her heels and crawled up the leather seat to press her slinky pale body up against him. He pushed her back as easily as a bear might swat away a mouse.
 
    
 
   “Get on the floor,” he growled.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Anthony,” Penny said meekly. She was never one to be a meek lover, in the past. Sure she was playful and at times even compliant. He demanded more, and she responded each time his dark dominance surfaced. The interior of the Hummer limo was massive, and there was enough space between the opposed benches to lay out a full bed. She slipped onto the soft, cream-colored carpets and onto her knees.
 
    
 
   “Beg,” Anthony nearly whispered. His dark eyes smoldered as he slowly opened his jacket and rubbed an ebony hand over the bulge in his pants.
 
    
 
   “Please, Anthony, I need your cock,” Penny said quietly, but with real enthusiasm. She'd grown quite addicted to black men in the past several weeks!
 
    
 
   “You can do better than that. Tell me what you NEED,” he snorted.
 
    
 
   “Oh God, Anthony! I need your Black Cock. Your Superior Black Cock. I need it inside of me right here and now!” her voice rose to a girlish tone as she crawled forward to the edge of his seat.
 
    
 
   “Better. What do you want to do with it?” Anthony asked. He lowered his zipper and hauled out his semi-hard manhood. Even in that state, it dwarfed her husband's cock by several inches. It was thick and licorice-black and delightfully enthralling. 
 
    
 
   “I want to suck it, Anthony,” she smiled.
 
    
 
   “You don't suck Black Cock, pet. You worship it. Beg.” Anthony said it with absolute seriousness, and Penny gasped. It was so extreme!
 
    
 
   “Please, Sir! May I please worship your Superior Black Cock! I need it so badly!” she said breathlessly. Her heart pounded in her chest and her whole body started to quiver. It was so fucking wrong, but felt so right.
 
    
 
   “Good enough,” Anthony smiled again. He let go of himself, and his heavy cock flopped down before him. Penny snatched right up. The mammoth tube looked even bigger in her tiny white hands. She pumped it using both, and the fat diamond on her wedding ring glittered brightly in the light of the limo's interior lights. Blood flowed into it with heartbeat, and it grew a tiny fraction each time. Penny pressed her pretty face against the shaft. It was already thicker than her own delicate wrist, possibly even her husband's wrist. She had to move to the side a little to give her hunky black lover a wink.
 
    
 
   “Cute, but you aren't worshiping it yet, pet!” he rumbled. He stroked her thick red hair a few times as she kissed his huge, then set his hands at his side.
 
    
 
   “Just wait!” Penny giggled. She moved even closer, pulling her knees up under her. Sitting up straight she was just able to bend down and give the crown of his chocolate cock a wet kiss. A few pumps later and he was fully hard. Thirteen mighty inches as black as coal pulled deep from the earth. It had that primal feel to it, Penny felt. Dark and mysterious, from the depths of antiquity it called to her. Demanded her obedience, her loyalty, her surrender. She gave in and engulfed the head with her sweet lips with a moan of deep satisfaction.
 
    
 
   As always his cock-head alone filled her mouth to overflowing, but she'd grown used to the strain in her mouth, the ache in her jaw. She slurped desperately at it, slathering it with her nimble tongue and sucking hard at the deep purplish knob. It wasn't enough. She pushed her head down deeper. It became instinctive for her to swallow Black Cock, accept it deep. With only the tiniest gag she opened herself and took him deep into her hot, humming throat.
 
    
 
   Anthony smirked from above, watching her bob lower and lower on his towering black shaft. Casually, as if nothing was happening, he reached over her and pulled the cork from a bottle of champagne. He poured himself a single glass, sipping and watching as his married little lover cheated on her husband by deep throating his cock like a whore. 
 
    
 
   Penny watched him as she sucked, taking him to the base in no time. She loved the way she could feel it curving down her neck, making her slim white throat bulge. It burned, of course, it always did. But it was a delicious sensation. She could feel her hot little pussy begin to heat up, dripping juices down her slim legs. She ignored that fire, though, and planted her hands on Anthony's muscular thighs. Her big blue-green eyes started to glaze over. Nothing existed but that huge cock rocking back and forth in her distended gullet. 
 
    
 
   The sun set through the tinted windows. The sky grew dark. Yet the limo continued to prowl the streets, circling the air port on a lazy course. Penny's arms and neck grew tired. Her back ached. Her throat felt swollen and bruised. But still she sucked. Up and down she bobbed. Her tongue never stopped moving, her eyes never glanced away from the handsome, domineering black man sitting before her. 
 
    
 
   “God damn you're a good white slut!” the big man finally growled. He dropped his now-empty glass and took rough hold of her thick red hair with both hands. Penny squealed in delight as he rather mercilessly pulled her head up and slammed it back down into his crotch so hard she felt like her nose could break against his rock-hard abs. He slammed her again, then again, then for five solid minutes as the stretch limo pulled into the airport parking lot.
 
    
 
   “Swallow ever fucking drop! You don't waste a Black Man's Seed!” he ordered. He wrapped his arm around her head, holding her balls-deep. She squirmed a little. She couldn't help herself. The pain in her throat shocked her, but thrilled her too. She tried but couldn't get a single whiff of air with that huge pole plugging up her throat. She did the only thing she could. She sucked hard, as if her life depended on it. The beast throbbed inside her, and she was rewarded with one hot blast after another of cum rocketed straight down into her belly. 
 
    
 
   “Good girl, now have a quick drink of champagne to get my stink off your breath,” Anthony chuckled as he poured her a glass and the big vehicle eased into the terminal.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Anthony,” Penny croaked. Her voice was rough, like she'd just smoked a whole pack of cigarettes in one sitting. She drained the glass in one long pull, shivering as the cold bubbly liquid eased her burning throat.
 
    
 
   “For the champagne?” he said, looking amused.
 
    
 
   “Yes. And for letting me worship your Superior Black Cock, of course!” she giggled. It always made her feel naughty saying that. She licked her lips seductively. If they didn't have a plane to catch, she was ready to get right back to it for another hour or two!
 
    
 
   “Insatiable! You little white slut!” he laughed and tossed her her dress. “Get your clothes on girl! We've got four weeks in the Islands to look forward to!” 
 
    
 
   *     *     *     *     *
 
    
 
   The first three days on the island resort passed in a blur. Anthony took her open-air seaside restaurants for meals. They strolled the beaches, made love under palm trees, and kept the guests in the rooms next to theirs up half the night with her howls of ecstasy. They talked a little, but not much. He kept her busy with activities, dancing, drinking, swimming, and of course, fucking. It wasn't so much romantic as it was decadent. On the third night they walked straight from the beach to what was becoming their favorite little seafood place. Penny left her flip-flops by the door and glided to her seat, a purple and blue sheer wrap not quite concealing her tiny black bikini underneath.
 
    
 
   “Have a seat right here,” Anthony pulled her chair out. Penny took her perch and let him direct the waiter. He always took charge, of everything. She didn't always want exactly what he ordered for her, but in the end, it felt good to let him take control. When the business was done, he leaned across the table and snatched up her hands. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, Anthony?” she asked. The look in his eyes made her a bit nervous. Those deep, mysterious chocolate brown orbs stared into hers with such primal intensity.
 
    
 
   “You've been having a good time being a slut for Black Cock these past few months, haven't you, Penny?” he asked boldly. Penny flinched. He wasn't keeping his voice down, and she could feel the eyes of several of the other patrons, mostly white, turning to her way. She pushed them out of her mind and focused on him.
 
    
 
   “Yes. It has been the most sexually fulfilling time of my life,” she agreed quietly, yet earnestly.
 
    
 
   “Has any white boi ever satisfied you like Superior Black Men can?” he pressed, this time hushing his voice just a little as he leaned in even closer. So close she could feel his warm breath on her face. 
 
    
 
   “No,” she said honestly. “Not even close.”
 
    
 
   “Not even Joe, your husband?” 
 
    
 
   “Not even him,” she confirmed.
 
    
 
   “Then its time you grow up, and make a decision,” Anthony squeezed her hands tightly. “I want you to think about it very hard, and don't answer me right away.”
 
    
 
   “All right, but I have to know what this decision is first,” she whispered. Her curiosity was tearing her apart, but she needed to know. 
 
    
 
   “You promised to let me take you deeper. It's time for the next step.” He watched her face and licked his lips once before resuming that smug, self-satisfied smile of his. “A proper white slut should be strictly Black-Only.” 
 
    
 
   “B-black only?” Penny echoed with a little gasp. 
 
    
 
   “Yes. No kissing, no cuddling, and definitely no sex with any man but a Superior Black Man.”
 
    
 
   “That's a little extreme, isn't it? I'm a married woman!” Penny chewed her lower lip, astounded that the rather nasty talk was making her bikini bottoms wet. 
 
    
 
   “Is it? Are Black Men Superior?” he demanded, his voice low but imperious.
 
    
 
   “Y-yes.”
 
    
 
   “Then it follows that white bois, like your husband Joe, are inferior. You're a sexy ass white woman, Penny. You think inferior white bois really deserve to touch your body? Ever?”
 
    
 
   “Gosh, Anthony!' Penny exclaimed a little too loudly. Joe meant the world to her, and if she admitted to what Anthony said all their playful talk would become much more real. Could she really do that to Joe? Her heart ached with pity for her loving husband, waiting patiently for her at home. How big a bitch was she becoming?
 
    
 
   “Don't answer right away. Wait until later tonight. I have a surprise for you,” Anthony finally let go of her hands and sat back. Soon the food came and no matter how often she asked or begged for hints, her dark-skinned lawyer lover never divulged his surprise. By the time they finished dinner, had a cocktail, and wandered back up to their hotel room, she was practically bouncing on her toes in excitement.
 
    
 
   “Go and take a nice long bubble bath. When you get out, look in the box on the sink. I have some things in there for you to wear. When you're finished and have your hair and make up all done again, come out and enjoy your surprise,” Anthony grinned. He swept a broad hand toward the bathroom door. 
 
    
 
   “All right!' Penny meeped. She tore off what little clothes she had on and practically dove into the bathroom. Her mind raced as she filled the huge marble tub with hot, sudsy water. Her belly fluttered with nervousness. Did Anthony really expect her to stop having sex with her husband altogether? To stop kissing and cuddling him too? 
 
    
 
   Slipping into the hot water instantly cleared her mind. The gentle ache in her legs and feet from wandering around the posh island resort melted away. She lay back, soaking up the bubbles and feeling her worries and cares dissolve. She nearly fell asleep in the hot suds when she heard men talking through the bathroom door. She sat up in the bubbles and listened carefully. No it wasn't just the room service guy. A man, or men with deep voices were laughing and talking with Anthony, but she couldn't make out what they were saying. 
 
    
 
   She sprang from the tub, splashing the water a bit and nearly tumbling onto the richly carpeted floor. She giggled at herself for her own girlish excitement. She was tempted to listen at the door to get a clue as to who awaited outside with her lover, but thought better of it. She tried herself with one of the hotel's impossibly thick towels before sitting at the vanity. Anthony had told her not to go easy on the make up. She wasn't one to wear a lot of it, until meeting the tall black lawyer anyway. He liked his women made up like bimbos. Penny leaned forward, carefully applying thick layers of eyeliner, mascara and eye shadow. She had large eyes to begin with, but the make up made them pop like almost like a cartoon character's! Her skin was smooth and creamy, and all she needed was a hint of rouge on her cheeks to define her cheek bones and give her that slightly flushed, excited look. Last she dabbed on a thick layer of shockingly red lipstick. It clashed with her hair and was so bold she figured someone could spot her lips from across a crowded shopping mall. She looked like a whore, an expensive whore, but a whore nonetheless.
 
    
 
   She winked at herself before teasing her hair into sensuous copper waves about her slim shoulders. She looked hot, but it time to open the box Anthony had left. She grinned when she saw the contents. She was beginning to really love the way lingerie looked and felt on her tiny little body. The set was exquisite, with sapphire blue lace lined in black. She pulled on the AA bra and adjusted the straps over her slim chest. She'd only worn a garter belt a few times, again at Anthony's direction, but she managed the set well enough. The stockings were deep midnight blue with a bold black seam running down the back and lacy tops. She rolled them up her slim legs as she perched on the edge of the tub, careful to get the seams perfectly straight before attaching them to the garters. She slipped her tiny feet into a pair of open toed black stilettos. There were no panties in the box. Just as well, knowing Anthony she wouldn't need them for long. 
 
    
 
   She put on her a big smile and stepped out of the bathroom. The bedroom was empty, but she could hear Anthony and the other men talking more clearly now.
 
    
 
   “Oh she's hot little married piece of ass, trust me!” Anthony said. She heard two other men laughing. “And totally hooked on Black Cock, the dumb slut!” They laughed again. 
 
    
 
   “What about her husband, is fucking clueless like most white boys?” one of them asked.
 
    
 
   “Kinda, he's one of those dickless white boys who can't keep his woman happy or loyal,” Anthony explained. “He's not a problem.”
 
    
 
   “Good. He fucking deserves it!” 
 
    
 
   For a moment the young woman could only stand there in shock. They were talking about her like she wasn't even a human being. Just a sex object for their amusement. And they way they talked about her husband! She felt a surge of pity for him. She glanced at herself in the mirror as she continued to listen to the men talk. It was shameful, but she felt herself getting aroused once again. A lump formed in her through at the sheer perversion of it all. The men were degrading her and her husband both. It was wicked. It was evil. It was sick. She wanted more.
 
    
 
   “Hello, boys!” she said cheerfully as she stepped into the suite's main room.  She leaned against the door frame, wearing a sexy smirk and showing off her slinky little body. There were two black men standing next to her lover, each sipping a bottle of beer. The taller one had his hair in dreadlocks and wore a Hawaiian shirt and khaki shorts, the other was shorter and coal-black, wearing a white mesh top and baggy basketball shorts. They leered at her like predators stalking an innocent bunny.
 
    
 
   “Well, there's my little pet!” Anthony smiled. He stepped to the side and gestured toward her. “Penny, be a good pet and come say hello!”
 
    
 
   “Sure, Anthony!' Penny said. She was acutely aware of her lack of underwear as she slowly took one step after another. Each one brought her more confidence, and by the time she stood face-to-face with them, she was certain of herself. She'd never had sex with a complete stranger before, let alone two of them at once. Anthony was there, though, and she knew it was going to be all right.
 
    
 
   “Hi there, I'm Penny!' she smiled and offered her hand to the taller one, with the dreadlocks.
 
    
 
   “TJ,” he said brusquely. He shook her hand once, firmly, and pulled her closer. She stumbled on her heels but recovered by resting her left hand on his chest. He smelled like cocoa butter.
 
    
 
   “Nice to meet you,” she let go and turned to the other one. The smallest of the three men, he stood eye to eye with her in her heels. He took her hand too and guided it right to his crotch. Penny giggled and gave the massive package a squeeze through is baggy shorts.
 
    
 
   “I'm Dwayne,” he said, and pushed his pelvis out against her hand. She could feel the bulk of him throbbing. 
 
    
 
   “That's not how you greet a Superior Black Man!” Anthony admonished so sharply that Penny squealed and nearly jumped out of her heels. 
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “On your knees like a good white whore!” he barked. Penny nodded at her lover. The harshness of her words nearly brought tears to her eyes, but her pussy responded by sending tingling shivers right up her spine. She lowered herself quickly in front of the two strange black men. They laughed as they shed their clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor. 
 
    
 
   “Oh my!” Penny cooed as their massive black pricks came into view. Both men were young, athletic, and like every black man she'd ever seen before, HUNG. They moved right in front of her, shoulder to shoulder, their giant licorice treats swaying meatily before her wide eyes. She knew what she was expected to do, and she wanted it. Those huge cocks made her willpower melt like so much frost on a sunny day. 
 
    
 
   “God I love Black Cock!” she said before taking an ebony monster in each hand. The men laughed but she shut them up quickly by pulling TJ's huge mocha cock to her mouth and sucking the rubbery head inside. In no time she suckled him to full erection, easily ten or eleven fat inches. Once hard she shifted to Dwayne's inky black cock. Once suck was all it took before he, too, surged to full size. A little shorter than TJ's but even thicker. Both would have made her husband who was himself the largest white man she'd ever slept with, look like he had a little baby dick.
 
    
 
   “Look at her, she's fucking hungry for it!” one of the men laughed. She couldn't tell who. She didn't care. She closed her eyes and bobbed furiously back on TJ's cock. After Anthony's immense shaft, she quite readily took him right down to the base without gagging even once. He took hold of her hair and roughly fucked her face, his balls beating hard against her chin.
 
    
 
   “Let me have some of that!” Dwayne barged in. TJ reluctantly let her go, giving her face a hard slap with his steely cock before shoving her to the side for his friend. His cock was a hair thicker than Anthony's though much shorter. She gagged hard around him, her throat going into spasms. He seemed to like it, and wrapped an arm round her head to shove his whole nine inch dick right past her lips.
 
    
 
   Back and forth they passed her, and she sucked like her life depended on it. Her head spun as she barely got in a breath here and there. Her throat burned. Spit dripped down her face and smeared her make up. They went at it for what seemed like hours. Her knees were just starting to smart when they finally decided they wanted a little more.
 
    
 
   “Go ahead, fuck that little bitch!” Anthony beckoned them to follow. Penny stood on wobbly legs as she tottered after her lover. The men slapped her shapely ass behind her as they all headed back into the bedroom. Anthony scooped her up and tossed her onto the bed so hard she bounced.
 
    
 
   “Oh Gosh!” she screamed. The men were on her immediately. Their hands groped, pinched and slapped every exposed inch of her flesh. Her shoes went flying. TJ grunted as he yanked her bra down and sucked hard on her puffy pink nipples. She looked over at her lover as the two burly black men mauled her helpless form.
 
    
 
   “Just give in to it,” Anthony advised. He sat on the rooms leather easy chair. Somewhere along the line he'd stripped. He sat back stroking his mammoth organ, watching with dark, slitted eyes.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Sir,” she gulped. TJ lay back beside her and flipped her over onto him. She wiggled and twisted, and finally got her slender, stocking-clad legs positioned just right beside him. He took hold of her waist just above her garter belt and pulled. His heavy black shaft speared her pussy, driving deep into the center of her body and pushing hard against her tight little cervix. 
 
    
 
   “OH GOD YESS!” she moaned loudly as she was speared by glorious black cock. She bounced on his lap, a little redheaded doll, loving the way his huge dick stimulated her aching, needy pussy. She didn't have much time to revel in it, though, for Dwayne was on her in moments.
 
    
 
   “Hold still, bitch!” the short, muscular black man growled. He moved up behind her, pushing her shoulders until she fell forward on TJ's broad, powerful chest. Dwayne spit on his cock a few times then hunched up behind her. 
 
    
 
   “Oh God!” Penny gasped as she realized what was about to happen. Anthony had taken her anal virginity weeks before, but he'd always taken it slow, gotten her nice and wet first. And she'd never already had a big cock stretching her pussy at the same time! 
 
    
 
   “Shut up, cunt!” Dwayne said. His deep black cock found her little pink pucker. He stabbed into her without mercy. His muscles flexed as he pushed her body down, holding her still against the taller black man under her. She screamed in pain as the tiny ring was forcibly stretched open. It didn't stop him, he kept going and going.
 
    
 
   “Oh it HURTS!” Penny raised her head and wailed. She could feel those two shaft splitting her, filling her body to the bursting point. Only separated by a thin layer of flesh. She twitched and TJ grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her face up as he leaned down. He kissed her like he was raping her mouth with his tongue.
 
    
 
   “Fucking white wives!” Dwayne chortled as he pushed balls-deep into her tight bottom. The two men began to pump. Two enormous black pistons slamming in and out of her body in unison. The sensations were overwhelming, overshadowing the agony of being split.
 
    
 
   “Yes, oh GOD! DO ME!” Penny yelled at the top of her lungs as she came hard and long. And do her they did. Working as a team the savaged her little pussy and ass. They held her down, their hands strong and brutal and unrelenting, leaving bruises on her tender white skin. They fucked her like that for a long while, filling the room with the sounds of the bed springs squealing and her never screams of near-constant orgasm. 
 
    
 
   “All right, I need in on this!” Anthony laughed. Dwayne dutifully pulled out of her ass and her hot lover took his place. His king-sized cock slammed right into her bottom, stabbing deep into her colon and twisting her guts to make room for his thirteen fist-thick inches. 
 
    
 
   “Uhn!” was all Penny managed to say as she was so rudely stretched once more. Dwayne moved around to the front and pulled her head up with two fistfuls of bright red hair.
 
    
 
   “Suck me clean, slut!” he ordered. Penny could smell her own ass on his huge black dick. Her nose wrinkled but she opened wide. He thrust deep as she licked and sucked his cock clean. They moved like a many-armed and legged beast, writhing and humping on the bed, until one by one the men loosed their loads.
 
    
 
   “Take my seed bitch!” TJ hissed first as his huge black balls pumped what felt like gallons of scalding hot cum up through his cock and into her stretched and needy womb.
 
    
 
   “Drink it!” Dwayne demanded as he held her face tight to his body and pumped his own heavy load straight down into her belly. The hot goo soothed her aching throat before splashing down deep.
 
    
 
   “My turn! Get up, Slut!” Anthony pulled away. Penny whimpered as his huge cock slipped out of her ass. TJ pushed her shaking body off him and she curled her legs under herself, watching her lover standing there stroking himself. He pointed to the floor in front of him. “Here!”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Sir,” Penny gulped. Her body felt weak. Her pussy and ass throbbed from being so well-fucked, and her throat still burned. She eased herself to her knees before her lover.
 
    
 
   “Now, do you want to be Black-Only, Slut?” Anthony demaned.
 
    
 
   “Sir!” Penny gasped. Her mind reeled. She'd never felt more alive, never had more fun or enjoyed more orgasms. She hated the way the black men degraded her and especially her husband. But even after all of that, she felt her body respond. Her pussy ached, her clit throbbed, her nipples stood at attention and her mouth watered. She wanted this. She needed it.
 
    
 
   “Slut? I won't ask you again!” Anthony slapped her face with his cock. It hit her like a club, but she caught it and held it to her cheek.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Sir. I'll be Black Only, Sir!” she said softly.
 
    
 
   “What was that?” he looked down into her eyes. “Tell me again, who will you fuck?”
 
    
 
   “Black Men, Sir,” she confirmed.
 
    
 
   “What kind of Black Men?” he growled. She could hear the other men chuckle as they watched the spectacle unfold.
 
    
 
   “Superior Black Men, Sir!” she amended quickly. 
 
    
 
   “And who won't you fuck?” he pressed.
 
    
 
   “White men, Sir,” she nodded, feeling a pang of guilt that made her pussy yearn for another dose of big black cock.
 
    
 
   “Say it right, who are they?” Anthony sneered.
 
    
 
   “I won't fuck inferior white boys!” she corrected herself with a gasp.
 
    
 
   “Not even your pathetic little hubby?”
 
    
 
   “No, Sir. Not even him,” Penny moaned, and nearly came as she said it out loud. “I won't fuck him or any other inferior white boy, Sir!”
 
    
 
   “That's right! And no more kissing them, or letting them touch your body, or touching their pathetic white dicks again, swear it!”
 
    
 
   “I swear I won't let him touch me at all, Sir!” Penny said hastily.
 
    
 
   “This is for life Penny. Swear to be a Black-Only bitch for life. Do it. Now!” Anthony took hold of his cock once more. His massive fists pumped along the slick length of it as he aimed it into her face.
 
    
 
   “I swear, Sir! I swear to be Black-Only for life Sir!” Penny said breathlessly. Her body tingled all over with immense, dark, forbidden pleasure. 
 
    
 
   “Good girl!” Anthony smiled, then grunted. His huge cock shot off like a cannon, spraying his thick white seed all over her. It splashed her forehead, her nose, her cheeks. It coated her lips, dripped down her chin, and globs of it splattered in her hair. The sudden white heat of it was too much for Penny, she shuddered, and without even touched herself, came harder than she ever had in all her life. 
 
    
 
   As she sat on the hotel room floor, dripping from her face and pussy with multiple loads of black men's cum, Penny knew that her life had just changed forever.
 
    
 
   To Be Continued
 
    
 
   Excerpt from "Getting What She Deserves"
 
                 "Count yourself lucky, Alex," Sabrina rolled her big brown eyes. Alexandra had known her for years, the older woman having been sort of a mentor to Alexandra when she was new to the modelling scene. The tall ex-model leaned over the table and whispered theatrically. "Old Herman wants to screw every single day. I think I'm getting friction burns from his dried up lil wang!"
 
    
 
                 "You're so awful!" Alexandra laughed. It had been three weeks since she'd tried to seduce her husband only to have him come up limp. She'd made use of his tongue a few times, but as time went on she grew less and less satisfied with it. Her blonde friend, another model who'd married a rich older man, wasn't helping much. A couple of times a week they met at a chic uptown club to have white wine and catch up. They sometimes danced with the stock brokers and lawyers who frequented the place, but most times huddled in a corner booth and gossiped. "At least you're getting something, Sabrina!"
 
    
 
                 "I don't know if it counts," Sabrina sighed wearily. "I miss the old days when I was making money hand over fist and I could just date any guy I chose."
 
    
 
                 "Exclusively Euro-trash, if I remember right!" Alexandra giggled. Her friend had had quite a repuation back in the day. She never saw the appeal herself. They had style and taste, but were oddly domineering and old fashioned, and more than a littel sleezey. Alexandra preferred good old American boys who treated her like a princess.
 
    
 
                 "Sure! Those were the days! But as I recall you had this huge thing for black guys. Did you ever do anything about it?"
 
    
 
                 "No, I was always too chicken," Alexandra lamented. "I mean black guys have always been my number one fantasy. But I guess I'll never get to live it out, now."
 
    
 
                 "That sounds kind of awful when you put it that way, Alexandra."
 
    
 
                 "Oh, don't feel too badly for me. I like getting pampered and Wyatt does that job pretty well!" she tried to put on a big smile. Truth was, he hadn't been pampering her that much lately. He still seemed very absorbed with his work, coming home later and later. At least she knew it wasn't an affair, and she hope that when whatever work crises it was blew over, he'd be back to giving her massages and taking her shoppoing for special treats.
 
    
 
                 "Pampered huh?" Sabrina snorted. "You were always kind of stuck up that way. A black guy would just pound the hell out of you, you know!"
 
    
 
                 "Like your Herman does?" Alexandra laughed. 
 
    
 
                 "Oh no! I wouldn't call what he does pounding. I mean, he tries really really fucking hard, God bless him!" 
 
    
 
                 "Oh come on! And you shouldn't tease me about black men. I'm married now and that fruit will just have to stay forbidden!" Alexandra nearly stuck out her tongue at her friend. It would have been childish and silly though, not becomming of the wife of a major executive. 
 
    
 
                 "You're just stubborn!" Sabrina retorted. "Look at that guy there," the blonde nodded toward a tall, handsome black man leaning against the bar. He wore black slacks and a white silk shirt unbuttoned to show off a hint of his toned chest. A gold chain twinkled on his wrist as he raised a whisky and slowly sipped. His dark eyes surveyed the room through the bar's mirror. He was every bit the fantasy lover Alexandra had in her dreams.
 
    
 
                 "What about him?" Alexandra said slowly. She drank in the sight of him, and it was all she could do not to launch straight into one of her favorite fantasies right then and there.
 
    
 
                 "He's obviously got money. And he's just as obvious out on the prowl. If your Wyatt can't get it up any more, I bet you he could help!" Sabrian winked.
 
    
 
                 "Your'e terrible! I've only been married four months and already you think I should cheat! If you're so annoyed with Herman, why don't you go flirt with him?" Alexandra said, getting a little exasperated by her friend.
 
    
 
                 "Me? Honey, I'm over forty and Herman's a jealous old racist. He gets even a whiff of infidelity and I'm out on my ass!" Sabrina drained her drink and made a sour face. 
 
    
 
                 "Yet you want me to risk the same?" Alexandra finished her own drink. 
 
    
 
                 "It's not the same. You could go back to work tomorrow if you wanted. And I bet you have a ton saved, too, don't you?"
 
    
 
                 "Just a couple million, not much," the brunette demurred. She had a bit more than that, but didn't like to advertise. She hadn't really had to spend much of her profits while working. She'd always dated rich guys to take care of her, and her investments kept growing every day. She hadn't married Wyatt for money. He was a powerful man, and doted on her. His money was just a plus.
 
    
 
                 "Bullshit!" Sabrina declared. "Tell me, do you really want to live the rest of your life this way, Alexandra? You're not even thirty for God's sake!"
 
    
 
                 "Well, no," she admitted sheepishly.
 
    
 
                 "Do you think Wyatt is somehow magically going to be able to get up again? You told me with his heart condition Viagra isn't an option any more. Don't wait until you're old and have to settle with an old geezer like me!"
 
    
 
                 "You're not old!" 
 
    
 
                 "I am for a model. Over the hill and we both know it."
 
    
 
                 "Where were you before I got married?" Alxandra tried to laugh it off, but her friend's words stung with truth. 
 
    
 
                 "You were't facing down a sexless marriage, then," Sabrina reminded her. "He should have told you about the pills. Marriage under false pretenses if you ask me!"
 
    
 
                 "Sex isn't everything, Sabrina!" Alexandra said as earnestly as she could. She didn't even convince herself, though. She looked down at her empty glass. Normally catching up with Sabrina was nothing but laughs. "This is so depressing."
 
    
 
                 "Let me get us another round," the blonde said. She pushed herself up from the table and left the brunette to sit and watch as she siddled up to the bar. Of course, she just had to do it right next to the black man they'd been talking about! They seemed to chat for a moment before the bartender got her their drinks.
 
    
 
                 "Oh God," Alexandra muttered under her breath when Sabrina turned around. She was empty-handed as she hurried back to the table. 
 
    
 
                 "I just remember I have to go, sweetie! This is Marcus, he seems like a very nice gentleman and he'll take care of you for the rest of the night!" the older blonde laughed and disappeared so fast Alexandra thought she might leave skid marks.
 
    
 
                 "A simple daquiri?" the man said, his voice as smooth as Swiss chocolate. He slid into Sabrina's place at the table. He was even taller up close, and exuded a palpable masculine energy she could almost reach out and touch.
 
    
 
                 "It was good enough for Hemmingway," she shrugged and glanced at his own glass. "Is that Scotch or bourbon?"
 
    
 
                 "Jack Daniles. It was good enough for Sinatra," he arched an eyebrow and took a sip, studying her over the rim of her glass.
 
    
 
                 "I don't know what Sabrina told you, but I'm married," Alexandra began. She took a deep breath, ready to make some excuse about why she too had to go. She was going to send such a nasty text to her friend!
 
    
 
                 "I respect that," he nodded. "By all means, go. I won't be offended. And I definitely won't pull the race card on you!" He smiled wide, flashing rows of big, perfectly stright white teeth that seemed to glare in his ebon face. He really was quite handsome. Strong jaw, intense eyes, hair so short it was like black stubble on his smooth, round head. His lips were full and sensuous. He looked amused.
 
    
 
                 "Why would you? I'd say the same thing to any man," she declared. 
 
    
 
                 "Good to know, Alexandra. Especially since Sabrina said your husband wasn't doing his job. I admire that kind of loyalty, even if it isn't deserved," he stared into her eyes and Alexandra's belly did a backflip. 
 
    
 
                 "I'm glad you understand," she whispered and fumbled for her clutch. When she found it, she held it in her lap and took a nervous sip of her cocktail.
 
    
 
                 "That being said, there's no reason we can't just have a friendly conversation. What do you do, Alexandra?"
 
    
 
                 "Uh, you wouldn't believe me," she giggled nervously. She'd heard many men use the 'you must be a model' line, and it didn't make it any less ridiculous that she was, in fact.
 
    
 
                 "No?" he took another sip of his whiskey. "Try me."
 
    
 
                 "I'm a retired model. Alexandra Morganstern was my name before I got married."
 
    
 
                 "That's why you look familiar!" he chuckled and snapped his fingers. "June 2014!"
 
    
 
                 "Oh God, yes. Everyone remembers the swimsuit calender! Well what about you, Marcus, wasn't it? What do you do?"
 
    
 
                 "Would you believe I'm in the CIA?" he suggested with a wink.
 
    
 
                 "No, I wouldn't," she laughed. "You're too conspicuous to be a spy."
 
    
 
                 "Because I'm black?" he asked with mock indignation.
 
    
 
                 "No, because you're like six-four or something!" Alexandra felt the rum in her drink warm her to her fingertips. She adjusted the hem of her pale blue dress as she squirmed on the plush leather booth. Why did he have to be so tall? Tall men made her melt, perhaps becasue she was nearly five-ten herself and hated being taller than men.
 
    
 
                 "Six-five," he corrected. "Not that I'm bragging or anything. You're not so short yourself. Does your husband let you wear heels around him?" he smirked.
 
    
 
                 "Only three inches, or else I'd be taller than him," she giggled.
 
    
 
                 "Typical white man, insecure about his size!" he said knowingly.
 
    
 
                 "Oh, brother! What do you really do, Mister Marcus? Comedian?"
 
    
 
                 "You're not buying the spy story, huh? I'm just a run of the mill hedge fund manager," he said sheepishly. "But wrecking the economy is just my day job. Marcus Brown, by the way."
 
    
 
                 "Well, Marcus Brown, at least you're honest about what you do. Aren't you afraid the liberals will lynch you?"
 
    
 
                 "Terrified, but if the conservatives find out about my hobby they'd probably hang me first!" he laughed.
 
    
 
                 "And what hobby is that?" she wondered. He leaned across the table, snatching up her hands and looking her dead in the eye. 
 
    
 
                 "White wives," he whispered.
 
    
 
                 "Oh!" she let out a little gasp. His hands were huge and warm, and she could feel the heat travelling up her arms and straight down between her legs. It was all too easy to imagine wrapping herself around him and letting her fantasy become reality, wedding vows be damned.
 
    
 
                 "You see why I keep that on the down low!" he let her go and finished his whiskey. 
 
    
 
                 "I really should be going now!" Alexandra gulped and stood up. She was wearing four-and-a-half inch stilettos, but still had to look up to the handsome black man when he got up next to her. 
 
    
 
                 "Ah, Sabrina said you might be nervous. Here, take my card."
 
   *   *   *   *   *
 
    
 
   If you like my stories check out my Author Page: http://www.amazon.com/-/e/B015PO88EU
 
    
 
   Thanks for reading!
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