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 Penny braced herself as she walked down the tree-lined sidewalk to Fred and Mona's house. Fred was her husband's younger brother, and he'd landed himself one heck of a catch. Penny couldn't help but feel intimidated at family gatherings whenever she was confronted by her tall, blonde, utterly gorgeous sister-in-law.  
 
      
 
    "You can do it, Penny. She's a woman, just like you!" Penny reminded herself. She'd tried to look her best, wearing a cute green dress that matched her eyes and showed some of her shapely legs. She kept her red hair cut into a short bob, and only the lightest dusting of make up was needed to conceal the spray of freckles across her nose. All in all, Penny knew she was quite cute. Adorable even. That was the problem. She barely reached five feet tall, and had slim hips and a nearly flat chest. She looked like someone's cute little teenage sister, despite being twenty-six and having been married for three years! 
 
      
 
    She'd always been content with her looks. A lot of guys, her hunky Joe included, seemed to love her face and her body. But Mona, that lucky bitch Mona, had what every guy seemed to crave. She was tall, with legs that went for days, big tits and the face of a runway model! It almost made Penny sick! Or would have, if she didn't have the tiniest little crush on her, herself. Not that she was bi, or even bi-curious, but the blonde was just that good looking.  
 
      
 
    "Did Fred get a new car?" Penny wondered aloud as she passed the big white SUV taking up nearly all of her in-law's driveway. Joe, her husband, and Fred were much alike. Tall, slender, sandy-haired men with steely blue eyes. Both men drove sensible little sedans. Penny looked a little closer. The gold rims on the over-sized tires were definately not the McHale boys' style. 
 
      
 
    Penny walked up to the door and had raised a small fist when she heard something that made her freeze. 
 
      
 
    "So BIG!" It was Mona's voice, but she must be saying that pretty loud to be heard through the door! Penny set the box down on the step as she heard muffled male grunts through the door. That have been Fred! The couple had only been married a month and no doubt they were still rutting like newlyweds! 
 
      
 
    "I should write a note," Penny giggled and fished a pen out of her purse. She scrawled a note on the package. "Congratualtions! Sorry this is late. Love, Joey and Penny."  They'd ordered a nice set of hand-cut crystal wine glasses, but the order had suffered one delay after another. Penny was hoping to surprise her sister-in-law by showing up unannounced. 
 
      
 
    "Probably not the best plan," she giggled to herself as she turned, prepared to walk the two blocks through pristine suburbia back to her own home.  
 
      
 
    "God I love black cock!" Mona screamed, and Penny froze. Did she really just hear that? The little redhead spun on her heel and tried to peek through the window beside the door. She could just make out some blurry movement through the gauzy drapes.  
 
      
 
    "Take it, slut!" Penny heard the man growl. Definitely not Fred! Penny stepped back, wondering what she should do, but found herself trying to peek once more. With her face pressed so close to the glass, she could hear them more clearly now. The blonde squealed and moaned loudly. Whoever was with her made the occasional masculine grunt.  
 
      
 
    "I should really go home. None of my business," Penny whispered, but her tiny feet stayed rooted to the spot. Her husband had a killer engineering job, and Penny had quickly gotten used to the life of a pampered housewife. She loved cooking, shopping, writing poetry, and even dabbling in painting. But all the same, after three years of marriage a bit of boredom had crept in. Boredom and curiosity made a bad mix, and she lingered. 
 
      
 
    "Better than your husband, bitch?" the man asked. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck yeah! So much better than a little white dick. Now keep fucking me you black bastard!" Mona replied, nearly screaming. Penny had definitely heard that right, this time. She was cheating with a black man! Penny couldn't contain her curiosity any more, she tried the door. 
 
      
 
    It was unlocked. Holding her breath, she slowly twisted the knob. Fred did every bit as well as Joe when it came to his career. The house he'd bought for himself and his blonde bride was big, clean and new. The door glided open a crack as if sliding on ice. 
 
      
 
    Penny nearly gave herself away with a gasp as her eyes fixed on the erotic scene playing out in front of her. She'd seen Mona in her bathing suit before, a skimpy black bikini, when they'd taken family outings to their lake house. She had an idea what she was getting into or thought she did. Nude, the woman was breathtaking. Her golden tan skin gleamed in the sunlight streaming through the windows. She sat naked astride a big, muscular, equally nude black man who lay stretched out on the deep fuzzy rug in front of the fireplace. 
 
      
 
    "Ride it, slut!" the black man hissed. Riding it was exactly what Mona was doing. Her long, straight hair whipped from side to side as the woman bounced and jiggled and screamed. Her huge breasts, naked, round and firm, bounced with each motion of her body. Her long legs were curled under her as she slammed her hips up and down faster and faster. 
 
      
 
    Penny thought they must have been going at it for quite some time. The air conditioned house was cool and clean, but reeked of sex. Sweat dripped down Mona's curves, and the big black mitts that reached up and held her wide hips glistened with it.  
 
      
 
    The young redhead could only watch, slack-jawed, as her sister-in-law abased herself before her very eyes. She felt her modest cotton panties grow damp from the display. It was turning her on, and she blushed nearly as red as her hair from the shame of it. She had no business watching what was happening. But she couldn't look away.  
 
      
 
    "Cumming!" Mona screamed, and she rocked forward. Her hell fell in front of her angelic face as she braced herself by resting her hands on the man's dark, tree-trunk legs. At this angle, if Mona simply opened her eyes, she'd look right into Penny's face! 
 
      
 
    "Fuck!" the man grunted, his voice a deep, rich bass. He jerked his hips, pushing the slender blodne's body up and down as he stabbed up into her. He shuddered and thrust erratically for a few moments. 
 
      
 
    "I can feel you cumming in me," Mona purred. She pushed her round ass back into the prone man and ground her slinky, curvy body into his.  
 
      
 
    "Hope you're on the pill! Or you're gonna have a black baby to show your hubby!" the black man laughed richly at his own perverse humor. 
 
      
 
    "Would serve him right for having such a needle dick!" Mona chuckled, her voice husky with her own passion. She rolled off her secret lover and twisted around on the carpet to cuddle up against his heaving chest.  
 
      
 
    The guy must have been a weight lifter or something. His muscles stood in sharp relief under his damp, ebon skin. His herculean physique wasn't what made Penny's eyes bulge in shock, however. His cock stood straight up from between his thighs, as hard and black as wrought iron.  
 
      
 
    Penny had only had a handful of lovers before meeting and falling in love with Joe. Some were bigger than others, some smaller. Joe was the biggest of all of them though, with the longest, thickest cock she'd ever seen. She'd measured it once, just shy of seven inches. The black cock standing only a few feet from her greedy green eyes put even him to shame. Thicker than her wrist, and at least three or four inches longer than Joe, it dripped with cum and Mona's juices over a pair of wrinkly balls the size of lemons. The shaft was coal-dark, but the head a lighter shade of chocolate brown and flared like a mushroom. How had Mona taken that? 
 
      
 
    "Enjoy the show, little Sis?" Mona asked, her voice sounding lazy, half asleep.  
 
      
 
    "What?" Penny yelped, and gave a start. She stumbled into entry hall, tripping over the threshold to land on her hands and knees on the hardwood floor. When she looked up, all she could see was that tower of black cock. It was like it was staring at her! 
 
      
 
    "You heard me, Penny," Mona said as she got up and walked around the smaller woman to close the front door behind her. "It's not very nice to spy on people." 
 
      
 
    "I didn't mean to!" Penny whined and pushed herself up to her knees. Her dress was a rumpled mess, and she fussed with it to straighten the light green fabric over her waifish body. Mona's perfect long legs appeared before her, and the woman offered a hand. 
 
      
 
    "Come on, get up," Mona said as she pulled her sister-in-law to her feet. Even barefoot she was a good deal taller than Penny, and she smirked down at her. Couldn't she look just a little contrite? She'd just been caught having a fling after all. Instead, the beautiful woman just looked smug. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks," Penny said softly. She didn't know where to look. Mona's huge tits were just, well, right there! But if she looked away, she might see that black man and his giant pecker again! Not knowing what else to do, she closed her eyes and waited. 
 
      
 
    "Cute girl. Is she your little sister or something?" the man asked. 
 
      
 
    "Does she look like she's related to me?" Mona snorted.  
 
      
 
    "Hey you know, all you crackers look alike," the man laughed. Penny could hear him rustling further into the room. She hoped to God it was to put his clothes back on.  
 
      
 
    "She's actually older than me. She's Fred's brother's wife," Mona explained. She touched Penny's face, her hands sticky with... something. Penny shuddered and tried not to think about what was on her hands.  
 
      
 
    "Say what you want about the McHale's, they got fine taste in women. Are you into the scene too, darlin?" the man asked, his voice so casual and friendly, that Penny naturally opened her eyes and looked toward the sound. He'd put on some clothes, it seemed. Just a white, sleeveless tee shirt that left all his god-like muscles on display. His cock thrust out and slightly down from his body, still half hard and still far bigger than Joe's. 
 
      
 
    "What scene?" Penny asked, confused. 
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry, I should introduce you," Mona stepped back behind the smaller woman, leaning down and resting her chin on Penny's shoulder. Her big tits pushed into the smaller woman's back, and Penny felt her pussy begin to throb even harder. "This is Marc. He's one of my regular lovers. He and Fred are golf buddies. Marc, meet Penny." 
 
      
 
    "How do you do, little lady?" the big black man asked politely. He flashed a grin, his teeth huge and white in his handsome, dark face. His hair was neatly trimmed and he wore a soul patch below his plump, dark lips.  
 
      
 
    "I'm well," Penny whispered after a time. "Nice to meet you." 
 
      
 
    "I think you're scaring her Marc, better put on some clothes!" Mona laughed. 
 
      
 
    "Sure enough!" he agreed.  
 
      
 
    "What did he mean, when he said the scene?" Penny asked as Marc turned to pull on his slacks. She watched his huge black staff disappear into his pants, and realized she'd been staring at it pretty much the whole time. Her blush returned and she stepped away from the blonde and forced herself to look into her sky-blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Swinging, technically," Mona said with a shrug. That little gesture did things to her bare breasts. Marvelous things.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, I didn't know. Joe and I aren't into that sort of thing," Penny said lamely. 
 
      
 
    "I didn't think so. Fred would have said something otherwise. He's always fancied you a little. I can see why," Mona let her eyes flit over the small redhead. "You're too cute for words." 
 
      
 
    "Uh, thanks, I guess?" Penny reeled. This was all getting too much. "So Fred knows about all this?" 
 
      
 
    "Of course! I wouldn't actually cheat on him! I love him! We're just, well, we're into the interracial thing," Mona glanced at her lover, who had already tucked a crisp button-down shirt into his pants and was straightening a tie under his collar.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, so you like, swap with black couples?" Penny shuffled her feet.  
 
      
 
    "Swap? No. It's a one-sided deal. Some people call it hotwife or slutwife. Some call it cuckold, but I think that's for wives who don't sleep with their husbands anymore," Mona finally started looking around for her underwear. She slid up a simple black thong over her dangerously long legs as she finished. 
 
      
 
    "Jesus!" Penny gasped. 
 
      
 
    "Had nothing to do with it!" Marc chuckled. He leaned down and gave Mona a peck on the cheek as he strode toward the door, his suit jacket thrown over one brawny shoulder. "I'll be sure to tell Fred all the details at the Country Club this afternoon. Unless you want to tell him yourself?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, go ahead, Marc. I think he likes hearing both so he can compare our stories!"  
 
      
 
    "Ha! He's good sport, that one! Better treat my boy right, little girl!" the man said. He flashed another smile, nodding at Penny, before retreating through the front door. 
 
      
 
    "This is all just so bizarre!" Penny gasped. 
 
      
 
    "I suppose so," Mona shrugged into her bra. Penny was almost sad to see those breasts go. She looked down at her feet in shame. Was she actually leering at another woman? "Fred and I are happy with our little fun and games. The keys are honesty and respect. It came pretty easy for us once we were honest about sharing the same fetish." 
 
      
 
    "That makes sense," Penny scrubbed her hand through her hair, messing up her cute little bob without realizing it. 
 
      
 
    "What brought you over, anyway, Penny? I'm always glad to have your company." Mona asked as she wiggled into a navy sheath dress. 
 
      
 
    "Our wedding present finally came in. I was just bringing it over," Penny explained. Now that the man was gone, and Mona fully clothed, it seemed oddly normal again. She sighed and felt the butterflies finally grow still in her belly. 
 
      
 
    "Oh lovely! Say, it's nearly noon. How about I make us some cuccumber sandwiches and we can test out those glasses with some Mimosas?" Mona brushed her golden hair from her face and shared a friendly smile. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, I think I could use a drink right about now, actually!" Penny giggled. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "I love your cock," Penny purred happily as she stretched out between her husband's long, muscular legs. She kicked her bare feet up behind her as she squirmed on her naked belly. His cock beckoned, still wet from her juices. She could almost still feel him inside her aching folds. His manhood drooped a little as she took it in her tiny hands. She'd pounced on him as soon as he'd come home. Sitting alone for several hours with the hot memories of her encounter with her sister-in-law and her black lover had left her quivering with desire. 
 
      
 
    "Damn, Penny!" Joe gasped as she pumped him to full erection once more. "I've already cum twice!" 
 
      
 
    "I want more!" she said and look a swipe at the pink knob of his cock with her agile tongue. He tasted of pussy and cum mixed together, and she wondered if Marc's black cock would have tasted similar.  
 
      
 
    "I don't know what's gotten into you, but I'm liking it!" he grinned and tousled her short red locks. Penny blushed and sucked his cock in earnest, bobbing her head and slurping noisily. She knew it would take a little while. He seldom even managed a third hard on and when he did he lasted forever. She settled in for the long haul.  
 
      
 
    "Nothing," she said between slurps. "I'm just horny." 
 
      
 
    "Oh is that it?" he chuckled. His intense blue eyes met her bright greens, and she felt as if he were looking through her. "Did something happen today after you got back from Fred's? Read some erotica? Watch a little porn?" he winked.  
 
      
 
    "No!" she protested, and to distract herself, rubbed his cute cock all over her face. Cute. She'd never thought of his manhood that way before. Always it was huge, or thick, or manly. Images of Marc's huge black cock flashed through her mind for the thousandth time in the few hours since she'd seen it. Yes, cute was the right word. Joe's pink cock was a cute little thing, after all! 
 
      
 
    "Oh, you've got to tell me!" Joe groaned. "You've got that look in your eyes, honey. I know something's going on in that devilish litlte mind!" 
 
      
 
    "It's nothing. I really shouldn't say," she murmured. To distract herself, she sucked his cock deep once more, pushing the tip all the way back into her humming throat. Even after cumming hard as she rode his cock like a cowgirl, her pussy tingled with need, and his manhood slipped past her tonsils with ease. She normally gagged, and she wondered if she could take Marc's cock so deep. Or even deeper. Oh so much deeper. 
 
      
 
    "Now you've got to tell me!" Joe gasped. He bucked his hips against her lips softly in that way he always did right before he came. Penny whimpered and pulled off quickly. She wanted him to last, she wanted the sex to last. 
 
      
 
    "You might get mad," she said. She didn't touch his cock, knowing how close to the edge he was, but she held her face so close she knew he could feel her hot breath on him. 
 
      
 
    "Did you do something wrong?" Joe asked sharply. He was always a stickler for ethics. A right proper Boy Scout he was. 
 
      
 
    "Well, kinda," Penny hesitated. "I sort of spied on our sister in law a little, today." 
 
      
 
    "What do you mean, spied?" Joe arched an eyebrow. His cock twitched. 
 
      
 
    "I saw her naked, Joe. I bet you would have creamed your jeans if you'd been there," Penny giggled as she recalled nearly cumming in her panties too. Just thinking about it made her understand how men might look at her. Or lesbians.  "She's really, really, fucking amazing."  
 
      
 
    "You've got a potty mouth tonight!" Joe commented. She tried so hard to be a proper good girl, but sometimes, it just came out. "Yeah, she could make Victoria Secret models feel insecure," he conceded. His cock throbbed so hard, Penny could see the bluish vein that ran along the side pulsing with his heartbeat. 
 
      
 
    "She was sexy. But she wasn't alone, Joe," Penny added in a hushed voice. She took a chance and gave Joe a long, slow lick. He shuddered, but held off from cumming. 
 
      
 
    "Shit, you didn't see Fred naked too?" Joe groaned. "Please don't tell me you saw my brother in the buff. That might be too much!" His cock started to droop a little, and Penny brought it back to life with another lick and a quick tug. 
 
      
 
    "No, she as with another man," Penny watched the shocked look play on his features for a moment before she added the last tidbit. "A black man." 
 
      
 
    "What?" Joe yelped. His cock lurched in her hand, and a thick drop of precum burst from the tip, oozing down over her fingers. 
 
      
 
    "She was a fucking a black man, Joe. A big, tall black man. She was cumming so hard too, screaming out loud and everything!" she grinned and let go of her husband's tiny cute cock. Hmm, now it's cute and tiny? She glanced at it. Yes, quite tiny indeed, comparatively speaking, of course. 
 
      
 
    "Oh man! Poor Fred," Joe said sadly. His cock didn't seem to have as much sympathy, for it vibrated up from his loins, looking as if a stiff breeze would make it explode. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, and when she got off him, I saw it," Penny shook her head slowly. From her vantage point between his legs she was able to hold her hand a few inches above his cockhead. "About this much bigger than you, Joe," she giggled and tilted her head, examining his cock. "Probably twice as thick too. It was a monster!" 
 
      
 
    "Let's not compare and contrast!" the handsome man said defensively. His eyes twinkled with amusement, though. He wasn't so insecure that he couldn't take a joke.  
 
      
 
    "I can't help it, honey," she gave him her best grin, the one that highlighted her dimpled cheeks. "I have to admit, I couldn't stop looking at him. It was, like a work of art!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, Big Black Cock, hand-carved in ebony," Joe laughed. "If he was really that big, I should feel sorry for Mona! Was she able to walk afterward?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh she loved it, Joe. Loved it," she emphasized. "The way she was screaming and bouncing on him? I swear I've never cum as hard as she did, not in my whole life!" 
 
      
 
    "I don't know why you're telling me this," he grunted, his lips quivering.  
 
      
 
    "Because it's making you hard. Just like it made me wet," she explained.  
 
      
 
    "Something must be wrong with us. I'll make an appointment tomorrow!" he joked. 
 
      
 
    "With a hot black guy?" she teased. 
 
      
 
    "No, you freaky little tart!" he sat up, his cock pushing before him like the prow of a ship. "With a pyschologist! I'm hard as a rock and you're wet thinking about my brother's wife cheating on him with some black man!" 
 
      
 
    "I don't think she's cheating, Joe," Penny rose to her knees and rested her hands on her husband's strong arms. "He knows about it. And from the way they were talking, he gets off on it." 
 
      
 
    "That sick fucker!" Joe shook his head and reached out to fondle her tiny, teacup breasts. She moaned and pushed her slim chest out to him, loving the way his sensitive fingers made her puffy pink nipples tingle. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I think I'm sick too. I caught a fever just watching her with him. Can't you feel how hot it's making me?" she asked. 
 
      
 
    "A fever, huh? Do you think it's contageous?" he asked, pressing his forehead to hers and looking into her wide green eyes. His body was tense and he was starting to sweat. His cock was leaking steadily now, making a little puddle of precum on the bedspread. In the four years she'd known him she'd never seen him so horny. 
 
      
 
    "Let's hope so!" she whispered. She arched her neck and brought her lips to his. They shared a long, hot kiss, his tongue swirling in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    "This is so fucked up, but I wish I had been with you today!"  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, me too. His big black cock looked so good," she whined. "You wouldn't believe how sexy they were together!" 
 
      
 
    "Would you have fucked him, Penny?" he asked as he nibbled at her earlobe. "Would you have let that black man spoil your tight little pussy with his giant dick?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes. No. I don't know, maybe? I wouldn't do anything to hurt you!" she trembled against him, nearly overcome by her own lust. 
 
      
 
    "What if I said it was okay?" he asked after a moment, his voice so soft she could barely hear it over the sounds of her own lustful panting. 
 
      
 
    "Then I'd say..." Penny lay back and spread her slender little legs. Her pink pussy dripped with her husband's previous loads, the delicate lips tender and swollen. "I'd say fill me with your big black cock, stud!" 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "Hi Mona, it's me, Penny," she said nervously into her cellphone.  
 
      
 
    "Hey little sis!" Mona responded cheerfully. "Fred and I were just talking about you. Or rather, you and Joe. You haven't been around in weeks! Not since you caught me in the act, anway!" she laughed. "You don't have to be shy. We're swingers, not vampires. We won't bite!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, about that," Penny licked her lips. "I told Joe what happened." 
 
      
 
    "I figured you would. How did he take it? He's not pissed at me is he?" 
 
      
 
    "No. Well, he was for a second, but something tells me he got over that!" 
 
      
 
    "Ha! He got off on it, didn't he?" Mona whispered knowingly into the phone. "It must run in the family!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, he did. So anyway, um, well..." Penny shuffled her feet as she paced through her kitchen. Joe sat at the table, watching her nervously.  
 
      
 
    "You're thinking about trying it, aren't you?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, it's all I can think about," Penny sighed. 
 
      
 
    "What about Joe? Does he know how you feel? It's one thing to fantasize..." 
 
      
 
    "Well, we've been watching a lot of blacks on blondes porn," Penny said in a rush. "It's been three weeks and we can't stop talking about it. It makes us both so worked up!" 
 
      
 
    "It could ruin a good thing, if you aren't careful, Penny," Mona advised. "Do you think Joe can handle it?" 
 
      
 
    "Well, Fred does. Was it hard for him?" Penny wondered. 
 
      
 
    "It was actually his idea!" Mona laughed. "He whipped out the interracial porn on our fifth date! He actually had to bring me around!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah? And what's it like, really?" Penny wondered. She looked straight into her husband's eyes as she waited for the answer. He smiled sheepishly at her, cocking his head to better hear as the two women talked. 
 
      
 
    "The best sex you'll ever have. The difference between white and black men, is... how should I put this? It's night and day. If you think Joe is man enough to handle a black guy satisfying you in ways he can't, then I say go for it!" Mona's enthusiasm was seemingly growing. "Actually, it would be pretty cool if you did! We don't want everyone knowing about it, so I can't share it with any of my girlfriends!" 
 
      
 
    "That seems smart, not to tell," Penny sighed. "I do want to try. Like right now!"  
 
      
 
    "I know, right? Tell you what, you already met Marc. He's a nice man, don't you think?" 
 
      
 
    "Very nice! I don't know if I could handle one of those, well..." Penny blushed, on the verge of saying something terribly racist. 
 
      
 
    "One of those ghetto thug types? Yeah, we stay away from them too. All my lovers are professional men. Clean and drug-free. Oh, and Marc thought you were really cute, too." Mona added with a giggle. 
 
      
 
    "Really? After he's had you why would he want a girl like me?"  
 
      
 
    "Oh, Penny! Guys like all types! Marc thought you were very sexy! He made a comment about your size, and wondered if you could handle all of him. He made it sound like he really wanted to find out first hand!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh God, give me a sec!" Penny put the phone to her thudding chest and looked to her husband. The volume was turned up enough that he had caught most of the conversation. He smiled and nodded without hesitation.  
 
      
 
    "Let's do it!" he said. 
 
      
 
    "Right!" Penny put her face back to the phone. "Mona, do you mind setting me up on a date with Marc?" 
 
      
 
    "Nope, I'll ring him up right now! Call you right back." 
 
      
 
    "We're really going to do this, aren't we?" Penny asked as she pressed the End Call button. 
 
      
 
    "Uh huh! I just hope it lives up to the fantasy we've built up," Joe said as he rose and folded her into his arms. She rested her head against his chest. 
 
      
 
    "I've seen it, remember. I've seen big black cock first hand, and I'm just dying to give it a try." she whispered.  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    This was it. The moment of truth. Penny and her husband and talked it through a hundred times. They'd fantasized, they'd explored ramifications. They'd even gone to visit Mona and Fred and had an extremely frank conversation about it all. At last they'd all agreed that it was time. She trusted her glamorous sister-in-law, and Mona and Fred trusted Marc. She'd gone on a date with him, of sorts. Drinks at a cozy little bar while they cuddled in a corner booth. He was a perfect gentleman, funny, intelligent, and oh so sexy. He was divorced and unattached. They got along so well, they soon wound up at his place. They hadn't been there long before she fell into his massive arms on the couch. For the first time in years, Penny kissed a man who wasn't Joe. 
 
      
 
    "I can't wait to see your cute little body, Penny," Marc said when broke the kiss. "Why don't you strip for me?" 
 
      
 
    "Okay, Marc," Penny nodded. Kissing another man had her feeling steamed up. And while she'd never admit it publicly, the fact that he was black was even more exciting. Good upper middle class girls like her from the white suburbs didn't mess with black guys. It just wasn't done. She stood on shaky legs and stood a few feet in front of the smiling man. Her blouse came off in a flash, followed by her loose skirt. She'd worn her best underwear that night, flimsy blue lace that barely covered her tiny breasts and tight little mound.  
 
      
 
    "Damn!" he grunted, licking his thick lips. She felt his eyes on her like a sensual caress. She swayed her slim hips from side to side before unclasping her bra. She barely filled out the A-cups, but he seemed to like the subtle curve of her breasts. Her skin was pale, lightly dusted by faint freckles across her chest. Her nipples were wide and puffy, and such a pale shade of pink they barely showed against the surrounding skin. She rubbed them softly. 
 
      
 
    "They're not too small for you, Marc?"  
 
      
 
    "Hell no! Now turn around and show me that booty!" he gestured with a huge hand before pulling off his tie. 
 
      
 
    "Okay," she said as she spun on her stiletto heel. Sexy shoes like that were hard to find in her size, but when she could, she loved wearing them. Having an extra four inches of height really helped when you just barely made five feet! Her waist was tiny, and her hips slim, but her buttocks were nicely rounded and firm. She bent slightly as she pulled her panties down. 
 
      
 
    "That's one fine booty!" Marc grinned.  
 
      
 
    "Thanks, Marc," she blushed as she turned back around. She kept herself trimmed to a neat little triangle of auburn hair just above her sex.  
 
      
 
    "Mmm, natural redhead," March chuckled as he whipped off his shirt. Not quite as tall as Joe, the black man was much heavier, with massive shoulders and bulging, toned muscles that rippled under his silky-smooth brown skin.  
 
      
 
    "That's right," Penny smiled. She could see in his eyes how much she turned him on. Perhaps Mona was right, not all guys only liked tall, busty blondes! She kicked off her shoes and padded nude to the edge of the couch. She bent over, helping him as he unbuckled his belt and opened his bulging slacks. 
 
      
 
    "That's it, get right in there," Marc encouraged her as he raised his hips and let the tiny woman pull off the last of his clothes.  
 
      
 
    "Oh my word, you're even bigger than I remembered!" Penny giggled in delight as her green eyes fixed on that black monster. It draped over his left thigh like a sleeping snake. Even soft, he was longer and much thicker than her husband. "Is it really a black thing, size I mean?" 
 
      
 
    "Not always," Marc shrugged. "But generally, yeah. We're just built different than white men. Do you like it?" 
 
      
 
    "Uh huh!" she nodded as she dropped to her knees. "Built different?" she cocked her head and giggled. "More like built better!" 
 
      
 
    "That's right. White dicks may make their owners feel good, but when it comes to pleasing pretty white ladies like you? That's what this was built for," he hefted his own meat, giving it a firm pump in his massive hand.  
 
      
 
    "Oh? Is that why black guys have such big dicks, Marc?" she asked coyly. She licked her lips, watching that heavy meat flop.  
 
      
 
    "It's just natural," he shrugged. "Now why don't you be a good girl and get me hard, baby?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, sir!" she said stoutly and reached out eagerly for him. He let go, letting her have full access. She sighed as her fingers touched him. He was hot and ever so smooth. She heaved his cock up straight, and she could feel him pulsing to life.  
 
      
 
    "Sir? I like that," the big man caressed her cheek softly with the back of his hand. "You should call me that from now on," he suggested. 
 
      
 
    "Okay, Sir," she gulped, feeling a submissive thrill shoot down her spine. She squeezed his black cock harder, marveling that contrast it made against her pale hands. It swelled rapidly, and as it grew she found she couldn't wrap her fingers around his girth. She pumped a little faster, urging him to his full length. There was something so right about all of it. The contrast, the size, even the cheating. She'd been a good girl all her life, and finally letting herself be bad felt so good! 
 
      
 
    "Don't you like my cock, baby?"  
 
      
 
    "I love it," she said quickly, licking her lips. "Sir!" she added hastily. 
 
      
 
    "It'll come naturally soon enough," he stroked her short red hair. "Give it a kiss." 
 
      
 
    Penny nodded and moved her hands lower, taking a firm double grip right at the base of him. His cock towered above her hands, primal and powerful. She inhaled his masculine musk before giving him a soft, wet kiss right where his chocolate cockhead met the deep black of his shaft. He encouraged her to kiss more, and she pressed her face closer, planting sweet kisses all along the underside. 
 
      
 
    "I want to suck you, Sir," she admitted as she rose up and looked up at him over the top of his black cock. 
 
      
 
    "Spoken like a true white slut. You may suck," he nodded graciously, as if she'd been asking for permission! She could feel her pussy begin to drool, dripping her juices down the inside of her thighs as she realized that is just what she had done. The man seemed to have this magic power over her. If she wasn't careful, she'd soon be begging for it! 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Sir," she whispered instead, and meant it. Her lips, painted dark pink, parted and she took her first taste of him. He sighed, leaning back and watching closely her as she slavishly tongued all around the fat mushroom. The skin was soft and rubbery, but beneath pulsed a powerful steely rod. She opened wider as she pulled his cock down so that it stuck out straight from his body. Her lips stretched and stretched. She swore she felt her jaw creak for a moment from his girth. And then suddenly, with a wet slurp, he was in her mouth.  
 
      
 
    "Shit! Good good good," Marc groaned. His praise thrilled her, and she sucked at his cock, wiggling her tongue underneath the tip as she pushed her head further down his shaft. Not even a quarter of the way down and he filled her mouth to the breaking point. She whimpered and began to bob, pulling hard at him with as much suction as she could manage. 
 
      
 
    "Keep that up, you don't have to worry about me losing control too soon," he assured her, watching her with a smug expression on his handsome face as she sucked his ebony tool. 
 
      
 
    Penny moaned around him, sucking up and down on just about a third of his cock. She wanted to go deeper. She needed to go deeper. But he was so thick she was afraid she would choke. She stroked her hands up and down on the shaft she couldn't suck. 
 
      
 
    "Keep going, my little white slut. You've got a lot to learn if you want to be as good as that blonde whore Mona!" Marc observed. 
 
      
 
    She looked up at him sharply at his words. They sparked something inside her. She'd always been so jealous of her sister-in-law. Mona was taller, bustier, leggier... The list went on. She was going to even the score, and she knew just how to do it. She pulled her hands away from that huge black cock and instead braced them on his muscular thighs. She gurgled, staring at him as she pushed down on him as hard as she could.  
 
      
 
    His cockhead tore into her throat, and she gagged around him. Pain lacerated her throat as the tight socket clamped down on him with enough force to make him hiss in pain. She trembled, her muscles locked as she focused every scrap of her willpower into holding still. She would not pull back, not until she had him all the way! 
 
      
 
    "Shit baby, be careful! Not even Mona can deep throat me!" Marc said, genuine concern in his rumbling voice.  
 
      
 
    Penny shook her head slightly. She growled fiercely, the sound muffled by the cock in her throat. Tears streaked down her cheeks and for a frightening moment she feared she would vomit. She sucked in air rapidly through her button nose and finally the gagging subsided. She swallowed hard and pushed down again, taking another inch, then another, until her wet lips were stretched into a wide O around the midpoint of his shaft. 
 
      
 
    "That feels incredible," Marc grunted as he clenched his fists at his sides. "I've always wondered what it would be like," he added. When he was taunting her, he'd layed his African-American accent on thick. As the tiny redhead choked herself over and over on his massive dick, the facade cracked. "You're doing amazingly well, Penny. I almost feel guilty about doing this to your husband. Almost." 
 
      
 
    "He's not here," Penny at last pulled back and panted. Spit glazed her lips and chin, and her mascara ran down her smooth cheeks. "It's just you, me, and your big black cock, Sir!" 
 
      
 
    "You don't have to go any further, Penny. I don't want you hurting your- FUCK!" He pounded his fists into the couch cushions as once again the married woman took him deep into her mouth and further into her hot, velvety throat. Her lips sank a bit further this time, and they both looked down as the line of wetness inched lower on his dark flesh. She pulled back and took another headlong plunge. Over and over she abused her own face on his cock, and each time she managed yet another fraction of an inch.  
 
      
 
    "Good God, you're actually going to make it!" he cried in awe. Sure enough, with her throat bulging outward obscenely and rough, raw pain filling her neck, Penny's lips sank all the way to the root of him. Her wet chin pressed against his massive nuts as her face nuzzled his toned abs. She held herself there as long as she could, swallowing to make her throat undulate around him. She pulled back, but not all the way, leaving his pulsing cockhead lodged into her throat. She began to bob, her eyes closed, a look of bliss on her face. Marc grunted and fidgeted on the couch, but despite her best efforts, it took him ages to finally cum. 
 
      
 
    "Can't take it! Oh sweet Jesus!" he shouted at last. Penny could feel that ebon pole jerking as it curled down her neck halfway to her stomach. She rocked back on her heels. His cock popped out of her throat for the first time in nearly half an hour, and the sudden emptiness made her long to swallow him whole once more. Instead, she grabbed his cock, pumping the spit-slicked shaft rapidly as she sucked hard on the head. 
 
      
 
    "Damn!" Marc grunted. His cock fired off into her mouth. Each creamy blast that splashed against her tonsils coated her tongue with is gooey tang. She swallowed faster and faster, barely able to keep up with the massive load his balls pumped into her. A dribble leaked out over her lips, and as his orgasm subsided, she let him pop out of her mouth and eagerly scooped up the excess cum with her fingers. 
 
      
 
    "You taste so good, Sir," she croaked, her voice grainy and hoarse. She sucked her finger, savoring the last of his load.  
 
      
 
    "Never before..." Marc shook himself like a wet dog. "That was real good, slut," he said, returning to the rough black accent he'd used before. "You suck even better than Mona! I might have to keep you and make you my own personal slut!" 
 
      
 
    "I'd like that, Sir!" Penny giggled. She stood up, her senses tingling and alive. The air smelled musky and sweet. The air felt warm, the lights almost too bright. Even the carpets were so soft against her toes she could barely stand it. Her mouth and throat hurt, there was no question of that. But the fire in her pussy drowned it out. It was a blaze that needed quenching. And now! 
 
      
 
    "Good slut!" Marc stood and scooped her into his brawny arms without further word. She squealed and playfully drummed her hands against his chest, as powerless as a babe against his might. He tossed her over his shoulder with her bare feet hanging out before him and her belly resting on his shoulder. He slapped her ass. "Time to take my new slut to bed!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, please, Sir!" she giggled as he carried her upstairs at a near run. He kicked open the door to his bedroom and despite his earlier bravado, lay her down gently on his king-sized bed. He hovered over her tiny body, the bed squealing under his weight as he moved into position. 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry, Penny. I'll be gentle until you're used to me," he said in that sexy, gravelly voice of his.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Marc," she said quietly. The need within her was greater than ever before, but a shiver of fear danced down her back. His black cock was so huge, and she was so small! Thankfully, he was as good as his word. He reached between them and rubbed his fat cock up and down against her pussy, smearing her juices all over his hardness.  
 
      
 
    "You're ready for this, I think," he said. He shifted his beefy ass, and before she knew what was happening, he was sliding into her.  
 
      
 
    "Oh Fuck!" she squealed, arching her back. Her toes curled into the bedspread as she spread her legs wide, her knees bent slightly up. She watched his handsome face, his jaw set tight and his dark eyes focused on hers. Her pussy stretched slowly, the incredible tightness giving way inch by inch to his massive cock. Her slick walls plastered themselves to his shaft so tight, she swore she could feel every bulging vein on his shaft. 
 
      
 
    "God you're tight," he grunted. The head of his cock pressed deep within her, bottoming out before he had pushed all the way inside her. The feeling of him pushing her pussy back up into her, stretching her in as well as wider, set her off. 
 
      
 
    "Oh YES!" She shouted. Her short, pink fingernails dug into his forearms and her pert bubble butt lifted several inches off the bed. She pushed her greedy pussy up into him as orgasm rolled right over her like a freight train. Her pussy quivered and leaked sweet juices all over his invading cock, and he thrust with more authority, pushing himself yet deeper. 
 
      
 
    "Cum for me, slut," he growled. With his first cum out of the way, his stamina seemed limitless. He savagely pounded her pussy, brutally filling and stretching her through one earth-shattering orgasm after another.  
 
      
 
    "Yes Sir!" she gasped, thrashing under him. Her head swam as the multiple orgasms took their brutal toll on her consciousness. She had no idea how long he fucked her, or how many times she filled his ears with the shrill sound of her screams. She only knew that she'd never been fucked half as long or as well, and that she never wanted it to end.  
 
      
 
    "You're so good," she mewled as the sweating, grunting man jabbed deep and held his twitching mahogany cock balls-deep in her wet, married pussy. 
 
      
 
    "Told ya. Better than any white dick you ever had, huh, slut?" 
 
      
 
    "You're God damn right!" Penny nodded vigorously. It was a good thing Joe wasn't there that night, his ego would be crushed right about then! She blushed and came again, a cold, tingling little orgasm that made her shiver. It was the first time she'd thought about her husband since Marc had taken out his big black cock. 
 
      
 
    "You're hooked on black cock now, aren't you, babe?" he smirked, once again laying on the black voice thick and smirking down at her. 
 
      
 
    "Oh God, totally! How did I ever live without it?" she wondered, more than half-serious. She loved sex with her husband. It was fun and playful and she rarely failed to cum at least once. But this was another thing entirely. It was wild. It was animal. It satisfied her deep down in her very soul.  
 
      
 
    "Dumb slut didn't know what she was missing!" Marc chuckled before he resumed his relentless onslaught. "This won't be the last time you fuck a black man, will it?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh no, I'm going to want a lot more from now- Jesus Fuck!" she screamed. Her little legs snapped around him like the jaws of a trap, holding him deep as she came once more. It all came to a climax then. The pure physical pleasure, the racial taboo, the cheating. She clawed at his arms and slammed her slim hips up to meet his rapidly pistoning cock. 
 
      
 
    "God Damn, bitch! You're were made for this! Take it! Take my black seed!" he groaned and shuddered. His scalding load blasted deep within her tight little body. It filled her so deep, gushing into her womb and sending waves of warmth crashing over her. Marc pumped for a full minute more, sweat dripping off his chest to land on her flat little tits. 
 
      
 
    "That was amazing," Penny wheezed and finally relaxed. Her arms and legs fell limp to her sides as she lay back, spread eagle, under the enormous black stud. 
 
      
 
    "You're telling me. Made a beliver out of you, huh?" He chuckled before rolling off to the side.  
 
      
 
    "Oh you have no idea, Sir!" she sighed in deep contentment. She couldn't wait to tell Mona all about it. Joe too, though she wondered just how much detail she should pass along. She snuggled into Marc's broad chest. A problem for another night. For now, sweet sweet bliss filled her mind and put a big goofy grin on her pretty face. 
 
      
 
    To Be Continued 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Excerpt from "A Bride's Bounty" 
 
      
 
    "Dan," Mark began as he stepped around her to address her husband. "I think it's time we retire to my yacht. We should discuss business at little." 
 
      
 
    "All right," the big man coughed. Wendy looked at him out of the corner of her eye. He was blushing, and holding his hands in front of his bulging trousers. Mark didn't seem to bother with his own, even though it was quite a bit more obvious, even in the dim light. 
 
      
 
    "Wendy?" Mark asked, holding out his hand. She bit her lip, but took it. Together they left the dancing locals behind and headed down the pier. Dan was quiet as he walked behind her, her tiny hand clutching Mark's. The billionaire helped her up the gangplank and drew them inside a large study, complete with leather sofas and and full bar. 
 
      
 
    "Nice yacht," Dan commented quietly. 
 
      
 
    "Constance is a fine ship," Mark agreed proudly. Still holding Wendy's hand, he leaned down and added quietly, "Named for Lady Chatterley of course." Wendy blushed as she nodded, Constance Chatterley was, of course, a character from literature. And famously unfaithful. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, well," Dan shuffled his feet.  
 
      
 
    "But where are my manners? Please, have a seat!" he gestured for Dan to sit on one end of the cozy love seat, and guided Wendy down next to him. She let go of his hand and smoothed her dress over her legs. Mark sat across from them, pulling a chair close. 
 
      
 
    "It's all right, honey," Dan whispered, patting her leg. She finally looked at him, and his big brown eyes were so full of love that she sighed in relief. She grinned and leaned up to kiss his bearded cheek. It seems their mutual indiscretions were forgiven. 
 
      
 
    "You two really do make a great couple," Mark grinned, leaning forward in his chair. "That's why I'm going to make you an offer. Dan, how much money would you need to completely fund your research for say, the next five years?" 
 
      
 
    "Five years?" Dan laughed. "I'd probably need around fifty million on top of University resources and other donors. I know that is a lot of money, but you did say five years. If properly funded, I could have meaningful results much faster than that," he said confidently. 
 
      
 
    "How much without any other funding. Grand total," Mark asked. 
 
      
 
    "Look, that's a tricky question. There's the matter of graduate student assistance, lab facilities, acces to the school's telescopes and sensors-" 
 
      
 
    "Ballpark it for me. I'm very serious about this, Doctor Jacobson." 
 
      
 
    "A little over a thirty million a year, probably. But like I said, five years is probably a lot more time than I'd actually need." The huge man shook his head. "Who am I fooling, you're not going to shell out a hundred million dollars, or more, on my account! But any little bit would help." 
 
      
 
    "A handred million dollars is lesss than one percent of my net worth, Dan," Mark grinned and leaned back in the chair. Wendy sat listening as they talked. All the dancing in four inch heels had taken its toll on her feet. She slipped the strappy heels off. 
 
      
 
    "Dan do you mind giving me a foot rub?" she asked sweetly. 
 
      
 
    "Of course not, honey," he said graciously. 
 
      
 
    "No. Let me," Mark said abruptly. Sitting across from them, and so close, Wendy realized that it would be quite a bit easier, but still. 
 
      
 
    "Dan?" she asked her husband. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, go ahead," he gulped. Despite what gangsters may argue about in movies, foot rubs were a fairly intimate. She lifted her small, tan feet and lay them on Mark's lap as he leaned back. His hands went to work immediately, rubbing her soles in slow, firm circles. She sighed as the tension evaporated. 
 
      
 
    "I'm willing to fully fund your research, Dan. I can provide all the engineers and scientists you need to assist you. Plus, as you know, Anson Aviation has access to state of the art equipment and laboratories of all kinds. Money isn't an object." Mark continued. His fingers kept working too, and Wendy surprised herself as a low, contented purr escaped her lips. His touch was gentler than her husband's, and more sensitive. She felt her body temperature begin to rise. 
 
      
 
    "That's a lot of money you're offering," Dan said warily.  
 
      
 
    "For all my money there's one thing I've always wanted to own," Mark said carefully as he toyed with Wendy's toes. "You have the most exquisite legs and feet, Wendy Jacobson," he commented happily. 
 
      
 
    "And what's that?" Wendy asked. She drew a long breath and held it. 
 
      
 
    "I've always wanted a wife. Not to get married, you understand. I don't want or need that headache. What I want is something different entirely.  I've always wanted to possess, to control, to own another man's wife," His green eyes went to theirs in turn, unblinking and deadly serious. 
 
      
 
    "And you think you can buy me for a hundred million dollars?" Wendy asked incredulously. She was tempted to pull her feet away from his hands, grab Dan and walk right out of there. Instead, she wiggled her toes as a delicious thrill crept up her spine. She wanted to hear more. 
 
      
 
    "That's silly," Dan said half-heartedly. Wendy reached over, rubbing his trousers. His hardness told her that he was as aroused as she was! 
 
      
 
    "Not for the money," Mark shook his head. "For the science. Think what you could do with an unlimited budget and complete freedom, Doctor Jacobson!" 
 
      
 
    "And what? Wendy becomes your slave? Or do you expect us to divorce," he shook his shaggy head violently. "I love science, Mister Anson, but I love Wendy more. I won't not have her in my life!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I don't want a slave. And I certainly don't want to steal her heart and marry her myself!" Mark laughed. His fingertips glided up and down her soft soles, and she shivered in delight. 
 
      
 
    "What do you want, then?" Wendy asked breathlessly. 
 
      
 
    "I want to be her lover, her only lover. I want her to be exclusive and faithful sexually to me and only me. You have no idea how long I've fantasized about this. I've been looking for the right couple to approach for two years. I've had staff researching candidates," he chuckled. "It was your wedding announcment in your local paper that did it. Or rather your picture. The two of you looked so good together. Clearly very much in love. And I have to say, Dan, your wife took my breath away even in that photo," Mark explained. 
 
      
 
    "I'm glad you approve, but this research will take a few years at least! We've only just been married for God's sake! You're asking us to give up an awful lot!" Dan said. 
 
      
 
    "I've never been unfaithful to anyone, least of all Dan. I won't risk losing what we have!" Wendy said. Once again, she found herself unable to pull herself away from Mark's wonderful hands.  
 
      
 
    "A wise choice, but you handled the island girl and the dance floor very well. You both are mature and itelligent. I think both of you know the difference between love and sex. You shouldn't decide anything now of course, but a little more information could help you make up your mind." Mark said. 
 
      
 
    "Information?" Dan asked. "What do you mean?" 
 
      
 
    "A trial. Let me have Wendy tonight. I suspect, from the way you haven't punched me out for kissing, fondling, and massaging your wife, and by the hard on you're sporting there, that you're not completely opposed to the idea of Wendy having a fling," he smirked. 
 
      
 
    "Well, I-" Dan blushed, but Wendy rubbed his cock through his pants with a naughty grin. 
 
      
 
    "You're right, he's hard as a rock!" she giggled. She remembered the way Dan had looked at her, as she had danced with the billionaire on the beach. She'd loved showing off for him, almost as much as she was, she had to admit, curious about what the handsome Mark had in his trousers. She whispered in her husband's ear, "I really think it would be fun, for both of us." Especially for herself, she realized.  
 
      
 
    "I don't know what's wrong with me, but I'm actually considering this," Dan grumbled.  
 
      
 
    "As you can see, Wendy and I seem to have some chemistry. Wouldn't you like to see just how much?" he smiled at her, his hands idle on her ankles. 
 
      
 
    "Please Dan?" she batted her eyelashes at him. He never could resist her when she did that. "I'd only do something like this if you say it's okay," she said as she gave her husband a firm squeeze through his pants. 
 
      
 
    "One night," Dan grunted. He was starting to sweat. "What do we get out of it, then? You seem to be all about making this a bargain!" 
 
      
 
    "Fair point," Mark laughed. "Consider your honeymoon paid. Send me your receits and I'll cover every expense. Deal?" He offered the man a hand. 
 
      
 
    "Wendy, do you want to go through with this? I mean, sure it was, erotic I guess is the word, seeing you dancing with Mark. But kissing and groping are quite different than, well, sex." Dan said, his deep voice dropping low. 
 
      
 
    "I think we're both enjoying it, my love. And frankly, the way Mark moves, and from what I felt in his pants, I'm in for a real treat!" she said and turned to kiss him. Their lips met and their tongues tangled for a long moment as they sat on the leather couch. Her small hand rubbed his stiff bulge all the while, making him groan into her mouth. She finally pulled away, her blue eyes were alight with carefree exuberance. "What the heck, Dan, if it gets weird we'll go back to the mainland and forget this ever happened!" she grinned. 
 
      
 
    "When you put it that way, what do we really have to lose?" Dan said. She felt him throb through his pants, the way he did when he was about to cum good and hard. She pulled her hand away quickly. She didn't want him to lose control, and perhaps his desire, before things even got started. 
 
      
 
    "We'll do it, Mister Anson!" she told the dashing young billionaire cheerfully. "But I want Dan there in case, well in case things get-" 
 
      
 
    "I understand. He's a part of this arrangement too. He really does need to watch," Mark smirked. He was a cocky one! He pulled her feet from his lap and stood. "I've had the crew prepare my state room." 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "I can do this," Wendy said, taking a deep breath. She'd left her dress and underwear in a neat pile by the sink in the yacht's little bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror. She knew she was pretty but she didn't have the kind of figure that typically graced magazine covers or men's fantasies. Barely over five feet tall and not quite a hundred pounds, she had cute teacup breasts, just large enough to appear rounded against her chest, a waist her husband could wrap his hands around, and slim, almost boyish hips. She twisted in front of the mirror to get a look at her small, but bubbly little bottom. A lot of guys did like that, as well as her toned, smooth legs, slender for a woman her height. She pulled her panties from her waist, her lest vestige of clothing. She had had a full wax for the first time before getting married, and her sex was as still smooth and hairless. She hoped Mark liked that. 
 
      
 
    She nodded to herself and slipped out the door, turning off the light behind her. The men were waiting for her in the adjoining bedroom. A pair of lamps on tables at each side of the bed were dimmed down to fill the small room with soft golden light.  
 
      
 
    "Exquisite," Mark muttered as he rose from the bed. He'd stripped down to black silk boxers, and Wendy filled her eyes with the sight of him. Young, athletic, with toned muscles and that too-handsome face, he could make male models jealous. She glanced at his boxers, the material seemed stretched to bursting over the fat penis stuffed into them. She smiled shyly and gulped. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, I guess?" Dan rumbled. Wendy glanced at her husband where he sat on a cozy chair, not three feet from the bed. He was going to have a front row seat! 
 
      
 
    "Tell him to be quiet, Wendy" Mark said. His flashing green eyes never left her body. His nostrils flared as they roamed over her slim figure. 
 
      
 
    "Hush, Dan. Just watch tonight, okay," she said softly. Almost before she could finish, Mark swooped in, pulling her into his strong arms. He lifted her onto her tip toes as he bent to kiss her. Once again their lips and tongues met, and Wendy found herself melting into his passionate embrace. She felt in a trance as he led her to the bed, laying her out while he hovered over her. His talented mouth teased her neck, her chest, her tiny breasts and nipples. He tickled her navel before moving down, pushing her slim thighs wide as he crouched on the edge of the mattress.  
 
      
 
    "You did this for your husband?" he asked her quietly as he traced her delicate pink lips with the tip of one long finger, barely touching her. She shivered in delight. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I thought he'd like the look," Wendy blushed as the young man examined her exposed sex.  
 
      
 
    "What color is your pubic hair?" Mark asked, leaning close enough that she could feel his hot breath against her clit. She wanted to pull that smirking mouth lower, feel his amazing tongue on her pussy. 
 
      
 
    "Not quite blonde, but close," she said instead.  
 
      
 
    "You'll grow it back out for me. Oh you should trim it, but leave a little for me to admire," he said. It was clearly not a request. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mark," she said. No sooner had she agreed than the man began to kiss her pussy, kissed, as if he were making love to it. His lips and tongue teased her lower lips sensually, finding her clit but never quite touching it directly before wiggling into her tight, wet sex. She arched her back, thrusting her gumdrop nipples toward the ceiling as Mark expertly worked her pussy into a frenzy. His mouth seemed tireless, and just when she thought she couldn't take it anymore, his tongue flicked upward, homing in on her swollen little clitoris.  
 
      
 
    "You found it, finally," Dan muttered wryly. Wendy turned her head to see her big, strong husband rubbing himself through his pants, panting and flushed as he watched another man lick her pussy.  
 
      
 
    "Oh Gosh!" she cried, her eyes screwing shut. She beat her heels against the mattress and clutched at Marks head as his expert tongue sent her right over the edge. She screamed finally, a great groaning rush of breath escaping her lungs. Mark kept at her, feeding more and more pleasure into the bursting well of her clit, until she pulled at his hair so hard, he had no choice but to pull away.  
 
      
 
    "You taste fantastic," Mark smirked, wiping his chin. "How'd I do, Wendy?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh. My. God." Wendy panted when she could speak. She sat up on her elbows, rubbing a bare foot against the young man's bronzed chest. "Amazing!" 
 
      
 
    "Better than Dan?"  
 
      
 
    "What?" Wendy blushed and look at her husband, who nearly growled. The big man prided himself on his oral skills. While he had never failed to bring her off with his enthusiastic tongue, Mark simply seemed to know what she wanted, what she felt, and what she needed, before she did herself.  
 
      
 
    "Go ahead, tell the truth. I don't want to have to cut this night short before the fun really begins," Mark said, sitting back on the edge of the bed and crossing his legs.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, better than Dan," Wendy said quickly. She watched her husband wince, and she felt a stab of guilt.  
 
      
 
    "Don't feel bad, it's just sex," Mark chuckled. "And I'm glad you were honest." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, so happy about that," Dan muttered. 
 
      
 
    "Please, Dan. We agreed to this, remember?" Wendy pleaded with him. "It's just a one-night fling." 
 
      
 
    "You're right, I'm sorry, honey," Dan nodded, seeming to recover his confidence.  
 
      
 
    "Lay back on the bed again, Wendy," Mark said. As she scooted her little ass back on the mattress, the young man stood, stripping off his silk boxers. His massive cock flopped free, and Wendy and Dan gasped in unison. She glanced to her side, giving her husband a look of exaggerated fear. He burst out laughing.  
 
      
 
    "Something funny?" Mark demanded, his hands on his hips.  
 
      
 
    "Is that a dagger I see before me, or a battleship?" Wendy giggled. 
 
      
 
    "I think that thing has its own gravitational field," Dan quipped. The shared a look, Dan's eyes warm and full of mirth, Wendy's sparkling with fun. It was a game, and they both knew it. A raunchy, dirty, forbidden sex game, but a game nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    "If you two are done joking," Mark cleared his throat, flushing and looking quite sheepish. Wendy took pity on him. She sat up, taking Mark's hands and pulling him onto the bed. He rested on his knees. He seemed out of place, unsure of himself, for the first time that night. Wendy took his cock in hand, and gasped a little at the feeling of his warm member.  
 
      
 
    "You're really, really, big," she whispered. Even soft, the young man's endowment dwarfed any hard cock she'd ever played with. Smooth and well-formed, the massive tube drooped over her tiny hand, hanging over a pair of equally impressive balls in a smooth sac. He kept himself neatly trimmed and all in all, he was quite the sight. She chewed her lower lip nervously as she began to stroke. She could feel the blood rushing to his organ, swelling and coming to life. 
 
      
 
    "Am I the biggest you've ever seen?" Mark prompted, seeming a bit more comfortable. He sighed as his huge cock grew and grew, soon becoming far too thick for Wendy's small hand to grasp. She sat up on her heels and used both, watching in awe as his mighty staff rose to full size. 
 
      
 
    "By a mile," she nodded up at the handsome man.  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    If you liked this story, be sure to check out Sasha Vogue's other tales of interracial sex, cheating wives, monsters and more! You can find them all here: http://www.amazon.com/-/e/B015PO88EU 
 
      
 
    Thanks again! 
 
    Love, 
 
    Sasha 
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