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 Penny McHale trembled violently as she slowly walked up the driveway to the home she shared with her husband, Joe. In the weeks that she'd been gone, her kept letting her bright red hair grow, and it fell about her slim, freckled shoulders. She wore a cute, whispy floral dress in blue and gold, and cute little sandals on her feet. She wondered how her loving husband would react to the new tattoo on her ankle, let alone the devastating news she was about to deliver. She took a deep breath and steeled her nerves. As much as she loved him, and as much as it broke her heart to do so, she was committed to her course. She set her suitcase beside her and reached into her over-sized purse, slipping by a thick, legal-sized envelope stuffed with documents, and pulled out her keys.  
 
      
 
    "Here goes, Penny McHale. You can do it," she pepped herself up before unlocking the door and stepping inside.  
 
      
 
    "There she is!" a booming voice laughed, and it wasn't her husband. It came to her right, and she pulled in her suitcase, leaving it and her purse by the door before following the sound.  
 
      
 
    "Oh! Marc, Mona! Hi!" she said, for her husband wasn't alone. With him at the dining room table sat Marc, her first black lover. Next to the hulking, muscular man sat the tall, gorgeous, and stacked Mona, her sister-in-law, the wife of Joe's brother Fred. Joe was there, too, looking happy, but concerned too. Strangely, another woman sat beside him. A brunette with enormous boobs stuffed into a tiny black dress and high heels that seemed more at home in a strip club than in her quiet suburban house. 
 
      
 
    "Welcome home, honey," Joe said warmly, but he didn't rise to meet her. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks...uh, what's going on?" Penny wondered aloud, looking at them one by one. Joe looked kind of sad, Marc seemed smug, while Mona...was she judgemental? How dare she? The tall blonde was the whole reason Penny had started sleeping with black men in the first place! 
 
      
 
    "Let me explain, darlin," Marc drawled. As always, he was dressed in one of his impeccable suits, and his huge mouth split into a white, toothy grin.  
 
      
 
    "Please do!" Penny pulled a chair and sat between Mona and the hussy, whoever the fuck she was! "This is quite the welcoming committee!" 
 
      
 
    "Anthony gave you something to give to your husband, didn't he?" Marc chuckled.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah," Penny agreed carefully. "I'd rather just talk about that when Joe and I are alone!" 
 
      
 
    "Let me guess. Divorce papers?" Marc gave her a level stare, and Penny squirmed in her seat. How did he know? 
 
      
 
    "Damn!" Joe muttered. She felt terribly guilty, and like always, her sharp, bright-eyed husband noticed right away.  
 
      
 
    "That's not the only thing," Marc pointed to the bimbo. "Becky here beat you here by an hour, didn't you?" he asked the strange girl. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah," she shrugged, and her massive tits almost wobbled out of her dress. 
 
      
 
    "And who paid for you to come here?" he inquired. 
 
      
 
    "Some asshole lawyer named Green," the bimbo said around a mouthful of gum. 
 
      
 
    "Anthony Green?" Marc pressed. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, a big black bastard just like you," she returned. "Anthony fucking Green!" 
 
      
 
    "And what else did he want you to do?" Marc pressed. She hadn't dated him since meeting Anthony, but in the short time she'd been with Marc in the past, she'd learned that he was an Assisstant District Attorney. She could see the prosecuter in him, and it turned her on a little! 
 
      
 
    "He gave this camera," the dark-haired woman sighed and pulled a tiny camera from her purse. "He said I should hide it real quick and record us when I fucked the white dude who lives here," she said. 
 
      
 
    "That would be me," Joe frowned. 
 
      
 
    "Good. I've got your number I need you again, but that's all we need for now.  Get out," Marc pointed to the door with a thick black finger, and the prostitute shrugged. Penny swiveled in her chair to watch her go. Mainly to make sure she didn't steal anything on her way out. 
 
      
 
    "So what's the big deal? I'm sure you weren't going to do anything, were you, Joe?" Penny asked her husband. The thought of him having sex with another woman, even when she was planning on leaving him for a Black Master, filled her with jealous anger. 
 
      
 
    "I might have, after all, you told me to," Joe said. 
 
      
 
    "I most certainly did not!" Penny squealed and stamped a tiny fist on the dining table. 
 
      
 
    "Really?" Joe had his phone at the ready, and quickly scrolled to his email inbox. "Take a look at this, honey," he said softly. 
 
      
 
    "What?" Penny snatched the phone away and read. She re-read, and then again to make sure it was real. Sure enough, someone had apparently signed into her email account and sent Joe a text telling him to have fun with the whore she was sending him. "I didn't write this, I swear!"  
 
      
 
    "I know," Joe nodded. "The language, wasn't you. Not you at all." 
 
      
 
    "You don't know how luck you are," Mona sneered down at her.  
 
      
 
    "I think I do," Penny peeped, shrinking a little. "And you're the one that got me into this!" 
 
      
 
    "I didn't tell you to cut off your husband, run away with a dominant asshole, and then file for divorce because you can't tell the difference between love and sex!" the blonde said tightly. 
 
      
 
    "Have you even looked at the papers, Penny," Marc coughed before the women did more than glare at each other. 
 
      
 
    "No, he said they were the standard divorce stuff," Penny blushed. It had been in the heat of the moment, and who read legal mumbo-jumbo anyway.  
 
      
 
    "May I see them?" March asked, extending a huge black hand. Penny froze, then gave in. She fetched her purse and handed over the envelope. The big man read while everyone else sat quietly, no one willing to make eye contact with anyone else. Marc, being a lawyer himself, perused through them quickly before dropping the stack onto the table. 
 
      
 
    "Well?" Joe wondered. 
 
      
 
    "According to this, you'd settle for 25% of the assets, while Penny would get the other 75%, as well as the house and both cars. In addition, you'd pay her 60% of your income for the rest of her life, unless she re-married," Marc laid it out quickly. 
 
      
 
    "Gosh, that's really awful," Penny admitted. "I mean, it's not TOO unfair, considering." 
 
      
 
    "Considering what?" Mona demanded. 
 
      
 
    "Well, he IS white," Penny bit her lip. 
 
      
 
    "Anthony's got you all twisted in knots," Marc sighed. "Let me guess, he took some recordings of you while you were vacationing?" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah," Penny could remember some of the horrible things her Black Master had made her say in front of the camera, and she about died of shame. "I'm so sorry, Joe. I just get so carried away!" she sobbed. 
 
      
 
    "He'd have blackmailed you into agreeing to this," Marc shook his head. "And with his take, 50% is his standard rate, Joe would be giving Anthony twenty-five cents on the dollar for the rest of his life." 
 
      
 
    "I had no idea, Joe!" the young redhead couldn't look at him, any of them. She dashed out of the room and threw herself into the couch. The reality of it all was getting too much! After a moment, Joe joined her, hushing and soothing her, holding her tiny body close. 
 
      
 
    "It's going to be okay, honey," he whispered. 
 
      
 
    "I'm so sorry!" she wailed. 
 
      
 
    "Don't be, you just got caught up," he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "That's what I like about you, lil Penny," Marc chuckled as he and Mona joined them in the living room.  
 
      
 
    "Why did you give me his number?" Penny demanded. 
 
      
 
    "His methods are extreme," Marc looked a bit sheepish. "But I wanted to see if you were the kind of woman I thought you were. You see, there are three kinds of white girls." 
 
      
 
    "Just three?" Penny sniffed, and Joe chuckled at her side.  
 
      
 
    "There's a few white women who really don't care much about size, and the average white boy is perfect for them. There's a few more who like bigger ones, but not enough to be too choosy. They'll have just as much fun with their little white husbands, like Mona here," he said, sounding really disappointing. 
 
      
 
    "I love black men, and I love their big black cocks, but I love fucking Fred too," Mona said, shaking her head. She was still judging! 
 
      
 
    "And the third kind of woman?" Penny wondered. 
 
      
 
    "Well, yeah. Most women are like you. Once they get a taste for a bigger, better man," he looked at Joe and clarified. "Better in terms of pure animal sex, not better as a human being." 
 
      
 
    "I got you," Joe chuckled. "Don't worry about it, Marc! You see Penny, Marc and Fred and Mona and I have been spending a lot of time together while you were on your little Big Black Dick vacation. He's a good guy!" 
 
      
 
    "Good guys, you McHale boys," Marc said stoutly. "With the best women!" 
 
      
 
    "Anyway, as much as I love playing around with Mona, I kind of thought, wouldn't it be fun to  a white girl more like you. One who would get hooked on Black, and never go back. Only I'm not an evil bastard and I don't want to break up anyone's marriage," Marc explained. 
 
      
 
    "Isn't that a little unfair on Joe?" Penny asked. "I mean, I guess I could try to be more like Mona," she gave the taller blonde an apologetic look. 
 
      
 
    "After you've already got that?" Marc pointed at her ankle. Penny covered her face and tried to hide it, but Joe and Mona peered down. The woman gasped. 
 
      
 
    "What is that, a Spade symbol?" Joe asked. 
 
      
 
    "With a 'Q' in it," Marc nodded. "Queen of Spades. It means she's committed to only having sex with black men, for life." 
 
      
 
    "Jesus!" Joe gasped, and squirmed on the couch. 
 
      
 
    "Understandable," Mona sighed. "I'm kind of jealous in a way, I shouldn't be so bitchy." 
 
      
 
    "You could get one too!" Penny suggested, excitedly. 
 
      
 
    "Nope. I've got other plans even more fun!" the gorgeous blonde laughed wickedly. 
 
      
 
    "Exactly. Joe, you like watching right?" Marc asked.  
 
      
 
    "You bet!" 
 
      
 
    "And I know you and Mona are just dying to fuck each other," the big black man chuckled, his deep voice rumbling. 
 
      
 
    "Since the day we met," Mona purred seductively. 
 
      
 
    "It's been hard keeping my hands to myself, waiting for you to come back. If you give me permission to play with my brother's wife whenever I'd like, and if you don't mind me watching you and Marc most of the time, then I think it would be kinky as hell to have a wife who went black and never came back!" Joe said in a rush. 
 
      
 
    "You're on!" Penny squealed in sudden joy and relief. She jumped atop her hunky, handsome husband, kissing him and rubbing her tiny, slinky little body against his strong chest. 
 
      
 
    "Enough of that!" Mona tapped her shoulder. "He's MY hunk to fuck now!"  
 
      
 
    "Oh God!" Penny squealed as her sister-in-law pushed her aside. She'd always been jealous of Mona. The blonde was the same age as her, twenty-six, but much taller and had the looks of a super model. Joe pulled off the woman's top, and Penny gasped as Mona's breasts were revealed. She'd seen them before, what seemed like ages ago, when she'd caught the woman fucking big black Marc on her living room floor. Those huge, breasts were much larger than Penny's lil A cups, and her husband devoured them before her eyes. 
 
      
 
    "He's getting a real woman now!" Mona taunted mercilessly. Penny sat, stunned, as the glamorous blonde started kissing and touching her moaning, appreciative husband all over.  
 
      
 
    "Shoe's on the other foot," Marc chuckled. "But it's the least we can do, girly. He may not have the cock you need, but he's a good guy." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah," Penny sighed and tore her eyes away from the lewd spectacle. "What are we going to do about Anthony?" 
 
      
 
    "I have an idea for that, but it can wait until tomorrow, lil girl. I've been thinking about your tight little body for weeks!" Marc licked his thick lips. 
 
      
 
    "You have," Penny grinned. She tired to ignore the sound of Mona unzipping her husband's pants. She remembered her first night with a black man, Marc. "Please, Sir, would you take me up to Joe and my bedroom and fuck me with your Superior Black Cock?" she asked sweetly. 
 
      
 
    "Oh shit!" the huge man grinned for only a moment before leaping into action. He picked the tiny woman up as easily as a doll. While she squealed and laughed and squirmed in delight, he threw her over his mighty shoulder and carried her up the stairs two at a time. 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    "The divorce is off you devious black bastard!" Joe groweld. Penny nearly swooned as her husband confronted the manipulative man who she'd only yesterday considered her Black Master, right in his own office! She pushed her tiny, doll-like body against her husband's athletic side and curled an arm possessively around his waist. He may have agreed to be a cuckold for the rest of his life, but he wasn't a wimp. She'd never been more attracted to him in her whole life, little white dick an all! She couldn't quite bring herself to meet Anthony's dark, smoldering eyes, however. 
 
      
 
    "Shut up, you tiny-dicked little wimp," the taller, bald black man said through clenched teeth. "If you were half a man instead of a pathetic white boy your wife wouldn't have gone to the Bahamas with another man, or gotten herself marked as a BBC slut!" 
 
      
 
    "Hey! I'm Black Only, but I'm not a slut!" Penny piped in defensively! 
 
      
 
    "Hear that?" Anthony cupped a huge hand by his ear mockingly. "That's the sound of you losing your wife forever. Just sign the fucking papers or there will be consequences!" 
 
      
 
    "What consequences?" Joe demanded, feigning shock. She frowned and looked up at her husband. When did he become such a good actor? 
 
      
 
    "You know that hooker that showed up at your door. She texted me today saying she has a nice long tape of you fucking the shit out of her. I'm sure the divorce court would love watching it!" 
 
      
 
    "But, Penny gave me permission!" Joe sputtered. 
 
      
 
    "No I didn't!" Penny squeaked out her line as best she could.  
 
      
 
    "I have the emails right here!" Joe said triumphantly, and like a fool, handed the phone right over to the huge black lawyer. One or two swipes with his fingers was all it took. 
 
      
 
    "Really? I just erased them," he snorted, as arrogant as can be. "I bet your dumb ass didn't even print hard copies!" 
 
      
 
    "Well, I, uh," Joe sat heavily into a leather chair. "Fuck." 
 
      
 
    "So you're cheating on your wife. That's bad enough. Sure you can bring evidence that she's been sleeping with men on the side too. Fair enough, but I'll bring my own evidence too. I've got tapes of little Penny here telling me how pathetic you are, and how glad she is never to have to touch your tiny white dick ever again. I'll make sure we all get to watch every minute of it, and I have hours!" 
 
      
 
    "You wouldn't!" Penny started to cry. The intensity of the situation was getting to her, and she sat down next to her husband, face in her hands. 
 
      
 
    "And that's not all. I've got your parents' emails. Your boss's email. Your colleagues. All your friends and family. You sign the papers or everyone you've ever known in your whole, pathetic, white-boy existence is going to know what a cheating, pathetic loser you are!" Anthony laughed then, and it sounded so evil that Penny wanted to get up and kick him right in the shins. 
 
      
 
    "You can't go in there!" Anthony's secretary screamed as March barged right in.  
 
      
 
    "What are you doing here?" Anthony demanded. 
 
      
 
    "I've got enough!" the huge man, shorter than either Joe or Anthony, but still over six feet and as thick with muscles as any linebacker, said with a toothy grin. 
 
      
 
    "Enough of what?"  
 
      
 
    "Enough to get you disbarred and maybe even some jail time for attempted blackmail. It is stil illegal, you know," March chuckled and held up his cell phone. "Don't get any ideas, I already emailed the audio file to my home and work computers." 
 
      
 
    "What the hell, bro? You're the one who hooked me up with the little redheaded bitch in the first place? Are you getting cold feet now?" Anthony looked like he was about ready to spit.  
 
      
 
    "Hey, I like your game as much as the next guy, but only with assholes who treat their women like shit and deserve it. I'll keep sending you the neglected trophy wives, but you leave good kids like these alone from now on, got it?"  
 
      
 
    "Fine, fuck you. Get the fuck out of my office," Anthony said petulantly.  
 
      
 
    "You don't have to ask me twice!" Joe laughed heartily.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, and obviously, we're over," Penny sniffed over her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    "Whatever. Like I need some freckled flat-chested slut," the man whined. He sounded like a spoiled little boy, more than a man. It made Penny giggle. The giggles turned to laughter as the three of them made their way back to their cars.  
 
      
 
    "How about we go home and celebrate?" Joe suggested. "It's been weeks since I saw my lovely little wife's toes curl because a BBC was giving her what I can't!"  
 
      
 
    "Aww, you're gonna make me fall in love all over again!" Penny said between the giggles that hadn't quite faded. 
 
      
 
    "You can watch for a while, but I'm gonna make sweet love to her all night, and I don't want you whining in the corner the whole time!" Marc grinned. 
 
      
 
    "Fair enough! I can never keep up the whole time, anyway!" 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry, I'm sure Fred will lend you Mona this weekend!" Penny patted her husband on the arm to console him. The pat turned into a hug. The hug turned into a long, hot kiss, until Marc stopped them anyway. 
 
      
 
    "Cut that out! You don't want to have to get that Queen of Spades tat removed do you?" Marc said with his hands on his hips. 
 
      
 
    "No, Sir!" Penny agreed happily as she pulled away from her husband. "See you back at the house, honey!" she squealed over her shoulder as she trotted off to jump into Marc's big white SUV, and ride home with him, instead. 
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    Penny rolled her black, seamed stockings up her slender legs slowly, making sure to keep the seam perfectly straight. She hummed a happy little tune to herself as she made sure her hair, now long and flowing, was piled onto her head just so, with just one little red ringlet dropped over her perfectly made-up eyes. She blew herself a kiss in the mirror. Everything was perfect!  
 
      
 
    The past month had been amazing. Now that Anthony wasn't dominating every moment of her time and every thought in her head, she and her husband had found time to reconnect, if only platonically. Marc had slept at their house nearly every night, and the nights he couldn't make it, he'd sent over Terrence, a whip slender black man who worked in his office. Marc always got up before six in the morning, and when he did, Penny would slink off to the larger of the guest rooms, now her husband Joe's bedroom, to cuddle with him until he rose at seven. She would wake with him, making him breakfast and getting him ready for work and out the door by eight fifteen.  
 
      
 
    Often during the day, Marc, or more often Terrence, would stop by for a quick, if you can call an hour or so of energetic thrusting quick, sex session. After that she'd clean herself up, tidy the house, do some shopping, and have dinner ready by the time Joe got home just after five. They had a few hours together then, and they used them well. Sure they watched some television, but they mainly talked, made plans, and generally enjoyed each others company. When Marc came by after nine, however, she kissed her husband on the cheek and let the huge black man whisk her off to the master bedroom, which he'd claimed as his own. On the weekends, Marc left them to their own devices. Joe had only gone to visit Mona once, but had rushed home almost as soon as he'd finished plowing the sultry blonde. He seemed more interested in sharing the exciting details with Penny! 
 
      
 
    This Friday was different. Marc had decided to stay over himself. Joe had once again declined to visit their sister-in-law, which was just as well. She had big news for her wonderful, generous husband that night!  
 
      
 
    She finished up by carefully applying deep red lipstick to her plump lips. She wore more make up for Marc than she ever had for Joe, but not quite to the whorish level Anthony seemed to like. She preened in front of the mirror, twisting this way and that. Her skin was creamy and pale, which made her black garter belt and stockings, her only clothing, even more striking. Her long, pale pink nipples were already hard atop her perfectly formed, round little breasts. As she often did, she lifted one tiny foot so she could see the reflection of her Queen of Spades tattoo through her sheer stockings. She didn't regret it, in fact, she was more proud of it than ever. 
 
      
 
    "Gentlemen!" she called seductively from the bedroom door. "I'm ready!" 
 
      
 
    "About time, lil darlin!" Marc called from below. In an instant she heard the heavy footsteps of two big men rushing up the stairs, and she stepped back to let them in. 
 
      
 
    "You look amazing, baby!" Joe smiled and took her in. It had been a couple of weeks since he'd watched her and her black lovers at all, and she could see the hunger in his fierce blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    "My babygirl," Marc rumbled as he let his thick black fingers slide along her smooth white flesh.  
 
      
 
    "Tonight is special, Joe," Penny batted her thick eyelashes over her huge green eyes at her husband, smiling at him sweetly. "Have a seat and just watch, please." 
 
      
 
    "Sure," Joe said eagerly, and did as she asked.  
 
      
 
    "Kneel like a good girl," Marc ordered softly. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir," Penny instantly crouched on the carpets, staring up at the huge black man in his three piece suit with utter adoration painted on her face. 
 
      
 
    "Do you wish to be mine, Penny? To take me as your Black Master and obey me in all ways?" Marc said, his voice low and solemn. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir. I do," Penny nodded from below. 
 
      
 
    "Good girl," Marc reached into his pocket and produced a slim black leather collar. With surprising gentleness, he snapped it around the kneeling woman's slender white neck. A small silver medallion hung from it, reading "Property of Sir Marc" 
 
      
 
    "Thank you Sir!" Penny said happily. 
 
      
 
    "Will you, and your husband, agree to invite me into your home, so that I may possess you full time, as is my right as your Black Master?" he inquired. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir," Penny agreed quickly, then looked to her husband on the chair. "Please, Joe! I think we both want this?" 
 
      
 
    "We do," the handsome, sandy-haired white man replied with a lump in his throat. "I agree to. Hell, I'm already sleeping in the guest room!" 
 
      
 
    "Excellent. And you, Penny," Marc smiled down at her kindly. "I know you've said it before, and have the ink to prove it, but it bears repeating to me and your husband." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir," Penny said. 
 
      
 
    "Will you promise to remain Black Only for the rest of your life?" Marc asked. 
 
      
 
    "I promise Sir. I am Black Only For Life!" she grinned hugely as she said the words once again. She couldn't help herself. She glanced at her husband, glad to find that he was smirking too, and rubbing his bulging trousers! 
 
      
 
    "And do you agree to forget your jealousy, when Mona, or some other young woman decides to sleep with your husband and satisfy his manly needs?" 
 
      
 
    "I will try to, Sir. It isn't easy, but I will be good!" Penny agreed. 
 
      
 
    "Good! Now take out my cock!" he ordered. 
 
      
 
    "Sir, there's one more thing," Penny took a deep breath. "I've stopped taking the pill." 
 
      
 
    "Have you?" Marc grinned wide. 
 
      
 
    "Yes. I can start up again, but if you both agree, I'd like to have your baby, Sir. Your black baby," Penny had never before felt the biological clock ticking, as it were. But the warm, comforting relationship that was growing between her, Joe, and her Master Marc had awakened those feelings, and they couldn't be denied. 
 
      
 
    "All the neighbors know what's up now. Even mom and dad," Joe sighed. For a moment she thought he'd balk, but her heart swelled with renewed love and respect when he continued. "I suppose it can't be helped, and it IS pretty fitting. You have my blessing, Penny." 
 
      
 
    "You two," Marc shook his head, "have really made my day! I thought Fred and Mona were a perfect couple! Don't worry, either of you. Marc is here and I'll take care of you both, and our babies, Penny!" he swore. 
 
      
 
    "Yay!" Penny clapped her hands excitedly. 
 
      
 
    "Now get me hard! My balls are achin!" Marc grumbled. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I can help with that!" Penny cooed. She unzipped his pants and quickly pulled out his huge, black python. She'd become quite expert at that, and pumped the magnificent organ to its full, nearly eleven inch size in seconds. It was a couple inches smaller than Anthony's, but nearly as thick and on a much, much better man. The tiny redhead rubbed the thick, coal-black shaft all over her pale face, smearing her lipstick and moaning happily. 
 
      
 
    "I love a girl who really loves black dick," Marc grunted. He slowly peeled off his suit, tossing the articles one by one onto the floor. "Pick those up, white boy," he told Joe, who jumped to help out. 
 
      
 
    "You know I do. So much bigger and sexier!" Penny took a long lick from his wrinkled, ebony balls all the way to the fat, milk-chocolate head. His manly funk called to her, and she inhaled even deeper, wrapping her red lips around each orb and sucking gently while she worked his titanic shaft with her little white hands.  
 
      
 
    "Get me good and wet, show me those skills, girl!" he ordered. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir!" Penny was more than happy to do just that. She leaned back and pulled that huge black cannon down so that the tip rested right on her button nose. She tickled the underside with the tip of her tongue for a moment before opening wide. She purred in satisfaction she smoothly, easily took all eleven big black inches down her humming throat in one smooth, practiced stroke.  
 
      
 
    "Look at that, Joe!" March whistled in appreciation as the white man's wife worked her mouth up and down the full length of him. 
 
      
 
    "Impressive!" Joe conceded. 
 
      
 
    "I bet she even likes sucking black cock better," Marc snorted. 
 
      
 
    "I guess," Penny moaned as she let the black beast pop out of her lips for a moment. She stroked the wet shaft dutifully with both hands. "It's been so long since I sucked a white one, and I guess it just didn't leave much an impression on me!"  
 
      
 
    "You could always suck your husband again, to remind yourself?" 
 
      
 
    "Eww! No way!" she proved her point by hilting him inside her mouth and neck once more, sucking so hard that the huge black man sucked in a long breath and reached behind him to steady himself on the wall.  
 
      
 
    "I think I'm ready, and I don't want to waste a single drop anywhere but her pussy!" he grunted.  
 
      
 
    "Yes!" Penny said in glee. "Fill up my womb with all of your black seed, please, Sir!" 
 
      
 
    "On my bed, then, girl!" the huge man snapped his fingers and pointed. "On your hands and knees like a slut." 
 
      
 
    "Only for you, Sir!" Penny giggled. She shimmied her slender little body, naked save for those black thigh highs, and hopped up to the big king mattress. She wiggled her ass at the men behind her, then turned back and winked at her husband before giving her Black Master a welcoming smile. 
 
      
 
    "Gonna have to get your ass another spade tat!" Marc observed as he climbed up behind her. His massive black bulk obscured Joe's view, and the white man, furiously rubbing the bulge in his slacks, had to switch to sitting in the chair beside the bed. 
 
      
 
    "Not on my ass!" Penny whined. "No one could see it then!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh ho! You little show-off!" Marc laughed. He slapped her tiny ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks and exposing her bald, wet little pussy from behind. "Just wait, Joe, it won't be long before you've completely forgotten what your wife's cunt feels like!" he taunted. 
 
      
 
    "Damn, that's rough!" the white man laughed and pulled out his cock as he sat, stroking idly. "But there's kind of a justice to it. It seems natural." 
 
      
 
    "Listen to your little white boy, making me proud!" Marc said stoutly. He slid his cock forward, letting it push up against her sex and slide up between her upturned white cheeks.  
 
      
 
    "It's almost like he knows he doesn't this deserve pussy!" Penny giggled. It was one of the things Anthony had always said about white guys. It turned her on, and sure enough, her loving husband was as big and hard as she'd ever seen, biting his lower lip to keep himself from cumming. 
 
      
 
    "Hear that, Joe? Your little wifey doesn't think you deserve her sweet white pussy at all! What do you think?" 
 
      
 
    "Before you decide Joe, let's compare!" Penny suggested with a giggle. She turned and sat cross-legged on the bed, gesturing for her husband to come to the bed. When he presented his cock, which she found hard to believe she once though big, she pulled Marc's closer.  
 
      
 
    "Look at that," the black man sucked a tooth. About four inches longer and much thicker, his ebony pole dwarfed her husband's. 
 
      
 
    "Night and day," Penny giggled. 
 
      
 
    "You're right," Joe blushed.  
 
      
 
    "You're such a sweetheart!" Penny blew the embarrassed man a kiss as he lurched back to his chair to watch. She turned her attention to her Black Master. "Please, Sir. I need your babies in me right now!" 
 
      
 
    With a growl, Marc took her by the nape of the neck and pushed her back into position. She squealed in delight, shaking her ass at her lover. The big man pushed his body up to hers, and in one swift stroke, buried his gigantic black staff into her sopping pink pussy right up to his massive brown balls. 
 
      
 
    "Oh YES!" the diminutive woman squealed in utter delight as her pussy was stuffed with BBC once more. She could never quite get used to the feeling. The stretching. The tingling. The way it pushed every sensitive, secret button inside her. The way it pounded the back of her pussy so hard that her flat little tummy bulged sightly. She wanted more.  
 
      
 
    "Beg for it, girl!" Marc said gruffly.  
 
      
 
    "Please Sir! I need your cock! Please fuck me, Sir!" she begged, her voice high, girlish and whiny as she pleaded for what she just had to have.  
 
      
 
    "That's a good girly!" he chuckled. His hands seemed dark as soot and simply enormous as he clutched her slender hips in a tight grip. His mighty rump flexed, and he started to fuck. Penny screamed in delight, pushing back to meet him as his big black cock plowed her married pussy over and over, slowly building up speed.  
 
      
 
    "You're so fucking hot, Penny!" Joe grunted a few minutes later, watching the pair rut like animals on what used to be his bed. His cock erupted, splashing his muscular chest with a huge load. He let out a long, satisfied moan as he finished, choking the base of his cock while cum oozed over his clenched fist.  
 
      
 
    Penny and Marc, however, were just getting started. Not long after Joe lost his cool, Penny shuddered and wailed as her first orgasm of the night overtook her. Her pussy clenched furiously at the invading black shaft as her juices dripped all over it, soaking her thighs and his balls alike. It didn't slow him down, however, and he kept pounding and pounding until the young woman came again, then again.  
 
      
 
    "Oh God!" she whimpered when the aftershocks of her fourth cum finally died down. She dropped her head to the pillows, her ass high in the air. Marc scooped her up under the knees, pulling her off the bed and bringing her slim back to his sweaty chest.  
 
      
 
    "My little white fuckdoll!" the big man gloated as he easily held the full weight of her off the bed. His powerful arms flexed, the thick muscles rippling under his deep brown skin. Penny came again as he bounced her up and down, his arms wrapped under her knees and across her middle. Her toes curled in her stockings as she shook her head and shrieked in ecstacy.  
 
      
 
    He fucked like that for some time, using her like a living sex toy, before even his arms grew weary. He pulled the squirming little white girl off his cock and tossed her onto her back on the mattress, making her bounce. 
 
      
 
    "Ooh!" she squealed in delight, her green eyes shining. She rubbed her long pink nipples, her tiny breasts seeming nearly flat as she lay back and spread her legs wide.  
 
      
 
    "Gonna fill you with seed, girly!" Marc boasted. His fists closed around her slim ankles and he pushed her legs back over her head. He leaned down atop her, pressing her down with his full massive weight and kissing her passionately as he once again thrust his big black cock into her hungry wet hole.  
 
      
 
    They kissed as they fucked until the pants of their exertion forced them to part. Joe sat, forgotten, idly stroking his now-limp cock as he watched his wife give her body, heart and soul to the older man she called her Black Master.  
 
      
 
    "Here it comes, are you ready for my babies, girl?" Marc wheezed as he pounded her pussy so hard, Joe could here the wet sounds of her folds around his pistoning organ.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, give them to me, Sir! I want your black babies so bad!" she begged breathlessly, on the edge of yet another cum. 
 
      
 
    "FUCK!" the huge man roared, throwing back his head and slamming down into the little married redhead. His seed splashed into her unprotected womb in one great, silvery wave after another, filling her and splashing back down the length of her quivering tunnel as she soon overflowed from his potent cum.  
 
      
 
    "Yesssssssss!" she moaned long and loud. The liquid heat in the center of her womanhood filled her with a pleasure and joy that rocked her from head to toe. Her whole body tensed under the big black brute, and she nearly passed out before he was done filling her with sperm. 
 
      
 
    "If that doesn't do it, I'll be ready again in twenty," Marc grunted happily as he slid out of her and flopped down onto his back beside the panting woman. She could only nod and stare at the ceiling. Her whole body was tingling and numb and deliciously sore. But she wanted more. 
 
      
 
    "Joe, come here, my love," she called her husband. He pulled up his pants and crouched over where she lay on the bed. "Kiss me," she said sweetly. Their lips met for only a moment before her small hand pushed at his chest. 
 
      
 
    "I love you so much," he said, his eyes shining. 
 
      
 
    "I love you too, Joe. I'll never be able to repay you for this gift, but..." she glanced at the grinning black man beside her. 
 
      
 
    "But?" 
 
      
 
    "But could you go to your room now? The father of our future children has a lot of work to do tonight!" she giggled. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, that's it, I'm ready again!" March chuckled.  
 
      
 
    "I guess I'll leave you to it!" Joe laughed. The last thing he heard before closing the bedroom behind him was his wife's squeal of joy.  
 
      
 
    ***   ***   *** 
 
      
 
    It was an unconventional arrangement, to be sure, but it worked for the three of them, at least for a little while. Sure enough, less than a year after that fateful night, Penny gave birth to an adorable mixed baby girl they named Anne. Over the months, Joe felt less of a need to visit Mona or other women, growing more and more satisfied as a voyeur.  
 
      
 
    Their parents and friends didn't quite understand, and eventually, Marc found a woman who could give him all of her heart, rather than just a part of it. From then on, the happy couple returned to a more or less normal life, save for those times that would come, several times a year, when adorable little Penny just HAD to have her Big Black Cock, and nothing could stop her! 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Excerpt from Interracial Research 1: 
 
    "There she is!" the little black man squeaked as Cynthia stepped into his tiny, crowded little lab. He smiled up at her, adjusting his own huge pair of glasses. "Right on time!" 
 
      
 
    "That's me, Lester. Punctual to a fault!" Cynthia grinned. Lester was her own age, and working on a biology doctorate. Over the years of graduate school, she'd worked him more than once, and he'd been eager to help her out with her thesis.  
 
      
 
    "Another specimen?" he giggled and gingerly took the cup from her hands, handling as if it contained plutonium instead of semen. He was a scrawny, akward young fellow not much taller than she herself, but very bright and friendly. The sight of his big white teeth flashing with one of his trademark goofy grins always made her smile. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, and another guy incredibly insecure about his size and performance!" Cynthia chuckled. She hopped up onto a little stool, crossing her legs and kicking a high-heeled foot back and forth. She had a meeting with Subject 736 in fifteen minutes, but right then, she couldn't face another guy stroking his hard dick in her face. 
 
      
 
    "They're all that way, Cyn?" Lester asked cagily as he put the specimen cup into a special little refrigerator.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, there's a few outliers. It's funny. Sometimes it's the guys with four inches who are most proud, and even the guys with seven are sometimes insecure." 
 
      
 
    "Seven is that the biggest you've found?" Lester asked, nervously, shuffling his big feet on the tile floor. Most of the black men around campus were big, muscled athletes on one sports scholarship or another, and the sight of little Lester with his skinny body and over-sized ears made her giggle a little bit. 
 
      
 
    "Out of over seven-hundred men, the largest I've measured was 7.3 inches. Close enough to round down to seven, I think. Don't feel bad, Lester. You're smart enough to realize that it's all the same to us women!" she patted his arm affectionately. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I'm not worried," he shrugged. "That seems like a pretty small upper limit. It makes me wonder if you have been avoiding us African Americans." 
 
      
 
    "Well," Cynthia blushed. She had been avoiding them, in fact. The black men around campus frightened her a little. With most of them being athletes, they were generaly tall, fit, and ever so assertive. She knew she'd have to get a few into her study eventually, but had been putting it off. "I need to, really. I wonder if all that swagger holds up under my measuring stick!" 
 
      
 
    "With most of us it does," Lester said, his voice confident. Normally awkward, he generally only seemed so sure of himself when he was lost in thought and arguing over some fine point of math or science. 
 
      
 
    "All right, I'll think about, Lester. I just don't feel really comfortable around those jock type guys. The way they leer at me!" she shuddered. 
 
      
 
    "They can be a bit aggressive," Lester agreed. "Maybe if there was a black guy you were more comfortable with?" 
 
      
 
    "What, you want to volunteer?" Cynthia laughed it off as a joke. But her little black colleague was serious. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, why not? I don't even need the five bucks!" he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    "We're pretty good friends, Lester. I don't want to make things weird between us," she said more seriously. Looking at a man's penis changed his attitude toward her, she'd seen that first hand hundreds of times. She'd hate to loose a good friend like Lester. 
 
      
 
    "All right. But your study is going to be pretty incomplete if you leave out thirteen percent of the male population," Lester said seriously. "You don't want your study invalidated due to selection bias." 
 
      
 
    "Ugh!" Cynthia pushed herself off the stool and grabbed her measuring tape and note book. Selection bias was the big bugbear of research. Being accused of it could tarnish a whole career. "You got me, Lester! When do you want to volunteer?" 
 
      
 
    "How about right here, right now?" he grinned. 
 
      
 
    "Fine! But if you start acting weird, remember I have a boyfriend, okay?" she gave him a stern look and extended the tape measure.  
 
      
 
    "Let me lock the door first," Lester laughed like an excited schoolboy. As soon as the door was locked he pulled off his white lab coat and started unbuckling his belt. 
 
      
 
    "This is so strange. All the guys I normally measure are completely anonymous," Cynthia observed. Lester's pants fell around his ankles. His legs were nearly as skinny as his arms. He walked forward awkardly, dragging his pants around his ankles. He pulled off his superhero teeshirt. Cynthia could see his ribs stick out under his smooth, milk chocolate skin.  
 
      
 
    "Gosh, Cynthia. I never thought I'd be stripping for you!" he guffawed. He bent and pulled down his boxer shorts. They got stuck around his ankles, and he hopped around, bent over double, and nearly fell several times. 
 
      
 
    "You're such a idiot, Lester!" Cynthia found herself laughing. Her laughter turned into a sharp gasp when the young scientist stood back up, naked save for his sneakers. He may have been slight and short, but he had what only could be described as a true behemoth between his legs! Cynthia stepped closer, peering down at the thick, dark brown shaft. It hung heavily between Lester's legs, nearly as large in its limber state as the largest caucasion erection she'd seen in her study or her personal life. She could make out the heavy veins pulsing under the smooth skin and see his heavy, bloated balls swinging back and forth behind. 
 
      
 
    "I think I might throw off your statistics a bit," Lester joked.  
 
      
 
    "I'll say!" Cynthia gasped. She stared at him, dumbfounded. 
 
      
 
    "What do you do next, Cynthia?" Lester wondered. "Do I need to get erect?" 
 
      
 
    "Uh," Cynthia looked up sharply. She could feel the heat on her neck and cheeks. She was blushing. "Yes, that's right. Go ahead," she said softly. 
 
      
 
    "You're embarrassed! Now who's getting weird?" Lester cackled gleefully. He hefted his huge black snake with both hands and started to slowly stroke up and down. Cynthia shook herself. She was a woman of science and facts. This was research, nothing more.  
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry, Lester. I've just never seen one your size before and I was a bit taken aback," she explained. His cock was starting to stiffen, pushing out and up from his slender frame. The head was wide, and just a shade lighter brown than the rest of him. She could see it pulse as he stimulated himself. 
 
      
 
    "That's because you've just being measuring white males," Lester said in that nerdy, cocky tone of his. He pulled his hands away, and the sight of his fully hard black cock nearly took the young blonde's breath away.  
 
      
 
    "That's just a myth," Cynthia waved a little hand dismissively. "I've read a dozen surveys on penis size, and the difference between African Americans and the rest of the population is something on the order of a third of an inch, tops." 
 
      
 
    "You don't think biased white researchers may have a hand tinkering with those results?" Lester looked up at her knowingly, his brown eyes seeming enormous through is thick glasses.  
 
      
 
    "Hmm, you may have a point," Cynthia conceded. Of course, Lester's size could just be an individual anomaly. 
 
      
 
    "Isn't this the part where you measure me?" the young man cleared his throat.  
 
      
 
    "Oh yes," Cynthia shook herself and extended the tape several more inches. She was going to need them. "Hold the tab up tight against your belly, right above your co-" she stopped, and blushed. "Right above your penis." 
 
      
 
    "Sure, Cynthia," Lester did as he was asked. Cynthia's hands were trembling as she gently lay the measuring tape along the top of his thick, turgid shaft. The smooth skin brushed her fingertips and she felt and electric thrill shoot up her arm. She had measured hundreds of penises, and this was the very frist one that had ever gotten her aroused, just by contact. 
 
      
 
    "You're over nine inches!" she whispered in awe. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah? How much over? I haven't measured myself since I was a kid!"  
 
      
 
    "A fair bit, 9.7 inches to be exact," she swallowed hard. She had too, or she'd start to drool. She pulled the measuring tape away and returned to the lab table. Her fingers wouldn't work right, and she nearly dropped the stop watch. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, the stamina test! I hope I ace that one too!" Lester chuckled. Cynthia tried not to look at him, afraid he might sense how turned on she was. She needed have bothered. Her skin was flushed. Her breathing was quick and deep. Her hard little nipples poked out from under her bra and blouse. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, go ahead and I'll start the timer," she said. 
 
      
 
    "Aw, really? I don't get any help?" Lester whined. He wrapped his long, slender fingers around his huge black cock and started to slowly beat himself up and down. "This could take a long time. I haven't had to masturbate in a few years," Lester lamented. 
 
      
 
    "That's okay," Cynthia mumbled. She stared at the pointy toes of her heels for a few minutes, listening to the sound of Lester pounding out a steady rhythm on his huge cock. He grunted, and she looked up. 
 
      
 
    "Should I get the cup, Lester?" she asked as professionally as she could manage. 
 
      
 
    "No, Cyn! I still got a ways to go yet!" Lester panted. He was working himself furiously. Sweat had broken out all over his body. And there was that cock, staring at her defiantly as the young man choked it. So big. So thick. So dark and powerful. She licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    "You've been going ten minutes already! The record is nineteen!" she told him with a knowing little smile. "Think you can beat that too?" 
 
      
 
    "I could beat that even if you came over here and wrapped your sweet little lips around me and sucked as hard as you could, Cynthia!" Lester's mouth split in a foolish grin. 
 
      
 
    "I don't know about that, Garrison says I'm really good at. I don't think you'd last two minutes. Especially since you've been working yourself so diligently!" she stepped closer, so close that the tip of his cock nearly touched the white cotton of her blouse. 
 
      
 
    "Garrison's a lucky guy! But are you lucky?" Lester asked, waggling his eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    "Of course, he's great!" Cynthia said, staring straight down at his meat, once again unable to tear her big blue eyes away. 
 
      
 
    "Just wondering if you're as satisfied as you should be. I'm glad you are. Still, if you want to test your skills on me, you really should!" 
 
      
 
    "But he's my boyfriend! I can't do that; it's cheating!" she exclaimed. Her hands itched to reach out, to help Lester stroke his massive black cock. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, but he's white," Lester said confidently. 
 
      
 
    "So?" 
 
      
 
    "So, think about what you're staring at. How much bigger am I than him?" Lester asked, he slowed the pace of his pumping, but his black hands never quite stopped their trek up and down his full, veiny length. 
 
      
 
    "You're bigger by five full inches," Cynthia said, quickly doing the math in her head. Garrison was under five inches, but it had never bothered her. The vast majority of men, white men anyway, it seemed, were between four and a half and seven inches, and she'd be damned if she could tell the difference once they were inside her. "You're actually more than twice his length," she whispered. 
 
      
 
    "What about girth?" Lester pressed. 
 
      
 
    "More than twice as thick too, just by looking," Cynthia confirmed. The little lab was starting to feel hot as a sauna.  
 
      
 
    "I bet you've never really been satisfied. Come on, you deserve this Cynthia! Try a black man for a change!" Lester let go of his cock and thrust his slim hips forward. The blunt tip nudged her blouse, leaving a litte wet mark from his precum.  
 
      
 
    "I really shouldn't. I love Garriosn!" Cynthia protested, but her voice was weak, and her will even weaker. Of all the cocks she'd seen, even her loving boyfriend's not a single one had been half as powerful and arousing as Lester's. The difference was night and day. She tossed her glasses off and crouched on her knees, staring up at that massive, dark shaft looming over her pretty face. 
 
      
 
    "And if he was doing his job, you wouldn't be where you are now," Lester observed matter-of-factly.  
 
      
 
    "It's not his fault!" Cynthia said. Her own fingers, tiny and white curled around the fleshy brown tube. It was so much thicker than she was used to, and incredibly hard under that smooth, silky layer of skin on top.  
 
      
 
    "I know. He's white," Lester shrugged. "Now show me if you're really as good as you say you are!"  
 
      
 
    "Okay, Lester," Cynthia agreed quietly. It was a do or die moment. She'd never cheated on anyone. She'd never even thought about it being unfaithful to Garrison. Yet that big black cock was right there. It wasn't as if she couldn't help herself. She could. She just didn't want to. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, that's really nice, Cynthia!" Lester groaned as the young blonde parted her plump pink lips and gave the milk chocolate knob a hot, sloppy kiss.... 
 
      
 
    Come check out my Author Page and read my other hot, nasty interracial stories! 
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