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   * * *
 
   When my husband Colin got into a serious car accident, he was hospitalized for three months. I’ve always been a very sexual person, and losing my sex partner was quite a blow. We’d normally have sex five or more times a week, usually with me initiating. I’m in my mid-twenties and really not interested in being celibate. At one point, while standing next to his hospital bed, Colin asked me about it and I was honest with him.
 
   “I never intended for monogamy to mean celibacy. Having sex with only you isn’t supposed to mean having sex with nobody at all.”
 
   “Arianna,” he said, “I don’t expect you to be exclusive when I’m stuck here like this. If you want to take a lover temporarily, I’m okay with it. But once I’m out, you need to break it off.”
 
    When I was walking out of the hospital toward the parking garage, I felt more excited than I had in years. I hadn’t been with another man since I met Colin five years ago. This was my chance to have a little fun while I could.
 
   I called Cathy, one of my single girlfriends, and met her for drinks at a bar near the university. She’s turning forty and has a thing for college age boys, but she’s always getting lucky. We sat at the bar chatting with each other and talking to the bartender. We got some attention by some nerdy guys and some losers, but finally we were approached by two handsome young guys. The white guy introduced himself to Cathy as Eric. The black guy walked up to me and introduced himself as Perry.
 
   Perry said he played on the university’s basketball team. Although he was wearing a button-up shirt, the sleeves were rolled up and I could tell that he was heavily muscled. I loved the smell of his cologne and his smile, and I was totally getting turned on from our conversation. Cathy asked if I would accompany her to the bathroom, which I did.
 
   “What do you think?” she asked, fixing her mascara in the mirror. “My boy is totally cute. I’m taking him home with me.”
 
   “Yeah, I like Perry,” I said. “I think he’s gonna get some tonight.”
 
   We invited the boys back to Cathy’s house. The two of them were sharing a car just like us, and they followed us out to Cathy’s beautiful home. I’d assumed that Perry and I would jump in my car and head to my house, but Cathy suggested that I stay the night at her place.
 
   Cathy opened a bottle of expensive cabernet and we all had a glass. But she didn’t even finish her glass before she began kissing and undressing Eric right there in the kitchen. He seemed inexperienced and Cathy was totally going after him. I took Perry by the hand and walked toward the living room.
 
   “Why don’t you two use the guest room,” she said. “Eric and I are going to my bedroom.”
 
   When we got to the guest room, Perry took total control. “I love having sex with married women,” he said, holding me around the waist. “That ring just gets me so hard.”
 
   “Yeah?” I slowly unbuttoned his shirt, unveiling his chiseled black chest. “I love athletes. They get me so hot.” I slowly kissed my way down his chest, then unbuckled his belt. I unzipped his jeans, dropped to my knees, and took ahold of his cock.
 
   “Damn, it’s big!” His cock was probably eight inches or less, but it was so very thick. “I’ve never seen one so thick before.” I began licking and sucking his dick, and I took nearly half of it inside my mouth. I couldn’t take more than that or I’d choke. But I pulled on his shaft as I licked the end, and he groaned in appreciation.
 
   Perry then undressed me. As I lay down on the bed, I loved how soft the comforter felt, even though there was always a slightly musty smell to Cathy’s linen. I could hear Cathy moaning in pleasure in the other room through the walls. Perry leaned down on top of me and we kissed as he fondled my breasts. When I lined up that big black cock at my entrance, I was so wet, so excited to feel such a girthy cock inside of me. When it slipped inside of me, pushing my pussy walls apart, spreading my firmly but pleasurably, I couldn’t help but wrap my arms and legs around my black lover.
 
   The bed was bouncing, the springs squeaking, as his cock plunged deep inside of me. I felt so much pleasure from being fully filled. “I’m cumming,” I moaned, my body tensing as his big cock took me all the way. I reached up and pulled his head down to kiss me.
 
   “Oh God yes,” we heard Cathy squeal in the other room, and we both giggled at it as I looked into Perry’s eyes. He resumed concentrating and looked so serious as he fucked me. A few minutes later, he said he was cumming. He pushed in deep and I felt his cock jerking inside of me as he deposited millions of sperm inside my womb.
 
   We lay together in bed, sweating and recovering, as we listened to Eric and Cathy fucking in the other room. Soon Perry was getting hard again and I sucked him back to fullness. He then fucked me doggy style, which was amazing, and I came a second time.
 
   Just before I left, I gave Perry my number. He said that he would call but he never did. Cathy told me that the college boys don’t stick around long before they disappear, which was fine with her. I continued going with Cathy to the college bars about once a week but I also met an older guy in his mid-forties at the gym and I enjoyed a full boyfriend-girlfriend relationship, which I loved. He also has a large cock but he really knows how to use it, and gives great cunnilingus as well.
 
   When Colin finally got out of the hospital, he still wasn’t totally healthy and couldn’t have sex. I told him that I wasn’t ready yet to resume a monogamous relationship, anyway, and that we’d need to talk about our opening our relationship going forward. Luckily he’s a good, supportive guy and he understands that I love him, and he told me that he’s willing to be flexible. I think the temporary solution may end up being a permanent one, and my husband’s car accident may have been a blessing in disguise for all of us.  
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   * * *
 
   “Did you read the newspaper?” my wife Emily asked. “They reported that our committee voted to shut down the plant.” I was driving home in my car and taking her call over Bluetooth. “They listed our names and how we voted, and now we’re receiving death threats at corporate headquarters.”
 
   “I’m so sorry, honey. That’s horrible.” When my wife was promoted to director at twenty-eight years old, one of their youngest directors, I knew that she’d be involved in important business deals. But everybody in town either worked at the metal stamping plant or had a family member or friend who did, and this was bound to be unpopular. “I hope you’ve contacted the police.”
 
   “Everything has been reported, Jacob,” she said. “I understand why people are angry but the Willow Haven plant simply wasn’t profitable enough. It wasn’t competitive and we have better uses for those resources. Now two thousand people are losing their jobs, and all it takes is one of those people to do something stupid. The company is assigning a bodyguard to every member of the committee. He or she will stop by our house tonight. The bodyguard will provide twenty-four hour protection to me.”
 
   “This person will be staying at our house?”
 
   “Yes,” she said. “It’s temporary but for now it has to be done.”
 
    I cooked dinner and when Emily arrived, we watched the local news as we ate. Although they didn’t reiterate any names, they mentioned how the local newspaper had published the names of the people on the committee that voted to shut down the plant and that death threats had been made. I was so happy to know that a bodyguard would be protecting us. I’m a firm believer in non-violence and I don’t own any weapons, so having somebody in the house to protect my wife seemed like a great idea.
 
   About an hour later, I heard a knock on our front door. I was a little worried to answer the door but I looked through the peephole. It was a tall black man holding out a badge that I couldn’t quite read. I unlocked the deadbolt and opened the door. The man stood about 6’5 with broad shoulders and a muscular physique, built like a bull dog.
 
   “Hi,” he said, shaking my hand with a strong grip. “I’m looking for Emily.”
 
   “I’m Emily,” my wife said, stepping up behind me. “You must be Radd.” She offered him her hand and flashed a friendly smile.
 
   He smiled. “I am. Wellerton has assigned me to protect you for at least the next week. If you can direct me to where I’ll be staying, I have some bags in my car.”
 
   Emily showed him where the guest room was located on the lower floor. He had three bags in the trunk of his Toyota Corolla and I helped him bring them inside. That night, while I worked on my computer finishing up a project for work, Radd and Emily were in the living room talking, sipping on cups of tea and watching television. I noticed that the way she was looking at him was more than just friendly. She was clearly attracted to her strong, masculine bodyguard. That night, I went to bed while the two of them were still talking.
 
   In the morning, I woke to find Emily was in bed next to me. When we got dressed, she spent the morning talking with Radd and they left. When I walked outside to use my car, I noticed that my car wasn’t in the garage. Instead, Radd’s car was parked in my side of the garage. Obviously they were sharing her car to work. I looked around and noticed that my car was now parked out on the street.
 
   After work, everything seemed normal. Radd joined us for dinner and it sounded like the two of them were hitting it off. There seemed to be a real chemistry between the two of them. Frankly, I’d never thought that my wife was attracted to black guys but she clearly had a thing for Radd. That evening Emily asked if I’d like to watch a movie with them, a thriller that was now available for rental. I declined, having to work on my project, and I saw her sitting next to him on the couch as they watched the movie. Afterwards, I went to bed.
 
   In the middle of the night, I thought I felt the bed move and heard steps going down the stairs. A few minutes later, opened my eyes and realized that Emily wasn’t in bed. I suddenly felt worried for her safety. I checked the upstairs bathrooms and didn’t see her. Then I tiptoed downstairs. When I approached the guest room, I heard soft whispering inside. I opened the door just a crack and, in the moonlit room, saw Radd sitting on the edge of the bed wearing just a wife beater shirt. My wife was standing next to the bed wearing a white nightgown, kneeling down as she sucked on his cock. I saw her eyes meeting his as she licked his shaft. It was hard to tell with the lighting, but it seemed to be seven or eight inches long and a good bit thicker than mine. Radd was leaning back, holding himself up with his hands, and quietly moaning.
 
   “I want to fuck you,” Radd whispered, laying back on the bed, his cock standing tall.
 
   Emily pulled up the bottom of her nightgown, got on the bed, and lowered herself onto his rod. As she began slowly grinding onto him, the bottom of her nightgown fell and covered up everything. Still, I saw her leaning forward and kissing him, and his big black hands holding my wife’s ass as she fucked him. I could hear their heavy breathing and smell her wet pussy. After a few minutes, he flipped her over into the missionary position. Radd pulled up the bottom of her nightgown just enough so that I could see her hairy pussy. He then began pounding her hard, and I heard the bed squeaking as he fucked her.
 
   “Oh god, baby,” Emily whispered, “you’re so much bigger than my husband. It feels so good inside of me.” She lifted her legs up and locked her ankles around his waist.
 
   “Yeah?” Radd whispered back. From the moonlight, I could see his powerful, muscular frame was moving like a machine, his large black balls pounding against her pale white ass. “Your pussy feels good.”
 
   A few minutes later, I heard his breathing quickening.
 
   “Do it, baby,” my wife pleaded, her delicate white hands around his broad shoulders. “Come inside of me.”
 
   With a muted grunt, Radd threw his head back and pushed deep inside of my wife. He breathed heavily, said “damn,” then they went back to kissing. I slowly walked away, back up to bed. About fifteen minutes later, Emily sneaked into our room and slipped under the sheets with me. I had an erection and couldn’t sleep after what I’d seen, so I went to the bathroom to jerk off, then returned to bed.
 
   Radd stayed with us the next three weeks until the political situation seemed to die down and my wife’s company ended the arrangement. But Emily told me that she didn’t feel safe yet and asked if we could privately pay for Radd’s services. I agreed, and that lasted for another three months. Nearly every night, Emily would either sneak out of our bedroom and go down to the guest room.
 
   I pretended not to know what was going on, but I started to approach her for sex whenever she would return I would try to initiate sex. At first she was reluctant, saying that it was too late at night, but I was eager to get my face into her pussy. Once I managed to do it, she really seemed to get off on my eating her pussy just after she’d been with Radd. I’d then slip my cock inside of her. Even though his cock is so much larger than mine, she never felt loose to me and I enjoyed the silky feeling of her black lover’s semen lubricating our fuck. It was so erotic that I’d shoot my load in just a few minutes, then Emily and I would cuddle as we drifted off to sleep.
 
   Emily still texts with Radd. I suspect that they are still having sex, but it’s not as convenient as it was before. Although the plant closing is no longer a concern, Emily says she doesn’t feel safe without any firearms in our house and she’d like to bring Radd back. We just learned that Emily is pregnant, so I told her that I don’t think we can afford him right now. Happily, though, Radd left his company and now that he’s working on his own, he’s told me that he’d be willing to offer his executive protection services for half of what Wellerton was charging if we’d give him a long-term contract and provide him with room and board. We’re seriously considering it!
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   * * *
 
   I was out in Florida on vacation and driving back to the hotel with my mother. I’d mentioned to her that I was thinking about seeing an old flame of mine who lived in the area. My mother said it was a bad idea.
 
   “It’s just talking with him,” I said. “I haven’t seen him in years and I thought it would be nice to catch up.”
 
   “I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Emma,” my mother said, sitting in the passenger seat. “I think you should ask your husband before seeing your ex-boyfriend.”
 
   Would Aidan really care if I spoke with Nathan? We dated for two years in high school before I went to college nearby, where I met my husband. Nathan and Aidan weren’t friends but they went to the same school, while I attended private school a few towns over. It didn’t seem like a big deal but mom seemed very sure about it, so I figured I would call him on my cell phone.
 
   “Hi honey,” I said.
 
   “How are things going out there in Florida?”
 
   “Things are great! There’s something I want to run by you. I heard from Lily that my old high school boyfriend, Nathan, is still living in town. I thought I’d surprised him and stop by and talk with him. Would you be okay with that?”
 
   “That’s fine,” Aidan said. He’s such a good guy.
 
   “I’m thinking I’ll stop by his house. As old friends, just to, you know, maybe have a cup of coffee.”
 
   “You don’t have to tell me,” he said. “I don’t want to micromanage your trip.”
 
   “All right,” I said. “I just wanted to make sure that you’re not concerned about me seeing him or anything.”
 
   “How about this? As long as you’re at least one hundred miles from home, you always have a hall pass.”
 
   I was stunned. I wasn’t thinking about having sex with Nathan at all, but I did like the option. “Wow. Okay, yes, thank you. That’s very kind of you.”
 
   “All right? You have fun in Florida. I love you!”
 
   “Love you, too,” I said, ended the call and put the cell phone down.
 
   “What did he say?” my mother asked.
 
   “He’s fine with us having coffee.”
 
   After dropping mom off at her condo, I drove over to Nathan’s house. It was a tiny little place, no bigger than a trailer. When I knocked on the door, I heard dogs yapping. When he came to the door, he seemed surprised to see me. “Emma! Hey… wow, you look great! I wasn’t expecting to see you!”
 
   I wish I could say the same for Nathan. He had put on something like fifty pounds, and although we were both in our mid-twenties, he looked like he’d aged ten years. He had three Yorkshire terriers, and the house was cluttered and smelled like dog urine. Suffice it to say that my sexual attraction was at zero. But he was still the sweetheart that he’d always been. He poured us some lemonade and we sat outside on black metal chairs on his patio and talked about my life in Minnesota and his job as a chef at a restaurant in St. Petersburg. I mentioned that I was staying at the TradeWinds resort.
 
   “Yeah, that place is beautiful. I tried to get a job there. Do you remember Pearson? He works there.”
 
   “I’ve heard that name before.”
 
   “Yeah,” Nathan said, smiling. “The guy’s an asshole, a totally cocky jerk. He was one of the school bullies but he got away with it because he was popular. Aidan really hated him. Those two were rivals all through grade school. Aidan was the math nerd with braces. Pearson was the star player on the basketball team and all the girls wanted him. I think Aidan was a little jealous of him.”
 
   Nathan went on and told me more about their past. Apparently there was a famous incident where Pearson gave Aidan a “swirly” in a toilet filled with shit and urine. Aidan had never mentioned that to me and I could understand why. But the conversation was nice and enlightening. I told him it was great to see him again, gave him a hug and thanked him for the lemonade, and I returned to the hotel.
 
   Although Nathan was never the most attractive guy, I was disappointed that I’d lost out on an opportunity to have sex with somebody different. But then I remembered that Aidan hadn’t merely given me permission to sleep with Nathan – he had given me a “hall pass.” I decided that I’d spend some time at the hotel bar and maybe take a lucky guy back to my room. I dressed up in an evening gown and walked down to the restaurant and sat at the bar. I ordered a mojito and sipped on it while talking with the bartender, a college student who was working to help pay for school.
 
   In the first twenty minutes, a couple of guys approached me. While I enjoyed the attention but they weren’t anything that I would be interested in. But then somebody approached that made my whole body tingle.
 
   “Nice dress.” A black man in his mid-twenties sat down beside me with a confident grin. “It’s pretty popular. I’ve seen three other girls wearing that tonight.”
 
   “I had no idea. I’m from out of town.”
 
   The guy was rippling with muscles, clearly visible beneath his tight t-shirt. He had tattoos and a stud earring, crocodile-skinned shoes, and a large bulge in front of his True Religion jeans. He ordered himself a whiskey on the rocks and introduced himself as Pearson. I instantly realized that this guy was my husband’s old high school enemy.
 
   As we discussed our lives, I found Pearson to be very witty and charismatic. But his stunning good looks and confidence were incredible turn-ons. Pearson asked the bartender for another mojito and asked that it be made extra special for this extra-special lady, and gave her a knowing wink. As I sipped my cocktail, I noticed it seemed extra strong but I didn’t complain. Over our scintillating conversation, I realized why my husband couldn’t stand him – he was everything that Aidan would like to be but fell so far short. It was obvious why a man like Pearson has his choice of women and can get them easily and often, while Aidan needed to offer money and a long-term relationship to be permitted any sexual privileges. Honestly, I’d always thought that men like Pearson were out of my league. The fact that a man like Pearson was chatting me up – that he considered me attractive enough to have sex with – was such a compliment that had me soaring. I felt so sexy and my pussy was dripping wet.
 
   Pearson tried to buy me another drink but I told him that I’d already had too much. I tried to stand and I was wobbly, and I asked him if he’d walk me back to my room. We rode up the elevator and when we got inside my room, Pearson immediately began to kiss me. I closed my eyes and tasted whiskey as his tongue penetrated my mouth, swirling around my tongue. I pulled his t-shirt off and ran my hands over his muscular black chest, then leaned in and flicked my tongue over his nipples. I wanted to move slowly but Pearson quickly removed my dress and bra, and I was laying on the bed with the room starting to spin. I felt his fingers tugging at the waistband of my panties, and I lifted my hips to help him slip them down my legs. Normally my husband would start eating my pussy but Pearson just moved up on top of me. I loved seeing his muscular arms and chest surrounding me, I just felt so feminine as he leaned down and began kissing me. I felt his cock on top of my belly, and I looked down. It was huge, much larger than Nathan or Aidan, probably eight inches long and thick as a cucumber. He was rubbing it against my stomach as we kissed. I ran my hands over his back, loving the thick, hard muscles of his body.
 
   Then I felt Pearson’s cock pressing against my vagina. I had a flickering thought that I’d forgotten to buy lubrication but his thick cock slipped right inside my womanhood, opening me easily but stretching me. With each thrust, he was pushing a little deeper inside of me, and I felt fully filled. The feeling was so amazing, this huge cock slipping easily in and out, and I was moaning in pleasure. He again kissed me, and I lifted my legs as far up as I could, against his legs to give him easy access. I was shocked at how amazing it felt without him touching my clitoris. The only way that I’d ever orgasmed with Nathan or Aidan was from oral sex, but I knew from that familiar tingle in my loins that I was nearing climax.
 
   “Oh God, I’m cumming!” I held my breath, tensing my stomach, as the most powerful orgasm of my life spread up my back and down again. “Ah eh eh eh!” I was shuddering as the orgasm just kept going, rolling, reaching peak after peak. When it finally subsided, Pearson said he wanted to do doggy style. I got on my hands and knees and felt his cock again filling me. This time it felt like it went even deeper. It was now touching my g-spot with every thrust. He was slapping my ass with every few thrusts, saying, “Yeah, you nasty white bitch. You like that black cock.” Again I was nearing orgasm, and as it hit it felt so different from the first, my g-spot and clit going off simultaneously. As I was finishing, so was Pearson. He pushed deep inside of me and I felt his cock swell even larger as he deposited his seed deep inside of me, his sperm filling up my womb.
 
   The moment he was done, Pearson said, “That’s was great.” He threw on his clothes and left. I was so drunk that I didn’t really mind. I saw the light turn off and heard the door shut behind him as I lay in bed, falling asleep. I woke up a couple of hours later wide awake, probably due to the alcohol. I felt my clit and it was so swollen, with a pool of semen on the bed. I rubbed it until I reached another climax, then I fell back to sleep.
 
   Over the next five days, I had sex with Pearson three nights. We did a number of sexual positions that I’d never done before. I also got the chance to give him a couple of blowjobs and it was just so crazy trying to take that huge thing inside of my mouth. It ended up being more hands than mouth, but he didn’t complain. When I finally flew back home from Florida, I felt like a new woman and totally satisfied.
 
   When I started feeling nauseated, Aidan seemed concerned. He asked me to take a pregnancy test and sure enough, I’m pregnant. I reminded him that he’d given me a hall pass, and that I’d met a random black guy in Florida. In my heart, I feel certain that DeCovan is the father but I had sex with Aidan before and after I left, so I don’t know for sure. I missed a birth control pill the day before I left because I’d packed them away, and while I was there I missed a couple because my routine was off, but we won’t know who the father is until it’s born. Aidan is a great guy and he agreed to raise the baby, even if it’s black. I figured that if the baby did turn out black, I wouldn’t want him to know that the biological father is a guy he hates, his old rival.
 
   (Frankly, it’s not much of a rivalry at all, at least sexually – DeCovan wins, no contest. And Aidan is a much better provider and partner, and he’ll make a great father to the baby. I guess they are both winners, in a way, just in different categories and with different strengths. I may never get the chance to have sex with DeCovan again but he opened my eyes and helped me realize just how amazing sex can be, and how important the right man is to having great sex.) 
 
   When Aidan and I were at the hospital and they were telling us about the possible genetic problems we might have with a baby, they said that the testing was based on both of our DNA. I I explained to the nurse that I’d had sex with my husband but also a black guy down in Florida, and either man could be the father. She was very understanding and offered to provide a prenatal paternity test. I agreed and the next week they performed the test. When the results came in, I had to tell Aidan that he’s excluded from being the father.
 
   I could tell that he was hurt by this revelation, but he’d known all along that he might not be the father and that the baby might be black.
 
   “Do you even know who the guy is?” Aidan asked, sitting at the kitchen table.
 
   “Yes, I know his name. He works for the hotel. I’ll give him a call and let him know.”
 
   “What’s his name?”
 
   I hesitated. “Why does that matter?”
 
   “I’m just curious. Why don’t you want to tell me his name?”
 
   “His name is Pearson Williams.”
 
   My husband’s face went pale. “You’re kidding me. You’re pregnant with Pearson’s baby?”
 
   “Yes,” I asked, playing dumb. I didn’t tell him that on my Florida trip, my old boyfriend Nathan had informed me that Pearson was his old enemy, and had given him a swirly in a shit-filled toilet back in grade school. “Is that a problem?”
 
   “I hate that guy,” Aidan said, his glasses steaming up. “He’s a total dick. I don’t want him having custody of our baby. I can just see him taking the baby from us, refusing to give the baby back--”
 
   “Don’t worry, honey,” I said, standing behind him and putting my hands on his shoulders. “We’ll put your name on the birth certificate. You’ll be the legal father, with all of the rights and responsibilities for the baby.”
 
   He exhaled. “That makes me feel much better.”
 
   Later that night, I called the Tradewinds and asked for Pearson. I told him that I was pregnant with his baby, but that he didn’t have anything to worry about because my husband and I would raise the baby. Pearson said he was excited about the baby. He also said that he wanted to see me.
 
   “You can’t see me,” I said. “I’m in Ohio and you’re in Florida. Besides, I’m a married woman.”
 
   Pearson said that it’s important for a pregnant woman to frequently take in the sperm of the biological father throughout the pregnancy. It makes the mother’s body learn to accept the foreign DNA. Without it, the mother is at high risk of preeclampsia, putting the lives of both the baby and the mother at risk. He sent me some links and I pulled them up on my cell phone. Sure enough, he was telling the truth. I showed the articles to Aidan.
 
   “So what are you proposing?” Aidan asked.
 
   “Pearson’s job is seasonal and the busy season is ending, anyway. Pearson will move into our bedroom so that he can sleep with me. It’s just until the baby is born. You can sleep on the bed in the spare room.”
 
   Aidan wasn’t happy with the situation, but he knew it was the right thing to do for me and our baby. When Pearson arrived at our house, pulling a large suitcase behind him, Aidan wasn’t very welcoming. But I gave Pearson a big hug.
 
   “Welcome home, daddy,” I said. I rubbed my belly and Pearson gave it a rub, too.
 
   “You look real sexy like that, having my baby and all.” He dropped the handle to the suitcase and gave me a big kiss, running his hands all over my body. Even though I was pregnant, I was getting so wet again – my body obviously couldn’t get enough of Pearson and his huge black cock. I gave Pearson a house key and told him that he should consider it his house until the baby is born. When we got to the bedroom, I started putting his clothes away but Pearson walked up behind me and started kissing my neck and fondling my large, swollen breasts. It wasn’t long before we were naked on the bed, with a pillow under my belly as he fucked me doggy style. He gave me four orgasms without even touching my clit.
 
   I’d been surprised to find out how horny I was when pregnant. My swollen lips were constantly rubbing against my clit, keeping me always aroused. JeCowan was the beneficiary of my amorous mood, as we had sex once or twice a day on most days. I didn’t neglect Aidan, though, sneaking into his room in the night to masturbate him with my hands and sometimes even giving him a blowjob. I didn’t need his DNA for anything, but he is my husband after all and I wanted to make sure that he was satisfied.
 
   There was some tension in our household, though. Pearson was physically intimidating Aidan and he made him do all the cooking, cleaning and laundry. He even made my husband wear a pink apron while he did the household chores. While Aidan was doing the work, my black lover was watching television with me, going to the gym to work out, or just doing whatever he felt like.
 
   At one point, Pearson made Aidan give him a blowjob right in front of me. It was the most amazing thing. Aidan was on his knees, wearing nothing but the pink apron. Pearson kept holding Aidan’s head against his groin, pushing his cock in as far as it would go. It would cause my husband to gag, and when he managed to take it without gagging, Pearson would hold his nose and force it to happen.
 
   “Don’t gag, you little bitch,” he said. “Tell me what a worthless bitch you are.”
 
   “I’m a worthless bitch,” he said.
 
   When Pearson got close to his climax, he ordered Aidan to open his mouth and stick out his tongue. 
 
   “Now say, ‘I’m a little queer boy, shoot your cum all over me.’”
 
   Aidan said it, then put his tongue back out as Pearson jerked his black shaft. He began grunting as he blasted rope after rope of semen all over my husband’s face and in his mouth. Then he ordered Aidan to get on his hands and knees. As he anally penetrated my husband, whose cum-covered face looked like a glazed donut, his pink apron hanging down, I realized that I could never look at Aidan as a sexual partner the same way. His inferiority was obvious, and I had zero desire to have sex anymore with such a lowly person. Pearson was slapping my husband’s ass, pounding him hard and fast as he neared his climax. Finally, he screamed as he pushed forward and shot his load inside my husband’s ass.
 
   A few months later, I gave birth to our son, a beautiful black boy we named Levander. Given the realization that I’d had about my husband, I’d discussed the situation with both of them and we agreed that Pearson can live with us indefinitely. I no longer have sex with Aidan, but he still gets to masturbate in the spare room. He also has learned to enjoy receiving pleasure from Pearson’s big black cock and satisfying his masculine needs. Sometimes I think he likes Pearson’s cock almost as much as I do. I’m pregnant again but this time there’s no need to worry about who is the father. The only question we have now is whether it’ll be a boy or a girl. Pearson is hoping for another boy. Aidan is hoping for a girl. Me? I’m hoping for twins!
 
    
 
   MY BOSS IS SO SEXY!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Peyton, I have some great news,” my boss Finton said. “I got approval for you to come with me to the conference.”
 
   “Thank you!” I said. “That’s such an awesome opportunity!” 
 
   “I’m really looking forward to it. We’ll get the chance to know each other better, to spend some time together in New Orleans.”
 
   I could tell by the twinkle in his eye that he had more in mind than just business. I’d been working for Finton the last four months and there had always been an attraction between us. I’m twenty-three and Finton is twenty-eight.
 
   Although he’s older than me, I’d always felt a strong connection to him since the day I interviewed with him. When I walked into his office that day, he literally took my breath away. Finton was a director of sales for an up-and-coming technology company, and I was surprised to see that he was a handsome, sexy, athletic black man. Although he wore a suit and tie, I could see some tattoos visible from beneath his clothing. As we talked about the company and my resume, we were both checking each other out. I loved the scent of his body and his spicy cologne.
 
   Finton mentioned that he was a married with four kids. I was married, too, having wedded my wonderful husband Thomas just a few months before. But the attraction between us was undeniable. A few days later, when he called to offer me the job, I was ecstatic.
 
    Over the four months, I had the chance to work with Finton and admire his approach. He’s very charismatic and knows how to build and work a relationship. And he’ll do anything to close a deal. When a company needs a deal structured in a certain way to make it happen but it doesn’t fit with the company’s policies, he agrees to it and then works internally to fix the problems he’s created. It’s an unorthodox approach that doesn’t make him seem difficult to his sales team, but he’s one of the three most successful salesmen in the company. And it shows in his expensive clothing, his fine taste in dining and wine, and his luxury sports car that costs about four times what the average employee makes in a year. (His wife, I learned, is a stay-at-home mother and she allows him to spend his money as he likes. I would never allow Thomas to buy a car like that, even if we had that kind of money.)
 
   One time Finton took me for a ride in his convertible. It was a beautiful sunny day, and I loved driving through town with the top down, the wind blowing through my hair. I loved the way it accelerated, the raw power bringing his car to full speed in an instant. He reached his hand over and placed it on my thigh. I didn’t move his hand. His touch sent a thrill through my body. Although I knew I was a married woman, my pussy didn’t seem to care – it was wet and aching for him to penetrate me. When we came to a stop light, he leaned over and kissed me. With the top down, anybody could see me and I knew I was taking a huge risk, but I kissed him back, my tongue swirling around his as our mouths made love. It felt like we were in another world until a car honked behind us, Finton saw the green light and he hit the gas. When he dropped me off back at the office, my panties were so wet that I felt like I’d pissed my pants.
 
   At home that night, while making love to my husband, I was fantasizing about getting fucked by Finton. As my hubby licked my pussy, lapping up my juices and flicking his tongue across my erect clit, I imagined Finton’s powerful black body on top of me, thrusting powerfully inside of me. I came hard, virtually smothering my husband’s face with my pussy as I rode out my pleasure.
 
   “You really liked that, huh?” Thomas asked, a big grin on his face. He rose from the floor, his soft, pastey-white body standing between my spread legs.
 
   “Mmmm hmmm,” I moaned. “I really need to feel that cock inside of me.”
 
   Thomas seemed shocked by my dirty words. His little penis, not quite five inches long, was fully erect. “Here it comes,” he said, not realizing that I was talking about Finton’s black kielbasa, not his tiny white Vienna sausage. My husband mounted me in the missionary position, and he was moving his body back and forth so his little thing must have been inside of me. I was moaning, fantasizing about Finton using me, taking me doggy style.
 
   Thomas and I use the pull-out method for birth control, and as usual he only lasted a few minutes before he pulled out. “Oh God,” he cried, pulling his penis out of me, “I’m gonna come.” Standing on his knees between my legs, he looked like a crazy man as he masturbated his little penis furiously. Seconds later, his little squirt gun shot off, sputtering out a series of white droplets onto my tummy. “Go get a rag and wipe that off,” I instructed him. I lay there, dreaming off Finton’s hard, cut body and what it must be like to be his wife and get the chance to enjoy him every day.
 
   So when Finton told me that I’d get the chance to go with him to New Orleans, I was super excited. Before I left, I bought some sexy lingerie to take with me. When we arrived, I asked about what room I’d be staying in.
 
   “There’s only one room,” Finton said. “The company allowed you to come but they won’t reimburse the expenses of anybody below the level of manager. So I paid for your plane ticket and I’ll cover our other expenses, such as dinner. The company reserved me a room, and I figured that to save on expenses, we could share a hotel room. There’s a couch that pulls into a bed. Is that a problem?”
 
   I stammered but managed to say, “That’s fine. It would be cheaper that way.”
 
   “Great.” He handed me a plastic card. “We’re in room 409. Let’s get dressed and hit the town.”
 
   We put our bags into the room. I got dressed in the bathroom, putting on an evening gown and high heels. Finton, for his part, wore an expensive Italian suit. We took a taxi out to the Chateau Merienne, one of the most glamorous restaurants in New Orleans, and had an amazing time talking over dinner. Finton explained that his relationship with his wife was largely platonic. After the birth of their first child, his wife’s sex drive began tapering off and now they only do it about once a month. He told me that he has a strong sex drive and as much as he loves his wife, it’s just not something that she’s able to provide him anymore. He doesn’t want to divorce her but he’s unwilling to continue living this way. He also doesn’t want to cheat but he loves his wife and his marriage enough to get his needs satisfied in whatever way he can. I responded that my sex life with Thomas was never a high point of our relationship, and that he’s a wonderful man but he’s not the kind of guy that women hunger after. The more we spoke, the more I realized that we were two people who loved our spouses and valued our marriages, but also were realistic enough to know that you can’t get everything you need from one person.
 
   Back at the hotel, we were both a little tipsy. When we stepped inside the room, Finton immediately began kissing me. I felt butterflies as I kissed him, running my hands up and down his back as he caressed my ass and breasts. My nipples hardened, my pussy moistened, as we undressed each other. He was wearing only his suit pants and kissing me as I lay on the bed in nothing but my lacy red bra and panties. My pussy was damp, the crotch of my panties dark and soaked, as his hands glided across my nearly naked body. Every hair was standing on end as he kissed up my belly to my breasts, undid my bra, and began sucking and licking on my nipples. My clit was swollen, aching for him. As his hand slid up my inner thigh and brushed against my pussy, my body felt electric.
 
   I wanted to take his cock inside of my mouth. I got up and unzipped his pants, and saw a huge erection pressing against his briefs. When I pulled them down, I was shocked at how large he was. He had to be nine inches long of dark, thick, uncircumcised cock. I’d only seen two penises in my life and both were white, small and circumcised. I took his mighty member in my hands, pulled back the foreskin, and took his head inside of my mouth. Although I seldom perform oral sex on my husband, I wanted desperately to please Finton, not simply because he was my boss but because he was so sexy, strong, and powerful that he just deserved it. My black lover was moaning his approval and I just loved that, and it encouraged me to give him the best blowjob I possibly could.
 
   Soon, though, he told me that he’d had enough and told me to get on my hands and knees. I did, and I felt that huge cockhead pushing at the opening of my slick, slippery womanhood. I dropped my head, looking down between my legs, eager to see him penetrate me. He lined it up at my entrance, and with a single push he went all the way inside. I was shocked and felt my eyes pop open. My husband’s penis would take a number of thrusts to enter me and it was just a fraction of the size of Finton’s enormous cock. But it was my fertile time of the month and my pussy was slick from my ovulation, and I was just so wet for Finton that he pushed that thing all the way inside. His cock filled me completely, stretching me to the breaking point, and it felt magical as it slipped in and out of me. His hands were holding my hips, my face in the pillow, as I received the most amazing sexual pleasure of my life. I was breathing heavily, moaning uncontrollably, as we fucked. We changed position into the woman superior, and I loved being able to see his face and chiseled chest as I rode him. I leaned down and we kissed uncontrollably. I knew that I didn’t love him, that what I was feeling for him was simply animalistic lust, but what I was feeling was powerful and overwhelming, far beyond anything I felt for my husband. He flipped me over into the missionary position, and I could tell by his breathing and his facial expressions that he was approaching his climax. He pounded faster, his cock swelling even larger, and the pleasure I was receiving was immense. I ran my hands up and down his sweaty black torso, admiring his powerful masculine body.
 
   “Fuck!” Finton grunted and pushed his cock deep inside of me. I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against my cervix. I knew that I was ovulating and that I should have made him pull out, as I always did with my husband, but I needed to feel him finish inside of me. My legs were up in the air, locked against him, and I could feel his titan-sized testicles against my ass, jerking as they unloaded countless millions of sperm deep inside my womb.  I thought dreamily, “I know I’ll be pregnant,” as he kissed me, his hard member still inside of me as the last of his sperm spilled out to fill me completely.
 
   The next morning, I awoke to find myself in bed with Finton. While in the bathroom, I felt a little pinch in my stomach, and I knew that my egg had just dropped. I suddenly felt worried about having allowing him to climax inside of me. My egg was now inside of me, surrounded by hundreds of millions of Finton’s virile sperm, each one relentless and determined to make a baby in my womb. I decided that I should probably get my own room for rest of the weekend. We got dressed and attended the conference, where we both acted professionally and made some great new contacts and found a couple leads. Having eaten at the conference, we went straight back to the hotel room. Once again we made passionate love, and since I’d already allowed him to climax inside of me, I didn’t see any point in stopping him now. We made love again in the shower, then in the morning, and twice more the next day. When we finally flew home, I was totally sexually exhausted.
 
   When I met my husband at the airport, he was very happy to see me. “I can’t wait to make love to you,” he said. When we got home, I allowed him to get me into bed. As he ate my pussy, he commented that I tasted different. “I’m just so turned on tonight,” I said. I’d noticed that the clear fluid from my ovulation was gone, but we pulled out a bottle of lubrication and with a few thrusts, he was able to enter me. I never felt much friction from Thomas’s small penis, but tonight I could tell that I was much looser than before. I hoped that he couldn’t notice anything, and if he did he never mentioned it. When he approached his climax, I lifted my legs off the bed, put them up around him and locked my ankles around his waist. Holding him in place, he was unable to pull out, and he looked shocked as he fired his seed inside of me. “It’s okay, honey,” I said, nodding. I put my hands up on his face, pulled him down and kissed him.
 
   Back at work, Finton and I did our best to keep things professional. He told me that, although the sex was phenomenal, he loves his wife and doesn’t want to leave her. I told him that I felt the same way about Thomas. A couple of weeks later, I started to feel nauseated. A pregnancy test simply confirmed what I’d already known. When I found out, I told Thomas about what happened on the trip to New Orleans. At first he was angry but he was also excited, and then he masturbated. We agreed that from now on, any lovers I have should be out in the open. I’m now eight months pregnant and I’ve left my job to be a full-time wife and mother. I’m a very light skinned woman with very curly hair and Thomas’s family are dark-skinned Italians, so it shouldn’t be a problem if the baby is darker skinned than me with curly hair. Even if his family complains, I know that Thomas is on my side. The love we have is real and lasting, and he understands that a husband’s children are the children given birth by his wife. I couldn’t ask for a better man.
 
    
 
   MY FREE-SPIRITED WIFE RACHEL
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Liam. I’m thirty-two and I’ve been married for eight years to my wife Rachel, who is 30. We have three children and Rachel is currently in her second trimester, pregnant with our fourth. We live in the suburbs and appear to be your average married couple, and for the most part we are.
 
   Although we are socially monogamous, one thing that makes us unusual is that my wife has other lovers. During most of our marriage she has had at least one steady lover, and she likes to spice it up with new lovers as well. She says that her favorite part of a new relationship is the beginning, mostly the first six months or so, and then it starts to get a little routine for her. I’m proud to say that I’m the only man who has been able to keep her interest for more than two years.
 
   Even before we started dating, I knew that Rachel wasn’t the monogamous type. People in her hometown called her “Red Light Rachel” because of her remarkably free ways. She continued her sexual exploration at college, where she slept with over a hundred young men.
 
   I met her shortly college when she moved across the country and took a marketing job at my company. I thought she was beautiful and sexy in a kind of innocent schoolgirl way, and we enjoyed talking. She agreed to go on a date with me, and soon we became a couple. Even at that time, though, I knew that she was seeing other men, including a couple of guys from our company and even a married vice president for one of our competitors. I didn’t judge her, though; I was just happy to get the chance to date her.
 
   Although I knew that she was promiscuous, and she knew that I was aware of her reputation, she was actually somewhat prudish with me. She made me wait for two months before she would let me have sex with her. (Years later, she confessed that she didn’t want me to think that she was easy, so she proved it by making me wait.) When we finally did, she insisted that I use a condom. I didn’t mind, though, because I was happy just to be having sex. She was a lot of fun in the sack, and I was impressed at her finely-honed sexual skills. We must have gone through hundreds of condoms before our wedding.
 
   “I have a surprise for you,” she said on our wedding night. She was dressed in all-white nylon stockings, bra and panties. “You don’t need to use condoms anymore.”
 
   “I thought you can’t take the pill?”
 
   “I got fitted for a diaphragm,” she said, snuggling up against me. “I have it in right now. You won’t even notice it.” And she was right. Having sex with my new wife without having that rubber barrier between us was amazing and I would climax in just a matter of minutes. The honeymoon was sheer bliss.
 
   After we returned home and got back to our regular lives, Rachel started talking about having children. Although it was scary, we looked at our finances and realized that we were now in a position to start a family. Rachel started tracking her cycle and we started to try for a baby. One time after we had sex, at the start of her cycle, I was in the bathroom washing my hands and I noticed that her diaphragm case was on the counter, not in her drawer where she normally keeps it. I opened it up and it was empty. I thought that was rather strange. I didn’t mention it to her, I just went back to bed and cuddled with her.
 
   The next night, Rachel primped herself, putting on a sexy outfit for her date with Terry, an arrogant ladies man who drives a luxury sports car. When she left she gave me a peck on the cheek, told me she’d be back late and said I shouldn’t wait up. After Terry’s car disappeared down the road, I went into our bathroom and opened her drawer. The diaphragm case was still there. I opened it up and her diaphragm was inside.
 
   Rachel went out with Terry every night for the next five nights, staying over at his house on Friday and Saturday nights. In each case, she left her birth control at home. When she returned on Sunday night, we made love. Sure enough, when I went to the bathroom after sex, I checked the case and it was empty, no doubt inside of her protecting her womb from my sperm.
 
   A couple of weeks later, Rachel took a pregnancy test and it confirmed that she was pregnant. When our first son was born, he was a spitting image of Terry. A year later she gave birth to our daughter, but she looks more like Rachel than anybody else so I can’t really say for sure. Two years after that, she gave birth to our second son who looks like a cross between Rachel and Len, a cocky muscle-head who is covered in tattoos and had been her lover for a few months before that child was conceived. I know that birth control isn’t one hundred percent effective and that you can’t tell paternity just by looking at a child. Although she always used the diaphragm when we had sex, and didn’t use it with her lovers when she got pregnant, anything is possible. 
 
   I think that I might be the father of the child she’s currently carrying, though. Although most of her fuck buddies are white, she was carrying on a steamy affair with Tyrone, a sexy black man who she met through a girlfriend of hers. When we started trying for a baby this time, I was concerned that she might accidentally get pregnant by Tyrone. Rachel assured me that she always uses her diaphragm with her lovers, so I had nothing to worry about, but if the birth control somehow failed we would love the baby no matter who the father might be.
 
   During Rachel’s ovulation, she was having sex with Tyrone twice a day. Although she claimed she was using her diaphragm, I saw that it was in the case each time she left. On the fourth night of her ovulation, we were pretty sure that her egg would drop. She went out dancing with Tyrone that night and came home drunk, with her lipstick smeared and a big wet spot on the crotch of her jeans. I immediately pulled her into the bedroom, pulled off her jeans and panties, and lay her down on the bed. I held her hands in mine as I began licking her pussy. There was the strong musky smell of semen and the salty taste of his jizz as I licked her clean.
 
   “I need to use the bathroom,” she said. 
 
   “You can when we’re done,” I said, sucking Tyrone’s seed out of her slick cunt. I knew that she wanted to slip her diaphragm inside and I wasn’t going to give her the opportunity. I got on top of her, slipped all five inches inside of her and began thrusting wildly. Rachel was very drunk, nearly passed out as I fucked her spent body. After a few minutes I felt that magical feeling approaching. I pounded her harder, faster, and when I hit my climax I pushed in as deep as possible. Although I didn’t have the large size cock of her lovers and couldn’t shoot my sperm directly into her womb, I spurted a dab of my seed inside of her. Just as I was pulling out for another thrust, I felt Rachel grabbing my cock. As I pulled out for another thrust, she pulled up on my penis and it plopped out of her. Rachel was moaning, “oh yes, baby, that’s right,” as my cock finished spurting on top of her landing strip, her hand masturbating my cock as I penetrated her hand, my seed landing harmlessly on her belly. She turned and kissed me, then she cuddled as she fell asleep.
 
   As I lay next to her, I felt proud knowing that I’d managed to get a shot at impregnating her. Sure, Tyrone’s sperm had a huge head start. My wife’s womb had been filled with her black lover’s sperm for days. Billions of his African sperm were inside of her at that moment. I’d read about “sperm wars” and I knew that not only were millions of his black sperm searching for her egg right now, but millions of others were already in place, blocking and killing any competitor’s sperm. My odds were very long, but I’d gotten a little squirt of sperm inside of her unprotected, so I was now in the game. As I drifted off to sleep, I pictured my sperm like a handful of proud soldiers storming the beach at Normandy, hopelessly outgunned and outclassed as they fought the impossible fight.
 
   A few more months and we will know for sure if I’m the father. Rachel says that this will be her final baby and she’s getting her tubes tied, and as an extra precaution she’s having me get a vasectomy. We’ve talked about baby names. Rachel wants wants to name the baby Shaniqua if it’s a girl and Tyrone if it’s a boy. I’ve heard that they have prenatal DNA tests these days. Do you think she knows something that I don’t know?
 
   I’M HER PARTNER ON THE OUTSIDE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’ve been in a relationship with a beautiful woman of the last seven years. Gabriella and I are both twenty-nine and we have four children. Although we live together, she’s married to a man who is incarcerated. And while the children aren’t mine biologically – they are all mulattos fathered by her husband – I’ve raised them as my own. We’re a very happy family.
 
   When I met Gabriella, she’d been married to the love of her life, Da’rion, for a little over a year. Her family had opposed the marriage, largely because Da’rion is black. (The fact that he was abusive, a serial cheater, and into drugs may have played a role, too.) But they had a small wedding with about half of her family and friends showing.  Soon Da’rion was incarcerated over a drug-related offense and Gabriella was all alone, late term with their first baby. That’s when I met her.
 
   When I met her, I was totally blown away by her beauty and personality. I tried to be a helpful and supportive friend to her. I offered to be there with her in the delivery room if she wanted. She was reluctant to accept my help. “I really shouldn’t, Austin,” she said. “I’m a married woman. I don’t know how Da’rion would feel about it.”
 
   Funny thing, though – a couple days later she spoke on the phone with her husband and Da’rion thought it would be a good idea for her to have another man around while he’s incarcerated. “He’s okay with us having a relationship as long as you understand that I’m a married woman and when he gets out, I’m his.” There were also a few other rules that Da’rion set down, like that I’d need to use condoms every time with her, but they weren’t anything that would bother me. Heck, I’d be happy to put on galoshes and a raincoat if that’s what I needed to do to get laid!
 
   We were all crying when our first son was born. We signed the papers and put my name on the birth certificate as the father, although the baby was named by Da’rion and had his last name. I got to know Gabriella’s family and they all loved me. “I’m so glad that Gabriella is with you now, rather than that worthless degenerate Da’rion,” his mother said. We didn’t tell them that Gabriella and Da’rion had no intention of divorcing, but it really didn’t make much difference because he was locked up anyway. As far as the world was concerned, Gabriella was my woman.
 
   I’ve always wanted to be Gabriella’s husband but every time I drop a hint in that direction, she shoots me down. She’s told me many times that she loves me but she’s not in love with me – she’s in love with Da’rion. I admit that I’m not the most interesting guy, that I’m not as exciting as guys like Da’rion, but I feel that I’m a solid partner and a good father to our four children. And while I may not actually be married to Gabriella, I’m the legal father of all four of our children, so we are tied together for life.
 
   Another problem we have is that Gabriella tells me that she’s not really that attracted to me physically. She says I’m cute but her physical attraction to Da’rion is simply electric. I think that hurts our love life somewhat, as she only lets me take liberties with her about once a month. Some guys would complain about the condoms but I don’t really mind the lack of sensitivity. Honestly, I think they are a boon because they allow me to last a good ten minutes. Gabriella just looks at me with a condescending smile as I push my rubber-encased weiner inside of her in the missionary position. When I reached climax, I push as deep inside as my five inch penis can go and blast the reservoir with my seed. Gabriella playfully slaps my ass and says, “that really wasn’t so bad.”
 
   On occasion, Da’rion is released from prison. When he comes home, I have to sleep on the couch in the living room while he sleeps with Gabriella. The sounds of her moaning and groaning through the walls are totally erotic, and I like to sneak into the bathroom and jerk off while they’re having sex. I don’t get any sex from Gabriella when Da’rion is in the house, but happily he’s only around for a few months, a year at most. Every time he gets released he ends up violating his parole and getting sent back.
 
   Often times, after he gets locked back up, we learn that Gabriella is pregnant with his baby. But that’s not all bad. Gabriella and I have two sons and two daughters, all mulattos, and I must say that being a father has been the most fulfilling thing in my life. The kids call me “Austin” and call Da’rion “dad,” but I’m the one who has been there coaching their baseball games and taking care of things like discipline and finances for them, and they love me for it.
 
   In a few months, Da’rion will be getting released from prison for good. No parole this time, so unless he commits another crime he will be back for good. I was scared that Gabriella might kick me out of her life and stop me from seeing my children, but thankfully that won’t happen. Da’rion and Gabriella are talking about buying another replacing one of the beds in the boys’ room with a bunk bed, and letting me sleep on the top bunk. I’m not sure how this is all going to work out, but I think we’re going to be a one big happy family!
 
   HER BLACK EX STILL WANTS HER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2016 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   I’m Hunter. I’m twenty-seven year old accountant. My girlfriend Arianna is a beautiful twenty-three-year-old brunette with a great figure and a sweet personality. We’ve been dating a little over six months now and we’re both very happy together. There’s one little annoyance, though, that’s gotten in the way of our relationship.
 
   Arianna and I started out as friends. She was a barista at a nearby coffee shop. I started talking with her while I waited for my drink and we hit it off. I asked if she had a boyfriend and she replied that she’d just gotten out of a relationship. Her ex-boyfriend Kelly, she informed me, was a promising football player until he suffered career-ending injuries in a car accident. After his injury he was never the same, and his dreams of a professional career were crushed. He dropped out of college and started working in construction. She said he had serious anger issues, and after his injuries things only got worse. She had to break up with him.
 
   The first few months we dated, Arianna wanted to take things slow. She would allow me to hold her hand and kiss her, and I even got to the point of feeling her up, but she wasn’t interested in doing more than that. “I just don’t feel comfortable enough yet,” she said. I assured her that I understood, and things were otherwise great in our relationship.
 
   Then, one day, Arianna left her phone out and I saw a text. It was from Kelly and it said: “You’re so good in bed, baby!” I was shocked when I saw it. I confronted Arianna. She didn’t want to admit it but I had her red handed. She finally confessed. Although she’d broken up with Kelly, he wouldn’t take no for an answer. He was still insisting on seeing her, and given his violent past and temper she felt she had no choice. She was trying to wean him off, but he still stopped by three or four times a week at night for sex, saying that he had needs. Arianna asked him to find a new girlfriend. Kelly replied that she’s still his woman and he doesn’t want her cheating on him by sleeping with me or anybody else. And that, she admitted, was the primary reason that we hadn’t had sex yet. We had a long discussion about it and decided that, one way or the other, Kelly would need to find a new girlfriend by the end of the year. 
 
   Since that time, things have been a lot better between us. Now that our relationship is out in the open, Arianna and Kelly are able to go out in public as friendly exes. He still comes over to her apartment for sex at night, but now she tells me all of the details as I eat her pussy. “His cock is so big, it felt so good,” she might say, laying back on the bed, her hands running through my hair as I lick her black lover’s semen out of her cunt. “He’s so strong, so muscular, it just makes me wet thinking about him! I cum so fucking hard!” And after I bring her to orgasm with my tongue, she now rolls a Trojan over my little white penis, lubes up her hands with Astroglide, and gives me an amazing handjob. Just seeing her naked body as she smiles, kneeling next to me on the bed, it gets me so hard that I fire like a rocket into the reservoir. “Wow,” she says with surprise, “Good job, honey! You made a big boy load!”
 
   It’s so great to finally have some sexual activity with Arianna. She recently told me that Kelly isn’t have any luck getting a new girlfriend, and it may take him a few more months to finally break off their sexual relationship. But I know the end is near, and soon I’ll be going all the way with lovely girlfriend. I can’t wait!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE IS HIS SEXY ASSISTANT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name’s Carter. I’m a twenty-eight-year-old associate at a Los Angeles law firm. It’s a thankless job with long hours, but it pays well and that really helps when I’m trying to meet women.
 
   I never had any luck with the opposite sex when I was younger. They all said that I was a “nice guy” who’d be wonderful for some women but I just wasn’t right for them. More than a couple, though, called me “boring.” Honestly, I think they’re right. A guy who’s responsible, arrives on time, calls when he’s supposed to call isn’t very exciting. But what can you do? It’s just my nature.
 
   I’d pretty much accepted my lot in life but when I started working as an associate for a major law firm, they suddenly found me to be far more interesting. And that’s when I met my wife.
 
   Kylie is a twenty-three year old beauty with long, flowing hair, a beautiful face and an hourglass figure. Men have always admired her beauty her entire life, and people always told her that she had movie star good looks. Believing them, she moved out to California to pursue a movie career. It didn’t work out for her, though, and when I met her she was very discouraged. She wasn’t getting any parts as an actress. (Apparently being gorgeous isn’t enough to get into the movies – who’da thunk?) 
 
   At that point she’d given up on Hollywood and was just hoping to marry into money. Although I’m far from rich, I guess she was willing to settle for an up-and-coming associate.
 
   Kylie was still trying to find acting gigs when she was approached after an audition by a young black man. He claimed to be a friend of DeTremon Chandler, the star power forward on the Los Angeles Lakers. He asked her if she’d be interested in working as DeTremon’s personal assistant – helping to arrange his personal schedule, packing his workout clothes for the gym, accompanying him on road games – basically assisting him with anything and everything. She would also need to dress attractively as she would be seen with him in public. He said that the job would pay $100,000 a year. She was excited and told him that she’d love to meet him. The guy set up an interview with DeTremon for the next week.
 
   I hadn’t seen Kylie so excited in years. When we made love that night, she seemed especially enthusiastic. She even gave me head, something that she only does on special occasions. (She’s only in the mood about once every week or two, but sometimes she will relent and give me a hand job. A blowjob, though, is a treat.) I was so happy to see her excited.
 
   When Kylie returned home after her interview, she seemed distraught and distant.
 
   “What happened, honey?” I asked. “It didn’t go well?”
 
   “It…” She paused. “It went well, but I can’t take the job.”
 
   “I don’t understand,” I said. “Just tell me what happened.”
 
   “When I met DeTremon at his home, I was just in awe. It’s a real mansion. I’ve never seen a place like that in my life. The ceilings and staircases, it was incredible. And then DeTremon himself – he’s so tall, handsome and sexy. I was totally charmed by him. But as we were talking about the job, he asked some questions about our marriage. Like whether my husband is a jealous man. That I’d need to fly with him to hotels, and that he gets a king sized bed at hotels because he doesn’t like to sleep alone. He said that he has a voracious sexual appetite. He said that in his view, a personal assistant would do everything for him that she would do if she were his wife. Just statement after statement, it became clear that his idea of a personal assistant includes sex. And when he gave me a tour to show me the house, he put his arm around me. At one point he stood behind me, hugging me, and I could feel his huge cock through his pants.”
 
   “Wow,” I said. I felt bad for her, but at the same time I felt my little white penis starting to stir. “What did you do?”
 
   “I didn’t say anything about it. I told him that it was a very tempting offer, but I’m a married woman and I’d need to discuss it with my husband. When we left, he gave me another hug and a kiss on the lips, and he asked me to think about it and give him a call. He mentioned that his last assistant was also married and the job was a great springboard for her career. She now has a job as a television reporter in San Diego.”
 
   “It’s a great opportunity,” I said. “I’ll support you in whatever decision you make.”
 
   “But if I take the job with him, he expects sex.”
 
   “I understand that. You’ll do everything for him that a wife would do for him.”
 
   “You’re okay with that?”
 
   I assured her that I was, as long as she told me all of the details of her adventures and didn’t neglect me in the bedroom. I told her that it might be fun for both of us. As we talked it over, she seemed to get happier and more confident, and finally was downright bubbly. She told me that she was going to accept the job. The next morning she called him and she started the next week. He sent over a package with an outfit for her to wear. It looked just like a Lakers cheerleader outfit, except for shorts instead of a skirt. He said that was for wearing at games but her first day would be at his house, and she would just need to wear something attractive. She chose a sexy little black dress with a matching lacy red bra and panties. I kissed her goodbye that morning and wished her good luck. She said she expected to be home around 6.
 
   That night, I was wondering what was going on. I got a text from her that she would be working late into the night with DeTremon and I shouldn’t wait up for her. I tried to call her but the phone just went to voicemail. I went to bed wondering what the heck was going on. About one in the morning, I heard movement in the bedroom. I reached over and turned on the light. It was Kylie. Her dress and hair was all disheveled, her makeup smeared, and she seemed a little tipsy. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you,” she said. “I just need to take off my makeup and get ready for bed.”
 
   “Did you have fun on your first day?”
 
   “Lots of fun,” she said with a wicked smile. “I’ll tell you in a minute.”
 
   I was laying there with a rock-hard erection, just thinking about the image of DeTremon Chandler kissing my wife, his big black hands roaming all over her little white body. It seemed like forever, but she came out of the bathroom wearing her nightgown and slipped under the covers.
 
   “You had sex with DeTremon?”
 
   She nodded, putting her arms around me. “It was amazing. I couldn’t believe how big his cock is. I’ve been with some big guys in the past but nothing like him. I almost couldn’t take it, it was so much.”
 
   “You didn’t like it?”
 
   “Oh, I loved it. It was incredible.” She ran a hand over my body. “Yours is good too, though. I think five inches is really nice.” She slipped a hand down to my crotch and started to slowly pump my manhood. I leaned forward and we began kissing. I tried to move on top of her, but she pushed me back.
 
   “Not tonight. I’m not sleeping with two men on the same day. That’s disgusting. Besides, I need to shower and douche. He came inside of me.”
 
   “What?” I couldn’t believe it. We always used condoms for birth control. I slipped a hand down to her pussy and slipped some fingers in. Sure enough, she was totally wet and greasy.
 
   “He’s too big for condoms and he hates them. I was going to ask him to pull out but in the heat of the moment, I guess we just got carried away.” She then got up on her knees and began pumping my cock in earnest. I lay back down and listened while she told me about DeTremon’s incredible sexual prowess, how great a kisser he is and how intense her orgasms were. I was so turned on that I started pumping my hips up and down in her hands, faster and faster. I then pushed up hard and groaned, spilling my seed into Kylie’s fingers. She kept going, running her hands over my raw, sensitive cockhead, and used her fingers to remove every drop of semen from me. Then she went to the bathroom, washed her hands clean, and returned to bed and snuggled with me.
 
   Over the last few months, I’ve had the chance to see Kylie on television many times. She was sitting in the front rows next to celebrities and millionaires. It was great seeing her so happy and confident. She was having sex with DeTremon nearly every day, and she was giving me a hand job three or four times a week while giving me all the dirty details. She loves everything about DeTremon and says he’s the most incredible lover she could ever imagine, bringing her to orgasm over and over. When she’s on the road with him, she calls me at night and tells me about her latest adventures with him, and I masturbate furiously to her sexy stories. I couldn’t be any happier!
 
    
 
   SHE CAN’T FIND A NICE GUY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I just don’t understand, Samuel,” my friend Allison sobbed hysterically into the telephone. “What’s wrong with me? Why do men treat me like this? I just want a man to treat me right.”
 
   It was almost two in the morning and we’d been talking for half an hour. Allison was complaining about her boyfriend Delon. Ever since she was in high school, Allison dated the bad boys. They treated her like trash, cheating on her and often being physically abusive. They’d leave her or she’d be forced to break up with them.
 
   About four years ago, Allison started dating her current boyfriend Delon. He was a tall, athletic, charismatic and cocky black man, and she fell hard for him right away. She put up with his heavy drinking and drug abuse, as well as his violent tendencies, saying he was misunderstood and nobody had ever given him a chance. But she wanted him to be monogamous and he refused. He said that if she wanted to be his girlfriend, it would be an open relationship.
 
   At first she’d tried to make it work, being faithful to him while he dated freely. She gave him an ultimatum, to give up his other girls or she’d leave him, but when he refused she caved and stayed with him. Finally, hoping to get back at him, she opened an account with an internet dating service.
 
   That’s where I came into the picture. We met on a dating web site. It started off largely platonic, just having coffee or dinner. After six months of dating she finally let me have sex with her. She insisted that I use a condom, as I wasn’t her primary partner. That was fine with me – I was just happy to get the chance to make love to her. The condoms did reduce the sensation and I had trouble feeling much of anything, but I was so excited that I managed to fill the condom in short order. When I was finished, she cried. I asked her what was wrong but she just shook her head and said, “nothing.”
 
   Allison didn’t seem all that interested when we had sex. That surprised me because she’d described the sex with Delon as being incredible. In fact, she said the neighbors would pound on her bedroom wall because she’d moan and groan so loudly. Allison claimed she was trying her best to keep quiet but she couldn’t control it, and they started playing music to cover up the sound. After being with her, I wondered if she’d just been exaggerating.
 
   She held my hand in hers and told me that she’d had other friends like me back in high school, nice guys who were kind and emotionally supportive while she dated her boyfriends. “I never had sex with any of them because the attraction just wasn’t strong enough, and looking back I feel bad about not letting them have anything more. I’m glad that we did this.”
 
   Allison informed Delon that she was dating me to make him jealous. I guess it worked because he slapped her hard, sending her to the ground and leaving a welt on her face. She pointed out that it was an open relationship. “If you’re willing to be monogamous, I’ll end it with Samuel right now.”
 
   Delon said, “Not a chance. I’m not a one-woman man.”
 
   I comforted Allison after that, as I always do. She calls me every day. I ask her about her day and she tells me how she’s feeling, but the one recurring theme is how poorly Delon treats her. I’ve told her many times that I love her and that I’ll treat her the way she deserves to be treated. But Allison always responds that she loves him dearly and wouldn’t ever consider leaving him. 
 
   I feel really bad for her. All Allison really wants is a guy who will treat her right, but she just can’t see that I’m the person she’s looking for. She has be relegated to the friends with benefits role, and there aren’t many benefits. She says that she’s really a monogamous person at heart and she doesn’t feel right having sex with more than one man. Although she had sex with Delon four or five times a week, she only allows me to have sex with her about every month or so, often when he’s done something horrible to her or she’s drunk. Even then it’s usually just a handjob, although sometimes he gives me a blowjob or allows me to roll on a condom and penetrate her. She calls me her “emotional friend” but I want to be more than that, to be her lover as well as her friend.
 
   Recently there’s been another problem between Allison and Delon. She found out that she’s pregnant with twins. When she told Delon he went ballistic and again acted violently. He called Allison a slut and said that I’m the father of her babies. We took a prenatal DNA test and it shows that I’m not the father, but Delon refuses to believe the results and refuses to take the test himself. I told Allison that she has nothing to worry about, that I will marry her and raise the children as my own. She almost agreed, but she told me that Delon is the real father and she needs to try and work it out for the sake of their children.
 
   “Listen Allison,” I said, taking her hand. “Any animal can father a child. It takes a real man to be a dad. I want to be the dad of your children. You can put my name on the birth certificate as the father. I’ll help raise them and pay for them. And if I’m the father, you won’t have to worry about Delon changing his mind and going to court to take them away from you.”
 
   Allison’s eyes welled up with tears. She hugged me and told me that she was so happy, and yes, I could be the daddy to her children. I brought up marriage again but she said she’s not ready for that – she’s not ready to give up on Delon. Honestly, I just need to be patient. I know deep down that eventually she will realize that I’m the person that she’s destined to be with. I don’t like waiting but I know she’s worth it. 
 
   STILL MARRIED TO HER BLACK HUSBAND
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   * * *
 
   “I’m sorry but your annulment has been denied,” the priest told my wife Jasmine. “In the eyes of the Church, Sean is not your husband. You are still married to Ezrah.”
 
   Jasmine was twenty-three when I married her last year. I knew that her family was devout Catholic and they did not support her getting married without first obtaining an annulment through the Church. Years before, she’d married a guy named Ezrah, a handsome black guy with a violent streak. Although Jasmine was a devout Catholic and made me wait until our wedding day for any kind of sexual contact, she simply couldn’t resist Ezrah. When her parents found out about their sexual relationship, they pushed them into marriage. The way Jasmine described him, Ezrah was very sexy and an incredible lover, and sex was the only good thing about their relationship. When I met her, he was serving time in the county jail. He’d been released just a couple months ago.
 
   “What do I do now?” Jasmine asked. “I want to be a good Catholic again and receive communion in clear conscience.”
 
   “You need to reconcile with your real husband, Ezrah,” the priest said. “And do not have any further physical relations with Sean.” He turned to me. “Legally you may be married, but it is adultery for you to have sex with Ezrah’s wife.”
 
   The next day when I came home from work, I found that all my stuff was missing from our bedroom. When I asked Jasmine about it, she told me that she’d moved my stuff into the guest room.
 
   “I’m sorry,” she said. “But it’s the right thing to do. Like the priest said, we’re just going to live as friends now, as brother and sister. I should never have gotten married outside of the Church. I should have obtained an annulment before I married you. Now it’s too late. We’ll just have to adjust to it.”
 
   “What about Ezrah?”
 
   “He’s moving in this weekend,” she said. “He’s coming over tonight after dinner to see our place, so you’ll get to meet him.”
 
   When Ezrah arrived, I couldn’t believe how ripped he looked. The pictures that Jasmine had shown me were from years ago, in his late teens, and the years had made quite a difference. His shoulders had broadened and his chest was larger, and he’d clearly had the opportunity to work out while incarcerated. He was wearing a t-shirt, which revealed that he had lots of tattoos on his arms. He was quite a few inches taller than me, too, and I felt somewhat intimidated by him when he shook my hand. I noticed that he was carrying a duffle bag – apparently he was staying the night.
 
   Jasmine came around the corner and gave him a big hug. “Welcome home,” she said. “Your new home.”
 
   Ezrah immediately began French kissing my wife, running his hands all over her beautiful body. Her face went flush, and I could tell by the change in Jasmine’s breathing that there was some powerful chemistry between the two of them.
 
   “I missed you, baby,” Ezrah said.
 
   “I missed you, too,” she replied. They kissed again, then she took his hand and offered to take him for a tour of his new house.
 
   “I’d like to see the bedroom.”
 
   “You will,” she said, running her fingers down his chest. “I’ll show you that last.”
 
   Jasmine quickly gave him a tour of the house, ending with the bedroom. “Honey, I think you understand,” she said to me. “I’d like to be alone with my husband.”
 
   “Of course,” I said, closing the bedroom door behind me. I went to my room, which was adjacent to the master bedroom.
 
   “Oh God, Ezrah,” Jasmine said, breathing heavily, “I’ve been needing this for years.”
 
   I was hoping to hear something through the bedroom wall, but I realized that the windows were open in both bedrooms and the sound travelled clearly. I quietly pulled the shade down so that the neighbors couldn’t see, then undressed and got into bed.
 
   I could hear their bed squeaking as they fucked, and the headboard banging against the wall. “It’s so big, Ezrah. I love feeling your big, black dick inside of me.” Ezrah said something low that I couldn’t make out, then she responded, “So much better, honey. Sex with you is amazing.” I listened quietly but intently, jerking my little white boyhood to the sounds of their lovemaking.
 
   As they made love, I heard Jasmine moaning and groaning. “Oh God, I’m cumming,” she cried out and moaned loudly through a long, rolling orgasm. Jasmine usually didn’t orgasm with me, telling me that it didn’t matter and she just enjoyed the closeness, but Ezrah managed to get her off three more times before he finally reached his climax. “I’m cumming again!” Jasmine said. As the two of them groaned loudly through a simultaneous orgasm, I reached my own climax, quietly moaning as my sperm squirted onto the floor.
 
   Ezrah moved in that weekend and it’s been a pretty easy transition so far. It’s been four months and Ezrah hasn’t engaged in any violence or gotten himself in trouble with the law. He’s still looking for work, though, but it’s difficult to get work when you have multiple felony convictions on your record. The three of us are excited that Jasmine is now pregnant with Ezrah’s baby. Of course, as the legal husband, my name will be on the birth certificate and I’ll be responsible for things like finances and discipline like any other parent. Now that Jasmine is following her faith again and isn’t using birth control, we expect that we’ll need a larger home that can accommodate our growing family.
 
   Although I’m only masturbating now, I get so turned on by the naughty things that Jasmine says in bed, telling Ezrah how much better a lover he is and how great his cock feels inside of her. She’d always been quiet in bed with me, and I had no idea that there was a powerful engine inside of her that just needed the right key to turn on. I have to admit that hearing the incredible sounds of joy that Jasmine makes while having sex with Ezrah makes me realize the beauty of the Church’s teachings. I’m thinking of converting!
 
   SHE HAD TWO BLACK BABIES
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is David. My wife Ashley and I are both in our late twenties and we recently got married. We couldn’t be happier.
 
   My family doesn’t understand why I married my wife her. “She has two babies by another man. Why don’t you find a woman without any children?”
 
   In my opinion, their real concern isn’t the fact that she was a single mother – they were unhappy that both our son and daughter are black. I told them that I loved her and I didn’t care. They didn’t understand it when I signed the affidavits of paternity after each birth, making me their legal father and putting my name on the birth certificate.
 
   They all think I’m crazy. But Ashley and I planned all of this from the beginning.
 
   We told our families that Ashley and I were just friends until a year ago. In fact, we’d secretly been boyfriend and girlfriend since we were in college. Shortly after we began dating, Ashley was approached by Winslow, a middle aged black man. The guy drove a Mercedes and he clearly had money. When he asked if Ashley would like to join him with front row seats at an NBA game, she asked me whether it would be okay. I told her to go for it – I was turned on by the idea of her dating another guy, especially a black guy, and if she felt that she could do it without it hurting our relationship I would support her in it.
 
   At first Ashley seemed a little wary, asking if I was allowing her to date another man because I secretly wanted to date other women. But we spent all night talking about it and agreed upon ground rules. One of the rules was that she needed to be completely honest with me, sharing every detail and talking to me about her dates like she’d talk to her best girlfriend. We decided that we’d tell people that Ashley and I were just dating, not in an exclusive relationship, and that I just wasn’t dating anybody else at the moment. 
 
   Ashley had a great time at the basketball game. Later that night, she stayed over at Winslow’s home. When I saw her the next day, she told me that she was sore from having sex with her older black lover. She was a little hesitant to tell me all of the details because she didn’t want to hurt me, but I reminded her about our agreement and assured her that I wanted to know everything.
 
   Ashley admitted that Winslow’s cock was enormous, far larger and thicker than mine, and it felt amazing inside of her. “It touched all the right places, stretching and filling me completely. It was the best sex of my life.” She confessed that his cock felt far better than mine, but insisted that she still enjoyed making love with me and my penis was nice, too.
 
   Although her words felt like a kick in the stomach, I knew that she was being honest and I wanted to know the truth. No matter how painful it felt, I was also very turned on by what she’d told me and my little white penis was now impossibly stiff and aching. When we got into bed, I only lasted a few minutes before I added my semen into her wet, soiled snatch.
 
   Winslow wasn’t just an amazing lover. He paid for Ashley’s college education and even gave her spending money, along with jewelry and occasional trinkets. I loved hearing her stories about going to the most expensive restaurants around, sporting events, and even going on vacation with him. He was also a mentor, providing her with career advice and the perspective that a successful older businessman can provide.
 
   Just before we were set to graduate college, Ashley and I were talking about getting married the next year, and how we’d need to tell people that we’ve decided to be more than just friends. But it was right around then that Winslow asked Ashley to have his baby. Of course, he offered to pay for the child’s day care, expenses and education. Ashley confessed to me that she really wanted to have Winslow’s children but she also wanted me to be her husband and have my children. We had several discussions about it and finally decided that Ashley would have a baby with Winslow. Later, after the child was born, we would start officially dating.
 
   Ashley put me in condoms and went off the pill. I hadn’t used condoms before and I had some trouble maintaining an erection, and even when I could it took a long time to come because of the reduced sensation. Luckily, it only took a few months for Ashley to get pregnant. The ultrasound showed that it was a boy. During the pregnancy, Ashley was pretty sick the whole time and she only had sex with Winslow. (She showed some medical studies to me that it’s important for the mother to take the biological father’s DNA inside of her throughout the pregnancy to prevent preeclampsia.) When the baby was born, nobody from my family even knew I was at the hospital. Winslow cut the cord and left, while I stayed with Ashley. A couple days later, we left the hospital with our little bundle of joy.
 
   Soon after, though, Winslow said that he wanted to try for a baby girl. I found myself back in condoms. This time it took six months. I was getting pretty tired of wearing the rubbers and was happy and relieved when I learned that my girl was again pregnant with her black lover’s baby. When we learned that the baby would be a girl, we were even happier. (We’d talked about whether, if it was a boy, we’d let him try again!) I was hoping that she’d go back on the pill after the birth, but her doctor told her that she should breast feed for at least 12 months and that the birth control pill reduces the amount of breast milk. I was so happy when, a year after our daughter’s birth, she started taking the pill again and I was able to enjoy Ashley bare again.
 
   We’re married now and live in a little house in the suburbs. Although our finances are tight, “Uncle Winston” has given us over ten thousand dollars and that’s helped a lot. When he comes over to the house, he stays the night with Ashley in our bedroom while I sleep on the couch. Sometimes I listen in, though. I’m surprised at how vocal she is in bed with him, not just moaning but even talking dirty.
 
   Ashley’s on the pill so we’re not worried about any more children from Winslow. We’ve talked about having a child of our own, but Ashley has just now gone back to work full-time and she’s trying to establish herself in her career. Besides, she says, we just spent the last five years changing diapers and now that the kids are potty-trained, she’s not in any hurry to go back. We’ll probably have another baby at some point, though. In the meantime, we’re a very happy family.
 
    
 
   SHE MARRIED HER BLACK BABY DADDY
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   * * *
 
   I’m twenty-three years old and Morgan, the love of my life, is twenty-one. We’d been dating for a few years and I thought everything was perfect. We were very much in love. The love making was great, too. For the first two years of our relationship, we made love about four or five times a week.
 
   About a year ago, I started noticing that we were intimate less frequently. It was only happening about twice a week, and then it dropped to about once every ten days. I’d heard this often happens after years of being married, especially after having children, but we were still young and free. What had changed?
 
   “I’ve been working late, John,” my wife said. “I just don’t have the energy for sex right now.” That made sense but she was on her cell phone a lot now, messaging with her girlfriends. She would turn away from me to text and if I came near, she’d put it away. I wondered if something more was going on.
 
   I started to get a little suspicious. When Morgan would work late, she would always come home and go straight into the shower. One time, while she was in the shower, I pulled her clothes out of the hamper. Sure enough, her panties were sticky and funky smelling, coated with semen. I could also smell cologne on her blouse. At that point, I was starting to wonder if Morgan was having an affair.
 
   The thing is, I had already bought her an engagement ring and I had reservations at a fancy restaurant downtown. I decided to go ahead and propose to her. She accepted, and we set our wedding for June. Everything was great with us again, and we began having sex more frequently, once a week and sometimes even twice.
 
   Then in March, just a few months before the wedding, Morgan started feeling sick. She took a pregnancy test and it was positive. I was excited but she seemed very distraught. I asked her what was wrong but she wouldn’t answer me for a couple of days. Instead she was distant, spending a lot of time on the phone talking privately with her girlfriends and texting. Finally, she sat me down.
 
   “John, there’s something you need to know,” Morgan said. “I’ve been having an affair. And I’m pretty sure that you’re not the father of my baby.”
 
   It felt like a punch in the gut. Morgan explained that a guy named Tyus had started at her company about a year ago. He was quite a ladies’ man and had bedded a number of the young women in her office, and the rumor was that he was well hung and an amazing lover. Morgan said she’d always secretly found black guys attractive and Tyus was especially handsome, sexy and sexual. She’d wondered what it was like to have sex with a black guy. Tyus kept hitting on her and she would flirt back but ultimately tell him no. Eventually he wore her down, though, and they finally had sex in his office on his desk. She felt terrible but the sex was amazing, and she didn’t want to give it up.
 
   “Tyus is an amazing lover,” she said, holding my hand. “His cock is so big and it really feels incredible inside of me. It was easily the best sex of my life and I enjoyed every second in bed with Tyus, but the sex was never as important to me as you.” I kissed Morgan and told her that I felt the same way. I assured her that, even if the baby is black, I would raise it as my own.
 
   The three of us took a prenatal DNA test. I knew that I’d had sex with Morgan one time during the week where she had gotten pregnant, so I had a chance. The test results came back and I was excluded, while there was a 99.99% chance that Tyus was the father. I again assured Morgan that it was okay, and we would raise the child as our own.
 
   However, Morgan told our little secret to her sister, who then informed her parents. Morgan’s father called us and said that Tyus needs to do the right thing and marry Morgan, that his grandson should have his father and mother living together. Morgan then called Tyus and there was a flurry of calls and discussions. In the end, we agreed that Tyus would marry Morgan at our wedding in place of me. In the meantime, I would sleep on the couch until I could find a new place to live, while Tyus would move into our bedroom.
 
   When Tyus showed up, I could see why Morgan was so attracted to him. He was tall, athletic, and had a prominent bulge in his shorts. Everything about the way he moved and spoke exuded confidence and sexuality. While sleeping on the couch, I would often hear the noises of Tyus fucking Morgan in the bedroom. The bed would squeak with every mighty thrust, and the headboard would bang in rhythm against the wall. “Oh God, it feels so good,” Morgan would moan. “Fuck me with your big black cock!” My favorite part, of course, is when she’s squeal, “Oh God, Oh God…. I’m cumming,” and then groan loudly for a good minute as she climaxed. She’d always been quiet in bed with me, aside from telling me when she was cumming, but I learned just how loud and sexual Morgan could be with the right man. I liked to leave some hand conditioner next to the couch and jerk off to the sounds of their lovemaking, shooting my splooge into the tissue.
 
   Tyus thanked me for being so understanding and he asked me to be the best man in his wedding. I was given the honor, along with Morgan’s father, of walking her down the aisle and giving her away to Tyus. She looked so beautiful in her pure white wedding dress, a pregnant belly protruding, as she put her little hand into Tyus’s big black one. They were a beautiful couple and they had a great time on their honeymoon, substituting Tyus at the Bahama resort we’d picked. When they returned home, the newlyweds were still making love like crazy. I just signed a lease for a studio apartment so I’ll be moving soon, but I’m going to miss jerking off on the couch listening to my sweet Morgan making love to her sexy black lover. At least I’ll have the memories!
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   * * *
 
   “I don’t know what Owen will say,” my wife Savannah said, speaking into the phone. “But I’ll ask him.”
 
   My wife was chatting with her good friend Korvette Johnson. They were close and occasionally we’d have dinner with Korvette and her husband Tremon. I liked them a lot. The two of them had grown up in the inner city and moved out the suburbs to have a better life. Tremon worked on the line at the plant and Korvette worked a receptionist at a dentist’s office.
 
   Savannah sat me down. “You know how Korvette and Tremon are having trouble conceiving. Well, they went to the doctor and they discovered that she’s the one with the fertility issue. Tremon is fine – a high sperm count with very strong, verile swimmers – but it’s very unlikely that she’ll ever be able to conceive.”
 
   “Okay,” I replied, wondering where she was going with this.
 
   Savannah sighed. “They want to know if I could be the surrogate mother for their baby.”
 
   I was stunned. “What do you think about that?”
 
   “Honestly, I’m flattered. I’d like to help them out.”
 
   “They can afford IVF? I thought their health coverage isn’t so good.”
 
   “Well, that’s the thing,” Savannah said, running her fingers up my leg. “They can’t afford that. It would need to be done the natural way.”
 
   “You mean he would…?” Tremon was an incredibly attractive man. Tall and muscular, he was projected to be a top draft pick for the NFL before suffering a career-ending injury at college. There were always women checking him out and smiling at him, and I could tell that Savannah found him attractive as well. “It wouldn’t even be Korvette’s baby. It would be yours.”
 
   “They know that,” she said. “But they really want children. Can we help them out?”
 
   I was conflicted about it, but I did want to help out the Johnsons. And for some reason, the thought of my white having sex with the sexy Tremon. After a number of discussions about it, I finally agreed. When we went to the grocery store, Savannah snatched a large box of Trojans and tossed it into the cart. 
 
   “If you’re trying to get pregnant by him, why do you need condoms?” I asked.
 
   Savannah smiled. “Those aren’t for him, silly. Those are for you.” Ever since I’d met her, Savannah had been on the pill. We hadn’t been planning on starting a family for a while so birth control wasn’t an issue. But now she was going off the pill, so she was putting me in condoms.
 
   A couple nights later, Tremon and Korvette stopped by our house. I sat down with Korvette and we shared some decaffeinated coffee while talking about life. Savannah threw her hands up around Tremon’s neck and they French kissed before going into our bedroom. Korvette and I were having a great conversation when I heard their voices coming through the air vents.
 
   “Damn, Tremon, it’s huge! Your cock is a fucking monster!”
 
   “Yeah, it’s nine and a half inches.”
 
   “It’s nearly as thick as a coke can! I can’t wait to feel it inside of me. My husband’s penis is so small.”
 
   Korvette laughed. “Yeah, Tremon is a big boy. He’s so big that sometimes I feel like I can’t take all of it.”
 
   As we were talking, all I could hear was Savannah moaning in ecstasy, groaning deeply and swearing. She was always so quiet in bed with me, but she was talking dirty to Tremon, telling him how much she loved his black cock and how she loved seeing his black skin against her body. Three times she called out an orgasm. I was shocked because the most I’d ever been able to do it get her off a single time. They had sex for a good twenty minutes before we finally heard Tremon moaning loudly as he climaxed.
 
   Tremon came out of the bedroom fully clothed. Savannah was wearing nothing but her black robe, and she was holding his hand. They kissed again at the doorway, then Tremon and Korvette went home. I then looked at Savannah. She was smiling from ear to ear. “Now it’s your turn,” she said. When we got into the bedroom she dropped her robe. Her inner thighs and cunt were glistening, her pussy hair Owened down with semen. She laid back on the bed, spread her legs, and curled her finger toward me. “Eat my pussy, honey. Lick me clean.”
 
   As I leaned in, I could smell the musky scent of her black lover’s semen mixed with her juices. Her cunt was swollen and red, with a trail of white sperm leaking down. I licked up a glob of white spunk with my tongue. It tasted a little salty and nutty, but not unpleasant. I then began to eat her with abandon, and I brought her to orgasm twice. My little penis was now rock hard, and I rose to mount her. “Woah, not yet,” she said. “Get a condom.” She pointed at the box sitting on the dresser. I got up, ripped open the wrapper, and rolled the rubber over my penis. When I penetrated her, I couldn’t feel much friction but I could feel the warmth of her body through the prophylactic. Thanks to the lack of sensation, I was able to last longer than I normally do, and before I shot my seed into the condom I was able to bring her to a third orgasm. I felt proud knowing that I’d matched Tremon’s number.
 
   That was my first time using a condom but it wasn’t my last. I wore condoms with my wife for five straight years while Tremon was barebacking her. Korvette and Tremon had said they wanted five children, but Savannah was only able to give them three. During her last pregnancy, she had a medical condition that was nearly fatal and the doctors told us that Savannah could die if she had another baby. Sadly, she had her tubes tied at the hospital just after the birth.
 
   Unfortunately, the stress of parenting seemed to get to Korvette and Tremon. They divorced a couple of years ago, and there was a falling out between my wife and Korvette. Luckily, although the babies have the last name Williams and were named by them, Savannah put my name on the birth certificate as the father. They were never formally adopted by the Williams, and Savannah and I are raising our three kids now. Korvette doesn’t even see the children any longer, and they now call me “dad” and refer to their biological father as “Uncle Tremon.” Tremon stops by and visits our kids now and then, and he also makes a point to spend some sexy time with Savannah when he’s here. I don’t object to that. After all, they’ve been having sex for five years and we all enjoyed it, so why not let it continue? Even better, I now get to enjoy sloppy seconds in her slick, oily snatch without needing to use a condom. Life couldn’t be any better!
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   * * *
 
   My twenty-five-year-old wife Julia sat down on the couch next to me. She’s a beautiful woman with a trim figure, long brown hair and glasses. She’s smart, too, a brilliant software engineer. We met back in college when I was a virgin and she had only been with a few other guys.
 
   “You know I love you,” Julia said. “Right, Lucas?”
 
   “Of course.” I was nervous. I could tell that she was going to say something important.
 
   “Look, honey. My coworker has been hitting on me the last few months. He’s a very sexy guy and I just know I’m going to end up sleeping with him. I don’t want to cheat on you. That’s why I’m being upfront and honest about this.” She put a hand on my thigh. “I’d like to open up our relationship.”
 
   “You want to have sex with your coworker?”
 
   “Yes, but not just him. I want us to open up to non-monogamy. I think that we should be able to entertain other relationships so long as we do it openly and honestly. We’re both adults and we have needs, and one person can’t offer you everything. I want us to stay together for the rest of our lives as husband and wife, as primary life partners, but that should be a blessing not a curse. We shouldn’t hold that over each other’s heads, restricting each other from the fullness of other possibilities. Life is too short to live that way.”
 
   After a long conversation, in which we discussed our concerns and how this would all work, we agreed to open up our relationship. Julia created accounts on Ashley Madison, Tinder, and a number of other social media apps, in which she presented herself as a “happily married woman” and mother of one looking to start other long-term relationships.
 
   Julia went on her first date with her coworker that weekend. The guy’s name was Townley. She sent me a picture of the two of them together at the club, her holding his arm and looking at him adoringly. I was surprised to see that the guy was black! He towered over her, with a muscular body, dark black skin and dreadlocks. I was at home waiting up for her, and while watching television I kept looking at the picture. I finally went to the bathroom and jerked off, just imagining her getting fucked by her new black lover.
 
   It was almost one in the morning when I got a call from my wife. She wasn’t coming home. She was staying the night at Townley’s apartment.
 
   The next morning, when Julia came home, she seemed to be in a happy mood. I asked her about her date. She told me that they went dancing and had a great time, then went back to his apartment and had sex. She said it kind of reminded her of her old college days because his bachelor pad needed a woman’s touch and was kind of messy. But the sex was amazing, the best in her life. That night, while in bed, she told me all the dirty details of her encounter, including how his black cock was twice as long as my five inch penis and incredibly thick. She described her powerful orgasms in detail as I pistoned my little white penis inside of her. I was so excited that I only lasted a couple of minutes, but Julia just giggled and said that it was okay – Townley had given her enough orgasms to last a week.
 
   Over the upcoming weeks, my wife went on dates with quite a few strangers. Some of the guys were only interested in sex, while Julia wanted to have a full boyfriend/girlfriend relationship with them. After a few months, she eventually settled into having four primary boyfriends, including Townley, and five other guys who were just fuck buddies. Although Julia swears that penis size wasn’t a factor in picking them, I couldn’t help but notice that all of her lovers have at least a thick seven inch cock, and two of her boyfriends (and three of her fuck buddies) are black. She goes on a date with each boyfriend pretty much once a week, and the fuck buddies are rotated in when one of them is busy or she wants some variety.
 
   I’ve been especially interested in having sex with Julia since we opened things up. We used to have sex only one every week or two, but now we have sex once or twice a week. I prefer having sex with her just after she’s had sex with a lover, but that feels slutty to her and she prefers to only have sex with one guy at a time. When I would try to have sex with her at night when she returned home from a date, she would always rebuff me. We’ve started to make love in the morning time. Although it’s not her favorite time of day for sex, she feels like there’s enough of a buffer between her encounters and it keeps her evenings free for her lovers.
 
   One thing I really wanted, though, was to watch her in action with one of her black lovers. I would always get so hot when making love to Julia while she described her dates, and hearing her give me the blow-by-blow (and fuck-by-fuck), but actually seeing her in action was something she never allowed. She wouldn’t even bring the guys to our house to fuck, always going to their place or a motel room. But one Friday night, that changed.
 
   “Hi, honey,” Julia said.
 
   I was sitting on the recliner in the family room watching ESPN. I turned to look and Julia was walking through the front door. Following right behind her were two large, muscular black guys. “This is my boyfriend Townley, who I work with. And this is Zakari, one of Townley’s friends. We’re going to spend the night in our bedroom, so you can sleep in the guest room tonight, okay?”
 
   I could feel my cock getting hard at the thought of my sweet Julia having a threesome with two black guys. Townley asked Julia if we had any liquor, and she directed him to it. He pulled out an extremely expensive bottle of ultra-premium scotch, poured a generous serving into three glasses, and they took their drinks upstairs.
 
   I tried to focus back on ESPN but I couldn’t think about anything but my wife and her black lovers. I walked up the stairs and stood outside of our bedroom door. I could hear talking and one of the black guys was groaning loudly.
 
   “Oh yeah, bitch,” Townley said. “That’s it, that’s right. Suck on my fucking cock.” I could hear some slurping sounds and I could only imagine how beautiful it looked to see his thick black cock inside of her mouth. Then I heard the other guy’s voice. “Mmmm, yeah, baby. Lick that big dick.” In my mind, I pictured her kneeling between the two of them, going back and forth, sucking their dicks. I quietly tried the door handle but it was locked.
 
   “You finally gonna let me fuck that ass?” Townley asked.
 
   “No,” Julia said. “I’m not taking ten inches in my ass. Even Zakari’s seven incher is a stretch.”   
 
   “Oh, it’ll stretch you,” Zakari said. They all laughed.
 
   “I want your big, thick cock in my pussy,” she said pleadingly in a little girl voice. “My little pussy needs your big black cock. It makes her so happy.”
 
   I heard some movement and the bed squeaking. “Mmmm, God yeah,” Julia moaned. “Your cock feels so good inside of me.”
 
   I desperately wanted to see what was going on. There was a flat line on the back of the door handle, as if a screwdriver would fit there. I’d never had to use it, but the guy at Lowe’s told me that you could unlock the door handle with a screwdriver. I slowly walked downstairs, grabbed a butter knife and walked back up to the bedroom door. 
 
   “All right,” Zakari said. “I’m going in.”
 
   I heard Julia groaning and breathing heavily. “Slowly. Go slow.”
 
   I pushed in the middle of the knob with the screwdriver and slowly turned the handle. It opened. I gently pushed open the door just a crack. I could see my beautiful wife on the bed, her body sandwiched between Townley on the bottom and Zakari on top. She was up on her hands, her arms fully extended, her back arched and her mouth open. Townley’s hands were fondling her breasts as Zakari repeatedly penetrated her ass.
 
   “Oh Gaaahhhddd,” she moaned, almost crying. “It feels so fucking intense! My body is totally filled!”
 
   She lowered her body down and began kissing Townley, who wrapped his black arms around her white body. Zakari lowered himself, too, kissing her neck as he continued pounding. I could see that Townley was moving his hips but not able to get much movement, only a couple of inches moving in and out of her overstuff pussy. Zakari, though, was using long thrusts, almost completely exiting her asshole before fully penetrating her.
 
   I closed the door and went to the guest room. Standing next to the wall and thinking of the erotic scene I’d just witnessed, I listened to my wife’s continued moaning as I jerked my little penis. “Oh fuck, I’m cuh-uh-uhhhmmmming!” she screamed, and that sent me over the edge. My penis squirted like a squeezed lemon, drizzling over my fingers and landing on the carpet.
 
   I suddenly felt tired and tried to take a nap. The sounds of the three of them fucking continued, though, and I was soon erect again. I lasted much longer this time, making it through Zakari announcing that he was filling my wife’s ass with his cum and managing to cum simultaneously with Townley. I heard them cooing and whispering afterwards, and I soon fell asleep.
 
   The next morning I woke to a knock on the door. “Hi honey.” It was Julia, completely naked. “Could you hear us through the walls?”
 
   “I sure did,” I replied. “It was hot.”
 
   “We were pretty loud,” she said. “It couldn’t believe how great it felt. We took a shower together and then the guys left, so now it’s just the two of us.” She looked down between her legs. “We fucked again in the shower. I had so many orgasms. My clit was pulsing with every heart beat. Boom boom, boom boom.”
 
   She walked into the room and slipped under the covers with me. She smiled and gave me a kiss, and put her hand on my penis. As she gently stroked it, we kissed and my little thing started to rise. “I think some day maybe we can try a threesome with you and another guy. What do you think?”
 
   My penis got even harder. “God, I’d love that!”
 
   “Zakari was a little big for anal,” she said. “But your five inches, nice and thin, is just the right size for anal sex. You’re the perfect complement to my lovers.” My wife and I kissed passionately and then made sweet love.  
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   * * *
 
   I’d like to tell you about a recent experience of mine. My husband Tyler and I stayed at a cute little cabin in the mountains a few months ago. The pictures of the place on the internet were adorable. They showed a well-decorated wood cabin situated half-way up a well-manicured grassy mountainside with a private lake a few hundred feet below.
 
   According to the web site, the cabin offered two bedrooms and they charged by the room. As only the two of us were going, we paid for one room. We left early in the morning and drove a couple of hours to the mountain range. We picked up the keys to the place at a real estate agency in the nearby town, and then made our way up the mountain until we found the cabin.
 
   “Ella,” my husband said, “it looks like we have company.” Parked in the driveway just outside the cabin’s garage was a large black SUV. Tyler pulled into the driveway, parked our car and looked at me. “I guess somebody else must have rented the other room.”
 
   “That’s okay, honey,” I said, leaning over to kiss him. “We’re on vacation and we’re going to have a great time.” 
 
   We unloaded some of our bags and walked up through the garage into the kitchen. Standing at the gas burning stove and cooking on a cast iron skillet was a tall black man wearing nothing but swimming trunks. He seemed to be in his late thirties. He turned and flashed a white-toothed smile at us, and quickly checked me out. “I guess you’re our neighbors. I’m Navier. My girlfriend, Kaitlyn, she’s in our bedroom getting dressed.”
 
   “Pleased to meet you,” Tyler said. He put down the bags, walked over and shook Navier’s hand. 
 
   I found myself instantly attracted to Navier. Before I met Tyler, I was always attracted to strong, dominant men, and I had dated some black men in the past. But as I entered my late twenties, I knew that I should probably get serious about finding a long-term partner. Although Tyler was kind of geeky and didn’t work out, I thought he would be a faithful partner and a good provider. Tyler had a tiny penis and he really wasn’t much in the sex department, but I knew that you need to make concessions with any partner. I’d pretty much decided that my sex life was over when I settled down with Tyler, that I would just do the missionary position once or twice a month, but just looking at Navier was getting my panties wet. It had been so long since I’d been with a strong, sexy man and I was yearning for that kind of connection.
 
   I heard a door opened and turned to see a beautiful brunette walking out of the bedroom in a bikini. I’m twenty-nine, and Kaitlyn looked to be in her early twenties with large perky breasts and a great ass. Frankly, aside from the age difference and the fact that I’m a blonde, we really didn’t look that much different. She walked over to Navier, put her hands on him and kissed his neck.
 
   Tyler and I went into our bedroom, which was right next to theirs. After putting away our things, we walked out to the kitchen, sat down at the bar and shared some pasta with our new cabin mates. We learned that Navier works in sales for a technology company and Kaitlyn works as a hair stylist, and they were only staying for the weekend. Apparently it’s a timeshare and Navier stays there that week every year. They said they were going to take a dip in the lake, and they asked us if we’d like to join them. We agreed, and after eating we went to our rooms and put on our swim wear.
 
   I hadn’t been planning on wearing my bikini in front of anybody but Tyler. The house had a Jazuzzi as well as a hot tub outside, and I hadn’t even thought about swimming in the lake. Frankly, I was hoping to use this vacation as a little honeymoon for us and as an opportunity to start a family. I’d charted my cycle and I knew that I was ovulating that weekend, so I left my diaphragm at home and I brought clothing that I hoped would get Tyler in the mood. I’d brought two bikinis but they were both small and see-through, leaving little to the imagination, and when I put one on I hesitated to wear it in front of Navier and Kaitlyn. Tyler assured me that I looked great and that we were with friends, and there was nothing to be ashamed of. He reminded me that we had gone naked with friends in hot tubs before, so there wasn’t anything to be worried about.
 
   When I stepped out into the living room, Navier whistled. “Damn, girl, you’re looking fine.” I blushed as he looked me up and down. Tyler just smiled meekly. We donned our sunglasses, went out the glass back door and walked down the grassy hill to the lake. Navier was holding Kaitlyn’s hand as they walked behind us, but I kept sneaking an occasional look back and noticed that Navier couldn’t keep his eyes off of my ass. And clearly he liked what he saw because there was a large bulge in his trunks that was making it difficult for him to walk – he was obviously well hung.
 
   The lake was beautiful, with a large dock, a pontoon raft, and kayaks on the beach. We spent a couple hours swimming and talking, and we each took turns with the kayaks. I learned that Kaitlyn and I share a love of cooking, and she invited me to join her on a shopping trip to the local market and to help her prepare lunch. We had a great time talking, and she mentioned that she and Navier weren’t all that serious, and that they had an open relationship. She told me that Navier was attracted to me and that she wouldn’t be offended if I wanted to spend some alone time with him. I told her that I appreciate the offer but I’m a married woman in an exclusive relationship.
 
   On the drive back up the road, we saw the guys still out on the lake. We started making dinner and, around five o’clock, Kaitlyn asked me to call the guys. But before I could do it, I saw them walking up to the back door. Tyler was out of breath and barely able to walk, and his skin was a deep, bright red. I realized that he’d been outside in the sun for hours without any sunscreen. When I touched his skin, he felt very hot. He took a cold shower, and then I rubbed him down with lotion. As I rubbed in the moisturizer, he told me that he was in serious pain but that he didn’t want his screw-up to ruin the vacation for me. I told him not to worry about me, I just wanted him to feel better.
 
   During dinner, it was clear that Tyler was in pain. After, when we sat down to watch a movie together, Tyler excused himself to go to bed. He took some ibuprofen and sleep medication, and left me with Kaitlyn and Navier. Kaitlyn suggested that we pour some drinks and jump into the hot tub. After making some cocktails, we turned on the hot tub and jumped in.
 
   We each had a couple of drinks in the tub, and it wasn’t long before I felt more than a little tipsy. I couldn’t see what was happening beneath the bubbles but I felt Navier hand rubbing my leg. Then slowly, I felt his hand began to creep up my inner thigh. I don’t know if it was the incredible physical attraction I had for him or the alcohol, but I turned to him. He began kissing me and fondling my breasts while Kaitlyn just looked on. The more we kissed, the hornier I got, and Kaitlyn suggested that we take it to the bedroom. 
 
   Navier took my into the bedroom and locked the door. His bedroom looked just like ours but the floor plan was reversed. The bed was against the wall that separated the rooms, so right next to the bed my husband was sleeping on. Suddenly I thought it was a bad idea, but Navier was unstoppable, kissing me and backing me up toward the bed. I wasn’t sure if Tyler was asleep so I decided I would need to be quiet. As I laid down, Navier dropped his shorts and unleashed his mighty black cock. It dwarfed my husband’s little Vienna sausage, and I eager took it inside of my mouth. It had been years since I’d given a man a blowjob, but it came back to me and I licked and sucked him eagerly. When his black staff was fully erect in my mouth, he pushed me back and got on top of me. He took no time at all, and simply lined his massive cock up at my entrance. The room started spinning a bit so I put a foot on the floor to stop it, but put my other leg up around Navier’s leg. His thick black cock easily slipped inside my wet pussy, its folds lubricated with my ovulation.
 
   My black lover was pushing relentlessly inside of me, like a fox raiding a henhouse for my eggs. The bed was squeaking as he pounded me forcefully, his muscles flexing. The sheer physical pleasure of a large cock is indescribable, and I couldn’t help but moan. His powerful erection was thrusting deep, touching my cervix. With my diaphragm back at home in its case, my fertile white cunt was defenseless against the invading black monster.
 
   “Oh yeah, bitch. Yeah, that’s right. That’s right, I’m cumming!” Navier pushed inside of me and gritted his teeth as he grunted, blasting my cunt with his cream. As I was ovulating, I knew that my fertile cunt was filled with that sticky, stringy mucus, assisting my black lover’s sperm as they swam their way toward my egg. Navier laid in bed beside me, breathing heavily, and we kissed before drifting off to sleep. 
 
   In the morning, I was surprised that Navier was still in my bed. He fucked me doggy style and came inside of me again. Then we took a shower together, and he fucked me hard up against the shower wall. Finally I went and checked on Tyler. He was still in serious pain and decided to stay indoors again, watching television while I frolicked with our cabin mates. He told me that he’d heard me having sex with Navier through the wall and he supported me doing it, considering how he wasn’t able to perform. I kissed him and told him thank you, I will! I had sex with Navier twice each day over the weekend, and one of the times Kaitlyn joined in and made it a threesome.
 
    When Navier and Kaitlyn left, Tyler started feeling better. We actually managed to have sex a couple of times before the week was over. And wouldn’t you guess it – I’m now three months pregnant with a baby boy! Tyler and I are very excited, but Tyler is a little worried that the baby might be black. He’s not racist or anything, but he’s unsure how his family will take it. No matter what happens, though, we will provide a loving and happy household for our newest addition. And guess what? Tyler just surprised me by telling me that he booked us another week at the same cabin for the same week. Maybe this time, Navier and I can try for a girl!
 
    
 
   HE’S NOW A GROWN MAN
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   * * *
 
   “Hey, Mackenzie, did you hear the news?” My wife’s friend Emily, the town gossip, was in the kitchen talking to her. I’d been watching the game in the family room, but at that moment I was in the kitchen grabbing a beer. “Calvon is back at home.”
 
   “Really?” my wife replied. “I was hoping that boy was gone for good.”
 
   “He’s not,” Emily said, smiling ear to ear. “Look out the window and see.” Sure enough, across the street and two doors down, a tall, muscular young man with dark black skin was dribbling a basketball and shooting hoops.
 
    “Damn,” Mackenzie said admiringly. “Calvon has really grown up.”
 
   “Yes he has,” Emily agreed. “He’s looking pretty good, if you ask me.”
 
   Calvon had been a foster care kid that our neighbors had taken in when he was in elementary school. It seemed like a nice thing to do, but frankly the kid was always getting into trouble. In middle school, there were rumors that Calvon was dealing drugs, and he served some time in juvenile detention. Then in high school, he was again arrested, this time in connection with a double homicide a few hours away. It was a grisly crime and one of the victims was disabled and in a wheelchair. But the police couldn’t really prove he was involved and he ended up serving time again in juvenile detention.
 
   That was the last that we’d seen of him. We were glad that he was gone because we thought he was a bad influence for the neighborhood children. But now Mackenzie seemed to be looking at him quite differently now, as a sexy and sexual white woman in her early thirties looking longingly at a strapping young adult black man.
 
   In bed that night, while making love to Mackenzie, I mentioned how attracted she seemed to be to Calvon. Although she denied it, it seemed to get her excited. I asked her how she’d like to feel his strong, young, muscular black body against her soft white flesh, and see if it’s true what they say about black guys. She played back with me, asking if I’d like to see my naughty wife in bed with Calvon, and his thick black cock slipping in and out of her white pussy. We both had a lot of fun fantasizing about Calvon fucking Mackenzie’s brains out but when we went to sleep, I figured that would be the end of it.
 
   “You know, Daniel, I was thinking,” Mackenzie said, sipping on her travel mug of coffee before heading out for work. “We need to have those trees cut in the backyard. It’s been over a month now and I know you’re busy. How about if I hire Calvon? I mean, I don’t know if he’s experienced at tree cutting but we have all the equipment.”
 
   I was a little surprised. I certainly didn’t think my wife only wanted him there to cut the trees, but after our great round of sex the night before, I figured it might be fun to see what happens. “I think that’s a great idea. Just looking at him, I’m sure he’s got the right equipment and he’ll get the job done. What he lacks in experience he’ll make up for with eagerness.”
 
   “Very funny,” she replied. “But seriously, you’re okay with it?”
 
   “I’m fine with it,” I said, heading out the front door. “Have fun.”
 
   That night, Mackenzie told me that she’d approached Calvon and he would be happy to do a little landscaping for us. She said that he’d be over on Thursday night to cut down the trees and haul away the wood. It was an unfortunate choice of day because I always work late on Thursdays, so I wouldn’t be able to watch their interaction. But a coworker agreed to cover my shift on Thursday so I was able to come home and check up on the landscaping job. 
 
   After visiting a friend and running some errands, I arrived back at our house a little after three. I parked down the street and walked up to our house, around the side and peeked over the fence. Sure enough, Calvon had done an excellent job in removing the damaged trees. The wood was still there but it was stacked up nicely.
 
   I opened the fence door to the back yard but I didn’t see him anywhere around. I then looked through the back window. Mackenzie and Calvon were standing in the kitchen. Calvon was wearing shorts and a t-shirt, which was soaked with sweat. My wife, for no apparent reason other than to tease the boy, was wearing tiny jean shorts and a bikini top. They were each drinking what appeared to be glasses of lemonade. Then Mackenzie put down her glass and removed Calvon’s t-shirt. He leaned in and kissed her. Then she took his hand and led him down the hallway, in the direction of our bedroom.
 
   I walked up the deck and quietly sneaked in through the back door. I made my way over to the bedroom but the door was closed. I could hear Mackenzie’s voice and that of her black lover.
 
   “You’ve grown into such a sexy young man,” Mackenzie said.
 
   “Thank you,” Calvon said. “You’re a damn hot woman yourself.”
 
    Then I heard the sounds of kissing. I tried the door handle slowly but it was locked. I walked down the hallway to the den, pulled a hanger out of the closet and bent the top of it straight. I went back to the bedroom door and stuck the straight part of the hanger into the door and turned the handle. It turned and I slowly opened it a crack, just enough to see.
 
   Mackenzie was on her knees in front of Calvon. Her hands were holding his cock, which was easily ten inches long and impossibly thick. “I’d always wanted to fuck a black guy,” Mackenzie said. “I’ve always wanted to feel a real cock inside of me. I’ve only been with one other man besides my husband, and both of them have baby-sized little things.” She had one hand beneath his balls and the other holding his shaft as she took the head into her mouth. Her eyes were locked on Calvon’s as his cock went in and out of her mouth. She began twisting her head as she sucked on it, twirling her tongue around his cock. Mackenzie had given me blowjobs when we were dating but not anymore, and they were never like this.
 
   Amhed was groaning. “Yeah, bitch, that’s right. Suck on that black cock. Take that thick black cock inside of your mouth. Tell me how much you love it. Tell me, bitch.”
 
   “Oooh, I love your big black cock,” my wife said, then went back to sucking on him. Then she stood up, slipped out of her jean shorts, and removed her bikini top. She reached a hand down and began to play with herself. “I’m so fucking wet for you. Do you see that? I don’t get wet like this for my husband, but my pussy needs your cock.”
 
   “Bend over the bed,” he said. “I want to fuck you like a doggy.” As his cock slowly worked its way into my wife’s pussy, she was moaning, praising him for his massive manhood. When he was fully inside of her, he began fucking her slowly with long strokes. “Yeah, you took it all, bitch. Every fucking inch.” He began slowly increasing the speed and it wasn’t long before he was fucking her hard and fast. Mackenzie was moaning the whole time, and twice she cried out in orgasm. The most I’d ever given her was one, and they were just getting started. They fucked with her on top before going into the missionary position, and they spoon-fucked side-by-side for a few minutes before Calvon finally blasted his spunk deep inside my wife’s cunt. My wife was leaning back over her shoulder and kissed him, all the while pumping his shaft with her hand, when I quietly closed the door shut and tiptoed away. 
 
   That was two months ago. All summer long, Calvon has been by our house helping perform all sorts of tasks. I only watched the two of them fucking that one time, but I can tell by their furtive glances that they are still having sex. My love life with Mackenzie has improved dramatically, and we are now having sex a couple of times per week. When I come home and see Calvon is just leaving, I like to insist on sex right then. Mackenzie always resists but eventually relents, and I think we both know that I’m getting sloppy seconds from the neighborhood thug. Her pussy feels velvety smooth and well-lubricated, and I totally love it!  
 
   MY NAUGHTY DREAM GIRL
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   * * *
 
   I’m Christopher. My wife Elizabeth is just turned twenty-eight and I’m thirty. We’ve been married for ten years. We have five children together and she’s currently pregnant with our sixth. We’re very much in love and we couldn’t be happier! When I met Elizabeth, I knew she was the one. She had an incredible body, and she still does thanks to exercise and a strict diet. Thanks to her ample bosom and her cute little bubble butt, she’s always turned heads.
 
   It’s not just her looks, though. My wife is a compassionate and loving woman. She’s a wonderful conversationalist and she’s fun to be with. And she’s blessed with an insatiable sexual appetite.
 
   When I think back, there were people who tried to discourage me from dating Elizabeth. My friends pointed out that she was known as the town slut. A couple of them claimed that she’d slept with almost every black man in the tri-county area. My buddy Jeff went to college with her and said she’d slept with dozens of black guys in college, and that’s just the ones he knew about. The rumor was that she’d bedded the entire basketball team!
 
   Their comments didn’t bother me one bit. Let’s face it, it’s not the 1950’s anymore and women these days have sex before marriage. When you really get down to it, I believe they just didn’t like that she preferred black guys. That’s their choice but I’m not a racist, so I didn’t hold her past against her.
 
   When Elizabeth and I started dating, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. We burned through condoms like they were going out of style. On our honeymoon, we went through three boxes of condoms. Although I couldn’t ever bring her to orgasm through intercourse, I knew that most women aren’t able to cum that way and I was able to bring her to climax through oral sex. We were both happy with our relationship.
 
   About three or four months after our honeymoon, living together in our new home, I started seeing some signs that worried me. Our sex life had gone from three or four times a week to once or twice a month. Elizabeth was going out for drinks with her girlfriends a couple times a week. She was also staying late at work. I noticed that she was often texting secretly on her cell phone. And one time, while driving through the downtown, I saw a woman who looked just like Elizabeth sitting in the passenger seat of a car with a black guy wearing sunglasses. I called her to see if it was her. Although the woman in the car looked down at her phone briefly, then chatted and laughed with the black guy driving the car, the call went to voice mail so I don’t know if that was actually her. When I asked her about it that night, she said that she was at work and didn’t even hear my call. A couple days later, I sneaked a look at her phone and saw pictures and videos of her kissing and having sex with black guys, including the guy who was driving that car.
 
   Confronted with indisputable evidence, Elizabeth admitted everything to me. Although she didn’t mind the sex we had, she missed the stronger, more dominant sexual style of her black lovers. She also wasn’t happy with the size of my penis, saying it was simply too small to please her physically and she often couldn’t feel much of anything when I was inside of her. Her black lovers had much larger packages, she said, and the combination of their innate sexual ability and superior equipment never failed to give her powerful orgasms from intercourse. Elizabeth apologized and assured me that she loved me with all of her heart, but she refused to stop sleeping with her black lovers. I responded that I could accept her having lovers as long as she was honest with me about everything.
 
   From that point on, our relationship really strengthened in every way. Not only were we closer as a couple, but our sex life became hotter than ever. We now have sex nearly every day. Elizabeth goes out with her black lovers and gets royally fucked, then comes home to me. Sometimes she has me lay back and jacks me off while telling me all the dirty details of her latest sexual encounter. Other times I roll on a condom and take my sloppy seconds, slipping my cock inside her slick, semen-coated cunt. Just knowing that our fuck is lubricated by the combined juices of my wife and her black lover excites me to no end, and I quickly blast off deep inside the condom. 
 
   Like I said, we couldn’t be happier together. I love all five of my children and I couldn’t love them any more if their skin were as fair as mine and Elizabeth’s. As far as we’re concerned, she’s their mother and I’m their father. The way I look at it, Elizabeth’s black lovers are the ones being used. They’re bringing excitement to our marriage bed. Sure, they’re getting sexual satisfaction out of barebacking my wife but most of them leave once she tells them she’s pregnant. I’m the only man who is getting the joy and satisfaction of raising these children. And Elizabeth tells me that, in a certain way, I’m actually her best lover of all because I’ve discovered how to please her in bed – by allowing her black lovers!  
 
    
 
   HANDSOME BLACK ROOMMATE
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   * * *
 
   “Oh, God, baby,” my wife Khloe said, moaning as she was pounded hard by her black lover, Damitri. He was tall and dark skinned, with broad shoulders and a muscular body. She’d met him at her workplace and asked me if I’d allow her to make love with him just once. She’d always wondered about black guys and she’d heard from a co-worker that Damitri was well-equipped.
 
   I agreed to let her try him that once. Sure enough, the rumors about him were true.
 
   “God, it feels so good, baby,” my wife moaned. “So big and thick, I feel so full inside. You’re hitting all the right places. Even places I didn’t know existed.” She looked into his eyes with a look of awe. “This is sex. Finally I know. This is what sex is supposed to be!” She looked over at me. “Caleb, you know we can’t be the same after experiencing this, right, baby?”
 
   It was an erotic scene to be sure. I was sitting in the corner and masturbating as I watched them.  Damitri didn’t perform cunnilingus on her or try to stimulate her manually, yet my wife was orgasming over and over. He just concentrated on himself and his own pleasure, in position after position, and by just being himself he brought Khloe off easily and repeatedly.
 
   I came twice while watching them. They made love three more times that night, and they did it again in the shower the next morning. After he left, Khloe sat me down for a talk.
 
   “I want to keep dating him.” She said firmly. “I’m going to keep dating him. I had no idea that sex could be like that. You’re a nice guy and I love you, but I need him. I need that in my life.”
 
   Khloe made it clear that if I didn’t accept Damitri as her lover, she would leave me. I wasn’t happy about it but I wanted to keep our family together – after all, we had two children together. For the next couple of months, Damitri came over to our house three or four times a week to have sex with my wife in our bed. Those nights, I would sleep in the guest room.
 
   Then Damitri and Khloe sat me down. They wanted to live together as a couple, and they wanted me to move out.
 
   “It’s an hour drive for me each way to get here from my apartment,” Damitri said. “I want to fuck your wife’s sweet pussy every day.” Of course, Khloe was only giving me sex once or twice a month, but three or four times a week wasn’t enough for her black stud.
 
   I refused. “This is my house. If you want to live together, she can move in with you.”
 
   That’s exactly what happened. Khloe moved in with black lover about an hour away. She’s now getting royally fucked once or twice a day. The kids still live with me and she visits them every other weekend. What Damitri doesn’t know, though, is that she’s cheating on him with me. I’m still getting some action off of my wife once or twice a month. She has sex with Damitri on a Saturday morning, then she stops by and I ravish her, eating her semen-soaked beaver. Then I slip inside of her loose, spent cunt and fuck her further. It’s a great situation, really. I’m getting as much sex as ever.
 
   There’s one thing that’s happened, though, that I’m not sure about. I had a vasectomy after our second child was born, and now Khloe is pregnant with Damitri’s baby. He’s told Khloe that he wants a large family and he expects me to raise the children at my house – and, since I’m the husband and any of Khloe’s babies are “my” children, he expects me to pay the full cost for them. Khloe just had an ultrasound and it’s going to be a boy, and our kids are excited that they have a baby brother on the way.
 
   For his part, Damitri tells me that he loves the whole situation. He gets to start a family without having the financial responsibility or having to discipline the kids. Any children he has with Khloe will call him “Uncle Damitri,” and he will visit his biological children every once in a while and spoil them. And by having me take care of the day-to-day child rearing and expenses, Khloe will be free to focus on her relationship with Damitri. I don’t know how this will all work out, but I’m excited to start this new chapter in our lives!
 
   TOO HOT TO STOP
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   * * *
 
   “Hey, honey.” It was my wife Alyssa’s voice. “I’m going to pick up some groceries. I’ll be back around eight or so.”
 
   Why would it take her over two hours to go to the grocery store? That had me suspicious. But what had me even more suspicious was the fact that two doors down from the store was Ornell, her black ex-boyfriend.
 
   Alyssa and I had some difficulties and we decided to “take a break” a little less than a year ago. I assumed that we were just spending time apart and we were still a monogamous couple. Then I discovered that Alyssa was dating another guy. They lived together for six months. From what I’ve heard, there was a lot of fighting between them, and some domestic violence allegations as well.
 
   When Alyssa knocked on my door, I found her there with a black eye, crying and begging me to take her back. Of course I relented and we moved back in together. It was nice to be a couple again but  there were still problems. When we made love, I could tell Alyssa wasn’t sexually satisfied. She told me that Ornell’s cock was much larger than mine, but she swore that my “little wiener” was okay, too.
 
   It wasn’t just size, though. Alyssa said that Ornell was better in bed because he had so much more experience. Her black lover, she claimed, had slept with over a hundred women. (Although he may have as many as twenty kids, he only admits to six of them and claims that “the bitches are just trying to pin their kids on me.”) Often when we’d have sex, I knew that she was fantasizing about her black stud.
 
   After quickly changing out of my work clothes, I decided that I would drive over to the grocery store and see what was really happening. Sure enough, I found Alyssa’s car in the parking lot but after walking through the store, I couldn’t find her. I left the store and walked down to Ornell’s house. Standing behind a bush, I peeked in through the bedroom window. Sure enough, Alyssa was naked and laying in the bed with Ornell, who was wearing only a pair of boxer shorts. They were kissing and caressing each other.
 
   “You couldn’t resist this black cock, could you?” Ornell said.
 
   My wife reached into his shorts and began gently tugging on his cock. “I miss it so much. It feels so good inside of me. Your cock is like a mighty oak tree and my husband’s is like a little twig. I can’t really feel Connor inside of me. The only way I can tell that we’re having sex is that he’s moving his hips.”
 
   Ornell chuckled. “Yeah, you love that black cock, bitch. Go on and suck it. Suck on that black cock.”
 
   Alyssa pulled his boxers down around his ankles, exposing his formidable manhood. Although he wasn’t fully erect, he was a good nine inches long and as thick as a fat cucumber. My wife eagerly took his cock in her hands and began to lavish it with attention, her tongue licking and swirling over it, then taking it into her mouth. Alyssa hardly ever gave me a blowjob, saying that it was “dirty,” but here she was gobbling his black cock like a woman obsessed. Soon, Ornell was fully erect.
 
   “Let’s do it doggy,” he said.
 
   My wife got on her hands and knees. Ornell got behind her and slowly began to penetrate her.
 
   “Oh, God,” Alyssa moaned. “It’s so big. It feels so good.” As he inched his way inside of her, deeper with each thrust, she continued to praise him and his cock. I’d always thought that my wife was just quiet in bed, but she wasn’t quiet at all with Ornell.
 
   “Yeah, bitch,” Ornell said, reaching down and around her leg to play with her clit. The bed was squeaking loudly as they rocked. “Your pussy feels real good. Nice and tight.”
 
   “Ooooohh,” Alyssa moaned. She was breathing heavily and clearly was enjoying the action. “I’m cumming, baby!”
 
   I couldn’t believe it. Alyssa seldom orgasmed with me, and even when she did it always took a long time. But Ornell was able to get her off quickly and repeatedly. When I would feel my wife orgasm, I would lose control and climax but Ornell just kept pounding her, putting her through four orgasms.
 
   They moved into the missionary position, kissing passionately as Ornell pistoned his cock deep inside of my wife’s cunt. “It feels so good, baby,” Alyssa cooed. “My pussy feels so good with a big cock. I love you, Ornell!” Then she began having another orgasm just as Ornell’s muscular body tensed up. I could see his huge black balls jerking as he filled my wife’s cunt with his baby batter.
 
   “I love you, baby,” Alyssa said, looking deep into his eyes. Ornell leaned down and kissed her, saying, “I love you, too.” His cock was still embedded in my wife’s cunt, and I could see some of his cum oozing out around his thick black barrel.
 
   I sneaked away and went back home. When my wife arrived home from the grocery store, she was very happy and pleasant. When I made love to her that night, she felt looser than usual, but I think we both were excited knowing that Ornell had fucked her earlier in the day. We both orgasmed and it was some of the best sex we’ve had in years!
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   * * *
 
   Lily’s eyes were wide and excited. “Dylan, honey, I finally got a job!”
 
   Lily had stayed home after our first child was born. With the baby now in day care, my wife had started applying for various jobs in retail and restaurants. She was having trouble finding work but now she’d gotten a job offer from a nearby fast food restaurant. 
 
   During her interview, my wife met Leeshawn, a strong, handsome black man who worked there as a manager. The guy was in his early twenties, so he was a few years younger than my wife. I wasn’t surprised when Lily told me that he was attracted to her. My wife is a blonde knockout, and even after the baby she got back her hourglass figure by working out and eating right.
 
   “That’s wonderful,” I said, hugging her. She said she started on Monday.
 
   Lily was having a great time at her new job. After the first couple of weeks, I noticed that she seemed a little distant and that she was texting a lot. She said she was texting with her friend Jane, but she kept the phone away from me whenever I would walk by. I decided that I would stop by her work and see what was going on.
 
   I told my supervisor that I felt sick and needed to leave early, then I drove over to the burger joint. When I arrived, I walked through the entrance door near the bathrooms so she couldn’t see me. I then walked over to the farthest part of the dining tables, sitting behind a pole so that she wouldn’t easily be able to see me.
 
   I was there for over an hour watching but I didn’t see anything unusual. But then I saw Leeshawn walk up from the back office. He stood behind the counter, walked over to Lily and whispered in her ear. She nodded and took his hand, then they walked out and toward the bathrooms. I saw them walk inside the men’s room and Leeshawn put a yellow “cleaning” sign on the door. I waited a couple minutes then opened the door a crack and peeked inside. 
 
   “Yeah, like that, bitch.” Leeshawn had his slacks and underwear around his ankles. Lily was on her knees, sucking on his cock. The thing was huge, twice as long as mine and incredibly thick. She hardly ever gave me a blowjob, but she was sucking her boss’s cock with abandon, massaging his shaft with her tongue and swirling it around his cockhead as she played with his balls.
 
   Then Lily dropped her slacks and she bent over, her hands against the wall and her face up only inches away from the urinal. Leeshawn ran his cockhead menacingly over her pussy, then pressed the head inside and began working the shaft inside. Lily was grunting and breathing heavily as he penetrated her.
 
   “God, it’s good,” Lily said. “I love how thick you are. It feels so right for my pussy. I never knew that sex could be so good.”
 
   “Yeah,” Leeshawn said, holding her hips as he fucked her. “You’re a fuckin’ whore for black dick, ain’t ya?”
 
   “Give me that black cock, baby,” she said, her head bobbing forward into the urinal. “It’s so fucking good. So fucking big and thick.”
 
   “Here it comes, bitch,” he said. He gripped her waist hard and pressed deep inside of her. His black cock jerked over and over, his balls twitching as they released hundreds of millions of sperm up inside of her cunt. Leeshawn sighed and took a half-step back. His black serpent slithered out of my wife’s blonde cunt, and a dollop of semen gushed out and onto the floor.
 
   “Shit, bitch, you better clean that shit up!” Leeshawn said as they both pulled up their pants. As they checked themselves in the mirror, I walked away from the door and out of the restaurant.
 
   It’s been three months now. Lily still loves her job and Leeshawn has even promoted her to assistant manager. And our sex life has improved – Lily’s sex drive had been abysmal but now she wants sex all the time. When I’m fucking her, I think about the time I watched Leeshawn fill her with his seed. It’s so hot!
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   * * *
 
   “What do you think, Zachary?” she asked, sitting on the couch next to me.
 
   “I don’t know,” I replied.
 
   My twenty-four-year-old wife Brianna had just presented me with the most unbelievable idea. She’d met Waylen, a black man in his late sixties who sometimes dined at her restaurant. Waylen had a terminal illness and had only a couple years to live. His wife was unable to conceive and she’d died a few years ago, and now Waylen didn’t have anybody close to him to inherit his fortune. He claimed he was worth over five million dollars, and given that his house alone was worth well over a million, it seemed plausible to me.
 
   Waylen told Brianna that he really wanted to leave his fortune to his flesh and blood child. And he asked Brianna if she would carry his child.
 
   “Zachary, it’s not just his money,” my wife said. “I’d get his Social Security benefits to help pay for the baby until it turns eighteen.” She leaned in. “After I have his baby, we’ll have our own.” Although I was hesitant at first, after some long and serious discussion, we decided that it made sense for us.
 
   When Brianna told Waylen, she said he was elated. She quickly went off the pill and began tracking her cycle. She pinpointed when she would be ovulating, and she took the week off from work. I moved into the guest room for the week so that Waylen could sleep in our bed with my wife.
 
   When Waylen arrived in blue jeans and a dress shirt, pulling his luggage behind him, I was surprised at how good he looked. He was tall, handsome and dark-skinned. Although he was clearly an older gentleman, he had kept himself in great shape, with a muscular physique. He had a strong grip and I was a little intimidated by him.
 
   When Brianna arrived at the door to greet him, she was wearing nothing but sexy lingerie. She had to lean up to kiss him, and he put his powerful arms around her. They seemed a little too familiar and friendly together, and I suddenly wondered whether this was really the first time that they were going to have sex. My wife led her black lover to our bedroom and helped him put his stuff away.
 
   Brianna and Waylen embraced and kissed, all the while slowly removing their clothes. When his shorts came off, I was surprised at the size of his cock. It had to be ten inches long and as thick as my wrist! My wife dropped to her knees and took his black cock into her mouth. She was corkscrewing her head, giving him a world-class blowjob while massaging his sack. His head was leaning back and he was moaning as his cock hardened even further. I was surprised that he was so hard at his age!
 
   Then Brianna laid down on the bed and spread her legs wide. Waylen got up between her legs. He rubbed the head of his cock over his slit, wetting it and rubbing her clit, then finally pressed it into her entrance.
 
   “Oh, wow!” Brianna said, her eyes growing. “That’s so big!” As he pressed in deeper, she was in heaven. “It feels so good, Waylen. I had no idea a cock could feel like that. I feel so full! It’s touching all the right places.”
 
   Waylen lowered himself onto his elbows and began kissing Brianna as his hips pumped hard. My wife was moaning loudly, despite her mouth filled with Waylen’s tongue. Her delicate white arms went up over his powerful black shoulders, holding him close to her. She lifted her legs up and locked her ankles behind his waist. “Oh god, I’m cumming!” she announced. I could see her belly contracting involuntarily as his mighty black cock brought her to climax. A couple of minutes later, she groaned through a second orgasm.
 
   Finally, Waylen couldn’t take any more. “Here I come, baby!” He pushed in balls deep and fired his seed deep inside my wife’s fertile cunt. Brianna began to climax again, simultaneously orgasming with her black lover. I saw his thick black shaft pulsing as he deposited a few more blasts of baby batter into her womb. They again kissed, then he rolled off of her.
 
   The entire week Brianna and Waylen were having sex, sometimes in the bedroom but also throughout the house, wherever the mood struck them. Some nights, while I was sleeping in the guest room, I could hear my wife’s powerful orgasms and I masturbated to the sounds. Of course, Brianna and I didn’t have any sex that week. And after Waylen left, we used condoms until the pregnancy test confirmed that my wife was pregnant.
 
   All throughout the pregnancy, Waylen would still have sex with my wife. Sometimes he would stop by late at night when I was sleeping, let himself into our house and slip into bed with my wife. When the sounds of them making love would wake me up, I would just kiss Brianna and excuse myself to the guest room.
 
   When we went for the first ultrasound, we learned some wonderful news – Brianna was pregnant with triplets! Waylen was proud as peaches when he heard the news. When the babies were born, he cut the umbilical cords and signed the birth certificates. Unfortunately, though, my wife had a bad blood infection and nearly died in childbirth. The doctors told her that it would be very dangerous to have any more children, so she had her tubes tied at the hospital.
 
   A few months later, Waylen passed away. We found out that Waylen didn’t actually have millions of dollars after all, but our children did inherit his house and Social Security is helping to defray the cost of raising them. But I don’t really care about the cost. I love our kids – two boys and a girl – and I couldn’t be any happier if their skin were as white as mine!
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   * * *
 
   “Now, boy,” yelled Andre, my wife’s menacing and intimidating black lover. “Get down on your knees, boy!”
 
   I fell to my knees on the basement floor, wearing nothing but a pair of white cotton briefs. I had a ball gag in my mouth and my hands tied behind my back as I knelt in front of Andre, my wife Amber’s black lover. He stood there wearing nothing but a pair of blue jeans, his enormous African manhood creating a noticeable bulge in the crotch of his jeans. He stood nearly 6’3 with broad shoulders and a tattooed, muscular body.
 
   “Kiss my feet, boy,” he ordered. Instantly, I did as I was told. Andre opened up the door to the large dog cage he’d ordered with my credit card. It was sitting right under the basement staircase. “Get inside, now!”
 
    I stood up, walked over to the cage, kneeled down and leaned inside, onto my left arm. Dre came over and pushed me, getting my body fully inside the crate. 
 
   “That’s a good boy, Benjamin!” Amber was standing next to him wearing nothing but a see-through negligee. She leaned upward to receive a kiss from her black stud and turned back to me. “We’ll check on you in the morning.” She closed the door on the cage and padlocked it.
 
   As I heard them walking up the stairs to the main level, I tried to make myself comfortable. The cage had a cold, plastic bottom and it was sitting on the concrete. Our basement was somewhat cool and I knew that it would be difficult to get to sleep without proper clothing or even a blanket. In all likelihood, I was going to be up all night shivering.
 
   “Nnnnnhhh!” I tried to make as much noise as possible but I couldn’t with the ball gag. Hoping to get their attention while I still could, I knocked hard on the top of the cage.
 
   “Be quiet,” my wife said sternly. Then the light went out and the basement went completely dark. “Good night.” I heard the door close and their footsteps walking away. For a couple of minutes, I was sitting there in silence, wondering what to do.
 
   “Mmmm…” I could hear my wife moaning. Luckily, the air duct to our bedroom was right over the cage, and they conducted sound very well. “Oh, yes, Dre. I want you badly!”
 
    “Yeah, bitch,” he replied. “You want my black cock, don’cha?”
 
   “I love your black cock.” I heard his belt buckle clink, while she was no doubt removing his pants. “It’s so much bigger than my husband’s.”
 
   “Yeah, suck on that cock, bitch… Yeah, that’s right. That’s right… Work it with your mouth.”
 
   I could hear the sounds of licking and sucking, and the occasional “pop” sound. I’d seen his cock in her mouth many times, and I knew what it looked like. She was struggling to pleasure his impressive manhood, taking as much into her mouth as she could, and it would make the popping sound when it slipped out. Dre was groaning deeply.
 
   “Bend over, bitch. I want to fuck your white pussy like a fucking dog.” Soon I heard Amber begin to moan and I knew that he was plowing her good with his African cunt-pleaser. My wife had told me that while Dre’s bazooka feels amazing and pleases her far better than my little squirt gun, sometimes it almost feels like it’s too much and she has trouble taking it all. In particular, she doesn’t like it when his cock hits her cervix in the doggy style position. But Dre had learned to only penetrate her with a little more than half of his cock, and that seemed to work for both of them. Judging by her moans, his thick member was giving her some incredible pleasure. I could hear smacking sounds as well, and I knew that he was spanking her hard on the ass.
 
   Just then I heard the heater click on. 
 
   My four inch penis was fully erect. Although it’s only as thick as my thumb, it was hard as a rock from the incredible sounds I was hearing. I desperately needed to masturbate but my hands were tied behind my back. And while some guys might be able to jerk off without lubrication, I can’t jerk off without it. I wanted to spit onto my penis but the ball gag prevented it. I moved my body flat against the plastic surface. I began dry humping the cold bottom of the cage, my little penis rubbing against my underpants. I heard my wife moaning in orgasm in our bedroom above as I dry humped in earnest. 
 
   “Oh, God, bitch,” Dre said. “I’m gonna cum deep inside of your tight white cunt.”
 
   “Do it, baby,” my wife moaned. “You’re so sexy, Dre. I want to have your black babies.”
 
   A couple of weeks ago, Dre had ordered Amber to stop taking the Pill. She handed me the pills and Dre directed me to flush them down the toilet. As I pulled the handle, I knew that we were going to a new level of domination. I knew that I would be raising his children, but I didn’t know about the dog cage and ball gag. I kept rubbing, needing desperately to cum, but the cold from the cage’s bottom and the cotton from my underpants weren’t helping. I lowered myself even further so that my ball sack would rub fully against the floor.
 
    “That’s right, bitch. I’m gonna nut. Gonna nut in your white pussy. Gonna nut!” Dre grunted as my wife moaned, and I knew he was filling her with his seed. 
 
   Suddenly, I felt my balls release. I whimpered into the basement darkness as my boyhood sprayed, wetting my underpants with sticky semen. As the lovers kissed and whispered upstairs, I managed to drift asleep to the hum of the heater.    
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   * * *
 
   “Hey Kaylee, did you hear about Taylor’s baby?”
 
   We were sitting on our back deck having some lemonade. Our next-door neighbor Emily was gossiping with my wife about a woman who lives four houses down from us and was nine months pregnant. Emily’s husband Chris wasn’t home yet from work, so we were hanging out.
 
   “No, I haven’t,” my wife replied.
 
   “Her husband isn’t the father. She’s going to have a black baby!”
 
   “Seriously?” Kaylee’s mouth was agape. “She’s sleeping with a black guy?”
 
   “With Cassady.” Emily nodded as she poured Kaylee another glassful. “The pregnancy wasn’t an accident, either. She was trying to get pregnant by Cassady. She makes Joe wear a condom whenever they make love and doesn’t use protection with Cassady, so she pretty much knew that it was her black lover’s baby. But they did a DNA test and confirmed it.”
 
   “Wow,” I said. “So how is Joe taking that?”
 
   “He knew about it all along. Not long after she started dating Cassady, she told Joe that she felt a strong desire to carry Cassady’s child. To his credit, Joe supported her. He says he’s the father of any baby his wife has, no matter the color, and he’s going to raise it as his own.”
 
   “I think that’s wonderful,” my wife said, holding my hand. “It’s very mature of Joe to look at it that way. I’d love to do that, too, if Dylan would support me.”
 
   Both women were looking at me. It felt awkward, and I said, “I don’t know…”
 
   Emily leaned forward with a devilish gleam in her eyes. “Don’t tell anyone, but I’ve been having sex with Cassady, too. I can’t resist, he’s just so damn sexy! It took me a while to get Chris to agree to let me sleep with him. The last couple months, I’ve been trying to get Chris to agree to raising Cassady’s baby. So far he says no, but I think he’ll come around. They always do.”
 
   She had a point. There were already three white couples in our neighborhood raising one of Cassady’s black babies, and now Taylor and Joe were going to make four. I’d already known about seven wives in our social circle who were having sexual relationships with Cassady, and now Emily made eight.  Odds were that it wouldn’t be long before those wives, too, became pregnant with their black stud’s babies.
 
   It wasn’t all that surprising that the neighborhood wives were interested in Cassady. He was handsome, tall and dark-skinned, with a powerful muscular physique. He was charming, charismatic and sexy. Whenever we would see him at a social event, the women were always checking him out, looking at him longingly. And if the rumors were true, he was well-hung and an amazing lover.
 
   When we got home, Kaylee told me that she wanted to have a sexual relationship with Cassady. She assured me that she loved me and it wasn’t a threat to our relationship, it was totally physical. I felt uncomfortable with the idea, but we talked about all of our concerns. In the end, I agreed that she could have a sexual relationship with Cassady and she agreed that I wouldn’t lose out in the bedroom because of her extracurricular activities. As soon as I agreed, she informed me that she had a date with Cassady at the beach set for Thursday afternoon. (He’d approached her a few days before and apparently she was so confident that I’d say yes that she’d already accepted his offer!)
 
   When Thursday came, I was anxious for hours while she was gone. As soon as she stepped in the door, I pounced on her, kissing her and leading her to the bedroom. I found that her pussy hair was matted down with flecks of sticky white semen and her slot was filled with cream. As I ate her out, she explained that she and Cassady had set out a beach blanket and began to spend some time on the beach, but then it started raining hard. They quickly gathered up their stuff and ran back to Cassady’s car. While waiting in the car, they began having sex. They only took off their bottoms, hoping that people would think they were just making out. As she described it, Cassady’s cock was eight inches long and thick as a beer bottle. She was riding on top of him, slowly impaling herself on his huge member and it felt fantastic as she kissed him wildly, slowly grinding. Between the excitement of having sex in public and the feeling of his new, huge cock, Kaylee came three times.
 
   When I finished eating her out, Kaylee told me that I should use a condom. She said that Cassady wants her to have his baby, and she doesn’t want to take the chance of accidentally getting pregnant by me. I opened up the dresser, found a condom, rolled it down my cock, and got back into bed. It felt amazing when I slipped my condom-clad penis inside my wife’s wet, used vagina. I rubbed it in and out for a few minutes before filling the condom.
 
   Cassady has now been dating my wife for a few months now. Our neighbor Taylor had her baby, and her husband Joe is now a doting father to their beautiful black baby daughter. And the rumor has it that Taylor might not be finished having black babies, as Cassady now wants her to try for a boy. My wife recently took a pregnancy test and we were excited to learn that we also have a baby on the way. I haven’t touched her without a condom since she’s been dating Cassady, but I’m the husband and that makes it my baby so I’ll raise it as my own. Our neighbor Emily just found out that she’s pregnant, too, but I’m sure that doesn’t surprise you. Supposedly she was on the Pill, but the Pill isn’t 100% - especially when the wife is dating a sexy, well-hung black stud. It’s crazy just how much pleasure and diversity one black man can bring to a neighborhood! 
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   * * *
 
   “I told you it wouldn’t be easy, Gavin,” my wife Alexis said, standing over my shoulder as I looked at the computer screen. “It’s almost impossible to find a single woman who wants to play with a couple. They call them ‘unicorns’ because they’re so rare.”
 
   Ever since Alexis informed me that she was bisexual (or at least bi-curious), I’d wanted to try and spice up our marriage with another woman. But I wasn’t having any luck finding an attractive single woman who would want to play with a couple. Most of the women were singles looking for another single or a couple looking to play with another couple.
 
   “Wait a sec,” Alexis said, pointing at the screen. “What about that girl, Anna? She’s really cute!”
 
   “Nope, it says she’s in a relationship,” I pointed out. “Anna and her boyfriend are looking for a couple to swing with.”
 
   “Couldn’t we try that?” Alexis asked, putting her arms around my chest and resting her head on my shoulder. “We could play another couple, couldn’t we?”
 
   “Hey, I don’t mind you having sex with another woman but I’m not touching another man.”
 
   “No, silly. I mean you have sex with the girl, I’ll have sex with the guy, and then we’ll work a little lesbian action into it. We can then work that into a threesome.”
 
   It wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind, but I really liked the way she was interested in Anna. Frankly, I thought Anna was cute, too. I figured we should give it a try. I sent a message to Anna with a picture of me and my wife, explained that we were a couple and that we’d be interested in having some sexy time either with her alone or with her boyfriend. The next day, I received a message back that they’d like to meet up. We invited them over to our house that weekend.
 
   When Anna arrived, she was even cuter than she looked in her picture. She had sandy blonde hair with cute freckles. Her breasts weren’t large but Alexis actually prefers women on the smaller side. Honestly, as I gave her a hug, I felt my penis begin to rise. When she then hugged Alexis, I went to full-on semi at the thought of those two together.
 
   Then her boyfriend stepped inside, and my nascent erection quickly died and went limp. He had to be 6’4 or taller, simply towering over us. He was a dark skinned black man with a muscular physique. He introduced himself as Terran.
 
   “Oh my God, he’s gorgeous,” Alexis told Anna as she hugged Terran. From the look on her face and the way she was acting, I could tell that my wife was totally smitten by this powerful black stud.
 
   “Thanks,” Anna said, looking over at me. “Gavin is cute, too. I think we’re going to have fun.”
 
   Over cocktails, we learned that Anna is a computer technician and that Terran is a personal trainer. I’d been wondering how he was able to maintain such a perfectly sculpted body and that explained it. The sexual chemistry between my wife and Terran was palpable. She was pretty much ignoring Anna, totally flirting with Terran and acting like a giddy school girl.
 
   When we got to the bedroom, I started making out Anna. Terran, for his part, had his hands all over my wife’s body just a few feet away from me. I realized that the four of us were about to have sex on our king size bed at the same time. I quickly removed Anna’s clothes, down to her bra and panties, and he her lying down on our bed. She raised her hips as I slipped off her lacy white panties, revealing a hairy blonde muff. I slowly kissed her inner thighs and made my way up to her pussy, slowly licking her. She moaned softly as I licked her.
 
   Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my wife on her knees, jerking Terran’s cock. The thing was huge, probably ten inches long and thick as a beer bottle. Alexis was jerking it while looking up into his eyes, a huge smile on her face. “I love your cock,” she said, then lowered her head and began sucking. I turned my attention back to Anna and I continued eating her out, managing to bring her to orgasm.
 
   Anna then had me lay down while she began to suck my cock. Next to me, my wife was laying on her back and Terran was aiming his huge black monster at her small, delicate entrance. I was afraid that she wouldn’t be able to take it all but he inched his way inside of her. The look on Alexis’s face was amazing, a mixture of pleasure and astonishment. Her legs were locked around his waist as he began fucking her with long strokes, almost pulling out of her before plunging back in. “Shit, it feels good,” Alexis said, her breathing hard and labored. “I’m cumming,” she said through gritted teeth. Her moans turned into groans, then outright growling as her body tensed and bucked up against her black lover’s powerful body. It was an intense orgasm, of a magnitude I’d only seen her experience one time and that was using a vibrator.
 
   I looked down and Anna smiled at me. “Your penis is really cute. I love how it fits so easily inside of my mouth.” After a couple minutes, she got up on top of me and slipped my cock inside of her. I noticed that her pussy felt rather loose but I suspected that her well-hung boyfriend had stretched her out. It felt nice though as she rode me, and I loved seeing her breasts in my face. But it was so hard to concentrate with Alexis getting royally fucked right next to me.
 
   Anna asked to try doggy style. When I got behind her and put it inside of her cunt, she said, “No, fuck my ass, baby. I love anal but Terran is so big that I can’t take it. You’re the perfect size for anal.” Although I’m not a big fan of that, I complied and slowly worked my way inside of her. Next to us, in a squeaky voice, I heard my wife say she was cumming again. Her face contorted and holding her breath, then almost crying as she moaned through another orgasm. Alexis came two more times before Terran finally unloaded his sperm deep inside my wife’s womb. Alexis and Terran then made out and watched me fuck Anna. I only lasted a few more minutes before my semen squirted inside her ass.  
 
   That was a couple of months ago. We’ve had Terran and Anna come over a couple of times, but so far we haven’t yet had our threesome. Although I enjoy having sex with Anna, she pretty much only wants oral and anal from me. (Recently she admitted that she can hardly feel my penis inside of her because Terran has her so stretched out. That didn’t help my ego but at least she’s honest.) Alexis is now seeing Terran alone two or three times a week, sometimes at our place and sometimes at his. I knew when we got into swinging that I might have to see my wife getting fucked by another guy, but I didn’t expect the guy to be so well-endowed or that he’d be able to get her off so powerfully. I recently brought up the idea of the threesome with Anna and she seems interested. I hope we can finally make it happen.
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   * * *
 
   “Honey, we need to talk.”
 
   When my wife Emily said that, sitting next to me on the couch, I knew it was serious. “Lester wants another baby.”
 
   I was shocked when I heard it. When Emily and I met three years ago, she was four months pregnant by Lester, a dark-skinned black man who was fifteen years older than her. They weren’t in any kind of relationship, other than a sexual one. She hoped that Lester would marry her but Lester already had five children by four other women, so he clearly wasn’t the marrying kind. When our daughter was born, I signed an affidavit of paternity and put my name on the birth certificate so that she would clearly be our child.
 
   
  
 

Once or twice a year, Lester would stop by our house to see his daughter. I’d always assumed that would be the extent of his involvement with Emily. But now he wanted her to have another of his children.
 
   “But honey,” I said defensively. “I thought we were going to try for our own baby?”
 
   “I know, Michael,” my wife said. “But Lester and I only have a girl. He wants to try for a boy. You’ve been a great father to our daughter but Lester pointed something out. He’s concerned that if we have our own children, his daughter might be treated second-best. That wouldn’t be fair.” She put a hand on my leg. “I want our children to have the same mother and father. It’s the best thing for them. You understand, don’t you?”
 
   Although I wasn’t happy about it, it made perfect sense. I agreed to her plan.
 
   After Emily gave birth, we’d used condoms for birth control because we were planning on trying for a child. She was tracking her cycle and we knew she was starting her ovulation that night. The timing was perfect, so she invited Lester over our house to spend the night. When he arrived, in a matter of minutes they were in our bedroom and their clothes on the floor.
 
   Lester ran his large black hands over Emily’s thin frame. I was impressed at how muscular he was for a man in his forties, with huge biceps and broad shoulders. His cock was nearly a foot long and as thick as a vacuum hose, fully erect against her belly. They kissed wildly as they caressed each other’s bodies.
 
   “Suck my cock, bitch,” Lester said.
 
   Obediently, my wife dropped to her knees. She took his large cock into her mouth, her eyes wide as his huge cock went into her mouth. “It’s so big,” she said. “I’ve missed your cock so much.” His cock was so big that she could only take half of it in her mouth before she would start to gag. Her hands were on his ass cheeks and his legs, worshipping his powerful black body as she pleasured him orally.
 
   “All right, bitch, that’s enough.” He pointed at the bed. “Let me fuck that white pussy.”
 
   Emily eagerly complied. Although she was always telling me what to do, she was totally submissive with her black stud. Her knees were bent and her legs wide open, eager to receive Lester’s mighty cock. He spit on his cockhead to wet the tip, then ran the length of his cock up and down her slit. As he did, I could see just how deep inside of her his mammoth cock would go.
 
   “Please, baby,” Emily pleaded. “I haven’t had a real cock in me for years. I need to feel you inside me.”
 
   “Tell me you need my black cock.”
 
   “I need it, baby. I fucking need that black cock!”
 
   Lester pushed his cock inside of her, inch by inch. My wife put her legs up around his waist, and they began kissing passionately as his thick black weapon relentlessly assaulted her wet, fertile cunt.
 
   “Oh, God, Lester,” Emily said, her face a mix of pleasure and awe, her face and chest red and sweaty. “It feels so fucking good. It feels…” Her head rolled back and she moaned as a powerful orgasm coursed through her body. She praised his cock, how large and thick it felt, and how it hit all the right places, as he put her through three more orgasms before changing positions.
 
   “On your knees, bitch,” he said. She quickly did so and he slapped her ass. “I’m gonna fuck you like a dog, you white bitch.”
 
   Emily’s back was straight, her arms fully extended as Lester began jack hammering her fertile cunt. My wife’s eyes were rolling back in her head as she groaned in pleasure. “It’s going so fucking deep,” she sighed. Lester’s hands were holding her ass cheeks as he fucked her, occasionally stopping to give a loud, stinging slap to her ass cheeks. Her ass was bright red, with his hand marks welted onto her.
 
   “Face down, bitch.” Lester reached down and pushed her shoulders down so that her face was right against the bed. Emily’s face was now right against the bed, moaning in pleasure as he fucked her magnificently.
 
   “Oh, shit. Oh, shit, bitch,” Lester said. “Oh, shit, I’m cumming!” As he said that, Emily was announcing an orgasm of her own. Lester pressed balls deep inside of her, jerking violently as he ejaculated deep inside my wife’s womb, flooding her with his black sperm. Lester leaned down and she turned her head to kiss him.
 
   “I’m going to be pregnant, I know it,” Emily said. Although I don’t know for sure whether he impregnated her that night, he bred her for four straight days before he left. Sure enough, a pregnancy test confirmed that Emily was pregnant. Nine months later, she gave birth to another baby girl. Although Lester is happy to have another child, he still wants to have a boy. Emily is still sore from giving birth but in a couple of months, she will be ready for another breeding session. Personally, I can’t wait until she’s healed so that I can roll on a condom and have sex with her, too! 
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   * * *
 
   My name is Brayden. For the last couple of months, my wife has suffered a nagging pain in her side. Samantha is a pretty twenty-five-year old blonde, and she’s far too young to have these kinds of issues. At my urging, she finally went to the doctor. Her primary care physician left to work at a hospital in the city, so she decided to try a new doctor at our local doctor’s office.
 
   Samantha went to Family Medicine and saw Dr. Tonell Johnson, a handsome and athletic black doctor who recently started working there. One of my wife’s friends had mentioned over cocktails that she had slept with Tonell and he was an amazing lover and well-equipped, too.
 
   When Samantha told me that she was seeing Dr. Johnson, I wasn’t surprised but I felt a little concerned. Although she’d told me that she’d never been with a black guy, Samantha had confessed that she’d always felt a strong attraction to black guys. “They’re just so masculine and sexy,” she said.
 
   After going to see Dr. Johnson, Samantha seemed especially pert and happy. I wondered what had gotten into her. She said that she was happy to learn that the medical issue was minor and could be controlled with medication. Still, she said, she had additional checkup appointments with the doctor. When I prodded her, she admitted that she found the doctor very sexy and, if she weren’t a married woman, she’d have been interested in dating him.
 
   On a Wednesday morning, I had to get up early because I had a meeting in the city. Samantha, though, had a doctor’s appointment so she stayed in bed late. I kissed her goodbye and drove off to work. Imagine my panic, though, when I realized that I’d left my laptop (with my presentation on the hard drive) at home! I quickly called the office, informed them of the situation, and turned back toward my house. When I arrived at my driveway, I was surprised not only to see that Samantha’s car was still in the driveway but that there was a Mercedes Roadster parked right next to it. When I tried the door in the garage, I found it was locked. Curious, I slowly slipped my key inside the lock and turned it.
 
   Once inside, I could hear voices coming from down the hallway. I stopped and listened. It was Samantha’s voice and a deep, masculine voice. In my opinion, it sounded like a black man’s voice, and the voices were coming from the bedroom. I tiptoed my way over to the bedroom door, turned the handle gently, and opened the door a crack.
 
   Samantha was standing next to the bed wearing nothing but her silky white bra and panties. A tall, athletic, dark-skinned black man was wearing a blue button-up shirt and jeans. He had his hands around her waist, kissing her, and the crotch of her panties was soaked through.
 
   “I can’t, Tonell,” Samantha said, gently rebuffing him. “I’m a married woman.”
 
   “It’s okay, baby,” he replied. “A married woman is still a woman. You have needs. Unbutton my shirt.”
 
    My wife stood there for a moment.
 
   “Unbutton my shirt,” he repeated. Looking directly into his eyes, Samantha walked up to him and followed his command, unbuttoning his shirt from top to bottom. When she was finished, he threw his shirt onto the floor. 
 
   “Now get on your knees and take off my jeans,” he ordered.
 
   Samantha unzipped his jeans and tugged them down to the floor. Tonell wasn’t wearing any underwear, and his large black cock sprung out. It was fully erect with a large purple tip that glistened with pre-cum.  My wife looked in awe at his manhood as she took his mighty black serpent into her hands and began to pump it. “It’s so big,” she said with a broad grin. “You’re huge!” He put his big black hands into her blonde hair, forcing her face into his manhood. Then she lowered her mouth onto his cock and began taking it deep inside her mouth, worshipping it with her tongue. Tonell was moaning as he received her ministrations. I could see the contours of his cock through her cheeks as she pleasured his powerful phallus and massaged his large black testicles. She wasn’t able to take all of him inside her mouth, but my wife is an expert cocksucker and she managed to get a good six inches inside of her without gagging.
 
   Samantha pulled her head back and looked up at Tonell. “There are condoms in the nightstand.”
 
   Tonell walked over the nightstand and opened the drawer. “What the fuck?” he said, holding up one of my snugger-fitting condoms. “These are for small guys.”
 
   “My husband’s penis is only about five inches long. Regular condoms are too roomy for him and they slip off.”
 
   “Yeah, well I can’t use that,” he said, holding his thick erect rod in his hand. “I need Magnums.”
 
   “I don’t have any of those. I’m not on any birth control and I’m right at the worst time of the month for getting pregnant.” She hesitated. “I don’t know…”
 
   “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll pull out.” He grabbed Samantha, then pulled her on the bed on top of him. They were kissing wildly, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies. Finally my wife took hold of his cock, aimed it at the entrance of her womanhood, and allowed the head of his black cock inside of her. She began moaning as she slowly hunched her groin down, inching his throbbing black erection deeper inside of her delicate white cunt. As she rode him in the female superior position, his hands were on her round ass and they were kissing passionately.
 
   “Oh, God, Dr. Johnson… I’m cumming!” My wife groaned loudly, arching her back as a monstrous orgasm rolled through her. Soon after, Tonell rolled her over into the missionary position and began pounding her hard. I could see her wet pussy pulled tight as a drum around his thick member, and his balls slapping against her ass with every mighty thrust. Samantha’s head was rolling from side to side, moaning in ecstasy as her black lover put her through four additional orgasms.
 
   “I’m close, baby,” Tonell said. His paced quickened even further and Samantha began to moan, staring directly into his eyes. “Oh, yes, baby…” Samantha’s legs went up around his waist and she locked her ankles. As Tonell groaned his release, I saw my wife’s legs tense up, holding his cock deep inside of her. I saw his ball sack twitching and the barrel of his black cock pulsing as it fired load after load of semen deep inside my wife’s fertile cunt. She kept her legs locked as they kissed wildly, the last of Tonell’s sperm fully filling my wife’s snug beaver and seeping out onto the sheets.
 
   I haven’t told my wife what I saw that day. She’s been far more interested in sex recently and I’m horny as well. When we make love, I know that we’re both fantasizing about her getting fucked by her well-hung black lover, and I fill the condom in no time flat. It’s been such a boost to our marriage that I think I’ll let her keep thinking she’s getting away with it!  
 
    
 
   MY WIFE’S BLACK LOVER
 
   MOVED IN WITH HER!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Last year, I lost my job. I tried to find work in the area but after six months I started applying to any decent job, no matter where it was located. I finally found work in my career field but it was out of state, nearly four hours away from our house. Since our children are in school, moving was out of the question. We decided that my wife Betty would stay in our home with the kids and I would rent a room at a motel until I could find work closer to home. On the weekends, I came home to visit my family. It was great seeing my wife on the weekends – it was like we were dating again.
 
   I was gone a few months when I heard some rumors from our neighbors suggesting that Betty was spending time with a guy. I didn’t believe them, in part because Betty isn’t the cheating kind but also because they said that the guy was black. Betty had never expressed any interest in black guys; in fact, she would sometimes make disparaging comments about black people.
 
   One weekend after spending the weekend with Betty, I went into the closet to get some extra shirts. When I saw stunned me. It was filled with a man’s clothes and shoes, and they weren’t mine. Then I went into the bathroom and I found razors, shaving cream, cologne and other items that weren’t mine. I even found a picture on her iPad showing her embracing and kissing a tall, muscular black guy in our kitchen. It certainly appeared that a man was living there.
 
   When I confronted Betty about it, she admitted everything. She told me that when I was unemployed she felt bad about our relationship and became emotionally involved with a guy named Tyrone. Although she didn’t plan for it to happen, their relationship slowly evolved into a physical one. When I moved out, they began actively dating during the week. Tyrone would often stay the night and he began slowly leaving things at our house. Finally, after a couple of months, she invited him to move into our bedroom full-time. On the weekends, he would sleep at his apartment.
 
   I asked her what she was going to do about it. She said that, now that I knew what was going on, Tyrone would be staying their full time. She said that it was disrespectful to ask her boyfriend to leave his house on the weekends, and now that I knew their secret there was no need to hide anymore. She demanded that I move into the guestroom while we worked on our marriage and she decided what she wanted to do with her life. I asked her if he was better in bed than me. She confessed that she had the best sex of her life with Tyrone, and his penis was eight inches long and very thick. Although he didn’t eat pussy and she enjoyed receiving cunnilingus from me, getting fucked hard and good by Tyrone wasn’t something she would ever want to give up. 
 
   While I was gone that week, I had trouble concentrating at work. My wife was trying to decide whether to continue our marriage while she was getting penetrated masterfully by a huge black stud. I was very nervous but also incredibly aroused, and I must have masturbated a dozen times. When I was speaking with Betty on the phone and told her that I found it strangely arousing, she sounded both happy and relieved. She was hoping that the three of us could work everything out.
 
   That Friday after work, I decided I would drive all the way back to my home. After making the long drive, I finally reached my house at ten at night. Only my kids were home. My oldest daughter said that Mom and her boyfriend were out on a date and that they should be home soon. She said that Tyrone was now the man of the house and that from now on I would be staying in the guest room. “Good night, daddy,” she said, kissing me goodnight as she went to bed.
 
   About a half hour later, Betty and Tyrone walked in through the front door. My wife’s hair was messed up and her makeup was smeared, and her boyfriend had his arm around her waist. They were pretty giddy and I could smell alcohol on them.
 
   “Nice to meet you,” Tyrone said, shaking my hand. “We’ve moved your stuff into upstairs guest room. I hope you don’t mind.” Betty nodded. Then they started kissing and groping each other for a couple of minutes.
 
   I’d never seen her look at me the way she looked at her black lover – a look of pure desire. “Let’s go to bed,” Betty said to him. Then the two lovers made their way up the stairs and into my old bedroom.
 
   I waited downstairs for a few minutes, then I made my way up to the guest room. It’s adjacent to the master bedroom, and through the walls I could hear my wife giggling and muffled words from Tyrone. Soon I began to hear her moaning deeply. “Yes… Yes, oh God… Yes, baby, right there.” I could hear our marital bed squeaking as they fucked. “Your cock is so big,” she groaned. I could make out her words and heavy breathing clearly, even though the headboard of our marital bed was pounding violently against the wall. “It’s so wonderful. I love fucking you!”
 
   I couldn’t take it. I turned off the hallway light, slowly opened the bedroom door and watched them. From the moonlight coming through the windows, I could clearly see their silhouettes. Betty was on top of him, her hands on the headboard, thrusting her groin violently up and down on her lover’s cock. His huge black hands were holding my wife’s ass. Still gripping the headboard, my wife threw her head back and screamed, “Oh, mother fuck, I’m cumming again!” By my count, this was the fourth time I had heard her announce an orgasm during this fuck session. The most that I’d ever been able to manage was to get her to cum once, but her black stallion was apparently giving her to powerful orgasms with ease. He moved his black hands up to her breasts. She seemed to be holding her breath, then squealed out the last of her climax. Finally she collapsed on top of him and they kissed passionately.
 
   Although I don’t consider myself to be small, I knew that my little white pee-shooter was simply no match for her black lover’s bazooka. Still, for some reason I can’t explain, I found the situation to be arousing. I dropped my pants to the floor, quietly spit into my hand for lubrication, and I began to stroke my penis.
 
   Tyrone flipped my wife over into the missionary position. “Now I’m gonna fuck you like a dog, bitch.” My wife got onto her hands and knees. He slid his spear most of the way in, then eased in the last few inches, deeper and deeper with each thrust. I could make out Betty’s face, a look of open-mouthed sheer bliss. “God, it’s so deep, Ty. You touch everything. It’s so fucking amazing.”
 
   Tyrone placed his hands on her hips and began pounding inside of her with a powerful combination of speed and force. I noticed that Betty had one of her hands up in her crotch, rubbing herself as her black lover fucked her. When I would make love with her, she would never touch herself but now she was manipulating her clit with abandon, desperate for more. Suddenly she began to cry out, almost sounding in pain as another hurricane-force orgasm ripped through her body.
 
   Just then, my penis squirted. I kept jerking as my seed dribbled down my fingers, some of it dripping onto the floor. While the lovers continued fucking, I quietly closed the door. I carried my pants downstairs, washed my hands in the bathroom and put my pants back on.
 
   When I walked out of the bathroom, I heard Betty and Tyrone laughing as they walked down the stairs. As they walked past me, both naked, Tyrone said, “Whew, you done fucked up. Your wife is one fine ass fuck!” They walked into the kitchen and got drinks of water. Then they went back upstairs and continued their lovemaking session.
 
   Betty told me that Tyrone didn’t want her having sex with me anymore. Since she was his girlfriend, she should be exclusive to him, even though he is still seeing a number of other women. She wants something permanent and she wants to see if she can work things out with Tyrone. If Tyrone won’t commit to her, eventually she will need to break it off. If that happens, she assures me, she will consider giving me another chance. In the meantime, I can continue living in Tyrone’s house in the guestroom.
 
   That’s how it’s been for the last few months. I listen to the sounds of my wife and her black lover through my bedroom wall, and sometimes I even sneak a peek of them in action.  Betty has told me that she learned a lot about sex from her sessions with Tyrone, and when she comes back to me I think our sex life will be better than ever!
 
   HER NAUGHTY CHRISTMAS OFFICE PARTY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I’m sorry, Benjamin,” my wife Mia said. “The party is for employees only. No spouses allowed.”
 
   “No spouses allowed?” I asked. “That’s strange. Why would they do that?”
 
   My twenty-seven year old wife showed me the invitation from her company. The Christmas party was on a Friday night and the invitation specifically said the party was for employees only.
 
   “I don’t know why but it’s employees only,” she said. “A lot of companies do it. They say it’s to save money. And by making everybody stay the night at the hotel, it reduces the risk of drunk driving.” She shrugged. “I don’t know, maybe some of the owners don’t want their wives at the party.”
 
   I hated going to those office parties, so I didn’t really mind. This would allow me to stay at home while she put in face time with her co-workers. But when the night came, I got a little worried. She was all dolled up in a sexy evening gown. I kissed her goodnight and off she went. 
 
   Late around midnight, I heard my phone beep. I had a text from Mia: “Hey Cypress I’m in room 512. Do you have rubbers?”
 
   Suddenly, I felt my stomach drop. Mia had mentioned Cypress before. He was a ladies’ man and always hitting on her. Although he was tall, handsome and muscular, and a coworker of hers said that he was very well-endowed and knows how to use it, she said she just ignored his advances. But now it sounded like she was going to have sex with him.
 
   I jumped in my car, drove out to the hotel, and went up to the fifth floor. When I got to room 512, I could hear some moaning inside. I slowly tried the door handle, and I was surprised that it was unlocked. Sitting on the end of the bed, completely naked, was my wife Mia. She was leaning down and sucking on the cock of a tall, powerfully-built black man. I was stunned not only at what they were doing but the size of his cock – it was twice as long as mine and incredibly thick. I’d always thought it was just a rumor about black guys having big cocks, but at least for Cypress it was true. His hands were on her head, pulling her down onto his cock, and she was making loud slurping noises.
 
   “Oh, shit, wait,” she said, pulling back for a breath. “This is too much.” She was clearly drunk. “Benjamin has this tiny little pee-pee.” She held up her pinkie finger, laughing. “It’s easy to take his whole pin prick in my mouth.”
 
   “Just suck it, bitch,” he said, pulling her back.
 
   Again she took an impossibly large amount of cock into her throat, then backed off, gagging. “I can’t. It’s too big.”
 
   “That’s fine,” he said, pushing her back onto the bed. “Let me have some pussy, then.” His cock was fully erect, pointing upward a bit and sticking out a good ten inches. It was menacing, aiming at her vulnerable white vagina. “Damn, bitch, you are so fucking wet,” he said, rubbing the head in her pussy juices.
 
   “You’re just so sexy,” my wife replied. “I’m so horny for you.”
 
   As he pushed the head inside of her, I realized that he wasn’t wearing a rubber. Mia and I use condoms for birth control, and she wasn’t on the pill. I tried to remember when she’d last had her period. As best as I could remember, it was about two weeks ago. It couldn’t be a worse time as far as getting pregnant goes.
 
   “Oh, shit, it feels so good!” Mia was moaning and groaning as he pushed in deeper, thrust after thrust. “Ooooh, shit, it’s so thick! It feels amazing!” Soon enough he was balls deep, and thrusting powerfully inside of my wife’s cunt. His muscular frame was so much larger than hers, dwarfing her tiny white body as he moved like a machine. Over and over, his mighty weapon penetrated her, relentlessly stabbing into her. She was beside herself, moaning in delight.
 
   “Yeah, you like that?” Cypress said, sweat rolling down his body. “You white bitches love the black cock.”
 
   “Oh, god, baby! Oh, god, I’m cumming!” Mia arched her back, crying in pleasure as a powerful wave of ecstasy coursed through her body. I was amazed because she’d never had an orgasm during intercourse with me, only from oral sex. But Cypress’s colossal cock kept her right on the edge, rolling through a series of orgasms.
 
   “I’m there baby,” he announced. 
 
   “Oh, god, baby. Pull out, okay? I’m not on birth control.”
 
    Cypress threw his head back. “Uuuuunnnngh,” he grunted as he pushed his cock deep inside of my wife. “Ungh! Ungh!” With a few more small thrusts, he kept his cock pressed against her cervix, blasting her womb with his seed. Mia’s hands were on his back as they kissed, and she lifted her legs up around his. As it happened, I knew that she was being impregnated, that hundreds of millions of vigorous African sperm were searching for her waiting egg.
 
   I quietly closed the door and drove home. When she arrived home on Saturday, she told me all about the party but she didn’t mention Cypress. Then on Monday night, we made love. Interestingly, we had sex without a condom because she said “it’s time to start trying for the baby.” A few weeks later, she started feeling nauseated, and a pregnancy test confirmed what we already knew. I suppose it’s possible that I might be the biological father. I guess we’ll find out in the hospital!
 
    
 
   HUBBY WENT BISEXUAL FOR ME
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Noah. I’m in my early thirties, as is my wife Maria. We’re a happily married couple.
 
   Before I met Maria, I knew that my wife had been rather promiscuous back in college. When we were first dating in our mid-twenties, when the question of how many people we had slept with came up, she claimed she’d only been with five guys. But over the course of conversations, I heard her mention stories about various guys. I heard the names of over a dozen men – guys who she’d dated for months at a time back as far back as high school – and she must have been sleeping with them. And she’d also admitted to having had one night stands (plural), so I knew the real number was considerably higher than five.
 
   I didn’t mind her wild past, though. I admitted to her that I found it pretty hot, and that I actually had a fantasy of seeing her with another man. After months of discussions, Maria finally started dating, usually going out a couple times a week and having sex at the guy’s place.
 
   Then, about a year after we’d opened up our relationship, Maria met a guy she was especially attracted to – Andrus, a handsome young black man who worked at the local convenience store. Maria showed me pictures of them together at a club and I could see why she found him so attractive – he was tall, dark skinned, very muscular, probably in his mid-forties. On occasion, Maria told me where they would be clubbing and I would spy on them from afar. It was so erotic to watch them kissing and dancing. His hands were all over her like she was his, and I suppose she was.
 
   At one point Maria confessed to me that Andrus wanted to include me in their sexual activities. She wasn’t sure how she felt about it because she’s not the sharing kind or an exhibitionist. Frankly, I had my own concerns about it because I’m straight. But he was persistent and eventually we agreed to try a joint session.
 
   When Andrus came to our house for the first time, I was standing there wearing nothing but my underwear, just as he’d instructed. He looked me up and down and just smirked. “You’d better be ready, boy. It’s going down for you tonight. It’s going down!” I noticed that he had a leather bag with him, like a doctor. I asked him what it was and he said it was his “bag of tricks.”
 
   Maria came down the stairs and met us in the living room. She was wearing a pink babydoll with matching panties. She walked up to Andrus sexily and they kissed wildly but briefly. Then she unzipped his pants, pulled his cock out and started playing with him while sucking him off. It was obvious why she was so hot for him. Andrus was packing an enormous black cock, nearly ten inches long and as thick as her wrist. It was a thing of beauty, covered with large purple veins.
 
   “You like that, boy?” He asked, looking me in the eye. “This is my woman. Sex is for a real man. A woman needs a man’s cock, not a boy’s little penis. Your penis is for pissing, that’s it. Only a real man should breed a woman.” He looked down. “That’s enough. Let him do it.” Looking back at me, he said, “Do it!”
 
   I got down on my knees in front of him and I began to suck his cock. I’d never done this before and I slowly took it inside of my mouth. I felt his hands grab my head and push himself deep inside my mouth. I chocked and pulled away.
 
   “You gotta do better than that!” He looked angry and intimidating, but I had no choice. I again leaned forward and took him inside my mouth. I licked and sucked on the head, trying my best to please him. After about a minute, he said, “That’s enough. Sit down in the chair.”
 
   I sat down on the recliner while Andrus fucked my wife doggy style on the couch. I could see Maria’s eyes rolling back in her head as she moaned loudly. “Oh, God, baby… It’s so fucking big. It feels so good inside of me. Give me that big black dick. Fuck me just like that.” After a few minutes, they switched positions into missionary. It was incredibly hot seeing his mighty black body pounding like a machine on top of her delicate white body. She was groaning in ecstasy. “Oh, I’m cumming!” She said that three times before he finally unloaded his black weapon deep inside of her cunt, grunting as he filled her completely with semen.
 
   Andrus got off of her, wiped his sweaty face with his arm. “Eat her pussy. You better eat it good. Lick up all my black cum. Now!” Maria turned herself so that she was sitting on the couch, her legs splayed open and her cunt glazed like a donut, coated with glistening semen and a white trail of cum oozing out of her pussy. I dove in as ordered, licking up and swallowing his load. I stuck my tongue in deep, trying to get every drip, and sucked on her gash to remove every drop. In the process, I brought Maria to orgasm. My cock was rock hard, straining against my briefs.
 
   “Do you want to fuck her?” Andrus asked, almost angrily.
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Not yet,” he said. “You aren’t ready.” He looked over at Maria. “Go get a wooden chair.” She got up and came back with one of our wooden chairs from the kitchen table and faced it toward the couch.
 
   “Take off your underwear and sit down on the chair,” he ordered. I did as he requested, standing naked in front of the couch.
 
   “You’re going to sit here and watch. Just watch.” Andrus opened up his leather bag and handed my wife some duct tape. “Put your arms behind you,” he said. I did and Maria tied my arms together behind me, and then she duct taped my wrists to the chair. Then Andrus had me sit down in the chair. At his instruction, Maria duct taped my mouth closed.
 
   Andrus came over and pulled my legs apart. “Spread your legs, boy. I want your ankles taped behind the chair, too.” I did my best, spreading my legs wide and pushing my legs back. It was uncomfortable but I managed to do it, and Maria taped my ankles together behind the chair.
 
   “All right,” Andrus said, reaching into his bag again. He pulled out a large metal clamp-looking device. “Now we’re ready. Do you know what this is?”
 
   I shook my head no.  
 
   “This is a burdizzo. When I was a boy, we used this to castrate the goats and sheep. The best ones were selected as the breeders. For the others, the best thing for them was to remove their unnecessary parts.”
 
   I felt my eyes widen as he brought the metal device at me. I started to panic and tried to move, but I was restrained. Maria put her arms around me and held me in place on the chair. I tried to scream but I couldn’t.
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” Maria said. “It’s all right, it’s okay. It’s for the best. It will be so much better this way. It will all be over soon.”
 
   Andrus took my right testicle and placed it inside of the clamp. He held the device in his hands for what seemed like an eternity, and this ring of metal surrounding the cord connecting my ball to my body, threatening to clamp down. I was making as much noise as I could, trying to scream but unable to make much noise.
 
   Then I saw Andrus’s face tense up as he squeezed hard, clamping the burdizzo down. There are no words that can describe the excruciating pain. I felt like I was leaving my body. All I can remember was the incredible pain and my wife’s soothing words as she assisted her black lover in destroying my manhood, then I passed out.
 
   I woke up the next morning in bed. There was still pain in my nut sack but it wasn’t anything like before. I could hear the sounds of Andrus fucking Maria in the shower. I checked out my balls and I could see bright red welts where the burdizzo had squeezed, and the skin was darkened no doubt from blood.
 
   Luckily, there were no complications from the castration. In a matter of weeks my balls shriveled away and my ball sack returned to its normal color. I seldom get an erection, so I’m no longer bothering Maria with requests for sex. And even better, perhaps as a side effect of the loss of testosterone, I don’t feel any jealousy when Andrus or Maria’s other lovers breed her. I still get to suck on Andrus’s cock and to clean up Maria after their love making sessions. Looking back, it’s hard to see why I didn’t want this from the beginning. It was totally worth the pain. I think Andrus’s training on the farm helped him understand how to separate the breeders from the geldings, and I’m proud to help him in any way that I can.  
 
   MY WIFE IS BANGING OUR
 
   NEIGHBOR’S BLACK BOYFRIEND!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Zachary. My wife Brittany and I in our twenties and we are parents for the first time. I wasn’t surprised that my wife didn’t seem interested in sex, given that we aren’t getting much sleep and all the hormonal changes. But being a guy, I still needed to get some action. I tried to be sensitive and just masturbate when I got the urge.
 
   One day, we were setting up a new baby monitor. We had been using one that was audio only but Brittany said she would feel more comfortable if we could actually see the baby. When we turned it on, we were surprised at what we were seeing. It was a black and white video of somebody’s bedroom. The camera showed an empty crib but through the slats you could clearly see the bed beyond it. Kneeling on the bed was a tall, muscular black man with a huge cock. Laying on the bed was a white woman.
 
   “I want your cock, baby. I need to feel that amazing dick inside of me.” It was our neighbor Amanda’s voice, pleading for her black lover to fuck her. She lives two apartment over from us and she’s Brittany’s friend. The rumor is that her black boyfriend, Lecarin, has a lot of children and doesn’t pay child support. One of his baby mamas became incarcerated so Amanda agreed to take care of the mulatto baby. Obviously they must have installed a baby monitor.
 
   “Play with your pussy for me, bitch,” he said, . “Show me how much you want my big black cock.”
 
   “We’re on the wrong channel,” I told my wife. “Our camera is on channel 5. Our receiver is on 3.”
 
   “Don’t touch it,” she replied, staring intently at the screen. “I’d always wondered if it was true about black guys. His cock is huge!”
 
   We watched as Lecarin fucked Amanda over and over. She was moaning in ecstasy, telling her black lover how great his cock felt and how skilled he is at fucking. Brittany seemed totally fascinated by the show, and as soon as the show was over we made love. It was the first time we’d had sex in weeks and my wife seemed more excited than she’d been in years. I knew that she was fantasizing about getting fucked by that big black cock.
 
   A few weeks later, I came home from work early and Brittany wasn’t there. I texted her to ask where she was, and she texted that she was at the grocery store and she’d be home by the time I arrived. But I saw her car parked in front of Amanda’s apartment. I thought that was strange because Amanda doesn’t get home until a couple of hours later. I wondered whether my wife was in there with Lecarin, and I thought about pounding on the front door. But then I decided I would try another tactic.
 
   I went to our bedroom and turned on the baby monitor to channel 3. Sure enough, my wife Brittany was in the bedroom with Lecarin, lying on the bed wearing a pajama bottom and a t-shirt. Lecarin was lying next to her wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts, running his hands all over my wife’s body. His hands slipped beneath her t-shirt. As he caressed her large breasts, she said, “I really want to but I can’t. I’m a married woman.”
 
   Lecarin tried to pull her shirt off, and Brittany lifted her arms to help him remove it. They kissed passionately, then he began to slowly move his way down her body. My wife was breathing hard and her nipples were erect, so she was clearly aroused. When he grabbed the waistband on her pajama bottoms, she lifted her hips to help him remove them.
 
   I don’t know why, but my penis was as hard as steel from watching this. I ran to the bedroom drawer and pulled out a bottle of lubrication. I lubed up and returned to the monitor. Lecarin’s shorts were now off and his thick, black monster was standing erect. It was only a couple inches longer than my penis but it was so much thicker. Brittany was now sitting up on the bed and she began sucking on his cock. Her mouth was fully filled and she was looking her black lover in the eyes. She was only able to take about half of it into her mouth, but Lecarin was praising her. She placed a hand on the shaft and began stroking it while her other hand massaged his balls. Finally, Lecarin pushed her back onto the bed.
 
   “Please, baby, give me that big black cock,” my wife said, wild with lust, her legs spread wide as she gazed into her black lover’s eyes, her fingers rubbing her clit. “I want to feel it inside of me, filling me completely. I need it!”
 
   Lecarin took station between Brittany’s legs. Her delicate white pussy was threatened by the long, thick black cock that was menacing in front of it. He pressed the head against her entrance and slowly inched it in.
 
   “Wow,” my wife moaned, breathing heavily. “It feels so good. It’s so much better than my husband’s little dick.” Finally, he was balls deep inside of her. “Yes… yes, baby, it feels so full. I’m stretched tight. My pussy was made for a cock like yours.”
 
   Lecarin’s face was on her neck, then they began kissing. He picked up the pace, thrusting fiercely into my wife’s cunt, and she groaned out her appreciation. I could hear the bed squeaking with each thrust, and a slurping sound as his black serpent slipped in and out of her sopping-wet snatch. I couldn’t take anymore and my penis squirted out juice like a sliced lemon, landing on the carpet.
 
   “God, I love fucking you white bitches,” Lecarin said, his own breath labored. “Your pussies are so tight.” My wife’s arms were wrapped around Lecarin’s broad shoulders, her ankles locked around his waist, holding him close as their tongues danced inside each other’s mouths. Brittany was moaning her approval, groaning her joy as her grateful pussy was relentlessly battered by his thick black monster. Over and over, I heard my wife cry in pleasure, “I’m cumming, baby,” arching her back as the waves of intense pleasure rolled over her body.
 
   After about fifteen minutes, Lecarin began breathing harder. “I’m gonna cum, bitch. I’m gonna fill your white pussy up!” Finally, he pushed in balls deep and filled her with his baby batter, as my wife had yet another intense orgasm.
 
   As the lover layed in a post-coital embrace, my wife told her black lover that she wanted to have sex with him all the time, and they could get together while her husband is at work. I turned the channel back to channel 5, turned off the monitor, got dressed and ran out of the house. I drove around for a while and then arrived home at my usual time.
 
   Over the last few months, our sex life has improved dramatically ever since my wife’s encounter with Lecarin. I like to get her into bed as soon as I get home, which is probably only minutes after she’s finished with her black stud. I’ve noticed that she feels looser. She also feels wetter and she tells me that it’s because her sex drive is back, but I know that the wetness is a combination of her juices and her black lover’s semen. I always pull out and cum on her belly since my wife hasn’t used birth control since we had the baby. In the last few days, we haven’t had sex because she feels very nauseated but until then it’s been a blast!
 
   THREESOME FUN
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Honey, they’re here,” my beautiful wife Ava said. She raced to the front door wearing just a thin black satin robe over her black bra and panties.
 
   “They?” I asked.
 
   To help spice up our marriage, I’d agreed to let Ava date other guys but I didn’t think she’d be dating more than one guy at a time!
 
   “Yes, Mark,” she said. “Jordell asked if he could bring over his friend Kawann.”
 
   When my wife opened the front door, there were two muscular, dark skinned black guys standing there. They weren’t wearing shirts, only blue jeans that were so low they revealed the top of their underwear. Both men had shaved heads and they were covered with tattoos.
 
   “I’m Jordell,” said the tallest one, shaking my hand. The other guy just nodded and walked inside.
 
   “Bye, honey,” Ava said, giving me a peck on the cheek as I walked out the front door. I was supposed to go to the movies so they could be alone, but as I walked down the front walkway I had a hard erection just thinking of my little Ava with her black lovers.
 
   I got in my car, thought about it, then realized that I would get a better show staying at home. I sneaked back in through the garage and made it up to our bedroom on the second floor. The bedroom door was open so I stayed on the stairs, watching from a distance.
 
   Jordell was laying on the bed, fully naked. His cock was fully erect and had to be about eight inches long.
 
   “Gosh, it’s so big! It’s gotta be twice as long as my husband’s penis.”
 
   “Yeah, this is a black man’s cock,” he said. “You’re going to get the real deal tonight.”
 
   She began sucking on his cock just as Kawann walked up next to her. His cock was much longer, probably a good foot long. Ava’s eyes nearly popped out of her head.
 
   “Son of a bitch! That’s unbelievable!” She put a hand on the shaft but it didn’t quite go around it. “I don’t know if I can take something so big!”
 
   Kawann smiled broadly, nodding. “That’s what they all say.” My wife put her lips on Kawann’s monster cock but she couldn’t take much inside. She swirled her tongue around the head, then it made a pop sound as it slipped out of her mouth. She smiled as she went back and forth, sucking each cock. Finally, Kawann got up and moved behind her.
 
   From my angle, I had an excellent view. Ava was bent over the edge of the bed, eagerly sucking on Jordell’s cock, exposing her vulnerable backside.
 
   At the same time, Kawann moved up behind her, played with her tits and forcing his black monster inside my wife’s delicate white pussy. Ava moaned but it was muffled because her mouth was filled with cock.
 
   “Oh, God, slow down. It hurts, baby. My husband has a little penis. I’m not used to having a decent-sized cock inside of me.” Jordell slapped her face, put his hands behind her head and pulled her face down and her mouth back onto his cock.
 
   “You’re doing great,” Kawann replied from behind her as he pushed deeper and deeper, relentlessly stretching her open. “Yeah, you got a nice, tight pussy.” When he got balls deep, he grabbed her hips and started pounding hard and fast, jack hammering into her pussy. Ava’s moans were muffled, her mouth filled with cock, and I couldn’t tell if she was crying in pleasure or pain.
 
   “Yeah, bitch,” Jordell said, slapping my wife’s face. “Suck that black cock.” He slapped her again and again. 
 
   Kawann leaned forward and pounded even harder. Her body was rocking hard, her feet coming off the floor with every monstrous thrust. I thought about walking in and stopping it, but I didn’t. Finally, Kawann pulled out and he laid down on the bed next to Jordell.
 
   “You like that, bitch?” Kawann asked.
 
   “It felt amazing,” she said after taking the cock from her mouth. I felt relieved to hear that she was enjoying it. “After experiencing a real man, I can never go back to my husband’s tiny little dick. It just can’t satisfy me.”
 
   “Ride me cowgirl,” he said. Ava got on top of him, moaning as his cock slid all the way inside of her. She leaned down and they began kissing. Kawann’s muscular black arms held her shoulders, pulling her close to him as they kissed.
 
   Jordell lubed up his cock with our anal lubrication, then got up behind Ava. As he pressed it against her asshole, she lifted her head. “Go slow,” she pleaded. He slowly inched his cock inside of her. Soon there were two cocks inside of her, pushing in and out in rhythm with one another. Ava was moaning out of control, in total ecstasy from the fucking she was receiving. “It feels so amazing. Two cocks. So intense!”
 
   A few minutes later, Kawann climaxed. Jordell was still pumping away when Kawann’s cock softened and slipped out. Semen was dripping out of her cunt as she kissed Kawann.
 
   “I’m about to cum,” Jordell said. “Gonna cum!” He quickly pulled his cock out of my wife’s asshole and brought it over to her face. She took his cock inside of her mouth and sucked him with wild abandoned. I grimaced, thinking that it must taste like shit, but she licked his cock eagerly and brought him to climax. She smiled broadly as he exploded violently in her mouth, shooting spurt after spurt into her mouth. She swallowed his entire load, then the lovers laid together on the bed, with my wife in between. Her hands were slowly pumping their cocks back to life as she praised their sexiness and their enormous black tools.
 
   I sneaked back out of the house and went to see a movie. The whole time, I was thinking about my wife with her lovers. When I finally came home, they were having a threesome in the shower. It was after midnight before Jordell and Kawann finally left for the night. When I slipped into bed, I tried to get some action but Ava told me that her pussy and asshole were too sore for any more sex that night. However, she didn’t neglect me. She gave me a nice hand job while telling me all the details of what happened earlier than evening. I was so excited that my little peashooter squirted its juice nearly a foot into the air!  
 
    
 
   I COULDN’T RESIST HIM
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   * * *
 
   Hi, I’m Megan. I’m twenty-four years old with blonde hair and large breasts. Many people have told me that I’m beautiful and I work hard to maintain a great figure. Men are always checking me out, and I get hit on by strangers every day. Honestly, I feel like I can have any man I want.
 
   I’m attracted to guys who are “broken.” I like strong, sexy, charismatic guys with handsome faces and a tendency toward reckless behavior. I honestly don’t know why I like guys like that.
 
   My friends tell me that I date men who are beneath me, and deep down I don’t realize that I deserve better than that. Take my last loser boyfriend, Perry, for example. He was violent with me but I never reported it. He did get arrested for assaulting somebody and he ended up behind bars, but that situation was drug related and it could have gone much worse for him. Luckily the police never figured that out, and he only had to serve two years in prison.
 
   While Perry was incarcerated, I met Nathan. We’ve been dating for over a year now and he was everything that Perry wasn’t. First off, Nathan is white. Race isn’t an issue for me but it is for my family. (They hate it when I date a black guy. In their minds, black guys are violent men who spend their lives in and out of prison, knocking up women and abandoning their families.) Nathan is a nice guy, intelligent, and he has a college degree. He also has a high-paying job in accounting. He treats me like a princess, holding the door for me and helping me in whatever ways I need.
 
   My relationship with Nathan is far from perfect, though. Although Nathan is the nicest guy, I don’t feel anywhere near the physical attraction that I feel toward my ex-boyfriends. Like I said, I have had my pick of men and I got to date the kind of men that most women drool over – tall, strong guys who work out at the gym for hours a day, well-hung guys who really know how to use them in bed.
 
   Frankly, Nathan can’t compare to those men. He puts in the effort but he just doesn’t move the right way. He’s kind of awkward in how he moves. And his penis, which is less than six inches long and rather thin, just doesn’t do much for me. He’s a sweet guy and a great provider, he just doesn’t offer much in the sex department.
 
   Nathan has started dropping hints about marriage recently. My friends think that I should marry him but I keep hesitating, putting him off. I just feel like something important is missing. I don’t know how to explain it. Imagine if you ate food with no salt, no sugar, no seasoning – just totally bland. That’s how I feel about guys like Nathan. Deep down, I feel that picking Nathan would be settling, and settling on love is the worst thing that you can do.
 
   And then I got a call out of the blue. “Hey baby.” It was Perry’s voice. “I got your number from Cindy. I’m getting out of prison next week. I want to see you.”
 
   I’d told my friends not to let him know my new number, but I felt butterflies in my stomach when I heard his voice. His voice was deeper and manlier than Nathan’s but it was more than that. At a deeper level, I knew that I was meant to be with him. If not him then a man like him. I’d rather try and fail with a man like Perry than to settle for a half-man like Nathan. And at that moment, everything became clear and I knew what I had to do. As I spoke with Perry, we talked about what was going to happen. Then I sat my boyfriend down for a tough conversation. 
 
   “Nathan,” I said, sitting next to him on the couch. “You know I love you, right?”
 
   “Yes.” He seemed worried. “What’s wrong?”
 
   “Perry, my ex-boyfriend, is getting released from prison on Monday. He needs a place to stay. I told him that he can live here with me.”
 
   “I pay the bills, though,” Nathan said. “Don’t you think that you should have asked me before you told him that he can stay here?”
 
   “I realize that you pay the bills and you’re a good provider, honey. But a girl needs more than just money. I need more out of life than you can provide, and Perry can give that to me.”
 
   “Perry is a scumbag,” Nathan replied, clearly hurt. “He beat you up repeatedly. You had to get a restraining order. He cheated on you constantly. He’s selfish, violent, narcissistic, dishonest…”
 
   As Nathan went on and on, I just nodded and looked down at my feet. Everything he was saying was true but in the end every person has plusses and minuses. The sexual attraction that I felt for Perry wasn’t everything I needed, but it was something a needed. It was a bare minimum for a relationship.
 
   “Perry isn’t perfect--”
 
   “Isn’t perfect!?!”
 
   “He’s not perfect,” I continued, “but a person can change. Perry has had a lot of time to think while he was behind bars and he tells me that he’s a new man. He’s done with the lying, the violence, the cheating – all of it. And while I love you, Nathan, I’ll never truly be in love you. If I stayed with you, I would be staying because of your money and because it’s convenient. That wouldn’t be fair to either of us. I’m in love with Perry and I need to give him another chance.”
 
   As hard as it was for Nathan, he knew that what I was saying was true. He agreed to move to the bed in the spare room so that Perry and I could sleep together. Nathan would try to find a new place to live, and in the meantime we would just be friends.
 
   When I arrived at the prison to pick up Perry, he took my breath away. He seemed even a little taller than I remembered him, but his shoulders were broader and his body was heavily muscled. Obviously having the chance to work out all day had improved his appearance. He smiled that gorgeous smile of his, came over and kissed me, and we walked out to my car. On the drive home, Perry just talked about how great it was to be a free man again and how much he missed me. I was so attracted to him and I couldn’t wait to get him home. When we walked into the house, we went straight for the bedroom.
 
   Perry just about ripped the clothes off of my body. I wanted him to move more slowly, but at the same time I loved that he was doing whatever he wanted and wasn’t focused on me. With Nathan I had felt unnaturally dominant, but now with Perry I finally felt like a real woman again, submissive to his needs and whims. He quickly dropped his pants and boxers, and out sprung his thick, veiny black cock.
 
   “Suck my cock, bitch,” he said. I immediately began sucking him, taking his mighty manhood inside my lips and worshipping it with my tongue. He pulled my head forward, pushing his cock deep into my throat. I gagged a little and I felt tears in my eyes but he didn’t let go. He released me for a moment, giving me a breath of air, then pulled himself deep inside my mouth again. He began thrusting in and out, and I kept my tongue flat to cover my teeth as he face fucked me. “Ahh, yeah, bitch. That’s right. Suck my black cock.”
 
   After a few minutes of this, he ordered me to stand up and strip. I did a sexy little strip tease for him, down to my bra and panties. Then he pulling me close to him, kissing and hugging me, then undid my bra. I pulled my panties down as my bra fell to the floor.
 
   Perry pushed me back onto the bed, then got on top of me. My pussy was aching for him, wet and swollen, as he lined up his black cock at my entrance.
 
   “Please, Perry. Please! I need to feel you inside of me.”
 
   He pushed himself in, a couple inches with each slow stroke, stretching my grateful pussy to the max. It was so much bigger than Nathan’s and I really missed that feeling. Although I was always quiet and unresponsive in bed with Nathan, I felt myself moaning and groaning uncontrollably. My arms were around Perry’s back, holding his sexy black body against mine, my legs up in the air beside his legs. His cock was so big that my clit was moving with every thrust, and it wasn’t long before I was moaning through a powerful orgasm. “Oh God… Oh shit, Perry, fuck!” I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed the powerful orgasms that men like Perry could give me. Nathan managed to get me off with oral sex, but Perry did it effortlessly just by being who and what he is. My body wanted and needed Perry.
 
   Out of the corner of my eye, I saw some movement. I turned my head. Nathan was standing there in the doorway. He had a hurt look on his face, but there was a bulge in his shorts. I’m not sure if he loved or hated what he was seeing, but I liked the fact that somebody was watching. I decided to put on a little show for him. Perry’s chiseled chest and washboard stomach were glistening with sweat, and I could tell from his breathing and facial expressions that he was nearing his climax. “Come inside of me, baby. I want to feel your big cock erupting inside of me. Fill my womb with your sperm!” I locked my legs around Perry’s waist as he grunted, pushed deep inside and came. I looked deep into his eyes as I felt his cock twitching, delivering his seed into my cervix. I turned and saw Nathan, his mouth wide open, his pants around his ankles, pounding his little white penis in his hands. His eyes rolled back and he squeaked, squirting his dab onto the carpet.
 
   Over the next few months, I often would catch Nathan sneaking a peek inside of our bedroom to catch us making love. I wondered if he’d be upset at seeing how much bigger Perry’s cock was, or be jealous of the way I’d move and moan when Perry delivered to me a thundering orgasm. But he seemed to enjoy it, vicariously perhaps. It seemed like everything had worked out perfectly, in a strange way, to the satisfaction of all three of us.
 
   Then something happened that changed the whole cozy relationship. I started to feel sick. I took a pregnancy test and it confirmed that I was pregnant. When Perry found out he was incensed, denying that he was the father and slapping my face so hard that I fell to the floor. I was crying but luckily Nathan was there to comfort me, and he threatened to file charges if Perry ever touched me again. The next day Perry moved out, informed me that he was moving in with another lover of his, and told me to never contact him again. I was heartbroken and desperate, not knowing how I would ever pay for the baby by myself, but then Nathan approached me.
 
   “Megan, you know I love you. And I know you love me, too. I understand that you need more sexually than I can offer, and I would never want to deny you that. But if you’ll take me back, I won’t ask you to be exclusive to me. You can have other lovers, Perry or any other guy, and we can still be a couple. I love you and I want to raise your baby together as a family.” He got down on one knee, opened up a black box, and presented me with a beautiful engagement ring. “Will you marry me?”
 
   I nodded, crying uncontrollably. “Yes! Yes, Nathan, I’ll marry you!”
 
   That was four months ago. Nathan has moved back into our bedroom. We make love about once every week or two, and I have two guys I met through a dating app that I have sex with, each about once or twice a week. Dating is a little strange right now, being pregnant and all, and Nathan and I just got some great news – we’re expecting triplets! Nathan is taking on some extra hours at work and we may have to sell the house and get a larger one, but we’re both excited to start our new family together. I haven’t heard anything from Perry since he left, and frankly my friends and family are all overjoyed that I’m done with Perry and I’m marrying Nathan. It’s the perfect happy ending! 
 
   I’M YOUR WIFE’S BLACK LOVER
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   * * *
 
   My name is Ladarius. I live in the city but I drive out to the suburbs, sometimes hours away, to service white wives. I have dozens of white wives in my bullpen. When one of them is busy or she’s on her period, it’s not a problem because I just move on to the next one. Hardly a day goes by that I don’t have sex at least once and usually it’s with a different woman. And one of those women is your wife.
 
   About three months ago, I was in your neighborhood fucking a white wife a few doors down. Her husband works the night shift so I’m able to stop by her house after the kids are in bed and fuck her brains out. She’s a little overweight but I don’t mind a woman with a little booty on her. And she started running her mouth like I knew she would, telling the other women in her life about how big my cock is and how great it feels inside of her pussy. One of the women she told is your wife.
 
   I’ll tell you about the first time that I fucked her. It was a couple weeks ago. You were at work and you thought your wife was, too. But she called in sick and never went anywhere. You and the kids were gone so we had the house all to ourselves.
 
   “I’m so excited,” she said, running her hands down my chiseled chest. “You’ve got me so wet.”
 
   “Yeah. This your first time?”
 
   “It’s not my first time cheating on my husband,” she said. “But it’s my first time with a black guy.”
 
   “You cheat on him with white guys?”
 
   She nodded. “I normally date guys who look like him, but taller and stronger and better looking. That way, when I get pregnant, he thinks it’s his kid because it looks like him.” She began unbuckling my belt.
 
   “How do you know it ain’t?”
 
   “I make my husband wear rubbers,” she said with a wicked smile. “I tell him that I don’t like the Pill and don’t want my body filled with artificial hormones. But the real reason is that it lets me choose which guy gets to impregnate me. I’m willing to have sex with my husband but I want to make sure that I get pregnant by the best possible men. My children deserve to have the best biological fathers, not just some nice nerdy guy who happens to have a job.”
 
   I snorted. “You’re a pretty naughty bitch.” Actually, what she was doing wasn’t uncommon at all. About 20% of kids have a real daddy different from the man who raised them. I was happy to hear that she was using rubbers with her husband. When the woman is on the Pill, I always try to get her to switch to rubbers. It’s easy to get a woman to “forget” to use condoms when she’s with a strong, sexy man. It’s harder when she’s white and you’re black but I’ve managed to knock up eight white wives. Only stupid bitch aborted my baby. The other seven wives did the right thing and had my baby. Their husbands were pissed at first, but they were nice guys and agreed to raise my babies as their own. I love nice guys.
 
   Your wife led me to the bedroom and we quickly undressed. Underneath her work clothes she was wearing a pair of sexy white bra and panties. She then kneeled down in front of me, put one hand around the base of my cock, then looked up into my eyes. “I hardly ever do this for my husband.” She kept her eyes locked on mine as she sucked my cock, her tongue swirling around the top of the shaft, slowly rotating her head to give some extra sensation, as her other hand gently massaged the bottom of my ball sack. I gotta hand it to her, your wife is a talented cocksucker. But I pushed her head gently away and she rose to her feet. I grabbed her hips and bent her over your bed.
 
   I aimed the head of my cock right at the entrance to her honeypot. Her cunt was dripping wet and I could smell the strong odor of pussy. I could tell by the look and feel of her juices that she was at the right time of month to get pregnant. I ran the head of my cock up and down to wet it, then pushed it inside of her, all eight inches, in one push.
 
   “Damn, bitch, you’re fucking wet. Nice and tight.”
 
   Your wife moaned loud and deep. “Oh, God, it feels so good. So thick and deep.” I leaned forward and slipped a hand underneath her so that two of my fingers were on her clit. That way, with every thrust she gets a little clit action. I began to thrust into her fast and hard. Her wet curly pubic hair was clinging to my shaft with every thrust.
 
   I straightened up and gave your wife a firm spank on her ass. “Get up on the bed, on your hands and knees.” She followed my command and looked back at me, wagging her butt at me. I penetrated her again and started slapping her ass hard. “Mmmmm, yes,” she said. “Spank my white ass.” She dropped down onto her elbows and I pounded her hard and deep. “Not so deep,” she said. I responded by slowly a little bit and not going in all the way.
 
   She turned and looked back at me. “Remember to pull out. Don’t cum inside of me.”
 
   Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I didn’t say anything but I couldn’t help but grunt loudly. She realized that I was cumming because I immediately felt her pulling away. She didn’t have a chance. I held her hips in a death grip, leaning forward and down, my cock now balls deep and pressed hard against her cervix.
 
   “You fucker!” she said, glaring back at me. “I’m fertile right now!”
 
   Sweat was dripping down my face and I was trying to catch my breath. “God, bitch, that was fucking great! So fucking hot!”
 
   I released your wife’s hips and she flipped over. Looking down between her legs, I could see that her cunt was totally saturated, gleaming with cum, and a white trickle was dripping out. She looked up at me. “You motherfucker, I’m ovulating. I can’t have a black baby.”
 
   “Shit, girl, I wouldn’t worry about it. You’ll be fine. If you ain’t, you can get an abortion.”
 
   “I’d never get an abortion,” she said. “That’s out of the question.”
 
   When she said that, I couldn’t help but smile. I hope it happens. I know you’ll be a great daddy for my baby.
 
   MY BEST LOVER EVER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “It’s all right, Sarah,” my boyfriend Josh said, comforting me. “You don’t have to leave him.”
 
   He’s such a wonderful, understanding guy. It’s so nice to have a man in my life who truly loves me, who truly cares about me! Ever since I reached puberty, I’d dated bad boys. For some reason, I found myself strongly attracted to boys who were handsome, sexy, strong, dominant, and often violent. By and large those kind of guys have large cocks and they know how to use them. Bad boys just ooze confidence and sex appeal with every movement they make. They’re the kind of guys who women desire and men instinctively respect.
 
   It’s not that I wasn’t approached by nice guys like Josh in the past. Sometimes the nice guys would try to ask me out, but I always rebuffed them. Often times I didn’t even need to turn them down – they’d talk with me and realize that I wasn’t attracted to them, so they’d just slink away without going through the motions of asking and getting rejected.
 
   Obviously I had something wrong with me, right? Why wasn’t I attracted to sweet guys like Josh? It was probably my self-esteem. Whatever the reason, I guess I didn’t feel worthy of dating those short, weak, boring, nerdy “nice guys.”
 
   My mother and my girlfriends would always tell me that the best men are the “runts of the litter” – often short, socially-awkward, geeky men who put women on a pedestal and treat them with respect. I knew deep down that my friends were right – that the weaklings are the real men, and the sexy, atheletic studs I adored are “losers” – but my self-esteem was so low that I couldn’t help being attracted to the wrong kind of guy, like my current lover Caris.
 
   Caris is a tall, sexy, arrogant black guy with tattoos and a violent personality. Everything about him, from the way he talks to the way he walks, just drips sexuality. When women meet Caris, they let him know with their eyes and body language that they are attracted to him, even the ones in relationships. It’s been that way his entire life. When he was younger, he had sex with the nice guy’s girlfriends.  Now that he’s an adult, he has sex with other men’s girlfriends and wives. Women make a nice guy wait for weeks, even months before letting them have sex with them, but they eagerly drop their panties for Caris the first time they meet. I knew that Caris was having sex with lots of other women, but I didn’t feel good enough about myself to break up with him. It’s that self-esteem thing again.  
 
   Thankfully, I met my amazing boyfriend Josh. He’s nothing like that loser Caris. Instead of spending his time in the gym and screwing countless women, Josh went to college and got a good job. He’s sweet and romantic, buying me flowers and complimenting me. When we first dated, I made him wait for two months to have sex to show him that I’m a good girl, and he was totally patient about it. When we finally made love, it was a little awkward because he was a virgin and didn’t know what he was doing. I was disappointed that his penis was so small, only five inches long and pretty thin, but our lovemaking session wasn’t unpleasant. I just enjoyed the cuddling and being naked together. Although my bad boy lovers refused to use condoms, Josh was understanding and wore the rubber. He was so excited to finally get inside of a girl that he only lasted a few minutes before squirting his little dab into the condom’s reservoir. Now that we were a couple, I thought that I should break up with Caris.
 
   When I told Caris that I was leaving him for Josh, he was furious. Caris attacked me physically, leaving visible marks. He said that my pussy was only for him and if I ever cheated again or tried to leave him, it would be much worse. When I talked to Josh about it afterward, I was crying as I told him what had happened. He consoled me and told me that we would make it work.
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” Josh said, running his fingers through my hair. “You don’t need to leave him. We can just stop having sex. Eventually he will break up with you and move on. Then we can be together as a couple.” I was already falling in love with Josh, but at that moment I knew he was the man for me.    
 
   Now Josh talks to me over the phone and sends me romantic texts, and we go out on dates a couple times a week. At the end of the dates he just gives me a peck on the cheek and he goes home. Caris still comes by my apartment two or three times a week, and with him it’s all about sex. He takes me in his powerful arms. I’m intoxicated by his manly scent as he kisses me, my pussy soaking in anticipation. He pounds me hard with his thick eight inch cock, slapping my white ass as I moan through orgasm after orgasm. At the end, Caris explodes and coats my cunt with his seed. I give him a kiss goodbye at the doorway, my womb filled with a hundred million of his virile sperm searching for my egg.
 
   I still have a long way to go. The immense attraction I still feel for bad boys like Caris, and the intense orgasms I feel when he fucks me with his mighty phallus, shows that I still have self-esteem issues. But Josh is such a sweetheart and he’s helping me heal. One day, I’m sure, I will be attracted to Josh the way I’m attracted to Caris. In the meantime, I’m getting all the love and attention I crave from Josh and the sexual satisfaction I need from my black lover Caris. What more could a girl ask for? 
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   * * *
 
   I first met Elizabeth at the gym a couple of years ago. We were both recent college graduates and we worked in the same field. I sensed that there was some mutual attraction and I wanted to date her, but she said that she wasn’t ready to date because she had just gotten out of a long-term relationship with her college boyfriend. A couple of weeks later, I saw her out at the mall making out with a black guy. The guy was tall and handsome, with a powerful athletic build, but frankly the guy looked kind of like a thug and I doubted if the guy even had a job.
 
   When I confronted her about it, she told me that the guy’s name is Tayshawn. She explained that although she’s dating Tay, she knows it isn’t going anywhere and he’s not somebody that she could bring home to her parents. Still, she is having a great time with him and she isn’t ready to give him up.
 
   I told her that I understood and I didn’t want to stop her from having fun. Just because she has a sexual relationship with Tay didn’t mean that I couldn’t be her boyfriend. We could just have an open relationship of sorts. I would only date her but she could continue spending time with Tay. But we could get to know each other and see if it would be good for both of us.
 
   Liz and I started dating. Soon she met my parents and I met hers, and we started going together to family get-togethers. We were definitely a serious couple. In addition, our sex life was great. We were going through a box of condoms a week. Eventually we moved in together and that’s when things started to get interesting. A few nights a week, Liz would go out on a date with Tay. Sometimes she would sleep over at his house, usually on the weekends, but sometimes she would bring him home to our place. On those days, she would tell me ahead of time and I would sleep on the living room couch.
 
   I was pretty much okay with that, but in some ways I feel that she went a little too far. For example, she gave Tay a key to our apartment. Sometimes Tay would come into our house in the middle of night, slip into bed with Liz and start having sex with her. I would wake up to the sounds of my girlfriend moaning and groaning and the headboard hitting the wall. I didn’t appreciate that because I needed my sleep before work. Still, I didn’t make a fuss over it. I would just give Liz a kiss, grab my pillow and blanket and head downstairs to the couch. I could still hear them downstairs but I would sometimes masturbate to the sounds and imagine him fucking her silly. At first I was a little intimidated by the way Liz sounded and acted while having sex with Tay. She seemed far more excited by him than me. I asked her if she was simply putting on a show for him, but Liz admitted that it’s not an act – Tay is simply an amazing lover and she can’t help but cry out, moaning in pleasure as he gives her a good fucking. She does say that she really enjoys receiving cunnilingus from me and a good, hard fuck from Tay, and we both satisfy her in different ways.
 
   I also noticed that Liz’s panties were always semen-stained after her nights with Tay. Even though she was on the Pill, we always used condoms because she said she didn’t want to get pregnant and wouldn’t consider getting an abortion. I confronted her about it and she said that Tay refuses to use condoms. He claims that “real men don’t use rubbers,” and he also claims that it’s racist to refuse to take his seed inside of her. I pointed out that she uses condoms with me and I’m white, but Tay was insistent and one of the things she loved about him is that he doesn’t compromise. She said it’s one of the reasons that he would be a bad partner but he’s a great lover.
 
   Late one night, after Tay was finished with her and left the house, I grabbed my pillow and blanket and went back to bed. Liz was still up reading a book. I slipped into bed with her.
 
   “God, he fucked me really good tonight,” Liz said, looking at me over her reading glasses. “I had enough orgasms for a week!”
 
   “I heard,” I said. I picked up one of her feet and began to kiss it. “How about a little encore?”
 
   “I can’t take anymore tonight,” she said. “He fucked me four times, good and hard. My pussy is sore.”
 
   “I’m not talking about sex,” I said, kissing my way up the inside of her leg. “I want to eat your pussy.” 
 
   “I don’t think it’s a good idea right now,” she said, pulling her knees up and together. “I really should shower first.”
 
   I grabbed her knees and pulled them apart. She resisted at first, but then released her legs and spread herself wide. I could see that her pussy was red, swollen and misshapen. Her inner thighs were glistening and her bush was matted down, sticky with globs of semen. The insides of her cunt were totally covered, dripping with her lover’s sperm. I put my face directly to her entrance, stuck out my tongue and lapped up my first taste of semen. It tasted salty and pungent, but not at all bad. I stuck my tongue deep inside, lapping up as much of his cum as I could get, swallowing it down. Liz ran her hands through my hair, moaning as I licked all over her cunt, cleaning her of the evidence of her earlier coupling. After putting her through three orgasms, I rose triumphantly from between her legs. “Now I’m going to fuck you.” I rolled a condom over my penis and slipped it inside of her pussy. She didn’t complain as I thrust slowly and gently inside of her, kissing her as we made love. I was so excited that in a matter of minutes I shot my wad into the condom’s reservoir.
 
   Things changed a couple of months later when Liz found out that she was pregnant. As soon as Tay found out about the pregnancy, he denied that he was the father and he hasn’t been around since. We both agreed that it was for the best, as she was going to need to call it off soon anyway. Last month we got married, and Liz was six months pregnant at the wedding. We’re both a little worried about what our friends and family will say when the baby is black, but we know that we’re strong enough of a couple to make it through it. One more thing – we found out that it’s going to be a boy. We’ve agreed on the name Taylor and will call him Little Tay. We can’t wait to be parents!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Luke. I’m an accountant for a large accounting firm. My wife’s name is Allison but I call her “Sin” for short because she’s my sinful little sweetheart.
 
   Allison isn’t the kind of girl that most people would have expected me to marry. We’re a great couple, though. I met her four years ago while working at an event in Boston. Lots of attractive young women were hanging around trying to meet a successful accountant, but Allison was so beautiful and sweet that she just stole my heart from the moment I met her. 
 
   The two of us really clicked. We partied hard together and had a great time. Our relationship moved quickly, and in six months we were engaged. Two years later we were married. I wasn't the jealous boyfriend type because I’d watched her do the girl-girl thing a couple times and I’d always enjoyed seeing other men look her way, and I haven’t been a jealous husband during the time that we’ve been married. I consider Allison to be a hot piece of ass, and judging by the looks she gets, I know most guys would agree. She’s 5'8", 112 pounds, and she’s in great shape with nice legs, ass and tits. Allison loves wearing swimsuits, and she’s done wet tee-shirt and bikini competitions at the local gentlemen’s club and won. She’s never stripped or pole danced, just the contests, but she loves to show off her stuff and loves getting the attention.
 
   Our neighbors are pretty friendly, despite the things you may hear about New Englanders. One of our neighbors often invites everyone in the neighborhood to come to his house for backyard bonfires. In April they invited everybody over and we went. It seemed like there were more people at his party than there were people in our neighborhood. But hey, it’s his party.
 
   One guy who was there was Jared, a mutual friend of ours who lives a couple streets over, and sometimes the guys from the neighborhood go out with him for drinks – what we call the “guys night out.” He was there with a friend of his that I’d never met before, a guy who works at his gym as a personal trainer named JeWayne. He introduced himself and he seemed like a good guy with a strong grip, and I didn’t think much of it. So we all had a great time roasting marshmallows, chips, drinks and had some laughs.
 
   As I was talking with one of our neighbors about their great Easter decorations they’d put out, I noticed that JeWayne seemed interested in Allison and chatted her up a few times. Other times, when he thought nobody was looking, he’d be checking out her body. I wasn’t jealous at all, and in fact the idea that an attractive black guy was looking hungrily at my wife was a turn on to me. As we walked back home, I asked Allison whether she had a good time at the party and she said it was great, and she liked meeting the new people. I asked her what she thought of Jared’s friend JeWayne. She said that he was a very good looking guy with a great body, but not as great as mine. Obviously she was being kind because, although I work out regularly, JeWayne was four or five inches taller with really broad shoulders and totally muscle bound. Still, the mere fact that she’d noticed him made my little penis stir. I’d always fantasized about Allison fucking a black guy. 
 
   In May we were at the neighbor’s bonfire. Sure enough, Jared and JeWayne were there, too. It went just like the last party, with him talking to her a little and checking her out from afar. We left a little later and I decided not to ask her about her interactions with JeWayne. Then the next weekend we were downtown at one of our favorite bars and JeWayne was there. He was all friendly and talked with Allison while I was ordering drinks, then he invited me to play a game of pool. While we played, he asked how things were with me and Allison.
 
   “You’re a lucky man to have such a beautiful wife,” he said, lining up a shot.
 
   “Thanks,” I replied, feeling myself getting a chubby at that.
 
   After a couple drinks, my wife and I drove home. During the ride, I asked Allison what they’d talked about.
 
   “Oh, not much,” she said, looking out the window. “Just small talk. But he complimented me on how sexy and pretty I dress, and he wished that he had a girlfriend, especially one as pretty as me.”
 
   “That was very sweet of him,” I said.
 
   “Yeah, he’s a real charmer.”
 
   “Could you imagine him with a sexy white girl?”
 
   “Oh, I sure can,” she said, smiling.
 
   That conversation must have been on my mind because, during the night, I had a dream about Allison having sex with JeWayne. In the dream, Allison’s BMW convertible was stuck on the curb by our house and it needed to be pushed off. I tried to move it but it wouldn’t budge. She knew JeWayne was nearby at the gym and could get there quickly to help out. He got there from just working out in a tank top, all dark-skinned and ripped up. Like nothing he easily pushed her car off the curb. She loves her convertible and she was impressed at JeWayne’s strength, and she was very thankful for him helping her. Allison told him that I wasn’t anywhere near as strong as him and she knew that there was no way I was strong enough to get the job done. After doing the heavy lifting for me, JeWayne was sweaty and thirsty, and she asked him if he wanted to come inside for a drink of water. They went inside our house and he dried off. The two of them started drinking beers and they both had a few and chatted for a while. Soon they were both buzzed and they were complimenting each other. She pointed out that his clothes were a little dirty from moving the car and asked JeWayne if he wanted to take a shower and clean up. He agreed and went upstairs to shower. While he was in there, Allison couldn’t help herself. She peeked through the crack in the door and watching him lather up and rinse off his big, ripped African body. I could tell she was getting excited just watching.
 
   When JeWayne stepped out of the shower and noticed her peeking in through the door, he just smiled at her and continued slowly drying off, letting her get a long look at his body and huge manhood. Allison closed the bathroom door and walked down the stairs to the living room. She’d given him a pair of my shorts and a grease-stained tee-shirt I pretty much just use when I’m cooking bacon. He put on my clothes and came out of the bathroom, telling her that he’s too big to fit in my clothes. When she looked up, Allison saw that my shirt was very tight on him, really showcasing his ripped muscles, and my shorts were so tight that she couldn’t help but notice his huge cock bulging beneath them. Sin couldn't help herself and moved closer to him. JeWayne pointed towards her crotch and I noticed there was a small wet spot there – obviously she was hot for him. My wife tried to play it off but he walked right up to her, putting on hand on her shoulder and another on her thin, sexy hip. He moved that hand down slowly down and slid his fingers beneath her running shorts and felt just how soaking wet she was for him. JeWayne rubbed her clit with his fingers for a while, and I could see her body moving with and against him. Finally she groaned, “Oh God, I’m coming,” and she came so strongly that she fell down to her knees in front of him. She tugged down his shorts, eager to taste his black meat, and it sprang forth. He grabbed the sides of her head with those black hands, pulling her mouth towards and pulled her mouth towards his thick black manhood. He forced her mouth onto it and made her bite at it through the shorts. It was now throbbing and really huge. She sucked on his dick ferociously, like a woman possessed.  JeWayne was pulling her onto his black cock rhythmically and she was moaning, in awe of this black Adonis and his mighty manhood. He flexed his huge guns, tensing his washboard stomach and chiseled chest, and he let out a loud roar. Soon his cock began to throb, his balls tightening and releasing, and Allison moaned receptively. I knew he was pumping his black sperm deep down my wife’s throat and she was gobbling up every drop.
 
   Just then, I woke up from the dream. I realized that it was my little white penis that was coming, and I was squirting my boy sauce all over the sheets. I felt embarrassed, like a teenage boy having a wet dream. Allison woke up a little and asked if I was okay. I told her I was fine, go back to sleep, and she did. 
 
   In the morning as we were getting ready for work, I told Allison about my dream. I changed the story just a bit, though. Instead of JeWayne I just said that it was a handsome black guy with a ripped body and they didn’t have sex, they just slow danced naked. I admitted to her turned on I got watching her with him, and said that his cock was huge and erect as they held each other close, and how he slowly caressed her body. Allison just listened with a smile on her face and didn't say anything, she just sat there. Honestly, I think she was expecting me to go on with my story, to tell her more. But I said that I woke up at that point, with my penis erect and coming.
 
   “That was really hot to you, wasn’t it?” she asked.
 
   “I loved it, obviously,” I replied.
 
   That’s all we said about it before we left to go to work, but I think it really put the idea of her fucking JeWayne into her mind and I knew she’d be thinking about it. She loves to get attention from guys. She’s the kind of girl that comes out of a dressing room to show off her bikini and ask you how it looks, but then she’s looking around to see if there are any other guys who are looking. She’s loves attention from other men and the idea of a sexy black man giving her that kind of attention would surely get her hot.
 
   A few weeks later, we went over to Jared’s house with a few friends. I wasn’t surprised that JeWayne was there, too. The weather report said it would be a nice day and I encouraged Allison to wear a nice sundress that was fairly short. It took Allison a while to get ready but she looked she looked super hot with her curly blonde hair, pink sundress and white sandals. We said hello to everybody when we walked in, and I noticed that JeWayne simply couldn’t keep his eyes off my wife. It got me turned on and I felt my penis starting to stir. Allison started talking with Jared’s girlfriend Ava in the kitchen while the guys watched a baseball game in the great room. Everybody was already raiding the liquor cabinet making drinks and cracking open bottles of Sam Adams.  
 
   JeWayne came up to us and was very friendly. He seemed a lot more confident, and didn’t mind talking flirtatiously with Allison right in front of me. But I wanted to leave them alone to talk, so I said I was going to pour myself a drink and left them chatting. When I came back fifteen minutes later, they were talking about the cardio class that she does at the gym. Right about then, Ava said that dinner was being served and we all walked over to the dining room. After dinner the guys lounged around in the living room while the women chatted around the dining room table. Some of us stepped outside onto the deck, and I decided to bring Allison outside with me. I sat her down next to JeWayne, hoping that they’d talk some more. Once again, they started talking about the gym stuff.
 
   Allison has competed in a lot of bikini contests at the Golden Banana club over the years, and she must have mentioned that to him because JeWayne encouraged her to start up again. I knew that she’d wanted to start doing that again, and she seemed excited as they talked about it. It was getting late at that point and people were starting to leave the party, so I indicated to Sin that it was time to head out. Riding home, I wanted to ask her whether she was attracted to JeWayne but I didn’t want to seem like I was jealous or perverted or anything. But she soon brought up her desire to start doing the bikini contests again, and she mentioned that JeWayne had offered to provide her with personal training so that she can get back into competition shape. My little white penis got instantly hard just thinking about my lovely bride working out with that big black beast. 
 
   The next day I was home working on my laptop in the den when I heard the phone ring. I picked up the receiver but I heard Allison say hello. I was just about to hang up when I heard JeWayne’s voice.
 
   “Is Luke there?” he asked. I secretly hit the mute button.
 
   “He’s still working,” she replied. “What’s up?”
 
   The two of them engaged in small talk, then he asked if she was planning on starting back in the bikini competitions again.
 
   “I haven’t talked with Luke about it yet. I need to make sure that he’s on board.”
 
   That wasn’t really true. Many times she’d asked about it and every time I encouraged her to do it. Although Allison always has great tits and a hot ass body, having her work out for competition keeps her that much sexier. He pushed her to ask me, though, and to make sure I was okay with him training her. Just listening to her talking with this black stud had me so turned on. JeWayne offered to switch to our Gold’s Gym if she wanted, and it seemed like he was awfully eager to train her. He told her that her body is the perfect shape and she just needs a little work in a few areas and he would give her the push she needed to get it done. She said he was right and she’d talk to me about it.
 
   I finished up my project, closed my laptop and walked upstairs to Allison. I walked up behind her, put my arms around her and asked how her day went as I kissed her neck. She said everything was great. I mentioned that I’d heard the phone ring and she said it was JeWayne. She said he was calling for me and just wanted to say hello.
 
   “I mentioned to him that I’d like to get back into bikini competitions,” Allison said. “Since he’s a personal trainer, I’m wondering if he might be the right person to train me.”
 
   “I don’t know,” I said. “He obviously knows his way around a gym but he works for Club Fitness. That’s about a half hour away. Can’t you find somebody a little closer?”
 
   She hesitated. “Yeah, it’s too bad that he works so far away. But I want to start working out again.” Then she spun around and told me that she loved me. I knew that kissing her neck really turns her on, and I started caressing her body because that gets her really horny. But I could tell that she was already super horny for some reason, and it wasn’t long before we were in the bedroom naked and going at it like horny teenagers. Allison’s body is amazing and it’s hard for me not to come right away when we fuck. I especially get excited thinking about her having sex with tall, strong, handsome black men with big cocks. As I was fucking her, I asked her to pretend that I was the black guy from my dream fucking her.
 
   “You’re suck a dirty little boy,” Allison said. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’d like to see a strong, powerful black man fucking me with a big black cock. That gets you so hot, doesn’t it?”
 
   “Yes, it gets me really hot. I’d love to see you fucking a black guy.”
 
   We flipped over and she rode me cowgirl. “I think that would be totally hot,” she said. “And if you’re a good little white boy, when he’s done using me, I might let you have sloppy seconds.” She started kissing me while grinding her hips faster. It was all I could take. I’d been trying not to come but I couldn’t hold off any longer. My little white penis spit up its wad and shriveled inside of her. Afterward, we lay there together kissing.
 
   “You’re a nasty little boy, aren’t you?” she asked.
 
   “For you I am,” I said.
 
   The next day I was leaving for work and Allison was already up. She was wearing only her bra and panties and checking herself out in our bedroom full-length mirror.
 
   “Do I look toned enough to compete?” Allison asked, pouting her lips. “Do I still have it?”
 
   I told her that she looked great.
 
   “Should I try competing again?” she asked.
 
   “I think it’s a great idea.” I replied. “I’m behind it one hundred percent.” Then I kissed her and left for work.
 
   That weekend, Allison and I went out to McGurdey’s for drinks. She dressed up in a hot little red dress with matching high heels, and she could have caught the place on fire. Every guy’s eyes were on her at the lounge and she loved it. Sin always loves it when she gets male attention, and I could tell she was getting a rush from all the looks. I sat on one of the leather seats in the back and she took a seat at the bar. All night long guys were hitting on her, buying her drinks, and I just sat back and watched without stopping them. It’s something I’ve always done with Allison and we’ve both enjoyed it. She enjoys getting hit on and getting free drinks, while I love seeing them flirt with her. One guy in particular seemed to have her attention. He wasn’t all buff like most of the guys she likes but he had broad shoulders and was in decent shape, with some tattoos visible on his arms and up his neck. He asked her to dance and I watched them in the corner, and he kissed her passionately, caressing her ass and back with his hands. In the end, they had a little conversation and he left. Then she walked over to me, her lipstick smeared, and we kissed and left.
 
   During the ride home, Allison was horny as  hell. She took off her high heels, spread apart her legs and was diddling herself with her hand. My wife was clearly buzzed, and when we got into our house she took me straight to the bedroom and slipped out of her dress. We went right at it and she was very vocal, telling me that Derek (the guy at the lounge) was so hot and she really wanted to fuck him. I asked her if she wanted to fuck a black guy, like the guy in my dream.
 
   “I want a big cock,” she said. “I want to fuck lots of cocks, white and black cocks. Big thick cocks.” Then she said she wanted that black guy to fuck her good and hard, to fuck her right now with that big black cock of his. I was on top of her in the missionary, pushing my little white weiner as fast as I could. She kept talking about cocks and she was coming hard, over and over again. I wanted to bring up JeWayne and his big black cock, but I didn’t want to risk ruining anything. But just the thought of that got me so hot that I couldn’t last any longer, my little weiner failing to go the distance and spilling prematurely. 
 
   Over the next weekend, I had a business trip in New York City for four days. While I was gone, Allison called me and said that JeWayne had showed up at her gym and was helping her train. I thought that was a little strange because the guy had to drive over half an hour out of his way to get there, and it was a competitor’s gym. She said she was about to go walk into the doctor’s office so she had to go. I decided that I’d talk with her about it more when I returned home. In the meantime, I had a new piece of information to think about while jerking off in my hotel!
 
   After my business trip, Allison mentioned that she’d been thinking about hosting a party at our house and wondered how I felt about it. I said I thought it was a great thing to do, since our friends and neighbors hold a lot of parties. She said she was just thinking about something fairly small, with just our friends and neighbors. Allison also mentioned that she had a great time working out with JeWayne and he’s really the guy to get her into shape for competition.
 
   “He’ll work me really hard,” she said. What she didn’t know is that I was hoping he’d do her real hard! I told her that I was behind it one hundred percent.
 
   A couple days later, Allison told me that she’s working out with JeWayne three times a week. I really liked the idea of it, just imagining her getting all sweaty while working out with JeWayne, her blonde hair all messed up, her body smelling like JeWayne's cologne and sweat. Who knows, maybe her pussy lined with his creamy sperm, tossing her soiled undies into the hamper. She undresses and shows me her used body, all flush from exertion, looks into my eyes and tells me it was awesome and she can’t wait to do it again. Allison smiles at me, winks, and then steps into the shower. 
 
   We had our house party on Saturday and it went better than expected. Of course, Allison made sure to invite JeWayne. He came to our house dressed in an Italian suit and Allison sure noticed. Honestly, I was kind of surprised at how nice he looked when dressed up. Everybody had some drinks and barbeque, and we all had a great time. Of course, JeWayne was staring at Allison a lot, in part because she was wearing a short skirt. I couldn’t help but notice that Allison was also checking out JeWayne and talking a lot with him, and I was getting turned on just seeing their budding relationship. After the party, Allison was very horny. During foreplay, I suggested that she have JeWayne take some before and after pictures of her in her bikinis to show her progress. That really seemed to trip her trigger and she fucked me good and hard!
 
   Well I decided that this Friday or Saturday night it's time to tell my wife how I've been fantasizing about seeing her with another guy. I know this takes the fantasy out of the other way I wanted it to happen and I think knowing my wife like I do she will probably be okay with it. I mean she has messed around with other girls and we have full around with couples when we first met, so this isn't far from it. It's just thinking of her being a nasty little slut all on her own is what was really turning me on and driving me crazy. I'm going to mention my dreams to her and how it's driving me crazy and see how she takes it, then maybe down the line mentioned JeWayne and tell her I think it would be hot some sort away if they were to hook up and I watch or join. The way they've been connecting at the family get-togethers I don't think that would be too hard and in the long run that might be what she wants anyway.
 
   On that note I dont think I can stop things from the path they are going and what I have already seen and thought about. Last night she brought it up while we were drinking and watching tv on the sofa. It was around 10:30 and I had a few beers and she had a couple glasses of wine. She did seem a little spunky and in a happy mood. She told me she wondered if we could call or meet JeWayne and talk in detail about how the training would go and how long and all that. I could tell she was excited about it and not just from her asking me. She usually doesn't wear a bra and last night was no exception. She had on a tight open neck top she wears around the house. When she started to talk about training with JeWayne I noticed her nipples got really hard! I pretended I didn't notice and I didn't think she even knew. I know when she gets turned on and horny those thing stand out. So we kept talking and there were on for the full conversation about 15 minutes. 
 
   On Monday, before they did their workout, Allison modeled in a bikini for JeWayne and he took her pictures. When she came home, she was horny and started rubbing my leg and brushing against my penis. I responded by caressing her back and soon she pushed me onto the sofa and started sucking on my penis, acting more dominant than usual. After about ten minutes of fellatio, I tried to sit up but she kept pushing me back down, and then she took off her shorts and just rode me cowgirl. She was definitely turned on by what had happened earlier with the photo shoot, or maybe just thinking about guys getting turned on when she’s doing her contests again. I told her that I love it when she shows off for guys in those bikinis, and they all want her so bad that they’re fucking her with their eyes. She really loved that.
 
   “There were two guys at the gym who were totally checking me out,” she said, riding on my cock.
 
   “Can you blame them? You’re just so fucking sexy.”
 
   “And JeWayne was checking me out, too,” she said. “When he didn’t think I was looking. I saw him in the mirrors.”
 
   I said that JeWayne is getting her into perfect shape and she’s going to be my hot little slut. She was already moaning and that sent her over the edge, and we came simultaneously.
 
   The next week, Allison sent me a text that she was going to meet up with two of her friends from college who were in the area. They were going to a sushi bar and then they’d hit some of the clubs downtown, so she wouldn’t be home until late. I told her that’s fine, have a good time and text me later. When I got home she’d already left the house, and I could smell her perfume and this coconut-type oil that she puts on her skin that gets me so aroused. I also noticed that her black high heels and little black dress were missing, so I had a good idea what she might be wearing. Around ten o’clock I get a text from her saying she loved me. I texted back, asking if she was having a good time. She asked if she looked sexy and I replied that every guy thinks she looks great, even black guys like JeWayne. At first I thought I’d gone too far but after about five minutes, the reply came back: “I’m sure ;-)” and it gave me a hard on.
 
   When she came home, she was definitely buzzing and quite horny. She came into the bedroom, got undressed and showered, then got into bed naked. I could see in her eyes that she was horny.
 
   “I bet you drove all the boys crazy with the sexy little body of yours.”
 
   Allison laughed and jumped right on top of me. I ate her pussy and made her come, and then she pushed me off of her and rode me cowgirl.
 
   “All the guys wanted you, didn’t they?” I asked. She stared fucking me harder, faster, saying “Yes, they wanted me.” She was riding me hard and finally came, then rolled off to my side and we cuddled for a while then went to sleep. 
 
   In the morning, I got up early and she was still asleep. I started to caress her body and she knew what I wanted. Although she was pretty much sleeping, she moved her leg and gave me access. I fucked her from behind and I didn’t last long before I shot my load inside of her tight pussy. 
 
   A couple days later, Allison told me that her friend Hannah was going to a resort in the Bahamas next month for two weeks to celebrate her twenty-fifth birthday. A few of her other girlfriends were going, too, and it was going to be an all-girls vacation. I said that going there in June didn’t make a lot of sense to me weather-wise, but she said that the rates were cheaper and besides it was Hannah’s birthday.
 
   “Would you be okay with me going there with her, with the other girls?”
 
   “Sure,” I said. “It sounds like you’ll have a great time.”
 
   Although I thought of the possibility that something sexual might happen while Allison was down there with her single friends, it was an off-hand comment by Jared that really got my juices flowing.
 
   “Yeah, JeWayne’s gone the second and third week of June. He’s going to an all-inclusive resort in the Bahamas.”
 
   At that point I wasn’t sure if Allison was going there with her single friends and JeWayne had arranged to be there at the same time, or if she already knew about it. Heck, for all I knew it might have nothing to do with Hannah at all and she was just going down there to vacation for a week in paradise with her black lover. Whatever it was, I wasn’t going to say a word.
 
   When she packed her luggage, I took a look at what she was taking with her. She was bringing all these sexy sundresses and miniskirts, evening gowns and high heels, not to mention those bikinis of hers. But one thing that caught my eye was her birth control pills. Why would she need her birth control while on vacation? Just to make sure that she didn’t cheat on her wedding vows, right after she made her final check of her luggage, I slipped her birth control pills out of her makeup bag and put them back into the medicine cabinet. I drove her to the airport, lifted her bags out of the trunk and kissed her goodbye. I gave her a long hug.
 
   “I only have one rule for your vacation,” I said. “Do whatever you want, just make sure that you have as much fun as you possibly can.”
 
   Her eyes beamed. “I will, I promise.” She hugged me back, gave me a peck on the cheek, waved goodbye and pulled her luggage through the airport doors.
 
   It was crazy waiting those two weeks for her to return. The whole time I was masturbating multiple times a day while fantasizing about that tall, muscular black stud giving his thick black cock to my delicate white wife. They were just so much alike, both beautiful and concerned about their physical appearances, loving the attention. He was a perfect physical specimen, strong, black and virile, and she was a perfect female, thin with a bubble butt, big tits and a gorgeous face. I wished I could see the two of them together!
 
   When they returned from their vacation, Allison’s body looked changed. She seemed exhausted, fully content and satisfied, and her skin had tanned, having taken on a darker color after being pounded by those gorgeous rays for weeks. We made love the night that she returned but things seemed different now. Although she was definitely horny, she didn’t seem satisfied with what I was giving her.
 
   “Faster, baby,” she said. “Fuck me faster.” I fucked as fast as I could but she looked disappointed. I think she’d realized that the problem wasn’t my lack of speed but my lack of size. But I still managed to give her an orgasm and I came inside of her, then we cuddled and fell asleep.
 
   A couple weeks later Allison started to feel sick. I had a strange feeling what it was. Allison seemed very distant for a couple of days, then she asked me one night, “How would you feel if I had sex for real with a black guy?”
 
   “Like JeWayne?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah,” she said. “Would you like that?”
 
   “I think it would be really hot,” I said.
 
   “I do, too,” she replied, holding my hand. “I just don’t you to be unhappy with me.”
 
   “I’d never do that. I’ll support you one hundred percent.”
 
   I wasn’t surprised at all what happened next. Allison had sex with JeWayne “for the first time” that week. A couple weeks later, she found out that she was pregnant.
 
   “I’m pretty sure that it’s JeWayne’s baby,” she said. “I’m going to keep it, even if the baby is black.”
 
   I told her that I was totally okay with it, that it was all my idea and that I would support her decision. When we learned that it was going to be a boy, JeWayne was proud as peaches. He came to the hospital and cut the umbilical cord. He named the baby JeWayne Junior. I didn’t want him having any legal rights to our son, though, so I put my name on the birth certificate as the father.
 
   The whole situation has worked out great. I stay at home with the baby while Allison works out with JeWayne. She’s back on the pill so we don’t have to worry about pregnancy. She’s gotten back into great shape, and although her hips are a little wider after giving birth, she’s still stunning. Last week she had her first bikini contest in five years and she won first place. I loved watching all the guys on her as she strutted her stuff on the stage, every man fucking her with his eyes. I’m so proud to be married to such a naughty little girl!
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   * * *
 
   “Kah rum meenak!” the African man yelled, banging on our windshield with the butt of his gun.
 
   We were on the road in Somalia when three men jumped in front of our car. Now they were yelling in a foreign language, probably Somali. They were all armed with scary-looking black guns, and I could see their old jeep parked about ten yards off the road.
 
   I’d never been so frightened in my life. Fred, my sixtyish co-worker at the charity, was driving the car. He looked paralyzed with fear. We’d heard about the pirates in Solamia but we’d been lucky enough to never encounter them.
 
   The man who banged his gun into the windshield opened the driver’s side back door and hopped inside. “Go!” he ordered, aiming his gun at Fred’s head. “Go, go, go!” He started driving down the road, with no idea where we were going. I turned around and saw the other men following behind us in their jeep.
 
   I remembered my husband Brandon back in the States. “I’m worried, Jordan. Africa is a dangerous place, especially Somalia. Aren’t there safer places that need help?” I explained to him that Africa was a focus of our charity because they are in greatest need of assistance, and I promised him that I would be careful. Now, speeding down the road through the African desert, I wasn’t sure that I would be alive much longer.
 
   The man behind us directed Fred by pointing and yelling. He led us off the main road down some all-dirt roads to their compound. We pulled up in front of three dirty little wooden shacks that looked like they might fall apart at any moment, and the jeep pulled up a few moments later. The black man gestured for us to get out of the car. The men were talking angrily at Fred in Somali. He raised his hands up and said he meant no harm, he was just in Somalia to help villages with their water. The shorter man from the jeep got behind Fred and held his hands behind him. Then the man who sat behind us in our car slowly walked up to him, put his face into Fred’s and said something I didn’t understand. Then he took the butt of his gun and hit Fred in the head, knocking him out. His body crumpled to the ground.
 
   The taller man from the jeep came over to me. “I am Khaalid. This is Qorane,” he said, referring to the man who sat behind me in the car. He said that the shorter man from the jeep is Xidig. “Who are you?”
 
   “I’m Jordan. I work for a charity. I’m just here trying to help people get clean water in their villages.”
 
   “You are a hostage,” he said. “The ransom will be $50 million US dollars. If we aren’t paid, you will be killed.”
 
   Qorane and Xidig dragged Fred’s body into the middle shack and they locked the door. Then Qorane led me into the shack on the right. It was a dirty, dusty shed. I sat on the floor wondering what to do. My cell phone was in my purse in the car but even if we had reception the phone was dead. I could hear the men talking outside, then the voices faded away a bit. Soon the light coming through the cracks between the wooden planks turned to darkness.
 
   At some point, I heard footsteps approaching, then the door unlocked. It was Qorane standing there holding a plate with stale bread, a metal cup of water, and a candle-lit lantern. He placed all of it on the floor. Then he removed his handgun from his belt and slowly set it down on the floor, keeping his eyes on me the entire time. He slowly walked up to me. I noticed that he’d changed his clothes and he was wearing camouflage pants and a t-shirt. He looked me in the eyes, then put his arms around me and began kissing me. Although Qorane is an attractive man, I was totally repulsed by his behavior. Besides, I’m a married woman. But I knew that I was a captive and I had no real choice. I responded to his touch and placed my arms behind him, caressing his muscular body. I was worried that I wouldn’t be wet for him, but I felt my vagina beginning to wet. And though I know it’s wrong, as I inhaled his scent, I became incredibly aroused by the thought of having sex with this violent black thug.
 
   I unbuttoned my shirt and removed my bra, so that I was now wearing nothing but my skirt and panties. I could see his manhood pressing against his pants and it looked huge. I undid Qorane’s belt, unzipped his pants and pulled them down. He wasn’t wearing any underpants, and out sprung a huge black cock. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. At college I’d been told that the rumors of black men having large penises was a lie spread to hold black men down by hyper-sexualizing them, in the same way that the rumors of Asian men having smaller penises are a lie to emasculate them. But Qorane’s cock was magnificent, I’d estimate it was ten inches long and so very thick, much larger than a kielbasa.
 
   I was totally satisfied by my husband’s five inch penis but this cock was a thing of beauty. I dropped to my knees and took his huge black cock inside of my mouth. I was never very experienced at fellatio, as my husband usually preferred intercourse, but I tried my best to give my black captor a good blowjob. I swirled my tongue around the thick head and shaft and pumped the base of his cock with my hands. I also gently swept my fingers over his balls after every few pumps. Qorane was speaking softly in Somali. I couldn’t understand him but I think he was enjoying it.
 
   Qorane then took on an aggressive tone. He pulled me up to my feet, then pulled down my skirt and panties. Then he pushed me to the floor and got on top of me. The floor was hard and dirty, and it was uncomfortable but I knew that I couldn’t complain. Although Brandon and I use condoms for birth control, I knew that it wasn’t an option for me. I couldn’t see much with the candle light, but I felt his huge cockhead touch my vagina and then begin to press inside. It normally takes my husband a handful of thrusts to get his little penis inside of me, but I was so wet for Qorane that he just pushed hard inside of me with two thrusts. I gasped at the sudden insertion but it felt great. I felt so full, and his cock was going so much deeper than Brandon could ever do. I was being stretched out but it felt amazing, and this African thug was pounding hard and long, almost pulling out entirely with each thrust before pushing back in. He wasn’t kissing me or touching my clit, just holding himself up on his hands above me and thrusting violently, yet the feeling was so amazing. His cock was so large that, with no effort on his part, my clit was being stimulated from intercourse alone. Suddenly I felt an amazing pleasure starting with my groin, then it spread throughout my body to every fingertip, and I groaned loudly and uncontrollably in the Somalian darkness, experiencing what was easily the most powerful orgasm of my life. I was almost crying when it didn’t end, just rolling on in a wave, either one continuous orgasm or a series of them giving me incredible pleasure. Then I heard Qorane grunting deeply and push all the way inside of me. I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against my cervix, his cock growing even larger and pulsing, as he filled my womb with his sperm. I ran my hands up and down his back, enjoying his broad, muscular shoulders as the last of his seed spilled out to totally fill my cavity.
 
   From that night forward, Qorane was using me for sex almost every night. A couple of weeks later, I started feeling nauseated and I was frightened that I might be pregnant. Over the new few months, I began to show and it was obvious that Qorane’s baby was growing inside of me. Although I support abortion rights, it’s not a choice that I would ever consider for myself, and I worried that the meager meals they were feeding me wasn’t sufficient for our baby. One day, though, just over three months of being captives, Fred and I were rescued by U.S. special forces. All three of our captors were killed, and Fred and I were returned home.
 
   Brandon and I were both crying when we finally saw each other at the airport. He was totally understanding and supported my decision to keep the baby. Our son, Qorane Junior, is a beautiful, handsome baby boy and Brandon is an amazing father. He says he couldn’t love little Qorane any more even if he was his own biological child. We’d always planned on having only one child but when I brought up a vasectomy to Brandon, he seems a little resistant. But we both understand that DNA doesn’t matter, children are expensive, and one child is enough for us. We’re a perfect family.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Michael. My wife Madison and I are in our late twenties and we’ve been married for five years. We live in the suburbs and we have two kids. Maddie is currently pregnant with our third child and she’s due to give birth in three months. I’d like to tell you about something sexy and fun I did six months ago for my wife’s birthday.
 
   I overheard Maddie talking on the phone with her friend Tess talking about her encounter with a black man. She was laughing as she stirred a pot of soup over the stove. When the call was over, Maddie called me over and told me what happened. Apparently, Tess was on a cruise with another single girlfriend who met a guy named Rob. It was late at night and Tess had been drinking all night. She went to Rob’s cabin to meet up with her friend and Rob, and she walked in on Rob’s cabin mate while he was dressing. The guy was black and he clearly had a huge cock. Tess was mesmerized, staring at his huge limp cock.
 
   “Haven’t you ever seen a black guy’s cock before?” the black guy asked.
 
   Tess shook her head.
 
   “You’ve never fucked a black guy before?”
 
   Tess shook her head again.
 
   “Would you like this to be your first time?”
 
   Tess nodded eagerly. The immediately got down to business on the black guy’s bed. Although Tess felt a lot of pleasure from it, there was also a lot of pain because the cock was so big so she didn’t go back for more.
 
   We both laughed, then I asked her, “Have you ever wondered what it would be like to fuck a black guy?”
 
   “Well, sure. I think black guys are sexy. If I were single, I would have done it, too.”
 
   For the longest time, I had fantasized about my wife having sex with another man. The idea of her having sex with a black man was even hotter. Maddie’s birthday was coming up the next weekend. I decided that I would try and make our fantasy come true.
 
   A few years ago, a friend of mine had hired a male stripper for a bachelorette party. I asked him for the contact information for the company. I called and, sure enough, they had a black stripper who was available. His name was Thunder. I asked him whether he was willing to do more than strip. He said he couldn’t legally agree to that, but he explained that for an extra thousand dollars, he would drink a special aphrodisiac before the party. Although he couldn’t promise anything, in the past every time that he drank the drink before the party he got horny and ended up sleeping with the bachelorette or birthday girl. I told him that if something happened, he would need to use condoms because my wife isn’t on birth control. He agreed and said that it’s standard practice. I happily paid him the extra thousand dollars. 
 
   Maddie’s actual birthday was on Tuesday night and we’d planned on going out to dinner to celebrate. However, I called Tess and let her know that I was going to have a surprise birthday party for Maddie on the Saturday night before her birthday. I let her know about the sexy black stripper. She said that she would invite over some of Maddie’s more open-minded friends, too.
 
   When I told Maddie that some of her friends were coming over for a party, she was very pleased. Tess and a few other women showed up, all bearing gifts. I was incredibly horny thinking about what was about to happen. Tess challenged Maddie into doing some shots of tequila with her, and we all egged her on. Maddie had already had two cosmos and she doesn’t have much tolerance. After matching Tess with three shots, she was totally buzzing.
 
   “You know what, honey,” Maddie said. “I think we should have another baby.”
 
   “What?” I’d wanted to have a third child but after our second was born, she had been totally against having another and she’d talked about me getting a vasectomy, so this was totally unexpected.
 
   “Yeah, well, I was looking at some baby pictures and I want another. I’ve been checking my cervical mucous and I’m fertile the next four or five days. What do you think?”
 
   That’s when we heard a pounding on the front door. “It’s the police! Open up!” Although he was lowering his voice and speaking loudly, I recognized that it was Thunder’s voice.
 
   Everybody seemed worried. Maddie went up to the door and opened it. Standing there in a police uniform was a tall, dark skinned black man. He stepped inside and took off his hat. “I’ve been told that there’s a birthday party at this residence. Are you Madison?”
 
   Maddie nodded. “Yes, it’s my party, officer.”
 
   He took her by the hand and led her to the couch. The other women were standing beside Tess in the kitchen, whispering with her. “Please sit down.” Maddie sat down, looking a little scared. Then he pulled out a small speaker and set it down on the table. “Just a second.” He pulled out his cell phone, typed a few things and set the phone down next to the speaker. “Okay, ma’am. I need to inform you that you have the right… to enjoy my sexy body!” As soon as music started playing, Maddie’s eyes lit up and all the women started cheering.
 
   “Happy birthday to me!” Maddie said as she eyed her black stripper hungrily.
 
   The women all walked into the living room and stood to either side as Thunder danced in front of Maddie. He slowly unbuttoned his shirt and threw it aside, revealing a white wife-beater that covered a clearly chiseled chest. Slowly, he took off the t-shirt, then he unbelted the belt on his fake pants, apparently held together with Velcro in the back, and ripped them off and tossed it onto the floor. He was now wearing nothing but a red g-string.
 
   Maddie’s eyes were bulging, staring straight at the guy’s crotch. His hands were behind his head and undulating his hips, but the women were all focused on his huge package.
 
   “Oh, my God,” Maddie said, looking at me briefly before her eyes went back to his package. “It’s so fucking huge.”
 
   Thunder moved right up against Maddie, then pushed her back on the couch. He put his knees on the edge of the couch, his hands on the back, and he started dry humping her in rhythm with the music. Maddie put her hands around his back and squeezed his butt cheeks. The girls were all laughing and cheering her on.
 
   “Take off the g-string,” yelled Maddie’s friend Rose, holding up her pint glass. “Big black cock! I want to see that big black cock!”
 
   Maddie turned her head toward Rose. “Are you sure? Should I?” Then she looked over at me. I gave her the thumbs up.
 
   Maddie pulled down his g-string and immediately took ahold of his thick cock. It was only semi-erect but it was already much thicker than mine and a few inches longer, too. My wife was slowly pumping his lower shaft as she leaned in flicked her tongue over the top of his shaft. “Mmm, precum,” she said. Then she took the whole head into her mouth and proceeded slowly down, taking a little more into her mouth. He looked about eight inches long and she was only able to take half of it into her mouth. She pulled her mouth off and took a breath, pumped the shaft with both hands and said to me, “He’s so much bigger than you, I’ve never sucked something this big!” Then she kept her eyes locked on mine as she put her lips back around his cock, sucking and licking the upper half of the shaft.
 
   Tess came over to me, sipping on her cosmopolitan. “I think your wife wants to try a big black cock.”
 
   “Looks that way,” I replied.
 
   “That’s right, girl,” Thunder said, moving his hips slowly as she fellated him. He seemed to be enjoying it. My wife is quite a cocksucker and I could tell that she was giving him everything she had.
 
   Maddie stood up, put her arms all over Thunder’s body. Smiling, she whispered something into his ear. He said something back and, grinning, my wife nodded her eager agreement. Maddie held up a finger to all of us. “Just a second. We’ll be right back.” Then she took him by the hand and took him into the guest bedroom. Everybody made a collective “oooooh” as they went inside and Maddie closed the door.
 
   I walked over and turned the volume way down on the speakers. Although the sexy music was still playing, we could clearly make out Maddie’s moans. “Oh, God,” she groaned, “be careful. It’s so big! Please…”
 
   A couple of Maddie’s friends were standing near the bedroom door, listening. A couple of others were looking at me, like they were wondering if I was upset. “Hey,” I said, “He’s her birthday present. I’m glad she likes it.”
 
   “Quite a birthday package,” Tess said, taking another sip. We all laughed.
 
   “I’m all the way in,” Thunder said.
 
   “Yeah, I can feel it,” Maddie said. “It’s amazing. I feel so full!”
 
   “I normally can’t go in all the way,” Thunder said, breathing heavily. “You took all of it.” Then we started to hear the sound of the bed squeaking loudly.
 
   “Ohhhhh, yes. Yes, baby, yes. Oooooh, wow.” Maddie really wasn’t a moaner or a screamer with me. Pretty much the only noise she would make was when she’d announce that she was cumming. But with Thunder she was constantly moaning loudly and talking dirty. “Goddamn, you’re good. Fuck me hard with that black cock. Fuck me, baby. Pound me good with that!”
 
   I walked back into the kitchen and I poured some more drinks. I tried to make some small talk with the women but we kept getting interested. We heard the sound of a loud slap. “You like that, bitch?” Thunder asked. My wife cooed. “Yes, baby, spank my white ass. Spank it hard!” There were probably a dozen more slaps. “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” Maddie called out, screaming out a deep, whimpering moan. Although she’d said they would be right back, they were in the bedroom for a good half an hour. In that time, Maddie announced four orgasms.
 
   “Fuck,” Thunder said, out of breath. “I’m gonna cum!”
 
   “Do it baby,” Maddie yelled. “Don’t pull out. Shoot your cum deep inside of me! Fill me with your sperm!”
 
   As Thunder grunted and moaned, I felt a chill down my spine. Evidently Thunder wasn’t using a condom!
 
   “Well, it sounds like they’re finally done,” Tess said. “That was amazing to hear.”
 
   Thunder walked out of the bedroom naked, his mighty cock now only semi-erect and hanging down between his legs. He smiled. “The birthday girl’s done passed out.”
 
   “You used a condom, right?” I asked.
 
   Thunder shrugged. “Fuck, she insisted, man. She wanted to feel the real thing. Do you blame her?”
 
   I told everybody that the party was over. Tess told the other girls that the after party would be at O’Malley’s bar downtown. Thunder got dressed and, after I gave him a two hundred dollar tip, he left. I locked the doors and then I went into the guest room.
 
   My wife was lying on the guest bed naked, snoring. Her legs were spread open. Her pussy hair was wet and matted down. Semen was leaking down her used, spent cunt, making a pool on the bed.
 
   I quickly disrobed. I got in between her legs and slowly licked her swollen pussy lips, cleaning them of her black lover’s semen. I sucked her opening, swallowing as much semen as I could get to make sure she didn’t get pregnant. Then I grabbed a condom from the nightstand, ripped open the wrapper and rolled it over my cock.
 
   “Mmm,” my wife said, half asleep. Her body wasn’t moving at all as I fucked her loose, oily cunt. After a few minutes, I grunted and filled the condom.
 
   The next day Maddie had quite a hangover. She remembered everything that happened but she denied ever insisting that Thunder take her bareback. She did beg him to cum inside of her, but she was totally drunk. And while she did have a fleeting desire to have another baby, we decided that it was a bad idea. I continued using condoms with her while we waited for her monthly visitor to arrive. It never did, and now she’s six months pregnant with our third child. Whenever I see her pregnant belly, I get so excited knowing that her black lover’s baby is growing inside of her. It will be so intense for me to see her holding her black lover’s baby in her arms, and watching his black baby feeding on my wife’s swollen white breasts. I just recently got that vasectomy and when the baby is born my wife will be getting her tubes tied, so our family will soon be complete.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Jacob. I’m twenty-eight and my wife Brianna is twenty-five. We’ve been married for three years. Bree just found out that she’s pregnant with our first child. Something unusual happened a few months ago and I’d like to tell you about it.
 
   I work for a small company in the HVAC (heating, ventilation and air conditioning) industry. A lot of my job involves going to our customers’ homes for inspections and repairs. One day I was driving back from a call and I noticed one of our company’s trucks driving by. When I looked inside, I saw my black boss Javorius driving the truck and my wife Bree sitting the passenger’s seat beside him. She was chatting with him and he was nodding. I was shocked because as far as I knew, my wife had never met Javorius. And my wife was supposed to be at work!
 
   I decided to follow them. I stayed a couple of cars back and I managed to stay with them as they made their way over to a cheap, seedy motel. They walked into the lobby, got a room, and then walked over to Room 8 and unlocked the door. The two of them kissed passionately for a moment, his dark muscular black arms encasing her tiny white frame, his black hands running down her back and over her ass. Finally, he took her hand and they walked inside.
 
   I walked over to the window and peered inside, looking through a tiny little sliver between the edge of the window and the curtain. The only thing that I could make out was the area at the very end of the bed. Javorius had his back to me, fully naked. His whole body was a work of art, muscled and sculpted, with broad shoulders and powerful legs. My wife was standing on the other side of him, wearing a white bra and panties, looking at him adoringly and sipping on a glass of wine. I could hear the sounds of their voices but I couldn’t make out any words. Setting her glass down, Bree dropped to her knees.
 
   Luckily, Javorius turned his body just enough to give me a decent view of the action. His cock was limp and it was hanging down almost to his knees. It had to have been a foot long and it was incredibly thick as well. My wife had both hands on his monster cock, and she took the head of his cock in her mouth. As she was sucking on the head, her hands were working his shaft. As she fellated him, her eyes were locked on his. I could hear the sounds of Javorius moaning and the slurping sounds of his cock slipping in and out of her velvety mouth.
 
   Finally, she stood up again. He laid my wife back on the bed. All I could see was his body and her feet, but I saw him pull her panties off and toss them onto the floor. He leaned forward and I knew that he was eating her pussy. I could hear the slurping and my wife moaning in pleasure.
 
   My cock was straining against my jeans but I couldn’t jerk off in a motel parking lot. I walked into the motel lobby and I asked the woman if either Room 6 or Room 10 were available. I paid for the room and got the key to Room 10.
 
   When I got into the room, I stayed silent for a moment and listened. Sure enough, I could hear the action going on in the room next to me. The walls must have been paper thin because I could hear the action better than I could standing outside of their door. I quickly stripped off my clothes, jumped on the bed, and listened with my head near the wall as I stroked my six inch schlong. I could hear the bedsprings squeaking as Javorius pounded my wife relentlessly with his huge black cock. 
 
   “Oh God, Javorius,” my wife cooed, “it feels so good getting filled with a real cock.”
 
   “Your pussy is tight,” he replied. “You’re so wet but it feels like a vice. A honey-covered vice.”
 
   “You’re so much bigger than my husband,” she said breathlessly. “It feels so good, so good, baby.” She began moaning then loudly groaning, and I knew from the sounds that she was orgasming.
 
   The squeaking stopped for a moment, then it started again but sounded differently and not as fast.
 
   “Oh, yes,” my wife said. I heard the sound of slap. “Spank my white ass. I’m a bad girl. Fuck me like a dog and spank that ass!”
 
   “God, bitch,” Javorius said. “You’re so tight. So much tighter than my wife. And you take it all. My wife can’t take it all, even in doggy.” I could hear the sounds of their bodies slapping and the occasional spank on my wife’s ass.
 
   “I can feel the head hitting my cervix right as your balls slap against me,” Bree said. “I fucking love it. I fucking love your black cock.” I heard my wife groaning again as she orgasmed.
 
   I’d been trying to hold out for as long as possible but I couldn’t contain my excitement any longer. My penis squirted, splashing against the motel wall. I quickly got dressed and checked out of the room.
 
   A couple months later, my wife told me that she was pregnant. I thought that was a little strange because we always use condoms and I hadn’t had one slip off or break in over a year. I wondered whether Javorius might be the father. Bree doesn’t seem worried, though, so who knows. For now, I’m excited that my wife and I will soon be having our first baby, and I get turned on thinking about her giving birth to her black lover’s baby!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE IS GETTING BAREBACKED
 
   BY HER BLACK BOSS!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   On day I went to the office to surprise my wife with some flowers. We’d been fighting a lot in recent weeks – she wants another baby and I think one is enough – and Sarah always likes flowers, so I picked up a nice bouquet. The receptionist seemed a little nervous when I arrived, and she told me that my wife was at lunch for the next few hours but I could leave the flowers with her. I thanked her for her offer but I decided to drop them off on her desk myself so that I could leave her a note.
 
   When I reached her cubicle, her coworker Mike leaned out of his cubicle with a shit-eating grin on his face. “Nice flowers. Looking for Sarah, eh?”
 
   I nodded. “Betty told me that she’s out to lunch.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure she’s eating something,” he said, grinning. He looked up and down the hallway to make sure nobody was around. “You didn’t hear it from me,” he whispered, “but she’s down in Rondae’s office.”
 
   Rondae was the company’s vice-president of sales. My wife, a junior sales associate, always talked adoringly about him. “Ron,” as my wife called him, had taken quite an interest in Sarah and was mentoring her in sales. He was easily the most successful salesperson in the company, so he was a great person to learn from. Sarah had also told me that Ron had been hitting on her for months. Although she found him to be an incredibly handsome and sexy black guy, and she confessed that she’d definitely have dated him if she’d met him when she was single, she was now a married woman and wouldn’t cheat on her vows.
 
   I walked down to Rondae’s office. The door was closed. I quietly tried the door handle but it was locked. I walked around to the side window. The shade was pulled down but there was a good inch of window that wasn’t covered by it, and I leaned in to take a peek.
 
   My wife was standing there with her boss next to his desk. He was wearing a dress shirt and tie, and his pants were down around his ankles. My wife was fully dressed, wearing a red blouse and black miniskirt with white stockings, on her knees and sucking on her boss’s cock. Despite what they say about black guys, his cock looked only about seven inches long and decently thick, nothing like I’d been expecting. Sarah was deep throating him, and tugging his shaft gently but firmly between sucks. Rondae’s head was tilted back, his mouth open, moaning as my wife pleasured him with her sweet mouth.
 
   “That’s right, baby,” he said. “Suck my black cock, baby.” He reached down and held her hair back, keeping it away from her mouth. Whenever Sarah pulled her head away for a breath, long thick strands of saliva dripped down between her smiling lips and his cock.
 
   After a good five minutes of head, he pulled Sarah to her feet, then grabbed her hips and turned her around and bent her over the desk.
 
   “Fuck me, Ron,” she said. “I need to feel you inside of me.”
 
   He looked toward the door, making sure that nobody was looking. Then he pulled up my wife’s skirt, pulled her red panties down to her ankles, then slipped his cock inside of her. He held her hips as he pounded his cock rapidly inside of her cunt. I could hear the slurping sounds that her grateful cunt made as his black serpent spread about her vaginal walls.
 
   “Oh, God, baby, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna… Aargh!” I saw his hands tighten his grip on my wife’s hips. Sarah looked back toward him, a look of panic on her face. Rondae’s body tensed up as he pressed balls deep inside of my wife’s cunt. I could see the base of his shaft jerking, his testicles twitching, as he blasted her white cunt with his seed.
 
   “You promised to pull out!” Sarah said. “I’m trying to get pregnant by my husband. I went off the pill two weeks ago!”
 
   Rondae wiped his forehead with his shirt sleeve, then slowly withdrew his spent weapon from my wife’s tight pussy. When the head slipped out, I could see that it was coated in white slime. Globs of semen spilled out of her overflowing orifice. Sarah turned around and pulled her panties back up and lowered her skirt, but the deed was done. Her vagina was thoroughly coated with his black boss’s baby batter, and millions of his sperm were swimming their way toward her defenseless egg.
 
   I walked away from the office, dropped the flowers on her chair, and ran out of the building. I didn’t tell my wife what I saw that day. That was three weeks ago. She seems worried and distracted, in part because her period is late. Her period has come late before, so it doesn’t necessarily mean anything. Right now she’s in the bathroom taking a pregnancy test. We haven’t had sex in over a month, so if she’s pregnant she’s going to have some serious explaining to do!
 
   OPEN TO NEW EXPERIENCES
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m a 32 year old wife and mother by the name of Zoe. I have a friend who has been in the lifestyle for years and she convinced me to try it almost six years ago. I have never looked back. She said her hubby really got into her doing other guys. When they started out, she stayed on the pill but made him use a condom. She convinced me to talk to my husband Luke about allowing me to have other lovers. 
 
   To make a long story short after a couple of months of discussions (after all we do both love each other and had had two kids together) we decided I would find a lover but keep hubby in the know as to who, what and when. We didn't want any more kids so I, too, went on the pill and put hubby in condoms. It was rocky at first with the jealousy bug raising its head occasionally. Most of the time I would satisfy hubby before I went out – usually manually, but occasionally orally – just to keep him from asserting his possessive hubby role too much. When I'd get home he'd be waiting for me, we'd talk about the evening and he'd check me out "down there" and usually take care of me orally – that night was not for penetration for him. As we became more comfortable with my escapades, I would go out sometimes twice a week and hubby and I would make love about once a week with him safely wrapped in a spermicide-lubricated Trojan.
 
   Then the inevitable happened. I met a sexy black guy named Leander, married with two kids, loved his wife. We became a thing. He was handsome, sexy, very sexual and an amazing lover, with the equipment to go along with it. I loved feeling of fullness I got from his thick cock, and the orgasms he provided were the strongest I’d ever experienced. Hubby didn't know how much Leander and I did together, inside the bedroom and outside. Hubby and I still had sex every week or so, always with condoms. My black lover wanted me off the pill, though. I secretly went a doctor and got fitted for a diaphragm and got off the pill. I kept refilling the 3 month supply of pills so hubby would think I was still totally safe but for my black lover and me, there was only that rubber cap and creme. Soon we started skipping the creme when I was supposedly safe since it tasted bad---then we did away with it all together. Finally in a fit of passion one evening, we went all the way ---without my diaphragm. As luck would have it, I got pregnant and when I told hubby about it he was excited and not angry. We kept the baby, a girl, and 6 months after her birth when Leander was transferred, she became Hubby's and mine for sure. I insisted hubby use condoms every time throughout the pregnancy, too.
 
   After our daughter's birth, we had serious conversations about having any more babies with me being totally against another pregnancy and him sort of liking the idea of another guy filling me. Time came for me to start playing and I got back on the pill. Hubby wasn't allowed to touch me without a condom and then only about once every ten days to two weeks – the rest of the time it was the old manual up and down for him and the most delicious oral for me. He kept pushing me to get a steady again but for a while I played the field, enjoying my new found freedom without the worry of pregnancy.
 
   About a year later, my friend who started all this was talking to me. I learned that she and her hubby were still using condoms, but her hubby thought that her boyfriends were using condoms, too. Since she and hubby were swingers occasionally, they had had several affairs with both of them in the same room at the same time, and on those occasions she always played safe. She had done the usual putting him in her routine, and he had done the same for her – they had each gotten used to putting the condom on the guy. I promptly told my hubby but he was not at all interested in trying another woman. He did, however, want to try “prepping the lover” as he called it.
 
   We did the threesome routine with lover being wrapped by hubby a couple of times but that didn't work out. We went back to what we had done before – manual for him before I went out, my going out and then returning for him to pleasure me to exhaustion. I still had my diaphragm just in case I forgot to take the pill but rarely used it and hubby still didn't know I had one.
 
   Last summer we took a two week vacation with the kids. We went to visit a guy in Colorado who was in my hubby's old fraternity. Hubby took the condoms but slipped the pills out of my purse and left them at home. Imagine my panic the first night when I discovered the pills were not where I had put them. Two weeks and no playing around without using rubbers, and to make matters worse, the second week of the vacation I was supposed to be fertile. Well, you guessed it – although hubby and I had more sex than usual (protected of course), I also had sex with two black guys, one of whom who used a condom the several times we had sex one night after drinks, and my hubby's frat brother who didn't and used me throughout the second week. You guessed it – I took and hubby told me he had set it all up. We now have a two-month-old baby boy to show for it and hubby hasn't cum in me unprotected for a little less than five years.
 
   I truly love the hotwife lifestyle. I don’t feel that any one man is enough to satisfy a woman, and I really enjoy the variety I’ve experienced. Each man has sex in a different way, and I love the noises they make when they’re cumming and feeling their cocks deep inside of me, shooting their cream inside another man’s fertile wife. My black lovers are like criminals, stealing another man’s rights as they impregnate another man’s wife. I feel like there’s nothing sexier than a criminal, and I know a lot of other women feel the same way.
 
   I’ve also learned to really love the idea of hubby having to wear a condom. He pulls out, the cum-filled reservoir hanging limply, and I think “he wasted another load” and I've saved myself for my black studs and their seed. When we’re having sex, I love to encourage hubby: “Break the rubber, honey! I'm fertile and I want your baby!” With my lovers now though, I'm protected but who knows when I'll go back to the diaphragm. It has just the right amount of risk to make it exciting.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   NATURAL INSEMINATION:
 
   SURROGATE FOR A SEXY BLACK MILLIONAIRE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   About five years ago, my wife Kaitlyn decided that she wanted to be a surrogate mother. We are in our twenties and we already had one child, which was all we wanted. (After our daughter’s birth, at my wife’s urging, I got a vasectomy.) But it was an easy pregnancy and Kaitlyn, being a caring person and always concerned about helping society, thought it would be a nice way to help out other couples that are having trouble conceiving. Also, she would get paid tens of thousands of dollars for carrying the child.
 
   After researching it, we decided to give it a go. The agency connected us with a very attractive black couple. The guy is Carlton N’dambi. I’d never heard of him before, but apparently he’s the world middleweight boxing champion. The guy was an African immigrant with a goatee and very dark skin. He stood about 6’5, muscular with a broad frame. His wife Hailey, I learned, was a blonde fashion model from New York. Unfortunately, his wife was unable to conceive so they needed a surrogate.
 
   When we met them at a restaurant, I could tell that my wife was very attracted to Carlton. She was crossing and uncrossing her legs and flipping her hair. I could also tell that Carlton was attracted to her as well. When we got home, she told me that he’d removed his shoe and ran his foot up her leg during dinner. I’d never had a problem with Kaitlyn being flirtatious, and I thought it was good that there was some chemistry between her and the man whose baby she was going to carry.
 
   We tried a round of IVF but my wife failed to take, which is fairly common. Then I got a call from Hailey. She said that now that we’d officially used IVF, we wouldn’t need to go that route any more. It cost $15,000 per treatment and it’s not very effective, so if everybody was agreeable we could just use natural insemination. They would happily pay the money to us rather than the clinic, and we could get this going more quickly.
 
   I was shocked. I asked her if she would be okay with Carlton having sex with another woman. She said that it wouldn’t bother her, given the situation, and that it’s actually a fairly common thing in the surrogacy industry. She asked if we would be okay with it. I told her that I would ask Kaitlyn.
 
   When I ran the idea by Kaitlyn, her eyes lit up. She was very interested in having sex with this famous, athletic, black millionaire. Of course, she would only do it if I was okay with it. I told her that we needed the money and, for $15,000 per cycle, there didn’t seem to be any reason not to. I called Hailey and told her that we were accepting her offer. Afterward, Kaitlyn and I made love and she seemed especially hot, no doubt dreaming of having sex with her sexy new black lover.
 
   That weekend, Kaitlyn and I went to the lingerie store to buy some sexy little things to wear for Carlton. She selected a number of different outfits and modeled them for me. She looked amazing in any of them, or in nothing at all.
 
   That Monday night, after our daughter was asleep, Carlton arrived at our house for his first insemination appointment. He was dressed in blue jeans and a t-shirt and carrying a dozen roses. I could smell cologne on him. This didn’t seem like a business appointment to me, but I was fine with it. I called for Kaitlyn and she came down the stairs from our bedroom wearing a red bra and red crotchless panties beneath a thin transparent white robe. She kissed him and thanked him for the roses, quickly put them into a vase in the kitchen, and then walked with him hand-in-hand up the stairs to our bedroom.
 
   I walked down to the basement to use the computer. Unbeknownst to Kaitlyn, I had set up a hidden camera on her dresser so I would be able to see and hear all the action. I had a bottle of lube down there for watching porn, anyway, so I had everything I needed to enjoy the action.
 
   When I turned on the camera, I couldn’t see Kaitlyn, just Carlton. He was standing next to the bed wearing nothing but a pair of long black pair of boxers. After we’d met him, I went back and watched some of his matches and I realized that he was wearing the shorts that he would wear into the ring. I could see a large bulge up the front of them, so he appeared to be well-hung.
 
   “I don’t have any fishnet stockings,” Kaitlyn said, off camera. “But I have these.”
 
   Carlton was looking to the left off camera, smiling and nodding. “I love it.”
 
   “I’ll put them on,” she said. A minute later, Kaitlyn walked up to him and embraced him, and they began to kiss passionately. Her robe was gone and she was wearing white stockings and black high heels with her red bra and panties. Her tiny frame was dwarfed by his monstrous frame. Their hands were roaming all over each other’s bodies. Carlton then laid my wife down on the bed, his huge muscled body on top of her. She put her legs up and around him, her high heels up in the air.
 
   “God, baby, you have me so hot.” He was pumping his hips, rubbing his crotch against hers. I could see her pale white fingers gripping his dark black shoulders, and she was moaning and breathing heavily.
 
   He got up and pulled down his shorts, unleashing his thick black beast. It had to be at least nine inches long and thick as a large cucumber. My wife’s eyes widened. “Oh, my God, it’s huge! I’ve always wanted to try a cock like that.”
 
   “It’s your lucky day,” he said. He leaned down, pulled her panties to the side, and licked her pussy for about thirty seconds. Although it wasn’t long, I could see her hands gripping the sheets to either side of her and her face and neck were flush red. She was holding her breath, concentrating on receiving the pleasure, her body slowly tensing, her legs slowly squirming, until she let out a loud moan and took some quick, shallow breaths.
 
   Carlton stood up, aimed the head of his black missile at my wife’s opening, then pushed inside with one thrust. That surprised me. My penis is much smaller than Carlton’s monster, but it normally took me a handful of strokes to enter her. Apparently she was so wet for him that he could slide in with ease. 
 
   “Oh God,” Kaitlyn said, her eyes wide. “It feels so good.”
 
   “You like that?”
 
   “Oh, yes,” she cooed. “After the baby I’m not as tight as I was. My husband isn’t very big and I can barely feel him anymore. But I can feel every inch of you. It feels so perfect, like it was made just for me.” She moaned. “God, I really need this. I like having my pussy eaten but nothing can compare to a good old-fashioned cocking.”
 
   He moved her legs up over his shoulders. Her high-heels were flopping as he pounded viciously inside of her. My wife was moaning, apparently crying as she praised his cock and his skills at lovemaking. Then he flipped her over and began to fuck her doggie-style. She still had on the crotchless panties and he was fucking her through the hole in the crotch. Carlton’s large black hands were fondling her breasts as he fucked her. I could see my wife’s hand reach up between her legs and fingering herself.
 
   Finally, Carlton grunted that he was about to cum. My wife quickly flipped over, crawled up to his cock, and was pumping his shaft with one hand, fondling his mighty black testicles with the other, with the head of his dangerous black weapon at the opening of her mouth. She was flicking her tongue out, licking the underside of his head as he screamed out. I saw blast after blast of his semen assaulting my wife’s tongue, as she massaged his shaft to extract the load, locking her lips around his cockhead. Then she looked up into his eyes, opened her mouth to show him the mouthful of creamy seed, then she swallowed it. She moved her fingers up his cock, pulling out every drop of goodness, and swallowed that as well.
 
   “God, you are a great cocksucker,” he said. “But that was supposed to go inside of you.”
 
   “Everybody says that the pull-out method doesn’t work,” she said with a wink. “I guess we’ll find out. If it takes us a few more cycles, that’s fine with me.”
 
   “That’s fine with me, too,” he said.
 
   My wife stood up on her knees, inched up toward him, and kissed him. “You’re the best lover I’ve ever had. I love your black cock.”
 
   I turned off the camera and saved the video to jerk off to later.
 
   Carlton came over two more times that week. Each time, my wife had a new set of lingerie to show him. She also went to the store to buy more stockings and high-heel shoes. Watching my wife with her strong black lover was the most erotic thing that I’ve ever seen.
 
   After about four months of having sex with my wife three or four times a week without a pregnancy, Carlton’s wife started to complain. She said that Carlton needed to get tested for infertility, but from that point forward he started unloaded his cum inside of my wife and she soon got pregnant. Shortly thereafter, we got some great news – she was pregnant with twin boys! Her belly expanded far more than it did with our daughter, and I was incredibly aroused knowing that she was pregnant with black babies.
 
   Unfortunately, we soon read on the internet that Carlton and his wife were getting divorced because of some drug issues. They confirmed with us that it was true. Carlton said that it was all Hailey’s idea – he already had five kids and he didn’t want any more. Hailey said that she still wanted the twins when they were born, but my wife didn’t feel right giving them up to somebody who wasn’t even related to them. Ultimately, we decided that we would keep the babies and I would raise them as my own. Hailey said she understood. Carlton was relieved that we weren’t asking him for child support, and he allowed us to keep the money he’d paid us as surrogates.
 
   Now that the twins are getting a little older, my wife is again feeling the urge to get pregnant again. We looked into vasectomy reversal but the odds of getting it successfully reversed and then getting pregnant by me were pretty slim. “Uncle Carlton” recently contacted us about seeing the boys, and Kaitlyn has asked how I’d feel about her resuming her sexual relationship with Carlton and maybe getting pregnant by him again. I told her that I’d think about it, but my cock is hard as a rock!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE IS A SECRET HOOKER!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Andrew. My wife Sydney and I are both in our late twenties. My wife works as a secretary for a small company. I’m an accountant but I’m currently between jobs, as I was laid off about a year ago. At first we both thought that I would get a new job soon but as the months went by and we burned through our reserves, we knew that we would have to do something special to save our family. I took a part-time contract through a temp agency but it barely pays as much as I was receiving in unemployment compensation.
 
   One day, Sydney came home from work with a smile on her face. She said that one of the girls in the office mentioned that her niece is working as an escort through an agency to pay her way through school. Supposedly she’s making over $100,000 per year. Sydney suggested that she could keep her day job and begin to hook at night using the agency. I wanted to object, but we both knew that we were out of cash. I had no choice but to agree that she could hook until I find full-time work.
 
   I knew that my wife wouldn’t have trouble attracting clients. She’s a 5’6 freckle-faced blonde with decent-sized breasts, a nice ass, and a stomach that most twenty-year-olds would love to have. She never has any problem attracting attention when we go out in public. Any man would be happy to have her as his wife.
 
   Sure enough, it didn’t take her long at all to secure her first client. He was an gray-haired black guy in his sixties named Ted. He came over to our house wearing a black suit with a black bowtie. On his head was a derby hat with a yellow feather on the side. As soon as he stepped inside, he removed his hat. “Good evening, young man,” he said, a twinkle in his eye. “I’m looking for Sydney.” I welcomed him inside.
 
   My wife walked up to the doorway wearing blue jeans and a pink t-shirt. “You must be Ted,” she said. He smiled at my wife. “In the flesh, my dear.”
 
   My wife put her hands around his waist and they began to kiss. As his hands roamed across her ass, I could tell from her movements that she was enjoying his touch. She looked up at him and asked him to join her in the bedroom. They both walked over to our bedroom. I followed behind but stayed in the hallway. I heard my wife start playing music. It was some sexy R&B from the 1970’s. My wife likes to play that to cover up the sounds of our lovemaking from our children, but I was glad because it also helped cover up the sound of my opening the bedroom door just a crack so that I could watch the show.
 
   I saw Sydney shimmy out of her jeans and toss away her shirt. She was now wearing nothing but a matching pair of light purple bra and panties. Ted had only removed his shoes and suit coat. My wife walked up to Ted and slowly undressed him, removing his dress shirt. “I’ve never been with a black guy before,” she said. “Is it true what they say?”
 
   “That once you go black, you never go black?”
 
   “That, too,” she replied as she unbuckled his belt. “But I meant the large cocks.” She pulled down his boxer shorts to reveal quite a whopper. It was quite a few inches larger than mine and it was thicker than a kielbasa. “Oh, boy, it’s true!”
 
   Sydney eagerly grasped his cock in her hands and began slowly fondling it. I was wondering whether the old man would be able to get an erection, but he was already fully erect. My wife stood up next to him, her dainty young white body pressing against his older black one, and continued massaging his package while they kissed. Ted was holding my wife’s head in his hands as he kissed her.
 
   “I can’t wait to feel you inside of me,” Sydney said. “It looks so big, I’m not sure I can handle all of it.”
 
   “You’ll take it,” he said, my wife gazing with admiration into his eyes. “You’ll take it and you’ll love it. All the white ladies do.”
 
   My wife reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, then took it off along with her panties. Both Sydney and Ted were now fully naked. Ted guided her with his hands to lay down on the bed. With no further foreplay, he lined up his black cock at her wet opening and began working it inside of her, inch by inch. As he did, I could hear Sydney moaning over the background music.
 
   As Ted buried himself fully inside of my wife, she was looking up at him in amazement. “Your cock feels so good. I thought it would be too big, but it’s just right.”
 
   Ted started pounding his cock hard inside of my wife’s pussy. I could hear the sloshing sounds of her juices marinating his meat as he pounded his cock far deeper than I could ever reach. The thought flickered through my mind that he should probably be using a condom, but the sight of his thick black barrel thrusting in and out of my wife was simply captivating. Sydney was rolling her head back and forth, praising Ted for his lovemaking skills in between her moans of pleasure. Personally I didn’t see any real skill but I guess he didn’t need it, with the thick black pipe he was using. It was all in the missionary position, but that’s Sydney’s favorite position anyway and I heard her cry out in orgasm five times before Ted reached his climax.
 
   “Oh God,” Ted said, “I haven’t been in a young woman in years, especially a pretty white girl like you.” He was thrusting faster now and Sydney’s legs were up against his legs, moving with each thrust. “I have granddaughters younger than you.” His breathing became faster, more labored. “I’m coming!”
 
   Sydney began to moan herself, announcing yet another orgasm. The two lovers came simultaneously, her tight young white cunt blasted by the old black man’s cum. When his orgasm finished, Sydney reached around and slapped his ass cheeks playfully. “That was fun,” she said. “I hope we can do that again!”
 
   “Don’t worry,” he said, wiping off his forehead. “I’ll be back.”
 
   Ted was a man of his word. Although Sydney’s client base expanded into a group of more than a dozen regulars, her favorite “suitor” is Ted. He comes by a couple times a week to fuck my wife, always shooting his stuff deep inside of her cunt. All her other lovers are required to use condoms, with the exception of me and Ted, but she felt it wouldn’t be right to require a condom after barebacking him the first time. Personally I like the situation because when I’m making love to my wife, I wonder whether she is pregnant at that moment with Ted’s baby. Although she’s on the Pill, I know it’s not one hundred percent effective – heck, our first child was conceived when she was on the Pill – and I’m not sure if it’s something I fear or desire. In any case, I’m still looking for a full-time job, and right now Ted really brings home the bacon for our family.
 
    
 
   MY WIFE’S BLACK COLLEGE PROFESSOR!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   This past summer, my wife Kaylee decided that she was going to go back to school and get her college degree. We’re both in our late twenties and established in our careers, but it would potentially help my wife advance at her company and it was also for her own personal enrichment. So four nights every week, I would take care of the kids while my wife went to a university that’s about half an hour away from our home.
 
   At first, Kaylee seemed a little intimidated because she was ten years older than the other freshman, but she soon made friends and had some study partners for her classes. With one class in particular, she seemed eager to attend. It was a philosophy class that was taught by an African professor named Adegoke Achebe. The guy was nearly fifty years old but, according to my wife, all of the young women thought he was incredibly handsome and sexy. I noticed that when we would put on porn in bed, my wife started preferring to watch movies of white women having sex with black men. I asked her whether she was fantasizing about fucking her African professor but she denied it. Still, I noticed that she was far wetter and more excited than usual.
 
   One day, I got a call from her classmate Heather asking if Kaylee was available. I thought that was strange because my wife had told me that she was going out to study with Heather. She told me that Kaylee was supposed to meet her for drinks that night after spending office hours with Professor Achebe. When I heard that, I asked the neighbors to watch the kids, jumped in my truck and drove off to the college.
 
   When I arrived, I found out where Professor Achebe’s office was located. It was in a separate building from the psychology building, and it was darkly lit and dusty. When I finally arrived at his office, I could hear my wife’s voice through the door. Unfortunately, the window on the door had dark green glass and I couldn’t see through at all. But I noticed that the door wasn’t flush at all with the frame. I leaned forward and peered through the crack.
 
   I could see nearly half the room. A tall dark-skinned black man, no doubt Professor Achebe, was wearing slacks and an unbuttoned dress shirt, exposing his muscular chest. Kaylee’s shirt was off, but she still had her bra on, and she was backing off as he was kissing her neck.
 
   “No, Addy,” she said half-heartedly, her face looking toward the ceiling, angling her neck to receive his kisses. “I’m a married woman. I can’t do this.”
 
   The professor laughed, then began kissing the other side of her neck. “Most of the women I’ve bedded have husbands or boyfriends. This has nothing to do with your marriage. This is about a man and woman.”
 
   “I don’t want to hurt my husband,” she said.
 
   “This has nothing to do with him,” he said as his hands fondled her ass cheeks through her jeans. “You’ve never had the pleasure of bedding a black man. You deserve that. He will never know.”
 
   “My husband uses condoms,” she said sulkily. “I’m not on the Pill. Do you have one?”
 
   “It’s okay,” he said. “I’ll pull out.”
 
   Professor Achebe unbuckled his slacks and they dropped to the floor. He was now wearing nothing but a pair of boxers with a huge bulge in the front. My wife fell to her knees, pulled back the waistband and freed his eager erection. Kaylee’s eyes bulged at her prize. Although I’d expected him to have a large cock, this was about eight inches long, veiny and thick, with a large purple bulbous head at the end. 
 
   “Oh, my God,” Kaylee said. “The girls weren’t kidding about you!” She put her head forward and took the large head into her mouth. I could see her cheeks puckering and I knew that she was licking and swirling her tongue as she looked into his eyes. She had one hand pumping the base of the shaft and the other hand playing with his nutsack. The professor was leaning back, moaning as he received the blowjob for a couple of minutes.
 
   “Okay now,” he said. “I want to fuck you on my desk.” My wife stood up, removed her jeans and panties, and bent over the desk. The fifty-ish black professor stepped up behind my wife, grabbed her ass cheeks, and put the head of his cock at her anus.
 
   “No!” Kaylee said as she stood up. “I don’t even let my husband do that with his tiny penis. I’m sure as hell not taking a real cock in my ass!”
 
   Professor Achebe laughed. “I was kidding. Relax and bend over.” She complied and this time he aimed his cock right at my wife’s warm, moist cunt and pushed it nearly halfway inside.
 
   “Oh, shit! Fuck! That’s really good!” Kaylee began to move her hips slowly in rhythm as he slid back and forth, slowly inserting more and more. “Fuck me, Addy! Fuck me with your huge black cock!”
 
   The professor was now pounding into her with deep thrusts, nearly pulling out his entire cock before slamming in back inside of her. Every so often he would take his right hand, release her ass cheek and smack it hard. Kaylee was whimpering and moaning the entire time, sounds that I’d only heard her make when she was orgasming. I wondered whether this black man’s cock was giving her one long series of climaxes.
 
   The professor started speaking in another language. He began speaking in a deep voice and Kaylee’s moans got louder. “I’m cumming again,” she announced. “Cumming so fucking hard, Addy!” The professor gripped her waist and pulled her violently back against him and he pushed hard, his cock going impossibly deep into my wife. He grunted deeply and I could see his taint squeezing, his balls contracting, his penis twisting ever so slightly as he flooded my wife’s vagina with his sperm, totally saturating her snug white beaver. Kaylee stood up, still impaled on his thick rod. Her black lover’s hands massaged her tits as she leaned back to French kiss him.
 
   At that moment, I decided it would be best to get out of the building before I got caught. I left the building, got back in my truck and drove home. When I got into the house, I masturbated as I recalled the amazing scene I’d just witnessed. When Kaylee finally came home a few hours later, she acted like nothing had happened. She told me that she’d been out studying late with her friend Heather. I’m still debating whether I should confront her about what I saw. It’s only been a couple of weeks but I’ll be interested in seeing whether she misses her period.
 
    
 
   SHE’S DATING A BLACK BASEBALL PLAYER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Is this Dylan?” I didn’t recognize the guy’s voice but he sounded black.
 
   “Yes, may I ask who’s calling?”
 
   “It’s Jhalil Samuels. Do you know who I am?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   Of course I did. He was the star player on the Black Stallions, the city’s minor league baseball team. The Stallions are a farm team for a major league franchise, and there are sometimes players who go up and down between the minors and majors. One of the guys who came down is Jhalil Samuels, a first-round draft pick who was injured and sent down temporarily to the minors. My wife Hannah, who is thirty-five, works for a property management company doing marketing and promotions. A year ago they’d purchased the Black Stallions, a struggling minor league baseball team. The company had asked my wife to assist in the revitalization of the team. Instead of going to the office every day, she was now spending most days out with the team and at the stadium, often wearing a baseball uniform and her hair in ponytail, wearing a baseball cap. She loved watching the games, especially with all the sexy young athletic guys – she calls them “boys.”
 
   “Your wife Hannah and I have some real chemistry. I’d like to have a sexual relationship with her. She said that I should ask you if it’s okay.”
 
   I was shocked at first. But as we talked, I realized that this was something that I’d always fantasized about and this might be a great opportunity. I was surprised that she hadn’t asked me first, but I figured that it was fine. I told him that Hannah had my permission to date him.
 
   That evening during dinner, I mentioned to Hannah the phone call that I’d received from Jhalil. Her mouth dropped. She said that Jhalil was hitting on her pretty hard. Although she was very attracted to him, she told him that she’s a married woman. He was persistent, and at one point she told him to call her husband and if he’s okay with it, she’d be willing. It was just a joke, she insisted – she never thought that he would actually call me! When I informed her that I’d told Khalil that she was free to sleep with him, she was totally shocked. But by the end of dinner, I could see that she was thinking about having sex with the sexy black baseball player with the multi-million-dollar contract.
 
   A few nights later, Jhalil invited Hannah to dinner at a ritzy restaurant in the city. Before she left, she packed toiletries and a change of clothes, so I wasn’t surprised when she called after dinner to let me know that she’d be staying the night at his condo. When she got home the next morning, we made love while she told me all the dirty details.
 
   
  
 

Jhalil took her in his Cadillac Escalade to his condo in the city. It was a 12,000 square foot home on the 25th floor of a tower. After sharing some drinks, they both went to the bedroom. They started by lying on the bed, kissing passionately with all of their clothes on. His hands ran all over Hannah’s body, and she loved that. Soon he removed her blouse and her bra. When Jhalil removed his clothes, he was sporting the biggest cock she’d ever seen – it was roughly a foot long and as thick as her wrist, uncircumcised with a huge purple head on the end. “I want to feel that inside of me,” she said, pulling off her skirt and panties. “I want to feel completely full.”
 
   My wife looked deeply into her black lover’s eyes as he lined up his thick cock at her eager, wet entrance. They began kissing as he slowly pushed his black monster inside of my wife’s cunt. Even though she was wetter than ever, he was so large that it took him a few strokes to get it all inside of her. The young baseball player was thrusting violently inside of her at a tremendous pace. Hannah’s arms were wrapped around his muscular body as she received what was easily the greatest pleasure in her life. Although she’d had some larger cocks than mine back in college, she’d never experienced the feeling of something so huge and black. She was hunching up her groin to receive his mighty weapon, and she wrapped her ankles around his waist and slipped a hand to her crotch, diddling her clit. Hannah was in ecstasy, moaning and groaning, whimpering and crying as he easily gave her orgasm after orgasm. Her back was arching as she rolled through climax after climax. She couldn’t help but tell him how amazing his cock felt and how he made her feel like a woman.
 
   Jhalil straightened his arms, lifting himself up a bit, and Hannah looked down between her legs, admiring the sight of that magnificent black cock pulling all the way out, then thrusting mightily back in. She could hear the sounds of her sopping wet pussy greedily taking his pleasure, and loved the contrast of his dark black muscular frame against her soft pale body. She had yet another powerful orgasm when Jhalil blasted his load inside of her. After some cuddling, Hannah moved down to his cock and began to blow him. She hardly ever does that for me, but she told me that the sheer size of his cock gave her the desire to pleasure him with her mouth. It didn’t take long before he was hard again. They had sex four times that night in a bunch of different positions. That morning, they had one last fuck in the shower before he sent for a taxi to bring her home.
 
   I was totally loving every part of her story except when she allowed him to come inside of her. I had a vasectomy after our second child was born, she wasn’t using anything for protection, and I pointed out that she’d never get an abortion. Hannah replied that she wasn’t worried about it, and she mentioned that she’s read in the paper that he has two baby mamas and they are both receiving over $100,000 a year in child support. She said that she loved fucking him bareback, but she’d make him use condoms from now on if I insisted. I thought about it for a moment and then told her that I trusted her judgment and I would support her in whatever she wants to do.
 
   Over the last two months, my wife has sex with Jhalil three or four times a week. Sometimes she stays the night in his condo or a hotel room, sometimes they have sex in a vehicle, and sometimes he comes home with her at night after the kids are in bed. When he leaves, I jump in bed with her and put my penis inside of her wet, swollen cunt. I enjoy feeling the slick, oily feeling of his semen lubricating her velvety channel. I don’t feel any fear or jealousy, just happiness at how much pleasure Hannah is getting and excitement at knowing that her fertile pussy is being filled with the seed of such an amazing male specimen. We’ve talked about the possibility of her getting pregnant by him and we’re both excited at the possibility, and I will raise the child as if it’s my own. This weekend Jhalil is taking my wife on a week-long vacation to the Virgin Islands. I can’t wait to hear all the dirty details when she returns!
 
   MY WIFE IS DOING INTERRACIAL PORN 
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   We were sitting around the table one evening, looking at the bills in front of us. My wife Abigail had lost her high-paying job at the investment company and she couldn’t find new work. She had always made more money than I did and I didn’t have the ability to easily make more money. Her unemployment compensation was about to run out. We were discussing how to keep the roof over our kids’ heads.
 
   “You know, Nick,” my wife said half-jokingly, “maybe I should listen to Tony and go into porn.”
 
   We have a friend who owns a porn company out in California. At one point he suggested that Abby try porn because it pays even better than her investment job. She’s in her late twenties with a pretty face and a body that turns heads, even after having two children. At the time, it wasn’t anything that she would consider but desperate times called for desperate measures.
 
   “I mean, I’m not working right now,” she said. “I could fly out there, film some movies, and come back with the money. Tony says I could make $100,000 a year, even more. In the meantime, I’ll keep looking to find work.”
 
   After discussing the idea, we agreed that she should give Tony a call. Tony told her that he’d love to have her out there. We learned that his company does exclusively interracial scenes, meaning black men with white women. She would earn $1200 for a typical scene, $2000 for an anal scene, and $5000 for a double penetration scene. Tony said that the popular girls do about ten scenes per month. He guaranteed her ten scenes if she would fly out there for a month and she could see whether she liked it. It was an offer that we couldn’t refuse. We got a plane ticket and she flew out the next weekend.
 
   Tony gave me a complimentary login and password to their website. About a week later, Hannah’s first video popped up on the site. After the kids were asleep, I locked the bedroom door and streamed the video over our big screen HDTV. She was sitting on a black leather couch in an open-concept house. A guy off-camera was asking her questions.
 
   “I’m Summer Beach,” she said. “I’m twenty-seven and I’m married with two kids.” She was wearing a green blouse and blue jeans. She said she was from the Midwest and it was her first time on film. She said that she’d never been with a black guy before. When they asked what the largest cock she had ever had was, she said she’d had a couple seven-inchers in college. When asked about her husband, she crinkled her face. “His penis is pretty small.” She held up her fingers. “He says he’s five inches long but it’s more like four. And he’s not very thick, either. Sometimes I can’t even tell he’s inside of me. The only reason I know we’re having sex is because his hips are moving. He’s pretty good at eating pussy but I’m really more of a good hard fucking kind of girl.”
 
   Then her eyes looked behind and to the side of the camera. Two black guys walked into the scene, one on either side of her. They were both fully naked, tall and muscular. The guy on the left was Jamal, a very dark-skinned black with a huge cock, far longer and thicker soft than mine is erect. The guy on the right was Kevin. He was lighter skinned and nowhere near as big as Jamal, probably only six or seven inches long.
 
   She got down on her knees and put a hand on each guy’s cock. She would like and suck on one, then turn her attention back to the other guy. In a matter of minutes, both guys were fully erect, though the huge cock didn’t stand up straight – it only went sideways. Hannah stood up and the two guys helped remove her blouse and bra. When she dropped her jeans, she was wearing a pair of sheer white panties. She began kissing Jamal wildly, one hand around his back and the other holding his cock, her body dry humping against him as she moaned, his cock pressed up against her belly as Kevin kissed her neck from behind and fondled her legs and ass.
 
   The darker skinned guy removed her panties and laid her down on the couch. The camera showed his massive member laying on top of her belly, showing just how deep it would go inside of her. Hannah, for her part, was sucking on Kevin’s cock, who was standing next to the couch. She let the cock out of her mouth for a moment. “Put it inside me,” my wife begged Jamal. “Let me feel that huge cock inside of me.” He lined his monster up at her entrance and slowly, inch by inch, began to insert it inside of her. Hannah was moaning loudly, though her mouth was filled with cock.
 
   Once Jamal’s enormous cock was almost all the way inside of her, she let go of Kevin’s tool. “Oh, shit,” she said. “It feels so good. I’ve never had a cock like that before.”
 
   “You like that?” Jamal asked, thrusting in and out, picking up the pace.
 
   “Oh, God, yes.” Jamal leaned down and they began kissing passionately. Hannah was moaning as he pounded her cunt. When they broke off the kiss and Jamal rose up, I could see that Hannah’s breasts and neck were bright red, flush from her arousal. “Your cock feels so good inside of me. I love fucking you!” Hannah was always quiet when we made love, but I knew that she was acting for the camera. She resumed sucking on Kevin’s cock.
 
   After a few minutes of this, they changed positions. Jamal wasn’t fully erect anymore so she sucked him until he was fully hard again. Then Jamal laid down on the couch and my wife got on top of him, riding him cowgirl. She moaned as she took his cock back inside of her. “This is heaven,” she said, leaning forward and slowly riding him. Then Kevin got behind her, his cock all lubed up, lined it up with her asshole. “Go slow,” she said, grimacing as he slowly pressed his cock inside of her. Jamal was holding her hips as Kevin buried his cock balls-deep inside of her. Slowly, they began pumping inside of her.
 
   “Fuck, that feels good,” she said, nearly out of breath. “It’s so intense. My pussy is totally filled and my ass, too. I had no idea that sex could feel this good!” The three of them were moving in rhythm. “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” She was nearly crying as she moaned through a powerful climax. She had two more before they finished.
 
   I was hoping that they would fill both of her holes, but suddenly they disentangled. Hannah kneeled next to the couch, tugging on Jamal’s cock as he blasted my wife’s face with huge blasts of cum. One of the blasts hit her in the eye. She managed to keep smiling, though squinting, her face glazed like a donut. Then she turned to Kevin’s cock and began sucking the cock that, moments before, had been inside of her asshole. Soon Kevin exploded as well, blasting her face with even more cum. She smiled for the camera and waved as the scene ended.
 
   Over the next three months, my wife filmed more than thirty films. Most of them were double penetration, and quite a few involved gang bangs. All of them were with black guys. My wife would returned every other weekend and we had some of the hottest sex of our married lives. She said that she loves how my small penis fits so easily inside of her during anal, and she says that I eat her pussy better than any of the porn stars. Then she found a new job in the investment field that pays almost as much as her old job.
 
   Although she’s now retired from porn, we have enough memories (and videos!) to last a lifetime. We may have another memento, too – she hasn’t had her period since she got back. She was taking the guys bareback without using any birth control. Most of the guys didn’t cum inside of her, but some of them did. I had a vasectomy after our second child was born, so if there is a baby we know it will be black. She’s too nervous to take a pregnancy test but we’re going to know the truth soon, one way or the other! 
 
    
 
   SHE’S DOING THE
 
   LITTLE LEAGUE COACH
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Gotta go!” my wife Emily said. My son was already in the minivan, ready to go to his little league game. She gave me a peck on the cheek and raced out. I was staying at home working while my wife went to the game.
 
   My wife had gone to all of his games this season. She even dressed the part, putting on makeup and wearing a sexy women’s baseball uniform and cap. Although she was 32 and had two kids, she could easily pass for 25. She has an amazing body that really filled out the uniform and long curly blonde hair. For some reason, she seemed very excited to go to the games. 
 
   About two hours later, about the time that I would have expected her to arrive home, I got a phone call from my wife. I answered it but she was in the middle of talking with somebody.
 
   “You know, Cliff,” my wife said with a sultry voice, “I’ve been waiting all season for this. You’re so sexy!”
 
   I was shocked. Cliff was the name of the little league coach. He had been a highly-regarded pitcher in college until he ruined his pitching arm. According to the mothers on the team, he still kept in great shape with a powerful muscular body.
 
   “Don’t go telling the other moms,” he said. “I don’t want it getting around.”
 
   I quickly jumped into my car and headed toward the field. My phone automatically connected to the car’s Bluetooth and the audio started playing over my car’s system.
 
   “Damn, that thing is huge!” Emily sounded very excited.
 
   “Yeah, I’m a black man. Haven’t you ever fucked a black guy before?”
 
   “A couple times in college but they weren’t as big as this. You’re huge!” I was surprised at that. Emily told me that she’d only slept with one guy before me in college, her old high school boyfriend.
 
   I heard some rustling and sighing, then Emily began to moan. “It feels so good, Cliff.”
 
   “It’s all the way inside,” Cliff said. “Damn, most women can’t take the whole thing. It feels great having pussy all the way down my shaft.”
 
   The two of them were breathing hard, grunting and moaning as they fucked for a good fifteen minutes. “Oh, God, Cliff. Oh, God, I’m cumming!” Emily called out three orgasms. With me, the most I’ve ever been able to make her cum was a single time. When I would heard her orgasming, I would lose it and shoot my wad. 
 
   As I pulled into the baseball field, I saw that my wife’s minivan was still there, along with a large white van. I parked the car about twenty car spaces away, took the phone and walked over toward the van. I could see that it was rocking. I walked over to the back window. It was covered by a curtain, but I could see a little through a crack. There was a bed in the back of the van. Cliff’s black ass was sticking up in the air. My wife’s white legs were up in the air next to him, moving in rhythm with his thrusts.
 
   “Oh, God, bitch!” Cliff said with a low voice, breathing heavily. “I’m gonna cum!”
 
   Emily’s arms pulled hard against his muscular back and her legs suddenly wrapped around his black waist. She locked her ankles, holding him inside of her. “Uuuunngh!” Cliff groaned.
 
   “I’m cumming, too!” Emily whimpered, moaning through a major orgasm.
 
   Emily finally leg her legs go. Cliff rolled off and laid down next to her, breathing heavily. His cock was still erect and shiny with their combined juices. A stream of white fluid was oozing out of my wife’s snatch.
 
   “Shit, girl, you said I needed to pull out but you locked me in place.”
 
   “It’s okay, Cliff. That was the best part.”
 
   “Are you on the Pill?”
 
   “No, but I like the risk sex. I wasn’t just having sex with my husband when I got pregnant with our kids.”
 
   “But I’m black. What happens if you have a black baby? How will you explain that?”
 
   For some reason I can’t explain, the whole conversation had me very aroused. I looked around. Nobody had seen me there. I clicked off the phone, went back to my car and drove home. When Emily arrived home, I immediately pounced on her. She seemed surprised and she said she wanted to shower first, but I took her straight to the bed. She was very animated as I ate her pussy, and there were globs of Cliff’s semen in her pussy hair and I could taste his musky semen in her cunt. Then I slipped inside of her easily and added my load to her lover’s deposit. When I was finished, I rolled us onto our sides and kissed her passionately.
 
   “What has gotten into you?” she asked, smiling. Of course, it was what had gotten into her that had me so excited!
 
    
 
   WIFE GOES BLACK ON GIRLS NIGHT OUT
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   * * *
 
   My name is Rachel. Occasionally I got out with my girlfriends, Brittany and Jessica, for “girls night out.” We are all in our early thirties, married with children, and we try to get out once a month to have drinks. The last time we went out was pretty crazy and I thought you might want me to share it with you.
 
   We went to a cute little restaurant downtown that specializes in seafood, including sushi. We sat at the bar and talked about what was going on in our lives – work, kids, husbands. We were sipping on martinis when a few college kids approached us. The guy who approached me was a very handsome black man. I loved the smell of his cologne. He said his name was Damion.
 
   As we talked, there was definitely some chemistry between us. I’d had a couple of drinks so I was a little tipsy. My friends had already sent away their guys while I was still talking with mine. My panties were getting wet and I was seriously considering making out with him in the corner.
 
   “You know, my husband is out of town for the weekend,” Jessica said. “If you get too drunk to drive home, I’m sure Chris would be okay if you stayed in the guest room at my house.” She turned to Damion and said, “It’s a king-sized bed. Big enough for two if you need a place, too.”
 
   “We don’t want to drive home intoxicated,” Damion said. “That would be wrong. We should share the bed.”
 
   I found myself agreeing. I made a call to my house letting Chris know that I was drunk and that I’d be staying the night with my friend. Then Damion and I each drove our cars over to Jessica’s house. Once we got into the guest room, things started to heat up quickly. As we kissed, I could feel his erection straining against his jeans. He dropped his jeans and I reached inside of his boxers, pulling out a nice uncircumcised eight-inch cock that was as thick as my wrist. It was only a couple inches longer than my husbands but it was so much thicker, hard steel covered with soft skin, and the black color was intoxicating. I was stroking his cock with my hand while he leaned down to kiss me.
 
   I removed his shirt and laid him down on the bed. Damion complied and his huge black staff was standing straight up. I licked and kissed my way down the pole, my hands on his hips as I began to take his cock inside of my mouth. He put his hands behind my head, running his fingers through my hair and holding my head in place as I sucked on his manhood. I moved one hand to the base of his shaft, the other to his balls, and gave him the best blowjob I could. After a couple minutes, I knew he was on the 
 
   edge of orgasm. I could feel his balls tensed up in his nutsack, and I felt them begin to contract as his cock grew even bigger in my mouth. He groaned as he blasted my mouth full of his sperm. I smiled and swallowed.
 
   “Now let me eat your pussy,” Damion said.
 
   I laid down on the bed and spread my legs. Damion got between my legs and licked my pussy lips, swirling his tongue around my clit. He inserted a finger, then a second one, as he continued licking. I felt my pussy tighten as I moaned in pleasure. An incredibly powerful feeling of pleasure started in my loins, spread up and down my back, and then enveloped my entire body.
 
   “Fuck me, Damion! I want to feel that black cock inside of me!”
 
   He positioned himself between my legs. I grabbed his cock and aimed it at my entrance. He slowly pushed himself in, an inch at a time. I wrapped my arms up around his broad shoulders and kissed him as he pumped his cock inside of me. The sheer size of his organ felt like magic inside of me, and just the excitement of being with a new man – let alone a black man at least ten years younger than me – was incredibly erotic. I locked my legs around his waist as he powered his cock inside of me. I’d never had an orgasm without somebody touching my clitoris before, but now I could feel it approaching.
 
   “Keep going, baby,” I moaned. “I’m going to cum. You’re cock is so perfect, I love it, baby. I love it, I love it, I love it!”
 
   Damion picked up the pace. His breathing was faster and I knew he was nearing his own climax. Suddenly, I felt the pleasure coursing through my body. I moaned out in ecstasy, “Oh, God, Damion!” Just as I did, he grunted and pushed his cock as deep inside as it could go. I could feel his cock twitching as he fired his sperm deep inside of my cunt.
 
   He rolled off of me. We kissed for a couple of minutes, then he told me that he needed to get back to campus. He quickly got dressed and left.
 
   I never heard from Damion again. However, my little encounter was the best thing that has happened for my marriage in years. I’ve regained interest in sex and my husband is very grateful for the change. I’m eager for another fling. Jessica and Brittany say it’s my turn to cover for them while they have a little fun behind their husbands’ backs. That’s fair, I guess. Until the next time, I have some hot memories to keep me excited! 
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   * * *
 
   “Daniel, look at this. You won’t believe how much they’re paying,” my wife Stephanie said. She was laying beside me, holding her iPad.
 
   It was an email from the Afterglow Ranch, a brothel in Nevada not far from the California border. I’d heard about them from a TV show. According to the woman writing the email, they’d seen my wife’s pictures and she would make a lot of money. Hundreds of dollars a day, maybe even thousands.
 
   I wasn’t surprised. Even at twenty-eight years old and having a baby, Steph has managed to maintain a great body. She has a nice set of c-cup breasts, a decent waist, and a nice round ass. Of course there would be guys who would want to sleep with her. 
 
   “Honey, I know you’re proud but you’re unemployed. It’s been months now. We’re running out of money and time. We have children to support.” She ran a hand down my chest and pouted her lips. “Just until you find work.”
 
   I had mixed feelings about the whole thing. I’d always had a fantasy about my wife having sex with other men, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted her doing it in real life. Still, I’d been out of work for quite some time and unemployment compensation wasn’t enough to cover the bills. If what she was reading was true, she could make over $100,000 a year at the brothel. Reluctantly, I agreed. 
 
   Steph flew out to Nevada and moved into an apartment with a couple other girls who worked at the brothel. She spent most of her time there, but she flew back home to visit me and the kids every other weekend. The money she was making made it all worthwhile. She was getting fucked by anywhere from two to ten guys a day, sometimes more. Some of them only wanted a blowjob or a toy show. Some of them just wanted a girl to talk to. But the vast majority of them wanted intercourse. She claimed that they always used condoms, though.
 
   One weekend I decided to surprise her. I left the kids with their grandparents, flew in to Las Vegas and drove out the brothel. When I arrived and told them who I was, I got to meet Carol, the owner. She’s in her sixties and looks like a trucker with a gravelly voice, but she was very nice and spoke highly of my wife. She said that Stephanie was one of their more popular girls. She asked if I wanted to watch. Of course, I said yes. She brought me into the back room where there was a guy sitting in a chair in front of a bunch of monitors, watching the action in all the rooms.
 
   “The safety of our girls is critical to us,” Carol said. “She in there right now.” She pointed at a screen. Sure enough, there was my wife, wearing nothing but a red bra and panties, sitting on the bed with a middle-aged, dark-skinned black guy in a pair of shorts. The guy wasn’t in great shape and he had a large gut. “That’s Maurice. He’s totally in love with your wife. He’s a suitor.”
 
   “What’s a suitor?” I asked.
 
   “It’s a rich guy who spends a lot of money on her, courting her. Jewelry, perfume, money. He wants to be her only man. Of course, the girls have a lot of suitors.” She told the guy in the chair to put my wife’s room on the big screen, and he complied.
 
   Maurice was kissing my wife’s neck. Her eyes were closed, her head craned as she received his kisses. His hands were roaming all over her back.
 
   “Turn it up,” Carol said.
 
   “I love your cock, Maury,” my wife said in a sultry voice, reaching into his shorts and playing with his cock. I couldn’t believe how clearly we could hear everything. They must have had a microphone right over the bed. “I love big cocks. It feels so good inside of my pussy.”
 
   “Yes, she does,” Carol said with a laugh, looking at the screen. Then she turned to me. “Stephanie said she’d never had a large cock before. Now that she’s been with a lot of guys, she knows what she’s been missing.”
 
   I looked back at the screen. Stephanie was using her mouth and hands to roll a condom onto the guy’s cock. It was enormous. It had to be nearly a foot long and thick as a beer can.
 
   “God damn,” I said. “I don’t think an average cock will satisfy her anymore.”
 
   Carol smirked. “I doubt a small-to-average cock ever did. But once a woman has babies, her pussy expands. She really needs a larger cock at that point just to feel much of anything.”
 
   Stephanie was on her hand and knees. Maurice had her ass cheeks in his hands. He gave her a playful spank, then guided his cock inside of her. “Ooohhh,” Steph groaned, her face melting with pleasure as he worked his cock inside of her, stroke after stroke. Finally he was deep inside of her and she was moaning like crazy, her breasts bouncing back and forth as her body rocked with each thrust. I saw her slip her hand beneath her, reaching between her legs. She’d never done it with me but I knew she was diddling her clit. “Oh God, I’m cumming!” Her voice quavered as she rode out the orgasm.
 
   Maurice slapped her ass and said, “on your back.” My wife complied and laid down, spreading her legs. Her black lover moved on top of her, his huge belly resting against her stomach. As he began fucking her, he leaned down and they began to kiss violently.
 
   “She really loves that,” Carol said. “Not only does he have a decent cock, but she said his belly rubs against her clit just the right way.”
 
   Sure enough, as Maurice thundered his black cock relentlessly inside of my wife’s cunt, she called out orgasm after orgasm. I knew she wasn’t faking it because her legs dropped down to the mattress each time and she pushed up her groin against him, which I knew from experience is a sure sign that she’s cumming.
 
   “Damn, bitch,” Maurice said. “Damn, fuck, I’m cumming!” His thick black cheeks clenched and I saw his testicles ride up and twitch as he climaxed inside of her. Finally he rolled off of her and they kissed.
 
   After they were done, Stephanie put on a red robe and walked Maurice out of the building. When she got to the front and saw me, her eyes lit up. “Danny!” She threw her arms around me and we kissed. “This is such a surprise!”
 
   She showed me around the bar and the front of the brothel, but she had to get back to work. The next guy who came in was a tall, muscular black guy. Carol told me that he was a professional basketball player and he also has a huge cock. I asked her if I could watch but she said no, it was a one-time deal and she wouldn’t want it to interfere with Stephanie’s work. I left the brothel and saw her late that night after her shift ended.
 
   Luckily, I was able to land a decent job just a few months later. Although it was against the rules, Stephanie managed to maintain her business on the sly. Maurice and a handful of her other regulars fly out to our house and spend some alone time with her. She charges the same amount but the guys are happy because now that she’s working for herself, they don’t need to use condoms anymore. A few of the regulars have told their friends about her, and now her business is growing. I’m tempted to install a camera and microphone in our bedroom so that I can watch her getting fucked by her clients, just like I did back at the brothel!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Olivia. I’m a twenty-seven year old married mother of two children. I have a wonderful marriage, but after having the kids my sex drive kind of waned. Part of it was that I had put on some extra forty pounds after the kids were born and I hadn’t managed to get rid of it. My husband Luke suggested that we get memberships at the gym. When we signed up, one of the team members there suggested that I might want to hire a personal trainer to help me learn the exercises. It sounded like a good idea so I went ahead and did it.
 
   When I showed up at my first appointment, I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was the handsomest, sexiest man that I had ever seen. He introduced himself as Darryl. He had bright white teeth and dark black skin. He was wearing a pair of shorts and a crop top t-shirt that showed off his perfect stomach, as well as some of his tattoos. He could clearly tell that I was attracted to him, but we kept the conversation professional. He showed me how to use the various pieces of equipment and how to make the proper movements when exercising. Sometimes he would place his hands on my hips to show me a movement and lean in close against my body. Many times I would get wet from his scent and his touch.
 
   Over a period of a few months, I lost all of the weight. Actually, my weight wasn’t all the way down but I had added a lot of muscle and tone, and I was in the best shape of my life. I was feeling sexy again. I started having sex more frequently with Luke but the chemistry between me and Darryl was undeniable, and I often fantasized about having sex with Darryl when I was with Luke.
 
   One day, when I was about to leave the gym after having a shower, Darryl approached me. He told me that he was totally attracted to me. He understood that I was married, but he wanted us to be lovers. I told him that I wouldn’t want anybody to know but I was totally attracted to him as well. I phoned Jake to tell him that I would be home a little late, then I got in my car and followed Darryl over to his apartment.
 
   When we reached his house, Darryl asked me if a I wanted a drink. I was so excited to be with Darryl, but also nervous about what was happening, that I asked for a double shot of tequila with lime. He sipped on some Hennessy while I drank my tequila, and soon I had a nice buzz going. We went to his bedroom, which was surprisingly clean for a bachelor. He leaned in and began kissing me. I felt his hands roam over my ass and across my thighs, then up my back. I hugged him close to me, inhaling his manly scent and spicy cologne. I could feel the bulge in his shorts pressing against me and I could tell that he was well-hung. I grabbed his shorts on either side, pulled them down, and freed his black cock. It was truly a monster, easily eight or nine inches long, veiny and incredibly thick, already semi-erect and growing, pointing menacingly at me. I gently placed my hands on it, like I was touching a valuable piece of art. It felt warm and inviting, velvety on the outside and hardened steel inside.
 
   I kneeled down before this black Adonis, as if to worship him, and I lowered my mouth onto his head. I seldom did this with my husband, as it didn’t seem like something a nice married woman would do, but with Darryl I felt sexy and free. I began swirling my tongue around the cockhead, and turning my head just a bit as I did to create a corkscrew effect. Darryl  placed his hands on my head, pushing me every so slightly, encouraging me to take more and more. I could only take so much, though, so I used one hand to jerk his shaft and the other to massage his ball sack as I continued to suck the head.
 
   Suddenly, I heard Darryl growl and pull my head firmly against him. With one hand on his testicles, I could feel them jerking as his mighty black shaft twitched in my mouth, firing rope after rope of slick, sticky cream into my mouth. I kept massaging his nuts and rapidly licking the underside of his cockhead as he finished firing his seed. I looked into his eyes, smiling as I licked my lips, then swallowed all his load.
 
   “Lay back on the bed,” Darryl instructed. I quickly obeyed, my legs splayed on the bed. He gave a quick couple of licks to my pussy then moved up, aiming his still-hard black monster right at my most vulnerable place. Then, like a burglar breaking through a window, he pushed his weapon deep inside of me. He was so much thicker than my husband, it was no contest, and I felt the most amazing pleasure. With each thrust he was pushing deeper, relentless pressing into my cunt. Just then it occurred to me that I should have asked him to use a condom. My husband Jake had a vasectomy after our second child was born, so I wasn’t using any birth control. But that flicker of concern was killed by his amazing cock and the sensations it was giving me. It was stimulating my g-spot and parts of my pussy that had never been touched. In less than a minute, I was already starting to orgasm.
 
   Darryl switched into cowgirl and then doggy style. In each position he was hitting different places. I realized that this wasn’t just better than the sex I had with my husband, it was an entirely different experience. Darryl’s black skin against my white body was incredibly erotic, and was no doubt part of the reason that he was able to put me through a series of orgasms.
 
   Back in the missionary position, Darryl leaned in and began kissing me. He was an amazing kisser, and his thick cock had me totally filled, pistoning in and out, forcing himself relentlessly inside of me. Then he grimaced, grunted, and arched his back as he shot millions of sperm up inside of my unprotected cunt.
 
   When I got home, I eagerly had sex with my husband. When he slipped his little white penis inside of me, he commented that I seemed wetter than usual and he said my pussy felt a little loose. But he was happy that I seemed so excited and he said it was the best sex in years. The next morning I called my doctor so that I can start taking the Pill again. I would recommend a personal trainer for every married woman out there. Darryl hasn’t just helped me lose weight, he has helped jump start my sex life! 
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   * * *
 
   This year, my wife Ava and I decided to take a week’s vacation at a ski resort. I’m not the world’s best skier but I’ve been doing it since I was a teenager. My wife had never skied before but she was eager to learn. The resort is known for having great ski instructors, so we figured we’d give it a try. We signed her up for a day of classes.
 
   I was about to head to the lift when Ava met with her ski instructor. When I saw the guy who would be teaching her, he wasn’t at all what I was expecting. He was a tall, muscular black man covered in tattoos, and he said his name was Ray-Ray. Although he was totally professional, I could tell from the way he looked at my wife that he was attracted to her. Frankly, that didn’t surprise me at all. Ava is quite an attractive woman. She doesn’t have large breasts but she has a trim, athletic body, a pretty face, and long curly black hair down to her shoulders. What did surprise me is that Ava seemed every bit as attracted to him, even flirting with him. In the past, she’d always claimed that she wasn’t attracted to black guys.
 
   I tried to focus on skiing, but while I was riding up the mountain or standing at the bottom, I couldn’t help but cast a glance over at the bunny hills. I saw Ray-Ray standing behind her, holding her body against his as he showed her how to stand. She was smiling, clearly enjoying his attention. When they would ride up the hill, he would stand right against her, talking as they held the rope. Later I saw them sitting together inside the resort sipping on cocoa.
 
   Ava and I met up for dinner. She told me that she had a great time, but she seemed distracted. Later on that night, in bed, I learned what was going on.
 
   “Aiden,” she said, “how would you feel about it if I spent some time with Ray-Ray?”
 
   “You already have been,” I said.
 
   “No, I mean…” She ran a hand up my chest. “I find Ray-Ray incredibly attractive and he likes me, too. You always like to read those stories about wives having sex with other guys, so I was wondering if it would be alright with you if I spent the night with Ray-Ray.”
 
   I was shocked. I hadn’t been expecting that at all. But we talked about it and we agreed that she could sleep with Ray-Ray during our time at the resort. She agreed that her time with him wouldn’t keep her from making love with me. And since we use condoms for birth control, I asked her to use condoms with him.
 
   She hesitated. “I mentioned condoms to him and he said that he never uses them. And his cock is pretty big. Your Trojans wouldn’t even fit on him. He said he’s been tested and he’s clean.”
 
   “But you’re not on the Pill,” I said. “What about pregnancy?”
 
   “Don’t worry,” she replied. “I’ll ask him to pull out.”
 
   That night, we had some of the hottest sex of our married lives. Ava was wetter than I’d ever felt her before. I normally would coat the condom with lube before penetrating her, but we didn’t have any need for artificial lubrication that night. I’m sure that we were both fantasizing about her getting magnificently fucked by her bad boy black lover. Ava came twice before I ejaculated into the condom.
 
   The next morning, just as we were getting out of bed, Ava got a text from Ray-Ray. He wanted her to stop by his room for mimosas before breakfast. When she told me, I could tell by her tone that she was asking me if it would be okay if I got breakfast alone. I told her it was fine – I would ski while she spent some time with Ray-Ray. She got a quick shower, put on a sexy see-through bra and panties, then threw on her jeans and a blouse and left.
 
   I didn’t see the two of them at all that morning. At one point I called her cell phone but she didn’t respond. Just before noon, I decided to go back to our room to change and head out to lunch. When I got to the room, there was a “DO NOT DISTURB” sign hanging on the door handle. Through the door, I could hear a little giggling.
 
   “Yeah, bitch, I like that,” Ray-Ray said, moaning. I could distinctly hear slurping sounds. “I like how you do that with your tongue. Your husband must like that.”
 
   “I seldom give him blowjobs,” Ava said. Then the sucking sounds and her Ray-Ray’s moaning resumed.
 
   “All right, that’s enough,” Ray-Ray said. “Bend over on the bed.”
 
   I looked around to make sure nobody saw that I was listening, then put my ear against the door. I could hear the bed squeaking and my wife moaning.
 
   “It feels so fucking good, Ray-Ray. Your cock is so fucking big.”
 
   “Is it better than fucking your husband?”
 
   “Oh, it feels so much better,” she said, groaning. I could hear his body slapping against her ass. “I can barely feel his little dick inside of me. Your cock is just perfect, baby. It really fills me up. I’m so fucking wet for you.”
 
   “I love your tight white cunt. You’re so fucking tight.” He was fucking Ava faster now, and his breath was getting faster and harder. “I’m fucking close.”
 
   “Do it, Ray-Ray,” my wife pleaded. “Shoot your cum inside of me. I want to feel that big black cock blasting off inside of me.”
 
   “Unnnghhh,” he groaned loudly. Ava was moaning loudly as he grunted, no doubt firing rope after rope of semen deep inside my wife’s vagina. I could hear him breathing loudly. Then he started laughing. “Shit, bitch, I really filled your cunt up. When I pulled out, a ton of cum rolled out and it’s still dribbling down your legs.”
 
   “Really?” she said. “Shit, it’s getting all over the bed. Can you grab a towel from the bathroom?”
 
    At that point, I decided to leave them alone and go back to skiing. I finally met up with Ava for dinner. She had a contented, well-fucked look on her face. She said that Ray-Ray had fucked her three times that day and he wanted her to spend the night with her. I reminded her that she wasn’t supposed to neglect me. She said she wouldn’t but asked if it would be okay for tonight. Reluctantly, I agreed.
 
   She kept her word. I made love to Ava every day for the remainder of our vacation. In addition to her time with me, she was fucking Ray-Ray three or four times a day. I never brought up what I’d heard outside of our room, and she never mentioned that she was allowing him to shoot his cum inside of her. But the thought of her getting fucked by her well-hung athletic black lover drove me crazy, and I would only last a few minutes before my balls would explode violently, filling the condom’s reservoir.
 
   We’ve been home a few weeks now and we’re both totally satisfied with our vacation at the ski resort. We have memories that will last us a lifetime. Ava learned how to ski and she also learned the pleasures of interracial sex. One development is that Ava’s period is a couple of weeks late. I know that she would never have an abortion, and she’s worried what people will think if she gives birth to a black baby. Personally I’m very worried but excited about the possibility, and I can’t keep my hands off of her! 
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   * * *
 
   A couple of weeks ago, my wife Madelyn finally convinced me that we needed to repaint the downstairs rooms in our house. She called a local painter who was recommended by a friend of hers. When the guy arrived, I was a little surprised. The guy was a tall, dark-skinned black guy named Darnell. He was very professional as he explained everything to my wife, but I could tell that she was attracted to him. I have to admit that the guy was handsome and well-built with broad shoulders. He was wearing overalls splattered with paint, but he didn’t have a shirt on underneath, showing off his incredible physique. He said it would cost $1500 to do the two rooms.
 
    “What do you think, Jackson?” she asked. I told her that the price seemed a little high and maybe we should get a second quote.
 
   “The price is fine,” she said. “You get what you pay for. Cheyenne says he’s talented and did a great job in her bedroom.” Her friend Cheyenne was single and had a thing for black guys. I wondered whether Shy was talking about his painting skills or his sexual talents. Still, I agreed that if she wanted to hire Darnell, it would be fine with me. He was going to get the job done that week starting Monday. Since my wife works from home, she would supervise him.
 
   On Monday morning, I noticed that my wife put on a sexy set of bra and panties and dabbed her neck with perfume. When I was leaving the neighborhood on the way to work, I saw Darnell driving his truck into our neighborhood. I decided that I should probably stick around and watch to see what was going on. I picked up my cell phone, called in sick to work, and I drove around town for a half hour. Then I returned back to our neighborhood. I parked a few doors down and walked up to the back door of the house. Up in our bedroom window upstairs, I could hear voices and see some shadows.
 
   I sneaked up the stairs and walked to our bedroom door. The door was open just a crack and I looked inside. Madelyn was standing right next to Darnell. He wasn’t wearing his overalls this time, just a nice button-up shirt and jeans. My wife’s shirt was off but she still had on her red bra and blue jeans. Darnell was still fully clothed, and they were embracing.
 
   “I’ve always had a thing for white bitches,” he said.
 
   “Cheyenne gave you a very good review. She said you have a big cock and you know how to use it.”
 
   “Yeah,” he said, nodding. “I love you married white bitches.” He reached down, unbuttoned her jeans and unzipped them.
 
   “You prefer married women?” My wife asked as she shimmied out of her jeans, exposing her see-through red panties.
 
   “Definitely,” he said, running his hands all up and down her body. “So I don’t need to worry about birth control.”
 
   Madelyn unbuttoned his shirt and took it off him. Then she unbuckled his belt, unzipped him and pulled down his pants. He was wearing white briefs with a massive bulge in the front. My wife’s eyes grew large when she saw it.
 
   “Damn, Shy wasn’t exaggerating. You got a huge one!” She grasped his waistband, pulled down his briefs and freed his cock. It was at least eight inches long and as thick as a beer bottle. “God, I love it!” She pumped the base with her hand and lowered her mouth onto his cockhead. My wife is an incredible cocksucker and I knew she was flittering her tongue all over his cockhead. He seemed to like it, running a hand through her hair and moaning as she fellated him.
 
   “Lay down, baby,” he said. They laid down together and they were kissing with him on top of her. Her dainty white hands were around his powerful broad shoulders, and her legs were wrapped around his waist. His cock wasn’t inside of her, but was against her clit and stomach and he was dry humping her. This went on for a minute, then he leaned back and lined up his cock with her entrance. He spit down onto his cockhead to wet it, rubbed it against her slit and then pressed inside.
 
   “Damn, Darnell,” she said, her breath halting and her eyes wide. “Take it slow. You’re so big.” She exhaled deeply. “Son of a bitch! I’ve never felt so full!”
 
   “I liked your tight white cunt,” he said, pounded her hard. Madelyn was groaning as he pounded her hard. “Fuckin’ your white pussy.”
 
   “Oooohhh,” my wife moaned, nearly crying. “It feels so good!” She slipped a hand between her legs and diddled her clit with a circular motion. “Oh, Darnell, I’m cumming!” He got her off three times before he finally lost control. Darnell arched his back and groaned. I could see his balls ride up, his taint and sack pumping repeatedly as his cock filled my wife’s cunt with his seed. My wife was smiling widely as she began kissing him passionately in a post-coital embrace.
 
   I sneaked back out of the house, got in my car and drove around town until it was time to come home. When I arrived, Madelyn greeted me with a big smile, a bounce in her step, and a contented look to her. She pointed out what a great paint job Darnell had done. I asked her if he was as good as Cheyenne had suggested. She gave me a strange look, blushed, and said with a smile, “even better!”
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   * * *
 
   “It’s going to be so much fun, Mason,” my wife Emily said, putting in her earrings. “I can’t wait to see everybody again.” She was so excited to go to her ten year high school class reunion. At twenty-eight years old she still had her girlish figure, despite having given birth to two children. And she had a great job, too, working as a registered nurse at a nearby hospital.
 
   “Have fun, honey,” I said. “I wish I could go with you.” We had been planning on going together to the reunion. We secured a nice room at a hotel in the city where a number of her old classmates would be staying, both for Friday, the night of the reunion, and for Saturday as well. However, our daughter said she felt sick so I had to stay at home with the kids for the weekend.
 
   The only thing that had me a little concerned was that Tyrone was going to be there. There had always been a strong attraction and a lot of flirting between the two of them, but her parents wouldn’t allow them to date. Emily had once confessed to me that one of her biggest regrets was that she had never slept with Tyrone when she had the chance.
 
   While she was in the bathroom getting dressed, I checked her toiletry bag. I was shocked to see that she had packed her diaphragm for the weekend. She was going to be ovulating that weekend and she uses it for birth control. Then I realized that she might have packed it a couple of days ago when she thought I was going with her. Just to make sure she wouldn’t cheat, I secretly removed her diaphragm case from her toiletry bag and placed it back in her dresser drawer.
 
   She got in the car and drove out to the city. While she was gone, I made dinner for the kids and I was wondering what was going on with her. Finally, long after the kids were asleep, just before 11 at night, she gave me a call.
 
   “Hi, honey, I miss you!” She was slurring her words and she’d obviously had a lot to drink. “I’m having a great time here. I got to catch up with a bunch of old friends.”
 
   I heard some female voices in the background and they were giggling. I could make out one of them saying, “Did you tell him about Tyrone?” So I figured I would ask about him.
 
   “What about Tyrone?” I asked. “Did you see him?”
 
   “Yes, he’s here. He’s looking reeaallyy good, too. He’s single and he was asking if I could stop by his room tonight.” Then she just paused.
 
   “Okay,” I said. “And what did you tell him?”
 
   “I told him that I’m a married woman and I really shouldn’t unless my husband says it’s okay.” Another pause.
 
   “So you’re asking me if you can sleep with Tyrone?”
 
   “No, I wasn’t. Are you saying that you’d be okay with it?”
 
   I paused for a moment and thought about it. Although I was jealous at the idea, I also thought it was a huge turn on. “It’s up to you, honey.”
 
   “Really, honey? You’ll let me spend some time with Tyrone?”
 
   “Yeah, you can party with him. I really wish I was there to watch it. But it’s your reunion. What happens at the reunion stays at the reunion.”
 
   “Oh, goody! Thank you so much, honey. You’re the best husband in the whole world!” I heard female voices talking to her and more giggling. “I have to go, honey. I’ll talk to you tomorrow, okay?”
 
   When she hung up, I realized that she was going to have sex with Tyrone. I realized that I’d forgotten to mention condoms and that I’d slipped her diaphragm out of her toiletry bag. I thought about calling her back but then I realized that I should just let it go. It was her reunion.
 
   About half an hour later, I got a call from Emily. I answered the phone. She had obviously pocket dialed me because she wasn’t there but I could hear what was going on.
 
   “I’ve been waiting for over ten years for this,” Emily said.
 
   “Me, too,” he said, his voice deep and black. I could hear the sounds of clothing moving around, as well as kissing.
 
   “I can’t wait to take your cock in my mouth,” she said. “Oh, my God!”
 
   “You like that?”
 
   “Your cock is huge! It looks like ten inches long and it’s incredibly thick. It’s almost as thick as a coke can. And your skin is so black and muscular. You have a perfect body. You must spend all your time in the gym.”
 
   At that point, I realized that she hadn’t pocked dialed me. She was describing everything in detail for my pleasure, and I appreciated it.
 
   “Yeah, you like that black cock?”
 
   “Mmmm, let me suck on it.” In between the sounds of her sucking, she was very vocal in describing what was happening. She mentioned how hard it was to take such a big cock down her throat, but she kept trying.
 
   Tyrone fucked her in doggy style, cowgirl, and then missionary. Emily described how amazing it felt to feel such a thick cock in her pussy, and how much better it felt than my tiny cock. Honestly, my five inch penis is probably pretty average, but I found her words to be hot. She was moaning and groaning loudly, and four times she announced that she was orgasming. Finally, in the missionary position, Tyrone blasted her with his seed. She described how she could feel his cock getting even larger just before he came, his cock twitching as he filled her, and his sperm squirting inside of her and dripping out of her snatch.
 
   Tyrone said, “I love you, Emily. I’ve always loved you.”
 
   “I love you, too, Ty,” she said. Then the call disconnected.
 
   Emily called me the next night. She informed me that she’d had sex with Tyrone three times already that day and she was going to stay the night with him again. It was easily the best sex she’d ever had, she said, and Tyrone’s cock felt much better than mine. Not only was he able to get her off more times, but the orgasms were far stronger. Although it felt a little painful to hear that, I appreciated hearing the truth and knowing that she was having a good time. They continued having sex until late Sunday when she returned home. After we put the kids to sleep, we went to bed. She pulled out her diaphragm case from the dresser, inserted it, and we made love. Her body was tired and her pussy was loose and slick with Tyrone’s juices, but she told me some of the dirty details from her time with Tyrone while I rode her and added my own deposit to her well-used cunt.
 
   Emily said that Tyrone only lives a couple of hours away and she would like to see him regularly. We’re still trying to work out the details but we both think it would be a great way to spice up our sex life. It certainly has so far!
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   * * *
 
   Over the winter, my wife Isabella and I took a vacation at an all-inclusive resort in the Caribbean. Having everything paid for seemed like the perfect get-away, so we could just spend the whole time sipping on cocktails and hanging out. Her parents had agreed to take the kids for the week, so it was just the two of us.
 
   It started off great, relaxing in the pools and having a great time. But on the second day, my wife went to get a massage in the spa while I sat by the pool drinking Mai Tai’s. She was supposed to return in an hour and a half, and after a few hours I started to get worried. I finally got up and went toward the spa to try and find her. On the way, I passed one of the bars and out of the corner of my eye I saw Bella sitting there with a handsome black guy. He had dark black skin, long hair in cornrows, and a very muscular body that was on display because he was wearing only a pair of shorts, mirrored sunglasses and flip-flops. Their conversation seemed rather flirty to me, and I could tell by the way she was sitting that she was attracted to him.
 
    I walked over to them. When Bella saw me, she seemed surprised. “Hi honey. Jorell, this is my husband Connor. Connor, this is my masseuse, Jorell.”
 
   Jorell stood up, towering over me by nearly half a foot, and he gave me a firm handshake while giving a broad grin. “You are lucky man,” he said in a thick accent. “You have beautiful wife.” I thank him. Then Jorell excused himself to get back to work and I sat down next to my wife at the bar and ordered a drink.
 
   “Jorell is a great masseuse,” she said. I could tell that she was pretty drunk. “He’s amazing with his hands.”
 
   “I’ll bet he is.”
 
   “What do you mean by that?”
 
   “I can see the way you look at him. You want to try his big black cock.”
 
   “He’s very sexy, that’s true. But I wouldn’t cheat on you, honey.” She put a hand on my crotch. “I wouldn’t do anything that you didn’t approve of.”
 
   I thought that was a little strange wording. As we talked, I learned that Jorell shared with Bella that he enjoys sleeping with white women. They come to the island looking for some exotic romance and he’s happy to help them. Supposedly some of the husbands allow their wives to have sex with other guys while they’re away on vacation. “Can you believe that, honey?” She ran her hand up my inner thigh. “That some husbands allow their wives the chance to sleep with a handsome Caribbean guy?”
 
   As I sipped on my drink, my penis was pressing hard against my shorts, creating a bulge. “Does that turn you on? Do you like the idea of me sleeping with Jorell?”
 
   “It sounds very hot,” I said. “But you’re not on birth control.” After the birth of our first child, Bella stopped using the Pill. We had been using condoms while deciding whether and when to have another child. 
 
   “He’d have to use a rubber, of course.” She started to play with my penis through my shorts. “So you’re okay with it as long he uses protection?”
 
   I agreed. She said that Jorell had invited her to his room tonight, and she told him that she’d need to get permission first. While I had dinner and listened to live music on the beach, she would have a little sexy time with Jorell. She promised to come out to the beach and join me after they were done.
 
   I sat out on the beach and had some appetizers, but the whole time I couldn’t help but think about my wife getting fucked by her black lover. My penis was hard and I had to waistband it to prevent everyone else from seeing it. Eventually I decided that I would head back to our room and jerk off.
 
   We had a suite, so we were sharing a bathroom with the room next to us. I locked both doors, opened up a little bottle of complimentary conditioner, and began to stroke my five inches of hard steel, picturing Bella getting plowed by her black lover. I was pretty close to cumming when I heard some voices in the hallway, the metal lock on our door turning, and people walking in.
 
   Quickly, I looked at both door handles to make sure they were locked, then I turned off the light and stood still, holding my breath. The crack at the bottom of the door was more than an inch high, and I could see the shadows from their feet.
 
   “See, he’s not here.” It was Bella’s voice. “He’s having dinner out on the beach.”
 
   “Okay,” Jorell said. “We put out de sign on de door.”
 
   “Oh, the ‘do not disturb’ sign? Let me get it.” A moment later, I heard the door open, then close and the loud locking mechanism click. “All right, we’re all alone now!”
 
   I could hear the two of them kissing. “Mmmm,” my wife moaned. “Your shoulders are so broad. Your body is so muscular.”
 
   “You are beautiful,” he replied. I heard more kissing, then the sound of a zipper going down.
 
   “Oh, my goodness!” Bella gasped, then giggled. “It’s even bigger than I thought! Shit! It’s twice as long as his little peashooter!”
 
   “It’s de black man’s cock,” he said.
 
   “God, I can barely fit my hand around it, it’s so thick! I don’t know if I can take all of this.” Then I heard sucking sounds and Jorell began to groan softly. My wife giggled. “Even your balls are huge. God damn!”
 
   I was incredibly aroused at the sounds I was hearing, and my penis had never been harder. Suddenly I remembered that there was a full-length mirror on the back of the room door. If I could open the bathroom door just a crack, I could probably get a view of the action. But I was afraid of getting caught, so I just listened and tried to very quietly and slowly stroke my penis.
 
   “Here’s a rubber,” Bella said. “I use them with my husband. You can use one if you want.”
 
   He laughed. “De cock is too beeg for dat.”
 
   “Well then, I guess we’re going bareback,” my wife replied. 
 
   “I will lick de poosy,” Jorell said.
 
   “You don’t need to a cock like that,” she said. “I’m so wet for you. I need to feel that big fucking cock inside of me.”
 
   I heard some movement, the springs in the bed squeaking a bit. Then I heard my wife moaning. “Oh, fuck, Jorell. Oh, fuck! God damn does it feel good.”
 
   I heard the bed begin to squeak in a rhythm. At that point I figured it was worth the risk. I slowly, quietly unlocked the door handle and opened the door just a crack. In the mirror, I could see Jorell’s powerful black frame on top of Bella’s delicate white body, his incredibly thick cock hammering relentlessly inside of her cunt, and his big pair of black balls hanging below. I watched for a moment, then ducked back inside the bathroom and continued jerking off.
 
   “It feels so fucking good,” Bella continued. “So much better than my husband’s little thing. Your cock is amazing. I feel so full. It’s hitting all the right spots, stimulating my whole fucking pussy.” She started to moan loudly and announced that she was cumming. As she did, I lost control and a fountain of spunklet drops dribbled out of my penis.
 
   “Here I come,” Jorell said, his breath catching. Then he groaned loudly and grunted a few times. I heard the two of them moaning and kissing.
 
   “That was easily the best sex I’ve ever had,” Bella said in a sexy voice. “I came four times just from intercourse, and we even came at the same time. You’re an amazing lover.” I peeked into the mirror again and caught a glimpse just as his thick black cock slipped out. As it did, gobs of white semen flushed out of her pussy and onto the sheets.
 
   I quietly closed and locked the bathroom door and turned off the lights. A few seconds later, I heard footsteps coming to the bathroom door. Somebody tried the door but it was locked.
 
   “The other people, our suitemates, must have forgotten and left the door locked.” Bella was speaking from the bed, so it must have been Jorell at the door. “It’s okay, use that towel over there.”
 
   I was afraid that I might be locked in the bathroom for a while, but after a few minutes they decided to get dressed and go back to Jorell’s room. After they left, I waited a few minutes and then went out to the beach. About an hour later, Bella showed up in her bikini with a well-fucked look on her face, and she sat down next to me.
 
   “How was it?” I asked.
 
   She smiled. “Pretty nice.” She kissed me on my cheek and I took her hand. “It was fun because it was different, but you’re still the best lover I’ve ever had.”
 
   I gave her a passionate kiss, then said, “You know it, baby.”
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   * * *
 
   My wife Kaylee and I were set to go on a four-day cruise from Tampa to Cozumel with another married couple, our friends Riley and Joe. Each couple had family members watching the kids, so we thought it would be a great time to spend some adult time. We got some great adjoining rooms, too, on the balcony with an oceanfront view.
 
   It wasn’t just the cruise. We were also looking forward to getting more alone time with our wives. My wife Kaylee is a beautiful blonde with shoulder-length hair and at twenty-six she still has a great figure. Riley is thirty with shorter brown hair, and while she isn’t very buxom she has kept herself looking thin and attractive.  
 
   “Hey, Nick,” Joe said. “Riley said she was talking with Kaylee and they have an idea. Instead of us getting rooms as a couple, how about the guys take a room and the girls take a room?”
 
   “Why would we want to do that?” I asked.
 
   “Here’s what they’re proposing. Everybody is single for the cruise. They’re just two girls together on a cruise and we’re just two guys. And if we want to meet somebody and bring them back to the room, it’s all fair game. I think it’s a great idea. Are you game?”
 
   I had mixed feelings about Kaylee possibly sleeping with another guy, but I liked the idea of getting the chance to pick up women. The ship was loaded with people and some of the women were quite attractive. And since my buddy Joe was so into the idea, I agreed.
 
   At first, Joe and I hung around the ship talking, drinking, and having a great time. Later on, we went for dinner and noticed the girls sitting at a table with a couple of guys. The guy sitting across from Riley was white and the guy across from Kaylee was black. Both guys were tall with broad shoulders and they were very muscular. They were all flirting, so it was clear that the women hadn’t had any trouble finding guys. “Good for them, the little sluts,” Joe said. He pointed out that we would try our luck at the bar later tonight.
 
   At the bar, we didn’t really have much luck with the women. We were a little rusty at the game after being married for so many years. Plus, one of the rules was that we couldn’t take off our wedding rings. We explained that our wives had an “understanding” but I don’t think they were buying it.
 
   Around eleven, we headed back to our room. “Hey, look,” Joe said. Up ahead of us, under the moonlight, my wife Kaylee was leaning back against the door to her room and her black lover was leaning over her, his powerful black frame dwarfing her tiny white body. I couldn’t hear their conversation, but she had her hands around his waist and was looking into his eyes. Finally, she took him by the hand and they walked inside the room. 
 
   “I’ll bet you that Riley is in the other guy’s room,” Joe said. “They’re both getting laid tonight.”
 
   “Yeah.” I replied. We opened the door to our room. When we got inside, I was surprised that we could hear the conversation in the other room through the air duct.
 
   “Oh, my God, Durell!” Kaylee said. “Your cock is so big! How long is it?”
 
   “It’s ten-and-a-half inches long. I never measured how big around.”
 
   “God, it’s so long and thick, so much bigger than my husband’s little white dick. I don’t think I can take it all in my mouth.”
 
   Joe’s eyes were wide and he was smiling as we listened in.
 
   We could hear sucking and slurping sounds and Durell’s groans. My wife is an excellent cocksucker, so I knew he was getting a real treat. After a few minutes we heard some movement, and then Kaylee was moaning. “Right there,” she said. “A little to the left.” I assumed he was eating her pussy.
 
   “All right, bitch. Time for some black cock in your little white pussy.”
 
   “I’m so wet for you, Durell. I’ve always wanted to feel a real cock inside of me.”
 
   Both of them were moaning as he inserted his black monster inside of her box. Joe excused himself to the bathroom to jerk off.
 
   “Damn, bitch, you tight! You’re fucking wet but so tight!”
 
   “You’re just so big! I’ve never felt this before!”
 
   As they fucked, Kaylee kept telling him how amazing his cock felt and how great a lover he was. Four times I heard her call out in orgasm, the last one simultaneously with Durell. When the show was over, I went to the bathroom myself and masturbated. I was so hot from what I heard that my penis squirted juice across the sink.
 
   Over the next four days, Durell was fucking my bride day and night. It turned out that Riley was also getting well-fucked by her white lover, and she mentioned to Joe that Kaylee had told her that sex with Durell was easily the best sex of her life. Joe and I didn’t get much luckier, but on the last night Joe managed to bed a drunk overweight woman. The worst part of it was that he locked the door and I was outside of my room all night!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Morgan. My husband Nick and I were spending a long weekend vacationing on Ketteler Island, a remote island in South Carolina. We had taken the ferry there on Thursday and we were staying at the inn on the south side of the island. This was our first vacation without our two kids, and frankly we were hoping that we might work on a third. I’d charted my cycle and I was set to ovulate that Saturday night.
 
   We were expecting to spend a lot of time outdoors, but soon after we arrived a deep fog settled over the island. It was a beautiful inn, though, so we weren’t unhappy to spend some time indoors reading and relaxing.
 
   That night, while we were sitting at dinner, I noticed two men at a table in the far corner staring at my wife. I’m a 25-year-old blonde haired, blue eyed beauty, if I do say so myself. Although she gained ten pounds or so after the birth of our children, it went to the right places and I have a nice, womanly figure. It’s not unusual for me to turn heads and attract male attention. Still, I thought it was strange that the two men were talking and looking in our direction.
 
   After we paid for dinner, the two men walked over to our table. The first man said his name is Orville and his friend is Sully. “Are you familiar with Latrell Blackstone?” Orville asked.
 
   “Of course we’ve heard of him,” Nick said. “He’s the millionaire guy from the music industry.” I nodded in agreement.
 
   “Billionaire,” Orville corrected. “Mr. Blackstone owns this entire island. This little section is the only part of the island that’s open to the public. He has a mansion on the far side.” He coughed, hesitated, then continued. “This fog has really caused us a lot of problems. Mr. Blackstone has a private airport on the island but the fog is too thick to fly. Even the ferry is closed and it looks to be closed for days.” He leaned in, whispering. “I had arranged for some female companionship for him but now he will be alone the entire weekend. He’s not happy.”
 
   “I’m sorry to hear that,” Nick said.
 
   “Mr. Blackstone likes white women,” he said, looking in my direction. His friend behind him nodded. “Blonde haired, blue eyed young women, like yourself. The woman who was going to spend time with him would have been paid $20,000. But given the situation, I’m sure he’d be willing to pay $50,000.”
 
   Nick seemed offended. “Are you suggesting--?”
 
   “Just a second, honey,” I said. “Surely if he can pay $50,000, he can do $100,000. I mean, he is a billionaire after all.”
 
   Orville grimaced. “Let me call and see.” He stepped away with his friend, turned his back to us and made a call on his cell phone. As he did, Nick leaned across the table.
 
   “Are you crazy? You’d spend the night with this black guy?”
 
   “He’s a famous, sexy billionaire. I’ve seen his pictures. He works out and he’s totally hot for an older guy. And for $100,000. Do you know what we could do with that kind of money?”
 
   “I know, but…”
 
   “You don’t think we should do this, even for $100,000?”
 
   Nick was conflicted, but he said, “I guess we couldn’t refuse $100,000.” 
 
   Orville turned back around and walked over to us. When he reached our table, he smiled. “Mr. Blackstone agrees to $100,000. Do we have a deal?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, smiling. Nick look conflicted again. “Right, honey?” Nick looked down and nodded.
 
   “Get your bags,” Orville said. “You’ll be spending the weekend in Mr. Blackstone’s mansion.”
 
   “The weekend?” Nick asked. “I thought it was for the night?”
 
   Orville smiled. “Don’t be silly. She’ll be returning Sunday evening.”
 
   Nick and I packed my bags into Orville’s van. I kissed Nick goodbye and hopped inside. We drove us through a security gate over to the other side of the island. Although I couldn’t see much with the fog, when we pulled up next to the mansion I could tell that the place was gorgeous and enormous. They took me to the bedroom where I was able to put my things away.
 
   “Did you bring any lingerie?” Orville asked.
 
   I felt a little weird talking about it, but replied, “Yes. I brought a babydoll and panties.”
 
   “Why don’t you put that on. Mr. Blackstone is in his bedroom waiting for you.”
 
   For some reason, I thought that I would have been romanced a little bit more. I don’t know, maybe dinner first – something! But I quickly changed into my lingerie and he walked me down the hallway to the master bedroom.
 
   “Come in,” I heard him say.
 
   I opened the door. Standing there holding two champagne glasses was Latrell Blackstone. He was shaved bald with a beard that was gray on the bottom but a darker, salt and pepper mustache. He was wearing nothing but a pair of tiny blue underwear that obviously contained a huge cock. It was clear that he worked out a lot because his body was amazing for a man in his late fifties.
 
   “Do you like champagne?” he asked.
 
   “I do,” I said, taking the glass and taking a sip. “You’re a very sexy man.”
 
   “Your name is Morgan?”
 
   “Yes,” I said. “And you’re Latrell.”
 
   “Call me Trell. That’s what my friends call me.”
 
   We sat down on the edge of the bed. We talked about my family and my interests, then we talked about his ex-wife and his children, and how lonely he is. He kept filling our glasses, and it didn’t take long before I became drunk. He leaned in and began kissing my neck. I couldn’t help but moan, loving the attention by this handsome, sexy billionaire. He lifted off my babydoll and began to kiss my breasts, massaging them with his hands and licking my nipples. My pussy was eager for him. I was incredibly wet for him, partially because I was ovulating. That’s when I realized I needed to say something.
 
   “I’m not on the Pill,” I said, laying down on my back. “I’m ovulating so if you don’t want to make me pregnant, you may want to use a condom.”
 
   “That’s okay,” he said, gripping the waistband on my panties. “I’ll take my chances.” I lifted my hips and he quickly pulled them off. He lowered his mouth to my groin and I felt his warm breath on my pussy. He was obviously a world-class pussy licker. He teased me, slowly kissing and licking my pussy and using the flat of his tongue. He largely avoided my clit until I couldn’t take it anymore. He put in a couple of fingers, penetrating me with them and massaging my g-spot. He put me through a few orgasms. I figured he would be done, but he went to kissing my inner thighs and down my legs, taking his time. When he got back to my clit, I immediately started climaxing again. He put me through a dozen more orgasms.
 
   He stood up and his huge cock was straining against his tiny underwear. He took them off and offered me his cock. It was easily twice as long as my husband’s four-and-a-half incher, and it was incredibly thick. I’d been proud that I could take my husband’s entire little penis in my mouth, but Trell’s cock was an absolute monster. I could only fit the head of it in my mouth. I played with his balls with one hand, stroked the shaft with the other and tried to pleasure the top part of his cock with my mouth, but I had no experience with a real man’s cock. After a couple minutes, he told me to lay back on the bed.
 
   Trell lined up his thick, black weapon at my tiny slit. As he began to press inside, I held my breath, experiencing such an intense and new pleasure. He kept pressing, inch after inch, and I almost cried at the pleasure. To say that Trell’s mighty sword felt different than my husband’s little switchblade would be a dramatic understatement. My pussy felt full, the way it is meant to be, like a hand in a glove. He leaned down and we kissed passionately as his huge member plunged repeatedly inside of me, his balls slapping against my ass. I’m not sure if I was having orgasm after orgasm or just one long rolling orgasm, but regardless it was the greatest sexual pleasure that I’ve ever experienced. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and begged him to fill me with his cum. Finally, after a good twenty minutes, his barrel unloaded and blasted his seed inside my fertile womb. I felt certain that I was surely being impregnated, that one of his millions of sperm would surely find my egg.
 
   Trell used me again a couple of hours later. We cuddled together through the night, and in the morning we had sex again, this time doggy style in his huge steamy shower, with my face and hands pressed against a huge plane of glass. We had meals together interspersed with sex. By the time he sent me back to my husband on Sunday night, I’d had probably a hundred orgasms and I was totally sexually exhausted and told Nick that I couldn’t give him sloppy seconds. The next day, though, I did my wifely duty and allowed Nick to pleasure himself inside of me. And on Tuesday, Trell wired the money into our bank account.
 
   That was three weeks ago. I hadn’t had my period and I finally decided to take a pregnancy test this morning. Happily, it showed that we’re pregnant with our third child. Nick seems a little concerned. I don’t blame him, really. While I did have sex with him that Monday night, my cunt was positively awash with Trell’s seed. If the baby is black, we can get child support from Trell so we won’t have anything to worry about as far as money goes. And that’s after the $100,000!
 
    
 
   PAID HIM TO BREED MY WIFE
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   * * *
 
   My name is Aiden. I met my wife Lily when we were in college together. I work as an engineer and she works at the local public radio station. When we found out that I couldn’t have children, my wife was devastated. She’s a liberal-minded twenty-eight-year-old attractive blonde and she’d wanted to have children her entire life. Although she wanted us to have a child of our own, she’d often talked about adopting kids from Africa, too. I suggested that maybe we try to combine the two.
 
   “What do you mean, Aiden?” Lily asked. “Combine the two?”
 
   My wife has a good friend Chloe who lives in the neighborhood next to ours. A woman who lives a couple doors down from her, named Kendra, is a white woman who has four black kids, all by different men. One of the children’s fathers, though, is a guy named Rashad. According to Chloe, Rashad is incredibly sexy and handsome, with a muscular body and total swagger. He officially is the father of eight children, but the rumor is that his real total is well over twenty. In addition, he has served two sentences in the state prison. Although Lily claims that she’s not into bad boys, I suspected that she probably was. She was hesitant at first, but she agreed to meet him.
 
   When Rashad came to our house, I thought he totally looked like a thug to me. His jeans were hanging down too low and he was wearing expensive tennis shoes and a rap shirt. Still, I could tell that my prim and proper, NPR-listening wife was totally into him. The energy was simply crackling. We each had some shots and it wasn’t long before he was dancing with Lily, his hands grabbing her ass. They began to kiss right in front of me. I knew that it was going down.
 
   “Would it be okay if I show Rashad the bedroom?” Lily asked.
 
   “Of course!” I told her. She took him by the hand and led him upstairs. I followed them upstairs and listened through the doorway.
 
   “Fuck, bitch, you gonna like this big black cock. You ever fucked a black guy before?”
 
   “No, I haven’t.”
 
   “You gonna like it, bitch. Go ahead, suck on my cock.”
 
   A couple moments later, I heard her say, “Oh, my, it’s huge!”
 
   “Yeah, it’s a black cock.”
 
   “I thought that was just a stereotype.”
 
   “I’ll give you a stereotype. Put that white mouth on my black cock and suck it.” I could hear him start to moan. “Yeah, bitch. Suck that dick good. Suck my black cock. Tell me how you like it.”
 
   “I love your cock.”
 
   “You love my black cock. Say it. Big black cock.”
 
   “Big black cock.” I could hear her sucking and slurping on his big cock.
 
   “All right, bitch. Bend over the fucking bed.”
 
   I opened the door a crack. I saw Lily with her pants down around her ankles, bent down over the bed with her shirt still on. Rashad had a huge cock, nearly a foot long, and he was moving the head around my wife’s vagina, trying to find the opening and slip it in. He found it and then began pushing it inside. He gripped her hips and began pounding her hard.
 
   “Oh, God,” Lily cried. “It’s so good. It feels so good inside of me.”
 
   “So FUCKING good, you white bitch.” He smacked her ass cheek hard. “My black cock feels so fucking good. Say it.”
 
   “Your black cock feels so fucking good! God, it’s just amazing.” She was breathing hard and moaning loudly. Her hand was on her pussy, fingering her clit. “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” She did that three times before he finally shot his load inside of her. I saw his balls tighten and clench as he fired off inside of Lily.
 
   From that day forward, he would come over two or three times a night to fuck Lily. I only watched them that one time, but I often listened to the sounds of them having sex. Lily was always quiet and reserved in bed with me, but she was loud and hypersexual with Rashad. She said she didn’t want to hurt my feelings, but the sex with Rashad was totally intoxicating.
 
   After six months of them having sex without a pregnancy, we decided that we should probably have them go in for fertility testing. That’s when Rashad admitted that after his last child was born, he had a vasectomy. We were both pretty pissed that he’d misled us like that, but he told us about another black guy he knows who would love to have sex with a white woman and knock her up. The guy’s name is Vernon and he’s currently serving a twelve year sentence for multiple felonies, but he’s going to be released in two months. Being incarcerated, Vernon has plenty of time to work out and he has an incredible body. Lily has seen his pictures as well as some photos of his kids by other women, and she’s excited to start on her next black lover. I can’t wait!
 
   BLACK LOVE IN COLLEGE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Cameron. I’m twenty-five and my fiancée Avery is twenty-one. We’ve been dating for a few years and we plan to get married after she graduates college. When I first met Avery, she seemed to have mixed feelings about dating me. Sometimes she’d say we were perfect for each other, but other times she seemed unsatisfied. For example, sometimes in bed she a little disappointed while making love. I’d ask her about it afterward and she’d claim that nothing was wrong.
 
   One day, after having a few drinks, she admitted that the other boys she’d dated had much bigger cocks and they felt much better. While she believed we were right for each other in the long run, she didn’t want to lose the opportunity to hook up with other guys and have great sex while she’s still young and in college.
 
   Honestly, I’d pretty much suspected it was something like that. I told Avery that I understood and I didn’t want to lose her, and if she needed to be free to date other guys until we get married, I would support her in that. Avery kissed and hugged me, and she told me that she was now certain that we were meant to be together.
 
   As Avery opened up about her sexual past, I realized that most of the guys she had been dating were black guys. Not all of them, but more than half. She really had a thing for sexy, tattooed guys who work out in the gym. In addition to the occasional random hook up, she had three fuck buddies that she would see on a regular basis. Her favorite, though, was a black guy named Jahlil. She had sex with Jahlil more than her other fuck buddies, usually two or three times a week. He worked about twenty minutes away from the campus at the Wal-Mart. She lived in a house off-campus with two other girls, and when one of her roommates threw a party, I met Jahlil. He’s totally ripped, with a strong, dominant personality and a cocky walk. Avery really gets off on arrogant guys, so I could see why she was so infatuated with Jahlil.
 
   Jahlil was hanging around and I knew that he was going to fuck my fiancée as soon as I left. I went into Avery’s bedroom. I lifted the window about an inch and raised the shade up a good six inches, then moved the curtain to the side just enough to allow a nice view into her room. Rather than actually leaving, I walked down the sidewalk toward my car, then turned around and walked up behind the bushes, right next to her window. I looked around to make sure nobody could see me. It was dark and I didn’t see anybody out there, but I was still nervous as I focused on Avery’s room.
 
   About ten minutes later, Avery and Jahlil walked into her room hand-in-hand. They were kissing wildly. The way her body was moving, it was clear that she was totally excited by her black lover. I’d never seen her act that way with me, like a slut for him. She was playing with his cock through his shorts, and it was clear that he was well-equipped. She took it out and pumped it with her hands.
 
   “Does your fiancé have a cock like this?” Jahlil asked.
 
   Avery laughed. “He’s about a third as long and nowhere near as thick. He’s small even for a white guy. I can barely feel him when we have sex.”
 
   “Then why do you want him?”
 
   “He’s a nice guy,” she said. “He’d be a good partner and provider.” She began licking and sucking his enormous black cock. It had to be a good ten inches long, thicker than a cucumber and covered in dark veins. I realized that she never sucked my cock, just playing with it a bit to get it hard before she rolled on the condom.
 
   She pulled off her shirt and unhooked her bra while Jahlil removed her shorts and panties. Avery laid down on her bed, but Jahlil said he wanted to fuck her doggy. She got on her hands and knees, awaiting his thick black cock. He lined up the head at her entrance and slowly began to push it inside. She was slowly rocking, accepting his manhood inside of her, and moaning her pleasure with every inch. “Oh, God… It’s so much bigger than my fiancee’s little penis. It feels so good.” Although she’d always made me use a condom “just to be safe,” even though she’s on the pill, her black lover was taking her bareback.
 
   Jahlil’s powerful, muscular frame was holding her hips and pulling her hard, thrusting violently inside of her. Avery’s face and breasts were reddened, her breathing shallow, clearly in pure ecstasy. Jahlil was slapping her ass hard, calling her a “white slut” and a “cheap bitch.” Over and over, she told him how great his cock felt. “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” She said that three times before he finally leaned forward, pushing deep inside of her as he coated the walls of my fiancee’s tight little beaver with his thick loads of semen.
 
   They layed together for a while, holding hands and kissing. “I love fucking you,” he said. “I can’t believe I’m going to lose you to that little white boy this fall.”
 
   Avery giggled, her hand slowly pumping his slippery, semi-erect member. “You won’t be losing anything. Cameron will allow me to keep you as a lover, even after we’re married.”
 
   “You’ve talked with him? He’s said that?”
 
   “Not yet,” she said. “But he’ll let me have whatever I want. He’s a nice guy. That’s what’s so great about them.” Then they started kissing passionately. His cock was hard again in her hand as I slipped away from the window to drive home.
 
    
 
   SHE’S DATING HER
 
   BLACK FRIEND’S FATHER
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   * * *
 
   “My dad’s coming to visit,” Shantelle said, rolling her eyes as she sipped her coffee at our table. “He hasn’t seen me or his grandkids in almost six years and he thinks he can just roll into town unannounced!”
 
   “That’s terrible,” my wife Nicole said. “But I think it’s good that your kids will get to see their grandfather.”
 
   I’d heard a lot of stories about her father Willie over the years. He’s a black man in his late sixties. He has two kids with his current wife in Arizona, a woman in her mid-twenties, but over the decades he has bred women all across the country. Shantelle says that Willie has “litters” of children of all different ages. She’s in contact with three other “litters” of half-siblings, in addition to her sister and two brothers. By working under the table, Willie largely succeeded in avoiding paying child support for most of his children. Personally, I loved the stories about Willie and admired his wild, free-living ways. His current wife thinks that he’s faithful, but according to Shantelle has heard that when he’s out “visiting his children” he often goes out bar hopping and skirt chasing with some of his grandsons.
 
   “I’d love to meet him,” I said. “I’ve heard so much about the guy. He’s kind of a legend.”
 
   Shantelle rolled her eyes. “Yeah, he’s a real legend, Jim – a legend at leaving his kids with no daddy. But if you want to meet him, that’s fine. He’s coming over tonight for dinner. Why don’t you two come over?”
 
   When we arrived at Shantelle’s house, Willie got up from the recliner in the living room. He was wearing a suit and tie. He wore reading glasses and he was smoking a pipe, and smelled like sweet tobacco. Willie stood tall but he did walk with a little limp, probably due to arthritis at his age. He had a genuine twinkle in his eye and he seemed very fond of Nicole.
 
   I wasn’t surprised by that. My wife often gets attention from men, being a twenty-seven-year-old beauty with dirty blonde hair, and although she didn’t lose all of the weight after the birth of our daughter, she still had an attractive womanly figure. Nicole, for her part, seemed very flattered by the attention and they exchanged playful banter throughout the night. At one point, while I was in the family room talking with Shantelle and the kids, Nicole and Willie had a private conversation near the fridge. Just reading their body language, I could tell that there was mutual attraction between them. 
 
   That night in bed, Nicole and I were laying in bed and talking about the day. I asked her what she was talking to Willie about in the kitchen.
 
   “Oh, you know, he was flirting. He wanted to know if he could spend some time with me alone.”
 
   “What did you tell him?”
 
   “I told him that I’d talk with you about it.” She ran a hand down my back.
 
   “Really? You’d like to have sex with Willie?”
 
   “He really is a sexy man. I’m not surprised that so many women want to sleep with him. He just oozes charisma. He’s the kind of guy that a girl wants to sleep with, not just has to. And I’ve always been curious about black guys.” She ran her hand across my crotch. “Is it something you might be open to?”
 
   We talked about everything. I agreed that she could sleep with Willie as long as I could watch. And then I added one more condition that especially excited me. “I don’t want you to use birth control with him.” We were trying to have another baby and we knew that Nicole was just about to ovulate.
 
   “You want me to get pregnant by him?”
 
   I wasn’t sure what to say. “No, not really. But I want to take the risk. And any man that turns you on like that, who turns on women like that… a guy like Willie, he shouldn’t have to use birth control. It just seems wrong to me, almost disrespectful. He deserves the chance to impregnate as many women as possible. It’s his right.” 
 
   “I agree,” my wife said, “but you said before that if I got pregnant by another guy, it would be okay as long as the guy looks like you so nobody would know. You’d be okay with a black baby?”
 
   “Now that my mother is passed away, it’s okay.” My mother had died a year ago and my father had never been a part of my life. Now that I didn’t have to worry about what my parents would think, I was totally open to it. Nicole’s sister always dated black guys and had a black baby, so I knew her family wouldn’t have a problem with it.
 
   “Okay, honey. I promise you I won’t use any birth control with Willie.”
 
   The next night, Willie drove over to our house. I sat in a chair in the corner of our bedroom and watched while Willie serviced my wife. His cock was thick and a good nine inches long and he was fully erect when he would arrive and it would stay hard for a good hour. (I assume that he was using Viagra or something.) I loved watching Nicole sucking his cock. She wasn’t used to taking such a large tool in her mouth, but she got better each day and by the end of the week she was almost able to deep throat him. Willie didn’t perform oral sex and most of the time he just fucked her doggy style, slapping her ass as he rode her. He did like to suck on her tits and he did missionary a couple of times, but he said it hurt his back. No matter the position, he was able to give Nicole multiple orgasms every session. She praised the feeling of his large cock inside of her and said that it touched all the right places inside and stimulated her clitoris, too. I could tell from her bodily reactions that her orgasms were much stronger, that he was pleasing her far better than I ever did. During the week I just masturbated while watching the action, giving Willie every chance at fertilizing my wife.
 
   At the end of the week, Willie went back to Arizona. A couple weeks later, my wife started feeling nauseated and a pregnancy test confirmed the good news. Months later, we got even more good news – Nicole was pregnant with twin boys! When Nicole told Shantelle about what happened, she was pissed and they didn’t talk for weeks. Happily, they made up before the birth and Shantelle was there to see the birth of her beautiful new half-brothers. Three kids was a lot for us to afford, so we had Nicole’s tubes tied at the same time that she gave birth. Although the baby factory is now closed, my wife is hoping that Willie will show up again so that she can spend some more sexy time with him. I hope so, too!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE AND HER BFF’S SON
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “We have another person coming for dinner, Chris,” my wife Amanda said. “Jessie’s son Ethan is in town for the weekend.” Jessica is my wife’s best friend. At 35, she’s eight years older than my wife and had a child when she was young. Although Amanda lived a pretty normal life, Jessie was “wild” and my wife enjoyed hearing her single friend’s stories of sexual adventure.
 
   “That’s fine, we have plenty,” I said. “Boy, I haven’t seen him in forever.” I’d only seen Ethan a couple of times when he was barely a teenager. Ethan was the product of a brief sexual relationship between Jessie and a black guy who is supposedly serving time in another state for a double homicide. Ethan had his father’s dark black skin and, based on his teenage escapades, his father’s propensity to act violently. 
 
   Jessie arrived first. She explained that Ethan was running a little late but he’d be there soon. When he arrived fifteen minutes later, I was struck at how Ethan had turned out. He was at least 6’2 with broad shoulders and a muscular frame. He was wearing cologne and designer clothes, including sunglasses and pair of jeans that each cost a good $500. He had his mother’s good looks but with a strong jaw, chiseled cheekbones, and strong eyebrows. I noticed that Amanda seemed very attracted to him, and I caught her stealing glances every time that Jessie wasn’t looking.
 
   Over dinner and wine, Ethan explained that he’s currently attending college a few hours away. Amanda asked if he had a girlfriend. He said that he didn’t have a girlfriend per se, but he has a number of different women that’s he’s dating. I could tell by the way that my wife was moving her legs that she was very turned on by our black guest. At one point it became very clear that Ethan had drank a bit too much. Jessie was unhappy about it because they had each brought their own cars.
 
   “That’s not a problem,” Amanda said. “He can spend the night here. Right honey?”
 
   “Sure, it’s not a problem,” I said.
 
   We gave Ethan a couple glasses of water and some ibuprofen. After Jessie left, Amanda took Ethan upstairs to put sheets on the bed and get him some blankets. I could hear their voices up there, a little laughter and some whispering, and long periods of silence. Finally, Amanda came downstairs.
 
   “He’s in bed,” she said. “I’m sure he’ll be fine in the morning.” We watched a little television and then went to bed ourselves. I thought I was going to get some action, as normally when she gets turned on by another guy she wants to have sex. But she said that she wasn’t in the mood and we went to sleep.
 
   About an hour later, I woke up. I noticed that Amanda wasn’t in bed and the bathroom light wasn’t on, so I started to get concerned. I got up and slowly opened the bedroom door. When I did, I could hear voices down the hallway coming from the guest room. I quietly turned the door handle and opened the door just a crack.
 
   The room was lit by the full moon outside. Amanda was sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing just a pink and purple slip with matching panties. Ethan was sitting next to her wearing only a pair of white briefs. I couldn’t help but notice the impressive bulge he was sporting.
 
   “I totally want to,” my wife said. “If I weren’t married I definitely would.”
 
   “You’re married, you’re not dead. You’re still a woman with needs. What he doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him.” He leaned in and began to kiss her neck. She closed her eyes and angled her neck back, running her hands over his powerful back as she received his kisses. His hands moved all across her body, then up her slip. They began kissing passionately. In a moment, her slip was on the floor and she was laying on the bed. He removed her panties, then slowly crawled up on top her, kissing her stomach and then her breasts. When he was fully on top of her, they began kissing again. Then she stopped him and said, “I want to suck your cock.”
 
   My wife pulled down his briefs, unleashing his monster. “Oh, my God Ethan,” she said, looking up at him as she stroked his mighty shaft. “It’s huge!” Then she put her mouth on the head. Amanda hardly ever gave me a blowjob, but she was eagerly servicing her young black lover and he was moaning his approval. Then he said, “okay, lay down.” Amanda complied and slightly parted her legs.
 
   Ethan aimed his black cock between her legs. I couldn’t believe that she wasn’t asking him to use a condom. We use condoms every time and she’s not on the Pill. I thought about saying something but I couldn’t, so I just watched as the head of his black monster penetrated my wife’s vagina, and began to slowly inch its way inside of her.
 
   Amanda was breathing heavily and sighing. “It’s so much bigger than my husband’s,” she said. Soon he was fully inside of her. He was holding himself up with his muscular arms, slowly thrusting, his ass cheeks clenching with each forward thrust. “It feels so good, so thick inside of me,” Amanda said. After a while, he picked up the speed and was pounding her hard. I could hear his balls slapping against my wife’s ass over the sound of the bed squeaking and Amanda’s groaning. “Keep doing that,” she said. “You’re hitting the right places.” He leaned down and they kissed wildly. Amanda lifted her legs and locked them around his waist as her arms held onto his muscular shoulders, holding him against her.
 
   “I’m cumming!” Amanda whispered. She was clearly trying to suppress the sounds of her moaning, but the pleasure was too strong. “Oh, God! Oh, God! I’m cumming again!” A minute later, Ethan said, “I’m cumming, bitch!” I saw his ass cheeks clench and he pushed deep inside of her and held it deep, with a few mini-thrusts as he groaned through his climax. I could see that Amanda was smiling as he leaned down and they began kissing again. I quietly closed the door and returned to bed.
 
   I thought that Amanda would soon be sneaking into bed, but I heard more sexual noises coming from the guest room. About a half hour later, I heard the shower start in the guest bathroom, along with moaning and grunting. It was a good two hours before Amanda finally slipped back into bed with me.
 
   The next morning, everybody acted like nothing had happened. Ethan said goodbye and drove back to his mom’s house. It’s been a week now since her illicit encounter with her black lover and we’ve been having sex every night. Amanda is wet and excited, no doubt fantasizing that she’s with Ethan. Of course, I’m having the same fantasy, and it only takes a few minutes before I lose control and blast the condom’s reservoir with my seed. It’s been a total boon to our sex lives. I can’t wait until Ethan comes back to town again!
 
    
 
   MY BLACK BFF HAS A SEXY BROTHER
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   * * *
 
   “Who’s sports car is that?” I asked Teesha. I had just stepped inside her kitchen where she was preparing pasta and a salad for dinner. There was a gorgeous sports car in the driveway and I knew she couldn’t afford it.
 
   “That’s my younger brother Bishop’s car,” Teesha replied. “I’ve told you about Bishop, right?” She certainly had. He was a talented football player and, according to Teesha, Bishop was quite a ladies’ man. He had slept with dozens of pretty girls on his college campus and the gossip was that he was well-equipped and he knew how to use it.
 
   Bishop stood up and he walked in with us. He was handsome with a chiseled physique that was obvious beneath his shirt. He smiled and introduced himself, then grabbed a beer out of the fridge. I watched admiringly as he walked back to the couch.
 
   “You like him, don’t ya, Emma?” Teesha was smiling. 
 
   “He’s a good looking guy,” I said. She knew that I’m a happily married mother of two. Besides, I’m twenty-eight years old and her brother is a college student. Still, I found myself very physically attracted to Bishop. “I’m not surprised that he’s popular.”
 
   Teesha and I made some martinis and started talking about what was going on with our lives and our families. When Bishop joined us, he made the three of us a martini. It seemed a little strong but I didn’t say anything. Bishop told us about his accomplishments on and off the field, and I found him to be very charismatic, funny and sexy. Although I’d never dated a black guy, I was immensely attracted to Bishop and if I hadn’t been a married woman, I would have given him my number.
 
   After another round of martinis, Teesha and I were pretty smashed. As we put away the food, she suggested that I stay the night rather than drive home – and if I wasn’t driving, we could have another drink or two. It sounded like a good idea, so I called my husband Steve and let him know that I would be staying the night at Teesha’s house. We had a couple more martinis in front of the television before we both called it a night. 
 
   I walked into the guest room, quite smashed, and stripped off my clothes. The room was dark except for the night light, and I walked over and slid into bed. Something didn’t quite seem right but I was drunk and just tried to go to sleep.
 
   “Hey, baby,” Bishop said. I nearly jumped, then rolled over. He was naked, lying in the bed next to me. “You wanted to join me?”
 
   “What are you doing here?”
 
   “I’m sleeping in the guest room. Teesha said that you’re sleeping on the futon downstairs.”
 
    When he said that, I suddenly remembered. Still, I was very drunk and tired, and at some level I liked that we were in bed together. “I always sleep in this bed.”
 
   “If you want to sleep with me in my bed, that’s fine with me.” I felt him move his body up against my back, spooning me, and he put his arms around me. I loved feeling his hard muscular frame against my soft body. I could feel his cock, semi-hard and getting harder, as he slowly dry humped against me.
 
   “Mmmmhh,” I said, turning just a bit away from him. He began to kiss my neck and run his hands up and down my body. I was getting very wet, incredibly turned on by this sexy young athlete. I’d always wanted to try sex with a black guy, especially one as hung as he seemed to be.
 
   “Bishop,” I said sleepily, turning  toward him with my eyes closed. “I’m married.” I used my hands to gently, playfully push him away, making sure that a hand went right to his crotch.
 
   “You like that big black cock, don’t you? Do you want to try it?”
 
   “I want to but I shouldn’t because I’m a married woman.” I also wasn’t on the pill, as my husband uses condoms when I’m fertile. I tried to remember when I last had my period but I couldn’t in the alcohol haze.
 
   Bishop moved on top of me. “I didn’t ask what you should do. If you want me to, I will. Just say no if you don’t want it.” He began kissing me and I kissed him back. Then I felt him lining his cock up at me. It tapped against my ass, so I reached down and lined it up with my snatch. I rubbed the head in my pussy juices, then set it right at my entrance. Bishop began to slowly push his black weapon inside of me. Inch by inch, I felt my pussy expanding to accommodate his girthy tool. After having two kids, vaginal sex with my husband didn’t feel as good as it used to but now with Bishop’s thick black cock, it felt better than anything I’d ever experienced before.
 
   “Oh, God, it feels good,” I kept saying, over and over. I was drunk and probably should have found something better to say, but all I could do was praise his cock. I loved feeling so full, so complete, and he was touching all the right places inside of me. He reached down and played with my clit, and it didn’t take me long to have the mother of all orgasms. I felt so safe, enveloped by the blankets and his large muscular frame. I began having orgasm after orgasm, and finally he said he was going to cum. He began fucking me harder, faster, and the feeling was divine. Then I felt him push impossibly deep, the tip of his cock pressing against my cervix as his cock swelled even larger. I could feel his testicles twitching against my ass, his mighty shaft jerking, as he filled me with his black baby batter. When he was done, he kissed me and then rolled off to my side. Moments later, I fell asleep.
 
   In the morning, Teesha came into our room. “Damn, girl,” she said. I woke up and looked around. Bishop and I were both naked on the bed, his arms and legs were wrapped around me and there was a sticky wet spot on the bed. “I guess you two got to know each other pretty well last night!”
 
   I tried to get out of bed, but when I did I was still unsteady from the alcohol. I got a shower, got back in my clothes, and drove back to my house. Teesha called and we had a good laugh about it. She said that Bishop told her that he’d like to see me again the next time he’s in town. I told her to tell Bishop that he was amazing and I’d love to sleep with him again but I shouldn’t because I’m a married woman. I’m sure he’ll know what that means. I can’t wait to see him again!
 
    
 
   WHITE WIVES BREEDING CLUB
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “This is unbelievable,” my husband Jacob said, staring through the glass. Just below us was an orgy of young white women being serviced by handsome, physically fit black men. The women were writhing, moaning from what was obviously some incredible pleasure. “Their cocks are huge!” 
 
   It was our first time at the White Wives Breeding Club. My friend Hailey, a member for three years, had raved about how great it was and she offered to recommend my admission. I discussed it with Jacob and agreed that we would join the club.
 
   “That’s the main playroom,” Dr. Stacy said. “There are also private rooms if you want some privacy with your black lover.” She stood next to us in her white lab coat, a beautiful woman with straight shoulder-length blonde hair, smiling at the erotic scene below us. “What do you think, Kaitlyn? Are you ready to go forward?”
 
   I looked over at Jacob. He seemed a little uncertain – who could blame him? – but I knew it was the right thing for both of us. “Yes, let’s do it.”
 
   About an hour later, we were in the Club’s surgical room. Jacob was under general anesthesia, totally unconscious, laying on the operating table. His penis was held up to his waist with a band to keep it safely away. His package was shaved hairless, and the nurse’s gloved hands carefully held his ball sack while Stacy began the operation.
 
   “Castration is actually a very beneficial procedure,” Stacy said, holding a scalpel in her gloved hands and bringing it to my husband’s testicles. She placed the blade on the line in the middle and gently made a slice about an inch and a half long. “It reduces a man’s violent impulses. And there are studies that show that it helps men live longer.”
 
   As she continued slicing, I could see some whitish tissue appearing below, which appeared to be the testicle. “There are men who are built for sex,” Stacy continued, “but they aren’t good partners. And then there are men, like your husband, who are family men. Nice guys are the most wonderful men in the world, and they provide a lot of joy to women. But they aren’t needed for sex. Their sex drives are simply a nuisance for everyone involved.”
 
   Just then, with the nurse pressing down and incision sufficiently large, the left testicle popped out. “There we are,” Stacy said, holding the ball in her fingers. “As you can see, it’s covered by a layer of white tissue called the ‘tunic.’ I’ll remove that.” She picked up a pair of surgical scissors and began slicing through the tissue, the ball slipped out of the tunic. It reminded me of cooking and breaking an egg, when I tilt the half shell in my fingers so that the whites fall off, leaving only the yolk.
 
   As the nurse held the testicle, Stacy began to tie thin surgical string around the cord, pulling it as tight as possible. “This will cut off the blood supply.” Then, taking the pair of scissors, she carefully cut the cord near the ball, freeing the testicle. Stacy held it up for my inspection as the now ball-less cord withdrew inside the sack.
 
   “The testicles create about 95% of the testosterone. Without this, his sex drive and any jealousy will be gone. When both testicles are gone, you obviously won’t have to worry about pregnancy. But he probably won’t be able to obtain an erection, and whatever sex drive he has will be minimal. He can focus on his work and taking care of you, without any sexual desires, jealousy or violent tendencies. You will be free to get the sex that you crave – sex from a real man.”
 
   I knew what she was saying was true. Hailey told me that her husband was so much happier after his castration, and she’s now having the best sex of her life at the Club. While the doctor removed my husband’s second testicle, I fantasized about what it would be like to be with one of the Club’s men. I’d always wanted to be with a black guy, and the guys they offered were tall, muscular stallions. The doctor and nurse then stitched up Jacob’s sack.
 
   “Okay, we’re all done!” Dr. Stacy said, smiling broadly. “We’ll now take him to the recovery room. It’ll probably be an hour or two before he is fully awake. It’s up to you, Kaitlyn, but I would suggest that you try out the facilities while you’re here. There are some sexy, virile black bucks here tonight!”
 
   “I think I will!”
 
   I thought about joining in the group sex, but I decided that a private encounter might be best for my first time. I walked into the Meeting Room and I was surprised at the selection. There were seven naked black men all vying for my attention. All of them were tall, handsome, and sexy with large cocks hanging low between their legs. Even flaccid they were longer and thicker than my husband when erect. I picked one with very dark skin, a glimmer in his eye, and a very sexy way of moving. He said his name was Marcus. I took his hand and we walked over into Private Room 9.
 
   The room had a bed with a sheet, no blankets, and a couple of pillows lying on the hardwood floor. In the corner was a bathroom. Marcus immediately began kissing me. He led me to the bed and took off my blouse as I shimmied out of my skirt. I was now wearing only a camisole, panties, and nylons with garters – all black. I got down on my knees and took his mighty cock in my hands. It was so thick, almost as large around as a beer bottle, and I estimated about nine inches long. I began to stroke it with my hands and it began to slither and stiffen. He had a pair of large heavy balls, and I stroked them with my fingers as I licked and sucked on the head. It wasn’t long before Marcus’s black monster was fully erect.
 
   Marcus had me lay down. I lifted my hips as he removed my panties. He gave a quick little lick to my pussy, then he moved up on top of me, lining his huge cock with my entrance. He leaned down and began kissing me, so I couldn’t see his cock slide inside of me, but I definitely felt it. I had only been with my husband Jacob and his bite-sized sausage. (He claims that it’s five inches long when erect but it’s more like four.) Taking this oversized kielbasa was an amazing pleasure as it opened me, filling me fully and providing pressure all over. I began to climax almost immediately.
 
   I lifted my legs against Marcus’s body and put my arms around him, holding his powerful chest against me. His horse cock was pounding relentlessly inside of me, thundering mightily, touching places that I’d never felt touched before. He was so big, my pussy to tightly filled that my clit was pulled forward just enough that it was rubbing against his cock with each inward thrust. I could only orgasm from cunnilingus with Jacob, but now I was finally able to climax from intercourse, cumming uncontrollably. It was either one long rolling orgasm or a long series, but either way it was the most ecstatic pleasure I’ve ever experienced. Finally, Marcus pushed in deep inside of me and emptied his load, filling my cunt to overflow with his virile black seed. I was smiling, gazing admiringly at Marcus as we kissed in a post-coital embrace, his semen slowly dripping out of my pussy and onto the sheets.
 
   Marcus told me that he hoped to see me again. “Definitely,” I said. “I’m going to be a regular at the Club from now on.” I went to the bathroom and noticed that there was a shower. After a quick rinse, I went to the recovery room.
 
   Jacob smiled at me. He was a little groggy, but happy to see me. “How was your first time with a black guy?” he asked.
 
   “The best sex ever,” I said.
 
   I normally wouldn’t have admitted that to him, trying not to hurt his feelings. But Jacob made me promise never to lie to him about my sex life, and to treat him as “my best girlfriend.” And now that he was castrated, we wouldn’t need to worry about jealousy anymore – we could enjoy our new sex life together.
 
   “I can’t wait to see you in action,” Jacob said. “And I can only imagine seeing you pregnant by a black bull. Watching your belly growing with a black baby and watching it nursing on your breasts.”
 
   “I know honey,” I said, giving him a kiss. “It will be so intense for both of us!”
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   * * *
 
   “This is really nice,” I said to my niece Ashley. Her room at the co-ed frat house was sparely decorated, with two beds, one for her and her roommate who was out at the moment.
 
   “Thanks, Jasmine,” Ashley replied. She slipped her hands into the back pockets of her jeans and looked at the room approvingly. Although she was my niece, she was only eight years younger than me and she was more like my little sister. “I like my roommate and my classes, so I’m happy at State so far.” 
 
   “What about a boy? Are you dating anybody?”
 
   Ashley rolled her eyes. “Hardly anybody dates anymore. You just hook up.”
 
   I nodded. That was one thing that I’d regretted when I went to State. I got into a relationship with a boy soon after starting college, and were together the whole time and we ended up getting married. Although Daniel is a wonderful man and a great father to our two young children, I’d always felt like I’d missed out on the opportunities to date some different guys. As they say, there’s the kind you date and there’s the kind you marry. While Daniel is a nice guy and a good provider, he doesn’t have the sexual attractiveness of a bad boy.
 
   “That’s cool,” I said. “Are there any guys that you’re hooking up with? I mean, do you have a fuck buddy?”
 
   Ashley blushed. “No, I’m not seeing anybody right now.”
 
   Just then, a young black man came to the door behind me.
 
   “Hey, Ash,” he said, “thanks for letting me borrow the milk. I’ll get you back.” The guy was about 6’0 tall, not too muscular but with an athletic build. He was wearing nice cologne that I didn’t recognize and expensive clothing. He also had a sexy smile, which I loved.
 
   “Don’t mention it,” Ashley said.
 
   “Who are you?” he asked, checking me out. “You lookin’ fine, girl.” Even after having two kids, I’ve managed to stay thin. With dirty blonde hair, firm b-cup breasts and a nice figure, I still turn heads. 
 
   “Jasmine, this is Dante,” Ashley explained. “Dante, this is Jasmine. She’s technically my aunt, even though we’re close in age.”
 
   “Jasmine,” he said, nodding slowly. “Are you going to be around tonight?”
 
   I hadn’t decided when I was going home. “I don’t know. Why?”
 
   “I’m the social director. We’re having a little party at the house tonight.” His eyes gazed up and down my body, and I felt myself immensely attracted to him. He simply radiated sexuality.” Beer pong, pizza, that sort of thing. If you wanna come, we’d love to have you.”
 
   “Yes, I’ll be here,” I said, looking straight into his eyes. Although I wasn’t planning on cheating on my husband, I wanted him to know that the attraction was mutual and I knew he could sense it.
 
   I spend the next few hours going around campus with Ashley, hearing about her life at the university and reminiscing about my own time there. Finally, around seven o’clock, we returned to the house.
 
   There was music playing loudly and all the rooms in the common areas were filled with people holding plastic cups, talking and laughing. We pressed our way over to the keg and we each poured ourselves a cup of beer. By the time we’d finished our second beers, Ashley had been approached by a nice looking young guy and they started talking. She seemed a little unsure if she should focus on him, but I signaled to her that it was okay. I poured myself a third beer and I made my way through the crowd to the bathroom.
 
   When I got out, I saw Dante holding a bottle of Corona while talking with somebody. When he saw me, his eyes lit up and he came over to me. We were standing near the stereo, and even though he was speaking loudly, I couldn’t make out what he was saying. After a couple attempts, he pointed up toward the ceiling, then motioned for me to follow him. I followed him through the crowd and up the staircase two floors. “Damn, that music is loud,” he said, walking down the hallway.
 
   “Where are we going?”
 
   “My room,” he said. “It’s quiet in there and we can talk.”
 
   As soon as we got inside his room, he closed the door and began kissing me. I was shocked, though I shouldn’t have been – and wouldn’t have been if I hadn’t just had three beers on an empty stomach. As he held my body close to his and ran his hands of me, I was getting so wet and so attracted to him. Feeling his hard, strong body against me was intoxicating. I decided that it was okay if we kissed, as long as we didn’t have sex. I ran my hands over his back and his ass, and kissed him passionately. He unbuttoned his shirt and threw it onto the floor.
 
   When we got on the bed, he quickly took off my jeans. I still had on my panties, I figured, so it was okay. The bed was unmade and musty smelling, and I would never have been there sober but I just rolled with it. As we were making out, he licked two fingers and slipped them underneath my panties. His fingers were roaming around my clit, rubbing me just the right way. But I needed more.
 
   “Put your fingers inside a bit,” I said.
 
   Dante pulled off my panties, then kneeling at my crotch, stuck two fingers inside of me, in and out. I hadn’t planned on taking my panties off but it was just playing around, not sex. Then he leaned forward and began licking my clit. In a matter of minutes, I felt a powerful orgasm roll over my body.
 
   Dante stood up, dropped his jeans and removed his underwear. I was going to tell him to stop, but I was shocked at what I saw. He had an uncircumcised cock that was twice as long as my husband’s and easily three times as thick. Although I knew I shouldn’t do it, as his dark black body crawled on top of me, I just lifted my legs up and wide, offering him access. He slowly began sticking his cock inside of me, inch by inch. I need to use lubrication with my husband, but I was incredibly wet for Dante and in just a few strokes he was fully inside of me. Having such a large cock inside of me was a revelation, a totally different kind of sex. Dante leaned in and we kissed wildly as he thundered powerfully inside of me. I don’t know if was the angle he was thrusting or what, but my clit was totally being stimulated and I came three times during intercourse.
 
   Dante then moved up, put my legs over his shoulders and began pounding me hard. I could tell from his breathing that he was nearing his climax.
 
   “Don’t cum inside of me,” I told him. “Cum on my belly. I’m not on birth control.” After the birth of our youngest, I had my husband get a vasectomy. Obviously I hadn’t planned on having sex, so I wasn’t prepared.
 
   Dante nodded. “Oh, yeah. I’m there, baby. I’m right there, right there.” His face grimaced and he grunted, pressing his cock deep inside of me. He leaned down and began kissing me. Although I kissed him back, even though my drunken haze, I knew it was dangerous. His mighty black balls, pressed against my ass cheeks, were jerking violently as they filled my womb with hundreds of millions of his sperm.
 
   Dante rolled off next to me, laying on his stomach. “Damn,” he said, “I need a nap.”
 
   I laid down on top of him. I pulled the sheet up just enough to cover our asses, then laid there for a short while, my hand covering his. I couldn’t sleep with the music pounding through the walls, plus being awake from sex, but Dante managed to catch a quick nap. He woke up, looked at the clock on the dresser, then said, “Damn. That was some good shit but I gotta get back to the party.”
 
   He jumped out of bed and threw his clothes back on. “Take your time.”
 
   When he closed the door, I slowly got out of bed, put my clothes back on, then made it downstairs. When I got down there, it was obvious from the looks that everybody knew what had gone on between me and Dante.
 
   Ashley walked up to me, a huge smile on her face. “Way to go, auntie! You should come back for more of our parties.”
 
   Don’t think I don’t plan on it!
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   * * *
 
   “Are you sure she’s safe?” I asked. I was worried about the safety of my wife, Abby. I expressed my concerns to the police chief and he invited me to the station to speak with his detective.
 
   Detective Anderson gave me a sober look. “Jon, I can’t make you any promises. Abigail is a police officer. You’re well aware that it’s a dangerous job, and that this particular assignment is particularly dangerous.”
 
   I nodded. The police were trying to catch DeMontre Smith. Although he was young, Smith had become one of the most powerful drug dealers in the city. He was known for being violent and ruthless. As a juvenile, he had allegedly killed his girlfriend by stabbing her 36 times but was acquitted when a witness suddenly refused to testify against him. And his violent ways hadn’t changed. Over the years, a friend or business partner who wronged him would disappear, and later the body would be found floating down the river. The police wanted Abby to go undercover, to pose as one of his girlfriends so that she could get access to him. I was concerned for her safety but I understood the importance of catching him, so I agreed.
 
   DeMontre was known for liking white women. Abby, a thin, attractive blonde in her late twenties, posed as a single woman who wanted to date him. Her goal from the beginning was to move in with him, and he finally agreed. For the last week, Abby has been living with DeMontre in his house in the ghetto.
 
   “Abby has planted cameras in every room in the house except the bathroom,” Detective Anderson said. “We have police stationed nearby in case it gets dangerous. Probably the worst scenario would be if DeMontre were to figure out that she’s a cop or if he found one of the cameras.”
 
   “So you can see and hear everything that’s happening?” I asked.
 
   “Come on, I’ll show you.”
 
   He took me down to a room. There was a wall covered with small widescreen monitors, and one very large widescreen TV in the middle, probably about 50”. On each screen was a different camera angle, with more than one camera per room. Below the screens was a desk with a computer and keyboard, manned by a uniformed officer.
 
   “There right there,” he said, pointing at one of the monitors. It showed DeMontre and Abby sipping on cocktails in the kitchen. DeMontre was wearing a “wife beater” t-shirt and jeans that were falling down, and I could make out his large diamond stud earring. He backed her up against the counter and began kissing her. Abby, holding her drink up to her side, was returning the kiss. “Okay, Kurt, go to the other angle. Over there.”
 
   But then, DeMontre took her hand and led my wife out of the kitchen.
 
   “They’re going to the bedroom,” Kurt said.
 
   As they stepped into the bedroom, the large TV screen switched to Abby and DeMontre kissing at the end of the bed. Slowly they were taking off each others’ clothes until they were both naked. She was pressing her delicate white body against his dark black frame, dry humping him.
 
   “DeMonte is packing some serious heat,” Kurt said with a chuckle. “Look at the size of that weapon!” As my wife dropped to her knees, I could see DeMonte’s cock. It had to be a foot long and unbelievably thick. As my wife sucked on his cock, her eyes were locked on DeMonte’s. I could hear the sounds loud and clear as she licked and sucked the head while also stroking his mighty shaft. His black monster hardened in her hands. It didn’t get any longer but it thickened a bit more, nearly to the size of a coke can.
 
   “She really loves that cock, too,” Kurt said, a gleam in his eye. “She’s a total slut for his big black cock. I’ve never seen a girl go so wild!”
 
   “That’s his wife,” Detective Anderson said. “And a fellow officer. Show some respect!”
 
   DeMonte laid down on the bed and Abby got on top of him. She lined up his big cock with her slit, rubbed the head up and down, and then lowered herself on it. “Oh, God, Montie,” she cooed, “you’re so fucking big!”
 
   Kurt typed on the keyboard and the angle changed. I was now watching my wife’s face as she rode her black stud. Her eyes were rolling back in her head. “It feels so fucking good. I’ve never had a cock this good.”
 
   “You like that, bitch?” DeMonte asked. “You like that?”
 
   “Mmmm-hmmm!” Abby leaned down and kissed him as she rode up and down on his cock. His black hands roamed across her back and grabbed her white ass. 
 
   “Ooh!” Abby exclaimed as DeMonte rolled them over. He was now on top of her. She had her legs up next to his, moving in rhythm with him. “Oh, God, DeMonte!” Her face and chest were flush, her breathing labored. “I’m cumming!” I could see her stomach contracting involuntarily as she rode out a long, powerful orgasm.  She was holding her breath for a long time, then finally screamed in pleasure. “You’re so fucking good, DeMonte! Your cock is amazing! I’ve never had sex as good as this!”
 
   They switched to the doggy position. My wife’s ass was up in the air, on her elbows with her face low against the bed. Her face showed a look of exhilaration and pleasure, but also concern. “Don’t go so deep,” she said. “Your cock feels so good in my pussy, but you’re hitting my cervix. You’re so fucking big, baby. Almost too big. Yes, baby, like that. You’re touching all the right places.” DeMonte was slapping her ass, and I could see the red marks on her ass from him slapping her. “Yes, that’s it. Smack that ass, baby. I’m a naughty little slut.”
 
   The camera angle changed again. I wasn’t happy about that, as I loved seeing my wife’s face. She was always so quiet in bed with me, and seeing her powerful orgasms and the way she talked in bed with DeMonte was arousing. But the new angle was good, too. It was from behind them. I could see DeMonte’s huge cock pounding in and out, and her overfilled pussy stretched tight as a drum, so full that part of her pussy was moving in and out of her with each thrust.
 
   “Here it go, bitch!” DeMonte groaned and pushed in deep. I could see his shaft jerking. His balls pulled up, twitching as they unloaded deep inside my wife’s womb. She was on the Pill but I was a little worried. She had tried the Pill with me but she couldn’t remember to take it consistently, and it resulted in two pregnancies. Now that I had a vasectomy, we didn’t need to worry about birth control any more. As he slowly withdrew his softening black cock, I hoped he wasn’t impregnating her. When his cockhead plopped out, it was clearly covered in semen and his sperm was dripping out of her semen-soaked snatch. She turned onto her side and they began kissing.
 
   “As you can see, Jon,” Detective Anderson said. “We have cameras all over the house and we are monitoring it 24/7. You have nothing to worry about.”
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   * * *
 
   “Michael, we need to talk,” my wife Emily said, sitting next to me on the couch. “Lester wants another baby.”
 
   When I met Emily three years ago, she was pregnant by Lester, a dark-skinned black guy who was about fifteen years older than her. They weren’t in any kind of formal relationship and Lester had five children by four other women, so I wasn’t surprised that he had no intention of marrying her. I immediately started dating her and, when our daughter was born, I signed an affidavit of paternity and put my name on the birth certificate. Over the years, Lester would stop by and see his daughter about once or twice a year. I had always figured that this would be the extent of his involvement with my wife.
 
   “I thought we were going to try for our own baby?”
 
   “I know,” Emily said. “But Lester wants to try for a boy. You’ve been a great father, but Lester pointed out that he’s concerned that if we have our own children, his daughter might be treated second-best. And it would be better if our children all had the same mother and father. It’s the best thing for the children.” She put her hand on my lap. “You understand, don’t you?”
 
   I wasn’t happy about it, but I agreed that it made sense. After Emily gave birth, we had been using condoms for birth control because we were planning on trying for a child. Emily was tracking her cycle and she was about to start ovulating that night. The timing was perfect and she invited Lester over to spend the night. When he arrived, in a matter of minutes they were in our bedroom and their clothes on the floor.
 
   Lester ran his large black hands over Emily’s thin frame. I was impressed at how muscular he was for a man in his forties, with huge biceps and broad shoulders. His cock was nearly a foot long and as thick as a vacuum hose, fully erect against her belly. They kissed wildly as they caressed each other’s bodies.
 
   “Suck my cock, bitch,” Lester said.
 
   Obediently, Emily dropped to her knees. She took his large cock into her mouth, her eyes wide as his huge cock went into her mouth. “It’s so big,” she said. “I’ve missed your cock so much.” His cock was so big that she could only take half of it in her mouth before she would start to gag. Her hands were on his ass cheeks and his legs, worshipping his powerful black body as she pleasured him orally.
 
   “All right, bitch, that’s enough.” He pointed at the bed. “Let me fuck that white pussy.”
 
   Emily eagerly complied. Although she was always telling me what to do, she was totally submissive with her black stud. Her knees were bent and her legs wide open, eager to receive Lester’s mighty cock. He spit on his cockhead to wet the tip, then ran the length of his cock up and down her slit. As he did, I could see just how deep inside of her his mammoth cock would go.
 
   “Please, baby,” Emily pleaded. “I haven’t had a real cock in me for years. I need to feel you inside me.”
 
   “Tell me you need my black cock.”
 
   “I need it, baby. I fucking need that black cock!”
 
   Lester pushed his cock inside of her, inch by inch. My wife put her legs up around his waist, and they began kissing passionately as his thick black weapon relentlessly assaulted her wet, fertile cunt.
 
   “Oh, God, Lester,” Emily said, her face a mix of pleasure and awe, her face and chest red and sweaty. “It feels so fucking good. It feels…” Her head rolled back and she moaned as a powerful orgasm coursed through her body. She praised his cock, how large and thick it felt, and how it hit all the right places, as he put her through three more orgasms before changing positions.
 
   “On your knees, bitch,” he said. She quickly did so and he slapped her ass. “I’m gonna fuck you like a dog, you white bitch.”
 
   Emily’s back was straight, her arms fully extended as Lester began jack hammering her fertile cunt. My wife’s eyes were rolling back in her head as she groaned in pleasure. “It’s going so fucking deep,” she sighed. Lester’s hands were holding her ass cheeks as he fucked her, occasionally stopping to give a loud, stinging slap to her ass cheeks. Her ass was bright red, with his hand marks welted onto her.
 
   “Face down, bitch.” Lester reached down and pushed her shoulders down so that her face was right against the bed. Emily’s face was now right against the bed, moaning in pleasure as he fucked her magnificently.
 
   “Oh, shit. Oh, shit, bitch,” Lester said. “Oh, shit, I’m cumming!” As he said that, Emily was announcing an orgasm of her own. Lester pressed balls deep inside of her, jerking violently as he ejaculated deep inside my wife’s womb, flooding her with his black sperm. Lester leaned down and she turned her head to kiss him.
 
   “I’m going to be pregnant, I know it,” Emily said. Although I don’t know for sure whether he impregnated her that night, he bred her for four straight days before he left. Sure enough, a pregnancy test confirmed that Emily was pregnant. Nine months later, she gave birth to another baby girl. Although Lester is happy to have another child, he still wants to have a boy. Emily is still sore from giving birth but in a couple of months, she will be ready for another breeding session. Personally, I can’t wait until she’s healed so that I can roll on a condom and have sex with her, too! 
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   * * *
 
   “Jacob, I have some great news!” My wife Jessica’s eyes were all lit up. “I got a job!”
 
   Jessica had stayed home after giving birth to our first child, but now with the baby in day care, she decided to go back to work. She had applied at a number of different places in retail and at restaurants, but she was having trouble finding a job. Then she applied to the local hamburger fast food restaurant. 
 
   She was interviewed by Silas, a handsome, muscular black guy. Silas appeared to be in his earlier twenties, so he was a few years younger than her, but she could tell that he was very attracted to her. I wasn’t surprised to hear that he was attracted to her. My Jessica is a blonde knockout in her mid-twenties, and even after the baby she managed to lose the weight by working out and eating right.
 
   “That’s wonderful,” I said, giving her a big hug. She said she was starting on Monday.
 
   She seemed to be having a great time at her new job. After the first couple of weeks, I noticed that she seemed a little distant and that she was texting a lot. She said she was texting with her friend Jane, but she kept the phone away from me whenever I would walk by. I decided that I would stop by her work and see what was going on.
 
   I told my supervisor that I felt sick and needed to leave early, then I drove over to the burger joint. When I arrived, I walked through the entrance door near the bathrooms so she couldn’t see me. I then walked over to the farthest part of the dining tables, sitting behind a pole so that she wouldn’t easily be able to see me.
 
   I was there for over an hour watching but I didn’t see anything unusual. But then I saw Silas walk up from the back office. He stood behind the counter, walked over to Jessica and whispered in her ear. She nodded and took his hand, then they walked out and toward the bathrooms. I saw them walk inside the men’s room and Silas put a yellow “cleaning” sign on the door. I waited a couple minutes then opened the door a crack and peeked inside. 
 
   “Yeah, like that, bitch.” Silas had his slacks and underwear around his ankles. Jessica was on her knees, sucking on his cock. The thing was huge, twice as long as mine and incredibly thick. She hardly ever gave me a blowjob, but she was sucking her boss’s cock with abandon, massaging his shaft with her tongue and swirling it around his cockhead as she played with his balls.
 
   Then Jessica dropped her slacks and she bent over, her hands against the wall and her face up only inches away from the urinal. Silas ran his cockhead menacingly over her pussy, then pressed the head inside and began working the shaft inside. Jessica was grunting and breathing heavily as he penetrated her.
 
   “God, it’s good,” Jessica said. “I love how thick you are. It feels so right for my pussy. I never knew that sex could be so good.”
 
   “Yeah,” Silas said, holding her hips as he fucked her. “You’re a fuckin’ whore for black dick, ain’t ya?”
 
   “Give me that black cock, baby,” she said, her head bobbing forward into the urinal. “It’s so fucking good. So fucking big and thick.”
 
   “Here it comes, bitch,” he said. He gripped her waist hard and pressed deep inside of her. His black cock jerked over and over, his balls twitching as they released hundreds of millions of sperm up inside of her cunt. Silas sighed and took a half-step back. His black serpent slithered out of my wife’s blonde cunt, and a dollop of semen gushed out and onto the floor.
 
   “Shit, bitch, you better clean that shit up!” Silas said as they both pulled up their pants. As they checked themselves in the mirror, I walked away from the door and out of the restaurant.
 
   It’s been three months now. Jessica still loves her job and Silas has even promoted her to assistant manager. And our sex life has improved – Jessica’s sex drive had been abysmal but now she wants sex all the time. When I’m fucking her, I think about the time I watched Silas fill her with his seed. It’s so hot!
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   * * *
 
   “Matt, they’re here,” my wife beautiful blonde wife Ashley said, racing over to the door. She was wearing a thin black satin robe over her black bra and panties.
 
   “They?” I asked. In order to spice up our relationship, I had agreed to let Ashley date “other guys” but I didn’t think she’d be dating them at the same time.
 
   “Yes,” she said. “Jadaveon asked if he could bring over his friend Kawann.”
 
   
  
 

When she opened the front door, there were two muscular, dark skinned black guys. They weren’t wearing shirts, only jeans that were hanging low, showing their underwear. Their heads were shaved but they’d grown out a little hair and they were covered with tattoos.
 
   “I’m Jadaveon,” said the tallest one, shaking my hand. The other guy just nodded and walked inside.
 
   “Bye, honey,” Ashley said, giving me a peck on the cheek as I walked out the front door. I was supposed to go to the movie theater so they could be alone, but as I walked down the front walkway, I was getting an erection just thinking of my little Ashley with her black lovers.
 
   I got in my car, thought about it, then realized that I would get a better show staying at home. I sneaked back in through the garage and made it up to our bedroom on the second floor. The bedroom door was open so I stayed on the stairs, watching from a distance.
 
   Jadaveon was laying on the bed, fully naked. His cock was fully erect and had to be about eight inches long.
 
   “Gosh, it’s so big! It’s gotta be twice as long as my husband’s penis.”
 
   “Yeah, this is a black man’s cock,” he said. “You’re going to get the real deal tonight.”
 
   She began sucking on his cock just as Kawann walked up next to her. His cock was much longer, probably a good foot long. Ashley’s eyes nearly popped out of her head.
 
   “Son of a bitch! That’s unbelievable!” She put a hand on the shaft but it didn’t quite go around it. “I don’t know if I can take something so big!”
 
   Kawann smiled broadly, nodding. “That’s what they all say.” My wife put her lips on Kawann’s monster cock but she couldn’t take much inside. She swirled her tongue around the head, then it made a pop sound as it slipped out of her mouth. She smiled as she went back and forth, sucking each cock. Finally, Kawann got up and moved behind her.
 
   From my angle, I had an excellent view. Ashley was bent over the edge of the bed, eagerly sucking on Jadaveon’s cock, exposing her vulnerable backside. Kawann moved up behind her, played with her tits, then began forcing his black monster inside my wife’s delicate white pussy. Ashley was moaning but it was muffled because her mouth was filled with cock.
 
   “Oh, God, slow down. It hurts, baby. My husband has a tiny little penis. I’m not used to having a real cock inside of me.” Jadaveon slapped her face, put his hands behind her head and pulled her face down and her mouth back onto his cock.
 
   “You’re doing great,” Kawann replied as he pushed deeper and deeper, relentless forcing his cock inside of her. “Yeah, you got a nice, tight pussy.” When he got balls deep, he grabbed her hips and started pounding hard and fast, jack hammering into her pussy. Ashley’s moans were muffled, her mouth filled with cock, and I couldn’t tell if she was crying in pleasure or pain.
 
   “Yeah, bitch,” Jadaveon said, slapping my wife’s face. “Suck that black cock.” He slapped her again and again. 
 
   Kawann leaned forward and pounded even harder. Her body was rocking hard, her feet coming off the floor with every monstrous thrust. I thought about walking in and stopping it, but I didn’t. Finally, Kawann pulled out and he laid down on the bed next to Jadaveon.
 
   “You like that, bitch?” Kawann asked.
 
   “It felt amazing,” she said after taking the cock from her mouth. I felt relieved to hear that she was enjoying it. “After experiencing a real man, I can never go back to my husband’s tiny little dick. It just can’t satisfy me.”
 
   “Ride me cowgirl,” he said. Ashley got on top of him, moaning as his cock slid all the way inside of her. She leaned down and they began kissing. Kawann’s muscular black arms held her shoulders, pulling her close to him as they kissed.
 
   Jadaveon lubed up his cock with our anal lubrication, then got up behind Ashley. As he pressed it against her asshole, she lifted her head. “Go slow,” she pleaded. He slowly inched his cock inside of her. Soon there were two cocks inside of her, pushing in and out in rhythm with one another. Ashley was moaning out of control, in total ecstasy from the fucking she was receiving. “It feels so amazing. Two cocks. So intense!”
 
   A few minutes later, Kawann climaxed. Jadaveon was still pumping away when Kawann’s cock softened and slipped out. Semen was dripping out of her cunt as she kissed Kawann.
 
   “I’m gonna cum,” Jadaveon said. He quickly pulled his cock out of my wife’s asshole and brought it over to her face. She took his cock inside of her mouth and sucked him with wild abandoned. I grimaced, thinking that it must taste like shit, but she licked his cock eagerly and brought him to climax. She smiled broadly as he exploded violently in her mouth, shooting spurt after spurt into her mouth. She swallowed his entire load, then the lovers laid together on the bed, with my wife in between. Her hands were slowly pumping their cocks back to life as she praised their sexiness and their enormous black tools.
 
   I sneaked back out of the house and went to see a movie. The whole time, I was thinking about my wife with her lovers. When I finally came home, they were having a threesome in the shower. It was after midnight before Jadaveon and Kawann finally left for the night. When I slipped into bed, I tried to get some action but Ashley told me that her pussy and asshole were too sore for any more sex that night. However, she didn’t neglect me. She gave me a nice handjob while telling me all the details of what happened earlier than evening. I was so excited that my little peashooter squirted its juice nearly a foot into the air!  
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   * * *
 
   I was a little surprised when my wife Sarah started listening to hip-hop music. She usually just listened to NPR, and when she did listen to music is was usually old pop music or alterative-folk songs. But for the last couple of months she had been listening to urban music, especially songs by a rapper called B-Devil. Her niece Olivia was a big fan of his, and she’d gone to a bunch of his concerts.
 
   “You should give it a try, Chris,” she said. “It’s urban poetry.” 
 
   “Not my cup of tea,” I said, after hearing a little of it. “But you enjoy yourself.” 
 
   On Friday, we were going to a B-Devil concert and then going out for dinner. But Olivia informed us that she’d won a radio contest and she’d scored backstage passes to meet B-Devil and his crew after the show. Although we were supposed to go to dinner, I couldn’t deny Olivia her chance to meet her idol.
 
   After the show, the three of us went back stage. It was a kind of cramped space, though it had some nice furniture, and they were drinking alcohol. B-Devil seemed to take quite a fancy to both Olivia and Sarah. My wife let him know that Olivia was young, and he turned his attention to my wife. Being in her mid-twenties, with straight brown hair that goes half-way down her back and a thin body, she’s still a beauty. 
 
   B-Devil was having a private conversation with her. She came over to me and whispered in my ear that B-Devil wants to know if he can take her to his private room in the back to show her his personal collection of memorabilia. I asked her how she responded to him.
 
   “I told him that I was down for it but I’d have to ask my husband first.”
 
   I hesitated, then told her that it was okay with me. B-Devil, his bodyguards and my wife went down the hallway. I hung out with Olivia for a good hour before she returned to the room with a dazed, fresh-fucked look on her face. I was pretty pissed.
 
   “What exactly did you do back there?” I said.
 
   “What do you think? What does a guy do when he invites you to his room to show you something?”
 
   “You fucked him? Really, Sarah?”
 
   “You said it was okay,” she said. “I asked you first.”
 
   Things were pretty chilly at dinner. Olivia thought it was so cool that her auntie had gotten to spend some time alone with B-Devil, but I was pretty steamed at the situation. Sarah ran her foot up my leg. “I asked you first,” she said. Finally, I calmed down, realizing that there had just been a misunderstanding.
 
   After dinner, we dropped Olivia off at her house. Then, as we drove home, Sarah told me exactly what had happened with B-Devil. He had a little room in the back with mattress on the floor. It was pretty dirty, like a college guy’s dorm room, but she was turned on to be with a famous guy like B-Devil. His cock was huge, easily twice as long as mine and very thick. She gave him a nice blowjob and then he fucked her doggy style on the mattress.
 
   “I don’t want to bruise your ego or make you feel bad, but his cock just felt amazing. I’d had some guys with decent sized cocks before I met you, but I never experienced anything like that. Physically it was just magical, but it was more than that. Just knowing that he was rich and famous, it felt amazing.”
 
   “I hope you at least used a condom?” I asked.
 
   “No, he doesn’t use condoms,” my wife said. “I asked him but didn’t have any, and he wouldn’t use one if he did. Don’t worry, though. He said he was tested and he’s safe.”
 
   I suddenly felt a chill up my spine. My wife and I use condoms for birth control.
 
   “Did he come inside of you? You didn’t let him cum inside of you, did you?”
 
   “No, I didn’t.”
 
   I exhaled deeply.
 
   “I didn’t let him, but he did it anyway. He said he’d pull out but he came deep inside when he was fucking me doggy style. And then we did it missionary and he came inside me again.”
 
   I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach, but I also felt my cock getting hard. When we got home, I ate my wife’s semen-soaked pussy, then I rolled on a condom and fucked her. The whole time, she was telling me how she could barely feel my little thing inside of her and how much better B-Devil felt inside of her. It only took me a few minutes to blast off into the condom’s reservoir.
 
   It’s only been a week, so it’s too early to tell whether Sarah is pregnant. But just the thought of it has me rock hard. Our sex life is now better than ever, supercharged by the thought of my wife being impregnated by a sexy black rapper.
 
    
 
   MY WIFE HAS JUNGLE FEVER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “I want to fuck a black guy,” my wife Hannah said as she was putting on her makeup in our bathroom. “One with a big dick.”
 
   I had walked into our bedroom to pick up my headphones but I froze when I heard the conversation. She was on the phone with Mary, her younger sister. Mary pretty much only dated black guys. My wife always talked down about it, that she wasn’t into black guys, so I was surprised to overhear her saying this.
 
   “I know,” Hannah said. “But what he doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him. And now that my tubes are tied, I don’t have to worry about getting pregnant by black guy.”
 
   There was a pause, then Hannah said, “Kenjon? Okay… That’s fine. Yeah…  Ten inches? Wow… As long as he’s sexy and has a big cock and he’s a good lay, I’m down for it.”
 
   I sneaked out of the bedroom, went back down to the kitchen and resumed eating my cereal. I was still pretty much in shock. Then I heard my wife coming down the stairs.
 
   “Honey,” Hannah said, “Just to let you know, Mary’s going to come over tonight so I can help her with some homework.”
 
   “Sure, honey,” I said. “No problem.”
 
   Obviously, she was going to fuck a black guy while I was still at work. But I figured out a way that I could get in on the action. After Hannah left for work, I set up our baby monitor in the corner of our bedroom and set our computer to record the action, but also to stream it to my cell phone. I slipped a bottle of lube into my pocket and left for work.
 
   As I worked, I would occasionally watch the video feed to see if anything interesting was happening. A little after 7:40, I saw Hannah and Mary walking into our bedroom along with a tall, very muscular black guy, no doubt Kenjon. I noticed that Mary and Kenjon were fully clothed. Hannah, though, was wearing nothing but a black teddy. 
 
   As soon as I saw the video of them entering the bedroom, I went down the hallway to one of the office bathrooms and locked the door. I pulled out my bottle of lubricating liquid, turned on the bathroom fan to make some noise, lubed up my rock-hard five inch penis, and quietly masturbated as the show began.
 
   Mary left the room, leaving my wife alone with her black stud. Hannah’s hands were roaming all over Kenjon’s body, and he was kissing her neck. Hannah lifted off her black lover’s shirt, and he moved her so that she was laying on the bed. My leaned in and began to eat her pussy. My wife was flopping all over the bed, her fingers grabbing the sheets tightly as her black lover licked her pussy. Although I couldn’t hear anything, I could see my wife’s face and I knew that she was orgasming.
 
   Kenjon moved up on top of her. My wife put her arms around his broad shoulders and they began kissing. Then be took his thick, black cock and lined it up with my wife’s cunt. The look of ecstasy on her face was incredibly erotic as he began pushing his thick cock deep inside of her. He put her legs up over her shoulders and leaned forward. Her legs were pressed against her chest as he pounded hard. Hannah’s face was turned from side to side, her mouth wide open as she moaned in pleasure.
 
   Dropping her legs down, Kenjon placed his hands on my wife’s neck. I started to get concerned at that moment, and I could see my wife’s eyes widen as he began to hold himself up using her neck. He was thrusting violently inside of her, his face grimacing menacingly as he stabbed her with his giant cock. Finally he pushed in deep. His cock and balls pulsed as he filled my wife with his cream. At that moment, I lost control and my penis popped in my hands, dribbling spunklet drops down my fingers. My wife’s hands went up around her black lover’s back and down to his waist as they kissed.
 
   That was the first time that I’d watched my wife with a black lover, but it wasn’t the last. Over the last three months I’ve watched her fuck over a dozen different black guys. All of them were dark-skinned, muscular, and well-equipped. Hannah has really come alive, and she seems so much happier than I’ve seen her in years. Her new attitude is incredibly sexy, and we’re having sex all the time now. I wish she’d started fucking black guys sooner!
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   * * *
 
   “Oh, God, baby,” my wife Samantha said, moaning as she was fucked hard by her black lover.
 
   Marquess was tall with broad shoulders and a powerful, muscular body. She had met him at her work and asked me if I would allow her to fuck him just once. She’d always wondered about black guys and she’d heard from a co-worker that he was well-equipped. The rumor was true.
 
   “It feels so good, Marquess,” she moaned. “It’s so big and thick, it feels so full inside. You’re hitting all the right places. Even places I didn’t know existed.” She looked into his eyes with a look of awe. “This is sex. This is what sex is supposed to be!”
 
   I was sitting in the corner, jerking off as I watched them fucking. Marquess didn’t eat her pussy or even try to touch her clit, yet my wife was orgasming over and over. He just concentrated on himself, position after position, and he brought her off easily and repeatedly. I came twice jerking off to them. They made love three more times that night, and once again in the shower the next morning. After he left, Samantha sat me down for a talk.
 
   “I want to keep dating him.” She said firmly. “I’m going to keep dating him. I had no idea that sex could be like that. You’re a nice guy and I love you, but I need him. I need that in my life.”
 
   Samantha made it clear that if I didn’t accept Marquess as her lover, she would leave me. I wasn’t happy about it but I wanted to keep our family together – after all, we had two children together. For the next couple of months, Marquess came over to our house three or four times a week to have sex with my wife in our bed. Those nights, I would sleep in the guest room.
 
   Then Marquess and Samantha sat me down. They wanted to live together as a couple, and they wanted me to move out.
 
   “It’s an hour drive for me each way to get here from my apartment,” Marquess said. “I want to fuck your wife’s sweet pussy every day.” Of course, Samantha was only giving me sex once or twice a month, but three or four times a week wasn’t enough for her black stud.
 
   I refused. “This is my house. If you want to live together, she can move in with you.”
 
   That’s exactly what happened. Samantha moved in with black lover about an hour away. She’s now getting royally fucked once or twice a day. The kids still live with me and she visits them every other weekend. What Marquess doesn’t know, though, is that she’s cheating on him with me. I’m still getting some action off of my wife once or twice a month. She has sex with Marquess on a Saturday morning, then she stops by and I ravish her, eating her semen-soaked beaver. Then I slip inside of her loose, spent cunt and fuck her further. It’s a great situation, really. I’m getting as much sex as ever.
 
   There’s one thing that’s happened, though, that I’m not sure about. I had a vasectomy after our second child was born, and now Samantha is pregnant with Marquess’s baby. He’s told Samantha that he wants a large family and he expects me to raise the children at my house – and, since I’m the husband and any of Samantha’s babies are “my” children, he expects me to pay the full cost for them. Samantha just had an ultrasound and it’s going to be a boy, and our kids are excited that they have a baby brother on the way.
 
   For his part, Marquess tells me that he loves the whole situation. He gets to start a family without having the financial responsibility or having to discipline the kids. Any children he has with Samantha will call him “Uncle Mark,” and he will visit his biological children every once in a while and spoil them. And by having me take care of the day-to-day child rearing and expenses, Samantha will be free to focus on her relationship with Marquess. I don’t know how this will all work out, but I’m excited to start this new chapter in our lives!
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   * * *
 
   “Hey Brandon, it’s Taylor,” my wife said. “I’m going to the grocery store. I’ll be back around seven. Love you, honey.”
 
   I was a little suspicious. Why would it take her over two hours to go to the grocery store? And two doors down from the store was Montrell, her black ex-boyfriend. Taylor and I had some difficulties and we decided to “take a break” a little less than a year ago. I assumed that we were just spending time apart, but then I learned that Taylor had taken a lover. They lived together for about six months and there was a lot of yelling, and some domestic violence allegations as well. Then she came back to me, with a black eye, and we moved back in together.
 
   But over the last four months or so, things still weren’t great between us. When we made love, I could tell that Taylor wasn’t sexually satisfied. She told me that Montrell’s cock was much larger than mine, but mine was fine. Also, she understood that Montrell would be better in bed because he had so much more experience than I did. Her black lover, she informed me, had slept with well over a hundred women. (Although he may have as many as twenty kids, he only admits to six of them and claims that “the bitches are just trying to pin their kids on me.”) Often when we’d have sex, I knew that she was fantasizing about her black stud.
 
   After quickly changing out of my work clothes, I decided that I would drive over to the grocery store and see what was really happening. Sure enough, I found Taylor’s car in the parking lot but after walking through the store, I couldn’t find her. I left the store and walked down to Montrell’s house. Standing behind a bush, I peeked in through the bedroom window. Sure enough, Taylor was naked and laying in the bed with Montrell, who was wearing only a pair of boxer shorts. They were kissing and caressing each other.
 
   “You couldn’t resist this black cock, could you?” Montrell said.
 
   My wife reached into his shorts and began gently tugging on his cock. “I miss it so much. It feels so good inside of me. Your cock is like a mighty oak tree and my husband’s is like a little twig. I can’t really feel him inside of me. The only way I can tell that we’re having sex is that he’s moving his hips.”
 
   Montrell chuckled. “Yeah, you love that black cock, bitch. Go on and suck it. Suck on that black cock.”
 
   Taylor pulled his boxers down around his ankles, exposing his formidable manhood. Although he wasn’t fully erect, he was a good nine inches long and as thick as a fat cucumber. My wife eagerly took his cock in her hands and began to lavish it with attention, her tongue licking and swirling over it, then taking it into her mouth. Taylor hardly ever gave me a blowjob, saying that it was “dirty,” but here she was gobbling his black cock like a woman obsessed. Soon, Montrell was fully erect.
 
   “Let’s do it doggy,” he said.
 
   My wife got on her hands and knees. Montrell got behind her and slowly began to penetrate her.
 
   “Oh, God,” Taylor moaned. “It’s so big. It feels so good.” As he inched his way inside of her, deeper with each thrust, she continued to praise him and his cock. I’d always thought that my wife was just quiet in bed, but she wasn’t quiet at all with Montrell.
 
   “Yeah, bitch,” Montrell said, reaching down and around her leg to play with her clit. The bed was squeaking loudly as they rocked. “Your pussy feels real good. Nice and tight.”
 
   “Ooooohh,” Taylor moaned. She was breathing heavily and clearly was enjoying the action. “I’m cumming, baby!”
 
   I couldn’t believe it. Taylor seldom orgasmed with me, and even when she did it always took a long time. But Montrell was able to get her off quickly and repeatedly. When I would feel my wife orgasm, I would lose control and climax but Montrell just kept pounding her, putting her through four orgasms.
 
   They moved into the missionary position, kissing passionately as Montrell pistoned his cock deep inside of my wife’s cunt. “It feels so good, baby,” Taylor cooed. “My pussy feels so good with a big cock. I love you, Montrell!” Then she began having another orgasm just as Montrell’s muscular body tensed up. I could see his huge black balls jerking as he filled my wife’s cunt with his baby batter.
 
   “I love you, baby,” Taylor said, looking deep into his eyes. Montrell leaned down and kissed her, saying, “I love you, too.” His cock was still embedded in my wife’s cunt, and I could see some of his cum oozing out around his thick black barrel.
 
   I sneaked away and went back home. When my wife arrived home from the grocery store, she was very happy and pleasant. When I made love to her that night, she felt looser than usual, but I think we both were excited knowing that Montrell had fucked her earlier in the day. We both orgasmed and it was some of the best sex we’ve had in years!
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   * * *
 
   “What do you think, Andrew?” my twenty-four-year-old wife Alexis asked, sitting on the couch next to me.
 
   “I don’t know,” I replied.
 
   She had just presented me with the most incredible idea. She had met Sammy, an old black man in his late sixties who sometimes came into her restaurant. He had a terminal illness and only had only a couple of years to live. His wife wasn’t able to conceive and she’d died a few years ago, and he didn’t have anybody close to him who would inherit his money. Sammy was worth over two million dollars and a nice house, and he wanted to leave it to his child. And he asked Alexis if she would carry his child.
 
   “And it’s not just his money,” Alexis continued. “There are also Social Security benefits that would help pay for the baby until it turns eighteen.” She leaned in. “After I have his baby, we’ll have our own.” Although I was hesitant at first, after some long and serious discussion, we decided that it made sense for us.
 
   When Alexis told Sammy, she said he was elated. She quickly went off the pill and began tracking her cycle. She pinpointed when she would be ovulating, and she took the week off from work. I moved into the guest room for the week so that Sammy could sleep in our bed with my wife.
 
   When Sammy arrived in blue jeans and a dress shirt, pulling his luggage behind him, I was surprised at how good he looked. He was tall, handsome and dark-skinned. Although he was clearly an older gentleman, he had kept himself in great shape, with a muscular physique. He had a strong grip and I was a little intimidated by him.
 
   When Alexis arrived at the door to greet him, she was wearing nothing but sexy lingerie. She had to lean up to kiss him, and he put his powerful arms around her. They seemed a little too familiar and friendly together, and I suddenly wondered whether this was really the first time that they were going to have sex. My wife led her black lover to our bedroom and helped him put his stuff away.
 
   Alexis and Sammy embraced and kissed, all the while slowly removing their clothes. When his shorts came off, I was surprised at the size of his cock. It had to be ten inches long and as thick as my wrist! My wife dropped to her knees and took his black cock into her mouth. She was corkscrewing her head, giving him a world-class blowjob while massaging his sack. His head was leaning back and he was moaning as his cock hardened even further. I was surprised that he was so hard at his age!
 
   Then Alexis laid down on the bed and spread her legs wide. Sammy got up between her legs. He rubbed the head of his cock over his slit, wetting it and rubbing her clit, then finally pressed it into her entrance.
 
   “Oh, wow!” Alexis said, her eyes growing. “That’s so big!” As he pressed in deeper, she was in heaven. “It feels so good, Sammy. I had no idea a cock could feel like that. I feel so full! It’s touching all the right places.”
 
   Sammy lowered himself onto his elbows and began kissing Alexis as his hips pumped hard. My wife was moaning loudly, despite her mouth filled with Sammy’s tongue. Her delicate white arms went up over his powerful black shoulders, holding him close to her. She lifted her legs up and locked her ankles behind his waist. “Oh god, I’m cumming!” she announced. I could see her belly contracting involuntarily as his mighty black cock brought her to climax. A couple of minutes later, she groaned through a second orgasm.
 
   Finally, Sammy couldn’t take any more. “Here I come, baby!” He pushed in balls deep and fired his seed deep inside my wife’s fertile cunt. Alexis began to climax again, simultaneously orgasming with her black lover. I saw his thick black shaft pulsing as he deposited a few more blasts of baby batter into her womb. They again kissed, then he rolled off of her.
 
   The entire week Alexis and Sammy were having sex, sometimes in the bedroom but also throughout the house, wherever the mood struck them. Some nights, while I was sleeping in the guest room, I could hear my wife’s powerful orgasms and I masturbated to the sounds. Of course, Alexis and I didn’t have any sex that week. And after Sammy left, we used condoms until the pregnancy test confirmed that my wife was pregnant.
 
   All though the pregnancy, Sammy would still have sex with my wife. Sometimes he would stop by late at night when I was sleeping, let himself into our house and slip into bed with my wife. When the sounds of them making love would wake me up, I would just kiss Alexis and excuse myself to the guest room.
 
   When we went for the first ultrasound, we learned some wonderful news – Alexis was pregnant with triplets! Sammy was proud as peaches when he heard the news. When the babies were born, he cut the umbilical cords and signed the birth certificates. Unfortunately, though, my wife had a bad blood infection and nearly died in childbirth. The doctors told her that it would be very dangerous to have any more children, so she had her tubes tied at the hospital.
 
   A few months later, Sammy passed away. We found out that Sammy didn’t actually have millions of dollars after all, but our children did inherit his house and Social Security is helping to defray the cost of raising them. But I don’t really care about the cost. I love our kids – two boys and a girl – and I couldn’t be any happier if their skin were as white as mine!
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   * * *
 
   “What do you mean, no spouses allowed?” I asked my 27-year-old wife Elizabeth. She showed me the Christmas invite from her company. It was being held on a Friday night and it specifically said that it was for employees only.
 
   “That’s the rule, Austin,” she said. “The company isn’t allowing anybody except employees to attend the party. A lot of companies do it. They say it’s to save money. And by making everybody stay the night at the hotel, it reduces the risk of drunk driving.” She shrugged. “I don’t know, maybe some of the owners don’t want their wives at the party.”
 
   Actually, I felt a little relieved. I hate going to those office parties. This would allow me to stay at home while she put in face time with her co-workers. But when the night came, I got a little worried. She was all dolled up in a sexy evening gown. I kissed her goodnight and off she went. 
 
   Late around midnight, I heard my phone beep. I had a text from Elizabeth: “Hey Juwan I’m in room 512. Do you have rubbers?”
 
   Suddenly, I felt my stomach drop. Elizabeth had mentioned Juwan before. He was a ladies’ man and always hitting on her. Although he was tall, handsome and muscular, and a coworker of hers said that he was very well-endowed and knows how to use it, she said she just ignored his advances. But now it sounded like she was going to have sex with him.
 
   I jumped in my car, drove out to the hotel, and went up to the fifth floor. When I got to room 512, I could hear some moaning inside. I slowly tried the door handle, and I was surprised that it was unlocked. Sitting on the end of the bed, completely naked, was my wife Elizabeth. She was leaning down and sucking on the cock of a tall, powerfully-built black man. I was stunned not only at what they were doing but the size of his cock – it was twice as long as mine and incredibly thick. I’d always thought it was just a rumor about black guys having big cocks, but at least for Juwan it was the truth. His hands were on her head, pulling her down onto his cock, and she was making loud slurping noises.
 
   “Oh, shit, wait,” she said, pulling back for a breath. “This is too much.” She was clearly drunk. “Austin has this tiny little pee-pee.” She held up her pinkie finger, laughing. “It’s easy to take his whole pin prick in my mouth.”
 
   “Just suck it, bitch,” he said, pulling her back.
 
   Again she took an impossibly large amount of cock into her throat, then backed off, gagging. “I can’t. It’s too big.”
 
   “That’s fine,” he said, pushing her back onto the bed. “Let me have some pussy, then.” His cock was fully erect, pointing upward a bit and sticking out a good ten inches. It was menacing, aiming at her vulnerable white vagina. “Damn, bitch, you are so fucking wet,” he said, rubbing the head in her pussy juices.
 
   “You’re just so sexy,” my wife replied. “I’m so horny for you.”
 
   As he pushed the head inside of her, I realized that he wasn’t wearing a rubber. Elizabeth and I use condoms for birth control, and she wasn’t on the pill. I tried to remember when she’d last had her period. As best as I could remember, it was about two weeks ago. It couldn’t be a worse time as far as getting pregnant goes.
 
   “Oh, shit, it feels so good!” Elizabeth was moaning and groaning as he pushed in deeper, thrust after thrust. “Ooooh, shit, it’s so thick! It feels amazing!” Soon enough he was balls deep, and thrusting powerfully inside of my wife’s cunt. His muscular frame was so much larger than hers, dwarfing her tiny white body as he moved like a machine. Over and over, his mighty weapon penetrated her, relentlessly stabbing into her. She was beside herself, moaning in delight.
 
   “Yeah, you like that?” Juwan said, sweat rolling down his body. “You white bitches love the black cock.”
 
   “Oh, god, baby! Oh, god, I’m cumming!” Elizabeth arched her back, crying in pleasure as a powerful wave of ecstasy coursed through her body. I was amazed because she’d never had an orgasm during intercourse with me, only from oral sex. But Juwan’s colossal cock kept her right on the edge, rolling through a series of orgasms.
 
   “I’m there baby,” he announced. 
 
   “Oh, god, baby. Pull out, okay? I’m not on birth control.”
 
    Juwan threw his head back. “Uuuuunnnngh,” he grunted as he pushed his cock deep inside of my wife. “Ungh! Ungh!” With a few more small thrusts, he kept his cock pressed against her cervix, blasting her womb with his seed. Elizabeth’s hands were on his back as they kissed, and she lifted her legs up around his. As it happened, I knew that she was being impregnated, that hundreds of millions of vigorous African sperm were searching for her waiting egg.
 
   I quietly closed the door and drove home. When she arrived home on Saturday, she told me all about the party but she didn’t mention Juwan. Then on Monday night, we made love. Interestingly, we had sex without a condom because she said “it’s time to start trying for the baby.” A few weeks later, she started feeling nauseated, and a pregnancy test confirmed what we already knew. I suppose it’s possible that I might be the biological father. I guess we’ll find out in the hospital!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Kyle. My wife Jasmine is 22 years old and she’s a very religious Christian. She attends a Pentecostal megachurch, meaning that the congregation believes in “speaking in tongues.” They also have strict dress standards called “holiness standards” that mostly impact the women: no makeup, no jewelry, no shorts for men and no pants for women. They don’t even allow women to cut their hair.
 
   Jasmine is a wonderful woman and the most honest person I’ve ever met. She follows the dress standards but, like many of the women at the church, it doesn’t mean that she’s a prude. When I met her, we had sex on the first date. In addition, she wasn’t married and she’d had a child out-of-wedlock. The father was a sexy African model and he refused to allow her to put the child up for adoption; he wanted to take the child back to Africa to sell on the black market. Jasmine refused, and ended up raising the child alone.
 
   While dating her, I asked her how many sexual partners she’d had. She was very embarrassed to admit that she had slept with 18 different guys, and she had contracted venereal disease three times but had it treated. I found her combination of stunning beauty, combined with complete honesty and an innocent nature but an inability to control her raw sexuality, to be totally intoxicating. When we married, I knew that she wasn’t going to be monogamous.
 
   Jasmine’s church is mixed race, with a fairly equal mix of whites, Latinos, and blacks. Although Jasmine was attracted to men of all races, she had always been primarily attracted to black men. She said that she loved everything about them: the way they look, move, and sound. In addition, in her experience, they were better endowed than other guys. She had dated a number of guys at the church but she wasn’t dating anybody at the moment.
 
   A couple of months ago, the church appointed a new pastor, Virgil Brown. The guy was in his mid-thirties and, according to Jasmine, incredibly handsome and charismatic. When he came into the church, there were rumors that he was kicked out of his former church for cheating on his wife by having improper relationships with some of the younger women. However, those are just rumors. The church broadcasts on television and having somebody charismatic and telegenic is important.
 
   Last week, Jasmine told me that Pastor Virgil called her into his office. He told her that he found her incredibly attractive. He also said that he’d prayed about it. God told him that he wanted Jasmine to be his sexual partner and, in God’s eyes, she was his true wife and he was her true husband. Jasmine said she was flattered to learn this, and she had wondered whether the strong physical attraction she had to the dark-skinned pastor came from God. Before she left, they kissed passionately and agreed that they would meet in his office two hours before each service for some “private counseling.” I told Jasmine that if it was God’s will, I certainly wouldn’t stand in their way, but I hoped that I could get the chance to watch. She said that she would call me and let me listen in.
 
   Before the Monday night service, Jasmine arrived a couple of hours early. Underneath her conservative dress, she was wearing a sexy bra and matching panties. I was at my house in my bedroom, waiting for the call. Jasmine discreetly made the call, put her phone into her purse, and set her purse down on a chair next to his desk. When my phone rang, I pressed mute and turned up the volume.
 
   I could hear the two of them kissing.
 
   “You’re such a great kisser,” Jasmine said.
 
   “I want to kiss you between your legs,” he said. “I want to taste that sweet, white pussy.”
 
   “That’s it, baby,” Jasmine said. “Take off my panties. I’ll lay down on the desk while you eat my pussy.”
 
   My wife was clearly vocalizing everything for my benefit. I appreciated that but I hoped that Pastor Virgil didn’t catch on. Soon my wife was moaning. “Oh, yes, baby. Right there. Now stick in a couple of fingers… Oooh, yes…”
 
   After he put her through an orgasm, Jasmine offered to suck his cock. “Let me pull down those underpants… Oh, my goodness! Your cock is huge!” She sounded genuinely surprised.
 
   “It’s eleven inches,” Pastor Virgil said proudly. “Is it bigger than your husband’s?”
 
   Jasmine giggled. “Jeesh, he’s less than half that! He says his penis is five inches long but he’s definitely rounding up. Honestly, I think it’s more like four.”
 
   “Wow, that’s little.”
 
   “It’s okay,” she said. “I can’t feel him during intercourse but there’s always oral sex. And my vibrator. The worst part is that he can’t even thrust very much without his little thing slipping out.”
 
   “What about your baby daddy? He was black.”
 
   “He had a decent cock, probably eight inches, but nothing like this! And you’re so thick, too. I don’t know if I can take all of it.”
 
   Jasmine laid down on the desk and spread her legs. Sure enough, she was able to take all of it. She was moaning and crying in pleasure, praising the pastor for his mighty God-given rod. He had staying power, too. He lasted a good ten minutes and put my wife through four orgasms in the meantime.
 
   “Do it, baby. Cum inside of me,” my wife begged. “Fill me with your black sperm.”
 
   I heard Pastor Virgil groan loudly, then the two of them kissing.
 
   “I love you,” he said.
 
   “I love you, too, baby,” she replied. “I love you madly.”
 
   That was the last thing I heard before she ended the phone call. Later that night, I made love to my wife while she described in detail everything that happened with her black lover. Since that time, she now has sex with him in the church three times a week, on Mondays, Wednesdays and Sundays. A couple of times a week, he comes to our house at night after our son is asleep and makes love to my wife on our marital bed. When he leaves, I slip into bed with my wife and enjoy sloppy seconds with her well-used cunt while she describes their lovemaking in detail. Jasmine just found out that she’s pregnant, and we’re both wondering whether I’m the biological father or whether it’s Pastor Virgil. Either way, we know that God has a plan and it’s all in his hands, and that any baby that Jasmine has will be raised by me.
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   * * *
 
   I’m Addison. A few weeks ago, I went to a baby shower for my friend Isabella. She’d accidentally gotten pregnant by a guy named Jamaad, a black guy she’d hooked up with a few times. Isabella wasn’t the type of girl who had sex outside of a relationship. But Jamaad isn’t your regular boy, and she made an exception for him.
 
   I know you’re going to judge me for what happened but it wasn’t planned at all. Besides, they weren’t a couple and they weren’t planning on even trying. Isabella had decided to raise the child alone. Luckily, she had a dozen of friends there to give her gifts and help defray the cost of a newborn.
 
   At the party, Jamaad walked in and introduced himself. I was surprised at just how handsome and sexy he was. He stood about 6’4. He was very muscular, with dark skin and broad shoulders. The guy clearly worked out. I’d heard from Isabella that he was well-equipped - so large, in fact, that sometimes it was too much and she couldn’t take all of him. He was confident, walking with a strut and swagger. It was clear that he knew he was irresistible, and evidently he could sense my attraction.
 
   “You must be Addison,” he said in a deep voice, smiling broadly. He gave me a hug that lasted just a bit too long. I could feel the large, semi-erect bulge in his pants pressing against my light green dress. “You work in sales for a tech company, right?”
 
   I was flattered that he’d heard a little about me. As we chatted, I found him to be incredibly charismatic. I nervously played with my glasses and twirled my hair. I could smell his sexy, masculine scent and I felt myself getting wet. I’d never been with a black guy and I was curious. I felt incredibly attracted to him and I understood why Isabella would have had sex with him, no-strings-attached. He told me that he was staying in town for business at a hotel. He wrote down his hotel room number and his phone number, and he told me that if we wanted to continue the conversation further, I should come to his room.
 
   After Jamaad left, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. While Isabella was opening her gifts, I couldn’t concentrate. My panties were getting soaked thinking about having sex with her black baby daddy. As soon as the party ended, I called my husband James and told him that I was going out with some of the girls for drinks and I would call him when we were done. Then I called Jamaad and let him know that I was coming over to “continue our conversation.”
 
   “I can’t wait,” he replied.
 
   When I arrived at his hotel room, he was standing there wearing just a towel and holding two glasses of champagne. I eagerly drank it down while we made small talk. As soon as I finished, he leaned in and began kissing me, and his towel fell to the floor. My arms reflexively went around his back, holding his brawny chest against mine as my tongue danced around his. I could feel his thick black organ pressing itself between my legs, straining against my dress and seeking my white womanhood. My vagina was swelling in response, opening up to receive the black invader.
 
   Jamaad quickly took my dress off. I was standing there wearing nothing more than eyeglasses and a bra and panties as we kissed. I admired his strapping physique, and I slowly kissed my way down his athletic body until I reached his formidable manhood. Although I’d been with larger men before meeting James, I had never seen a cock quite this large. It was thick as a double barrel shotgun, large and veiny and topped with a purple head nearly as large as an apple.
 
   Compared to my husband’s little pocketknife, it was no contest, Jamaad’s potent African spear was rock hard and menacing. I lowered my mouth onto the head and took it inside. I swirled my tongue around it, then slowly tried to take him a little deeper into my mouth. I felt Jamaad’s mighty black hands gripping the back of my head, pulling me forward and forcing his black monster into my throat.
 
   “That’s it, baby,” he said, pulling me hard. The giant cockhead was blocking my air passage and I couldn’t breath. As hard as I tried not to, I gagged and pushed him back from me. My saliva was dripping from his cock as he pulled my head forward again and forced his cock back inside of my mouth. I took him a little deeper this time, but again I gagged. This time I moved to the side of his shaft, licking his impossibly-thick cock and stroking it with my hands.
 
   Jamaad pulled me to my feet. He reached behind me and unhooked my bra, freeing my ample cleavage. His hands then roamed to my bottom, then he hooked his fingers around the sides of my panties and slipped them off of me. When we embraced again, I felt his immense manhood pressing against my slippery wet vagina, and I swiveled my hips, massaging his tool with my crotch.
 
   My black lover suddenly spun me around and laid me down on the bed. His mammoth black frame got on top of me and he lined his mighty cock at my eager entrance. As he pressed in his first few inches, I couldn’t believe how amazing it felt. I was feeling a new cock for the first time since I’d met my husband, and as he relentlessly forced himself deeper and deeper inside of me, I felt the most breathtaking pleasure. His gargantuan black cock was pressing my cunt fully open, and the pressure all around it was stunningly pleasurable. As he began pistoning in and out, I could feel it rubbing my g-spot, but also my erect clit being rubbed by the base of his cock with each thrust. The delightful sensations that I had only associated with my clitoris could be felt throughout my entire sex organs. It was an ecstasy that I’d never felt before, and frankly had never known was even possible.
 
   I stared adoringly into Jamaad’s eyes as we kissed. My legs were up against his sides, my hands running up and down his athletic black body. I was moaning uncontrollably as powerful orgasms swept through my entire body, sending waves of pleasure from head to toe. Although sex with my husband is pleasurable and he always makes me cum, this was an experience altogether different and far greater. I had nearly a dozen orgasms before Jamaad flipped us over.
 
   Now in the cowgirl position, Jamaad began kissing my breasts. My nipples were fully erect and I loved the sensation of his mouth on them. I rode him hard, and I loved feeling his hands holding my ass as I hunched my groin hard against him. His cock was buried deep as I rubbed my clit against his groin with each thrust, and I came two more times before Jamaad suggested we try doggy style.
 
   Jamaad took up station behind me. As he pushed in, I felt him going even deeper. His giant cock head was pressing against my cervix and it felt uncomfortable. He began thrusting inside of me, not quite fully deep, and it felt spectacular. He was pounding fast and furiously, holding my hips as his black weapon invaded me over and over.
 
   “Oh, god, baby,” he called out. “I’m cumming!” I wanted to orgasm with him, and thankfully I did. I was groaning loudly as I felt him stab me fully, his cockhead pressed tightly against my cervix as he blasted his seed deep inside of me. As he moaned, I could feel the wet, warm sensation of his huge load filling my cavity. When he finished, I rose up, standing on my knees and leaned back to kiss him. We then cuddled for a bit before I showered and drove him.
 
   I never told my husband about what really happened that day, and he doesn’t seem to suspect a thing. I started feeling nauseated a few days ago, and I just took a pregnancy test. When I told James that I’m pregnant, he was very happy and excited. I did make love with James a few weeks ago, so I can’t say for sure who is the father. I’m going to visit the doctor and find out just how far along I am. If Jamaad is the biological father, I know he won’t help with the child. James is a nice guy, and I can only hope that he’s man enough to step up to the plate and help us raise our child, no matter the color of its skin.
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   * * *
 
   “It’s official, Becky,” my friend Alyssa said excitedly as the plane landed. “We’re in Vegas!”
 
   Our friend Megan was getting married and we were holding a bachelorette party for her. Most of the other girls were arriving a little later, but Alyssa and I had booked a red eye flight. We got our luggage, jumped on the shuttle, and made our way over to our hotel.
 
   “I’m so excited to be a single woman for the weekend!” Alyssa, like the rest of us, was in her late twenties and married. I’d been married to my husband Jordan for five years and we had two young kids. Alyssa’s husband had given her a hall pass and she was acting horny as hell, eager to get some strange. But Jordan and I didn’t have any such agreement, so I was going to be a good girl and just have a fun time partying and gambling. Alyssa and I checked into our room and went down to the hotel bar for a drink.
 
   “The other girls won’t show up tonight,” Alyssa said, sipping on a cosmo. “What should we do in the meantime?”
 
   “I’d like to do a little gambling,” I said. “Not too much, though. I don’t want to lose everything—”
 
   “Hey,” she interrupted. “To my right, far end of the bar.” I sipped my mojito while glancing down in that direction. There was a handsome black guy looking and smiling our way. He looked a bit older than us, probably in his early forties. He finished his drink and then walked over to us.
 
   “Hey, ladies,” he said. “I’m Orlando.” We introduced ourselves and he bought us each a second drink. As we talked, we learned that he was an agent representing some of the hottest R&B talent, and he was staying in the “high roller suite.”
 
   “You’re kidding me,” Alyssa said. “That place is like $10,000 a night.”
 
   “Actually it’s more like $25,000.” Orlando shrugged. “But it’s worth it. It’s ten thousand square feet. Would you like to see it?”
 
   Alyssa looked at me, then back to Orlando. “Sure, we’d love to.”
 
   “Why don’t you two freshen up and put on something nice and meet me at my room in an hour?” He gave us room cards. “It has a private elevator. You can get on in the lobby.”
 
   We agreed and went our separate ways. In the elevator, I turned to Alyssa.
 
   “Are you going to sleep with him?”
 
   “Hell, yes,” she said. “We both are!”
 
   “I’m not cheating on my husband.”
 
   “You know what they say.”
 
   “What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas?”
 
   “You only live once,” Alyssa replied. “And what he doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him.”
 
   We took turns showering and got dressed. As I was putting on my lingerie, Alyssa was staring at me. “What?” 
 
   “That’s some sexy stuff you’re wearing. See-through bra, matching panties, garter belts. You weren’t planning on having some fun out here?”
 
   “I just like to look good and feel sexy.”
 
   We both put on sexy lingerie and a nice evening gown. Even though it wasn’t even noon, we were dressed to the nines. We took the elevator down to the lobby, then took the private elevator up to the high roller suite. Alyssa knocked on the door.
 
   Orlando opened the door. “Come in, ladies.” He was wearing blue jeans and a white button-up shirt with the top unbuttoned, exposing some tattoos around his neck. I could smell his cologne, which was spicy and enticing.
 
   “Son of a bitch,” Alyssa said, looking around the room in awe. It was impeccably decorated and well-lit, with wide open with glass windows on the ceiling and windows all around the room. “This is amazing.”
 
   “This is how the other half lives. Why don’t we get some drinks?”
 
   We walked into the kitchen. The whole wall was lined with bottles of high-end liquor. “What’s your pleasure?”
 
   Alyssa asked for her usual cosmo and I requested a margarita. When I sipped it, I noticed that it tasted very strong. The three of us sat down on one of the couches, with Orlando in the middle, and we talked about our husbands and children, and Orlando talked about his fast-paced life in the music industry. I was very turned on by him – his look, scent, personality, and his accomplishments. By the time we had finished our drinks, Alyssa and I were both drunk. Orlando leaned in and kissed me. I couldn’t help but kiss him back. It felt magical, like electricity shooting through my body.
 
   Orlando removed his shirt and then turned to Alyssa. As they kissed, Alyssa asked him to unzip her gown. Soon she was down to just her lingerie. I asked Orlando for help, too. He got behind me, placed his hands around my waist, and began to kiss my neck. It felt so erotic and I closed my eyes, enjoying the moment. Then he unzipped my gown and I shimmied out of it. Alyssa and I were wearing nothing but bra, panties, stockings and garter belts, and it was clear that we were about to have a threesome with a wealthy black stud. I had no idea how to go about this, but I was eager to learn.
 
   Orlando walked us into one of the suite’s bedrooms. He took off his jeans, wearing only a pair of boxers, and the three of us sat down on the bed and, on either side of Orlando, began kissing and fondling him. Just looking at the bulge in his underwear I could tell that he was well-equipped. I kept a hand on his crotch the whole time we kissed, trying my best to get him as hard as possible. I couldn’t resist any longer and I pulled down his waistband, unleashing his mighty cock. When I saw it, I gasped. It looked like one of those huge fake dildos they sell at adult stores as gag gifts, but it was real. That cock had to be a good ten inches long and nearly as thick as a tennis ball!    
 
   I seldom give my husband a blowjob, but his little four inch sapling doesn’t exactly inspire a woman’s lust. But Orlando’s tall, mighty oak was so manly, so powerful that I needed to do anything I could to please it and satisfy it. I leaned over and began to suck on his cock. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Alyssa’s bra fall to the floor as Orlando’s cock filled my mouth. It’s masculine scent and flavor got me even more excited, and I loved the contrast of his rock hardness beneath his velvety soft black skin. I licked and sucked him, while playing with his balls. His big black testicles were a good match for his cock, as they were also oversized, no doubt overfilled with virile black sperm that were eager to impregnate attractive white women like us. Orlando was moaning as I pleasured him, but he soon told me to stop. I quickly threw aside my bra and panties, and was wearing nothing but a garter and stockings.
 
   Orlando laid down on the bed and had me mount him. As I did, Alyssa bent over his mouth, holding the back of the bed while he at her pussy. I took his huge black cock, rubbed it on my pussy lips to wet it, then began slipping it inside. As I rode him, I was able to go a little deeper with each movement. His cock was so much thicker than my husbands and it felt amazing. It felt so full inside and I enjoyed the head especially, feeling it rubbing against my g-spot as it slid in and out.
 
   Soon we flipped over and Orlando was plowing me in the missionary position. I locked my legs around his waist and I begged him to cum inside of me. Although I use a diaphragm for birth control with my husband and I didn’t bring it with me, it had only been a week since my last period and I felt pretty sure that I wasn’t fertile. When Orlando climaxed, he pushed deep inside of me. I felt his cock pulsing as he shot his sperm deep inside my crevice. We kissed passionately as he stayed inside of me, the last of his black baby batter seeping out to fill me completely.
 
   It only took a couple of minutes for Orlando to get hard again. This time he fucked Alyssa doggy style. It took him a good twenty minutes to cum inside of her, and he was able to bring her off repeatedly before that. The three of us then took a nap in his bed, cuddling together. When we woke up a few hours later, we got dressed and went back to our hotel room.
 
   I didn’t want to tell anybody what happened. But when our friends arrived later that night, Alyssa told everybody what happened. The other women were all excited and jealous. Megan, the future bride, talked about possibly paying a visit to Orlando herself. It was a wild start to our weekend but it only got wilder from there!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Samuel. Over the last few months, my wife Olivia has been complaining about a nagging pain in her side. She’s a beautiful twenty-five-year old blonde, and far too young to be experiencing these kinds of pains, so I urged her to go to the doctor. Her primary care physician had left to work at a hospital a couple of hours away, so she decided to try a new doctor at our local doctor’s office.
 
   I’d heard a lot of buzz in the doctor’s office and around town about Dr. Sedrick Williams, the handsome and athletic black doctor who had started working at the office. One of my wife’s friends had mentioned over cocktails that she had slept with Sedrick and he was an amazing lover and well-equipped, too. When Olivia told me that she was seeing Dr. Williams, I wasn’t surprised but I was also a little concerned. Although she’d told me that she’d never been with a black guy, my wife had confessed that she always felt a strong attraction to black guys, feeling that they are particularly masculine and sexy.
 
   After going to see Dr. Williams, Olivia seemed especially pert and happy. I wondered what had gotten into her. She said that she was happy to learn that the medical issue was minor and could be controlled with medication. Still, she said, she had additional checkup appointments with the doctor. When I prodded her, she admitted that she found the doctor very sexy and, if she weren’t a married woman, she’d have been interested in dating him.
 
   On a Wednesday morning, I had to get up early because I had a meeting in the city. Olivia, though, had a doctor’s appointment so she stayed in bed late. I kissed her goodbye and drove off to work. Imagine my panic, though, when I realized that I’d left my laptop (with my presentation on the hard drive) at home! I quickly called the office, informed them of the situation, and turned back toward my house. When I arrived at my driveway, I was surprised not only to see that Olivia’s car was still in the driveway but that there was a Mercedes Roadster parked right next to it. When I tried the door in the garage, I found it was locked. Curious, I slowly slipped my key inside the lock and turned it.
 
   Once inside, I could hear voices coming from down the hallway. I stopped and listened. It was Olivia’s voice and a deep, masculine voice. In my opinion, it sounded like a black man’s voice, and the voices were coming from the bedroom. I tiptoed my way over to the bedroom door, turned the handle gently, and opened the door a crack.
 
   Olivia was standing next to the bed wearing nothing but her silky white bra and panties. A tall, athletic, dark-skinned black man was wearing a blue button-up shirt and jeans. He had his hands around her waist, kissing her, and the crotch of her panties was soaked through.
 
   “I can’t, Sedrick,” Olivia said, gently rebuffing him. “I’m a married woman.”
 
   “It’s okay, baby,” he replied. “A married woman is still a woman. You have needs. Unbutton my shirt.”
 
    My wife stood there for a moment.
 
   “Unbutton my shirt,” he repeated. Looking directly into his eyes, Olivia walked up to him and followed his command, unbuttoning his shirt from top to bottom. When she was finished, he threw his shirt onto the floor. 
 
   “Now get on your knees and take off my jeans,” he ordered.
 
   Olivia unzipped his jeans and tugged them down to the floor. Sedrick wasn’t wearing any underwear, and his large black cock sprung out. It was fully erect with a large purple tip that glistened with pre-cum.  My wife looked in awe at his manhood as she took his mighty black serpent into her hands and began to pump it. “It’s so big,” she said with a broad grin. “You’re huge!” He put his big black hands into her blonde hair, forcing her face into his manhood. Then she lowered her mouth onto his cock and began taking it deep inside her mouth, worshipping it with her tongue. Sedrick was moaning as he received her ministrations. I could see the contours of his cock through her cheeks as she pleasured his powerful phallus and massaged his large black testicles. She wasn’t able to take all of him inside her mouth, but my wife is an expert cocksucker and she managed to get a good six inches inside of her without gagging.
 
   Olivia pulled her head back and looked up at Sedrick. “There are condoms in the nightstand.”
 
   Sedrick walked over the nightstand and opened the drawer. “What the fuck?” he said, holding up one of my snugger-fitting condoms. “These are for small guys.”
 
   “My husband’s penis is only about five inches long. Regular condoms are too roomy for him and they slip off.”
 
   “Yeah, well I can’t use that,” he said, holding his thick erect rod in his hand. “I need Magnums.”
 
   “I don’t have any of those. I’m not on any birth control and I’m right at the worst time of the month for getting pregnant.” She hesitated. “I don’t know…”
 
   “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll pull out.” He grabbed Olivia, then pulled her on the bed on top of him. They were kissing wildly, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies. Finally my wife took hold of his cock, aimed it at the entrance of her womanhood, and allowed the head of his black cock inside of her. She began moaning as she slowly hunched her groin down, inching his throbbing black erection deeper inside of her delicate white cunt. As she rode him in the female superior position, his hands were on her round ass and they were kissing passionately.
 
   “Oh, God, Dr. Williams… I’m cumming!” My wife groaned loudly, arching her back as a monstrous orgasm rolled through her. Soon after, Sedrick rolled her over into the missionary position and began pounding her hard. I could see her wet pussy pulled tight as a drum around his thick member, and his balls slapping against her ass with every mighty thrust. Olivia’s head was rolling from side to side, moaning in ecstasy as her black lover put her through four additional orgasms.
 
   “I’m close, baby,” Sedrick said. His paced quickened even further and Olivia began to moan, staring directly into his eyes. “Oh, yes, baby…” Olivia’s legs went up around his waist and she locked her ankles. As Sedrick groaned his release, I saw my wife’s legs tense up, holding his cock deep inside of her. I saw his ball sack twitching and the barrel of his black cock pulsing as it fired load after load of semen deep inside my wife’s fertile cunt. She kept her legs locked as they kissed wildly, the last of Sedrick’s sperm fully filling my wife’s snug beaver and seeping out onto the sheets.
 
   I haven’t told my wife what I saw that day. She’s been far more interested in sex recently and I’m horny as well. When we make love, I know that we’re both fantasizing about her getting fucked by her well-hung black lover, and I fill the condom in no time flat. It’s been such a boost to our marriage that I think I’ll let her keep thinking she’s getting away with it!  
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   * * *
 
   My name is Melissa Roberts. I’m thirty years old. My husband, Taylor, is a great husband and father. He’s the most wonderful man in the world and I love him with all my heart. We’ve been married for nine years and we have five beautiful children, all of whom were fathered by other men – black men, to be specific. I’m currently pregnant with our sixth child. Taylor thinks he might be the father of the baby I’m carrying, and there’s an interesting story behind that. But that’s not what I want to tell you about today. I want to share with you the details of my first two pregnancies.
 
   Taylor was only twenty years old when we met. He was a nice looking, if somewhat nerdy, engineering student at my college. I wasn’t really sure if I was all that attracted to him physically, but my friends encouraged me to date him. They said he was sweet, dependable guy, and he’d probably make a good income as an engineer. He did seem like marriage material and when he asked me out, I said yes. Taylor had never had a girlfriend before. I was nineteen and I’d only been with one guy, LaDedrick, my high school boyfriend. When I started dating LaDedrick, we had sex on our second date, but I didn’t want to screw things up with Taylor by seeming to be too easy.
 
   We dated for nearly five months before I relented and stayed the night in Taylor’s dorm room. We were lying together on his bed making out when I reached down his pants and pulled out his penis. It felt a little small compared to LaDedrick, and when I pulled it out and saw its size, I couldn’t help but be disappointed. LaDedrick’s cock was over eight inches long and thicker than a kielbasa. Taylor’s penis, by contrast, was fully erect and it fell just short of six inches. Six lousy inches! But I pretended like nothing was wrong as he crawled on top of me. I knew that Taylor was a virgin, so I wasn’t surprised that he didn’t know the first thing about sex. He briefly licked my pussy lips and then moved up to penetrate me.  I quickly stopped him, informed him that I wasn’t on the Pill, and handed him a Lifestyles Extra Strength condom and told him that if he wanted to have sex with me, he would have to wear it. 
 
   Taylor eagerly ripped open the foil wrapper, rolled it over his little hard thing, and he penetrated me. As he rode me, I ran my hands over his soft, thin body. Taylor’s chest was heaving. His glasses were all steamed up and they started to slip down his sweaty nose. A few minutes later, he climaxed inside the condom and collapsed on top of me. That was our first time together. By the time we graduated, we must have gone through a boatload of condoms. And Taylor was an eager student at cunnilingus, and he quickly figured out how to make me cum with his tongue. Life was good.
 
   We got married soon after we graduated college. While saving money for a down payment on a home, we moved into a reasonably priced apartment complex about a half-hour outside of the city. It was a nice place and it had a great pool. We figured this would be a great place to start our married life.
 
   A couple months later, Taylor had to work late so I put on my bikini and sunbathed by the pool. At one point I looked up just as an amazing black man walked into the pool area. He was 6’2 and very muscular, with a handsome face that matched his perfect body. He had a few tattoos, which I thought were intriguing. Walking right behind him was a skanky-looking bleached blonde white girl in a bikini. She had a great body, but I could tell that her breasts were fake. The girl must have noticed me glancing at her man because she came over and introduced herself. She said her name was Tiffany. The guy, she said, was her boyfriend Jamaal and they have two kids together.    
 
   I pretended to read a magazine while I watched Jamaal rubbing lotion onto Tiffany’s body. At one point she got up and walked away from the pool in the direction of her apartment. That’s when Jamaal approached me. He told me that Tiffany was just a girl he was dating and that they weren’t exclusive. I mentioned that I was married. He said that a wedding ring doesn’t mean that you’re exclusive, and that he’s dated quite a few married women.
 
   As we talked, I couldn’t keep my eyes from checking out his body. He was doing the same to me, and getting that kind of attention from a guy like Jamaal excited me greatly. Just weeks before, I had vowed to forsake all others and I’d meant it. But now I felt an incredible pull to have sex with this amazing man. When Tiffany returned to the pool area and Jamaal walked over to her, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of him. Every aspect of Jamaal, even his walk, was magnetic.
 
   Over the next few weeks, I ran into Jamaal a number of times at the pool and around the complex. Our conversations were sexually charged, filled with innuendo, and he repeatedly suggested that we should hook up. I couldn’t believe the reaction I was having to him. Everything about Jamaal was sexy, sexual, and masculine. Even though I was married, I knew that I was going to have sex with him.
 
   I didn’t want to hurt Taylor. Even if my hubby was a little geeky, he was a wonderful friend and a truly nice guy. But as much as I loved “nice,” my body needed something more. I couldn’t help but notice that I was interested in sex with my husband during the time of the month when I wasn’t fertile. But when I was ovulating, I would lose all interest in having sex with him – in fact, I’d be bitchy and critical of him and make excuses to avoid sex. And when my body was ready to make a baby, I was physically attracted to a very different kind of man, the kind who are strong, masculine, dominant and arrogant. My mind wanted a good, loving friend as a life partner, like Taylor. But my body needed sex with a man like Jamaal. It was all so natural and I knew exactly what I wanted and needed. But society tries to force you to get everything from one man. I tried to ignore my body, to pretend that my body wanted Taylor the way it needed Jamaal, but I was tired of living a lie.
 
   Still, I didn’t want to cheat on my husband. I wanted everything to be honest, upfront, and out in the open. So a few nights later, I told Taylor that we needed to talk. We sat down together on the couch. He seemed nervous. I held his hand, took a deep breath, and looked into his eyes.
 
   “You know that I love you, right?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I love you with all my heart, and I want to stay married to you for the rest of my life. But we need to talk about our sex life.”
 
   “You aren’t happy with our lovemaking?”
 
   “I’m not saying that. It’s fine. But I think we should open things up a bit.”
 
   “In what way?”
 
   I took a deep breath, let it out, then said, “I met a man. His name is Jamaal. I have a strong desire to have sex with him and I don’t want to do it behind your back.”
 
   Taylor looked hurt and stared at the wall. “Why? I don’t want to have sex with other women.” Then he looked into my eyes. “Don’t I satisfy you?”
 
   “I enjoy having sex with you. But sometimes one person can’t fulfill every need that another person has. I’m just being honest with you, honey. I love you with all my heart, but I need to be with other men. I want to have a sexual relationship with Jamaal.”
 
   Taylor was bothered by what I was saying. But to his credit, he was mature and he knew that I loved him. We agreed that Taylor would have sex exclusively with me but that I could have sex with other men. We laid down some ground rules. I assured him that I wouldn’t neglect him in the bedroom, and that I would share the details of my adventures with him. And I agreed to ask Jamaal to use a condom.
 
   That weekend, I invited Jamaal over to my apartment for drinks. Taylor was working late, so we had the place to ourselves. Jamaal quickly took me to the bedroom and he was taking my clothes off in record time. His cock was quite impressive, at least eight inches long and very thick. He was an amazing kisser, and my black curly pubic hairs were wet from my arousal. I then began to lick and suck his enormous member. It was so large that I had trouble fitting in my mouth, but it quickly became fully erect.
 
   I asked Jamaal if he would use a condom. “Fuck no, bitch,” he said. “I hate condoms. I don’t fucking use them.” I hesitated, but I needed to feel him inside me. I asked him to pull out before he came, and he agreed. We kissed a little more, then I laid back on the bed and my legs spread wide. It always took Taylor a number of strokes to get his pea shooter inside, so I thought for sure that it would take some time for Jamaal’s bazooka to fully penetrate me, but I was so wet for him that he slipped it in with one stroke. He began to fuck the hell out of me, and the feeling was simply amazing. It was the feeling I had felt with my high school boyfriend, the feeling of fullness that only a large cock can provide. The size and pressure of his member touched parts of my pussy that hadn’t been touched in years, stimulating the upper parts of my vagina, my g-spot, and even bringing some friction against my clitoris. For the first time in years, I was able to climax from intercourse alone.
 
   But it wasn’t just his impressive manhood that brought me such pleasure. Everything about his body, his scent, his dark black skin, and the way he moved was amazing. Making love to him just felt so right. Jamaal was a real man, and being with him made me feel like a real woman. I’d never considered myself interested in rough sex, but I loved it when he slapped my ass hard as he fucked me doggy style. Although I was normally quiet in bed with my husband, I was groaning loudly and swearing as Jamaal put me through orgasm after orgasm. We were in the missionary position, my legs up against his shoulders, when I could tell that he was approaching his climax. He brought my legs down, leaned onto his elbows and was thrusting rapidly into my cunt. I put my arms up around his shoulders, admiring his chiseled, masculine face.
 
   I didn’t expect what happened next. Jamaal reached down and grabbed my throat. Suddenly my heart started to race. He’d mentioned some of the false allegations of violence that his “psycho” ex-girlfriends had made, how they had obtained restraining orders against him, but I never felt scared until now. He wasn’t exactly choking me – he was mostly just holding himself up – but his hands were around my neck, putting significant pressure on my throat as he pistoned his manhood powerfully into my cunt. His face was red, grimacing menacingly. Suddenly, he grunted loudly. “I’m gonna cum!” His hands squeezed tighter around my throat. I nearly panicked. I felt his enormous tool swelling even larger, pulsing as his mighty testicles unloaded burst after burst of baby batter deep inside my womb. He released my throat and lowered himself onto his elbows, and he began kissing me as his cock emptied the remaining millions of sperm into my snug beaver. Finally he rolled off me, and he rested beside me on the bed.
 
   “You were supposed to pull out!” I said.
 
   “I like to cum inside,” he said. “It feels better.”
 
   “I’m not on any birth control, asshole.”
 
   Jamaal just smirked. He got up, looked at his cell phone, and said that he had to go. He threw on his clothes, promised to call me later, and left.  I was laying there for a few minutes when I heard the front door open.
 
   “Jamaal?”
 
   “ No, it’s me.” Taylor walked into the bedroom and saw me splayed out on the bed. As he took in the scene, a bulge quickly appeared in the front of his slacks. “It looks like you spent some sexy time with Jamaal. Do you have anything left for me?”
 
   I nodded. Taylor quickly shucked his slacks and shirt. He kissed his way up my thighs and nestled his face inside my sticky black bush. He began licking my spent pussy, his tongue going where Jamaal had just been as cleaned up our combined juices.
 
   He looked up at me. “I thought he was going to use a condom?” 
 
   “He refused,” I said. “He said he’d pull out.”
 
   “You’re filled with his cum.”
 
   “You’d better lick up all of it if you don’t want me to get pregnant.”
 
   Taylor ate my pussy aggressively, sticking his tongue in deep and swallowing every drop he could get. He licked me clean and put me through two orgasms in the process. Finally, he rolled on a condom and slipped his penis inside. He commented on how wet and loose I felt. I laid still and waited patiently while he rubbed his little hard thing in and out. In just a few minutes he climaxed inside the prophylactic, ejaculating his seed into the condom’s reservoir.
 
   As luck would have it, I didn’t get pregnant from that night. I’d had a bad experience with hormonal birth control in high school, but with Jamaal refusing to use protection I knew that I’d need to take matters into my own hands. I went to my doctor and got fitted for a diaphragm. It was the perfect solution. Over the next six months, I had sex with Jamaal two or three times a week. Afterwards, Taylor would eat my cream pie, and then we’d make love with him safely wrapped in an extra-strength condom.
 
   It was about then that Taylor and I decided that we were ready to start a family. Again, I had to sit Taylor down for an uncomfortable discussion. I explained to Taylor that he was a wonderful partner and I wanted him to be the dad, but I really wanted Jamaal to be the biological father. Jamaal was strong, handsome and sexy, so charismatic and irresistible, that he would be the best father for our children. When I would have sex with Jamaal and he was about to cum, I could actually feel my womb making a suction action – my body wanted to have his baby. This seemed to bother Taylor, but to his credit he was mature and rational about it. We agreed that it was in the children’s best interest to have a man like Jamaal as their biological father. And given that Jamaal was seldom employed and occasionally incarcerated, it was clear that Taylor was the best choice to be their parent.
 
   Shortly thereafter, I identified when I would be ovulating. Jamaal and I spent a romantic four-day weekend at a nearby luxury hotel, and we spent nearly the whole time in bed. After Jamaal would ejaculate inside me, I would elevate my legs so that gravity would help his semen slide into my uterus, so that his sperm would have every opportunity. Honestly, though, he probably didn’t need it. His cock was so long that when he would thrust inside me, it would press right against my cervix, allowing his sperm to shoot directly through the cervical opening and straight into my uterus. It was an unfair advantage, really, but Jamaal was born to breed and given women pleasure. I honestly wasn’t surprised to learn that Jamaal had fathered seven children by five different women. Four of those women were married, and their white husbands raised Jamaal’s children as their own, as my own husband was set to do.
 
   When I returned from the hotel, Taylor was waiting for me. Although I was exhausted, it had been nearly two weeks since we’d made love and I’d promised him that we would make love when I returned. I told him that I needed to take a shower, and then we could make love. I took some sexy underwear out of my dresser and brought it with me into the bathroom. After a quick shower, I dried off and put on the lingerie. But as I was getting dressed, I felt a twinge in my ovaries. I knew what that meant. My egg had just dropped. At that moment, Jamaal’s virile sperm were powering their way toward my awaiting egg. But it also meant that I wasn’t yet pregnant. My egg was unfertilized, and that meant that would be fertile when I made love with Taylor. I hesitated for a moment, then I realized what I had to do. I took my diaphragm out of its case, squirted a generous amount of spermicide inside, and carefully inserted it to protect my womb. I put on my bra, panties and nightie and checked myself in the mirror. Then I pulled a condom out of the box and stepped into the bedroom.
 
   Taylor was sitting on the bed. He was nearly naked, with a bulge hinting at the erection inside his poorly-filled white briefs. He whistled as I modeled the sexy undergarments. I walked over to the bed and we began to kiss as his hands roamed across my body. “I just ovulated,” I said. “I felt the egg drop a couple minutes ago.” That really seemed to get him excited. He began to kiss me more aggressively, and when I reached inside his underpants I found that his little thing was fully erect. After he took off his briefs, I sucked on his penis and licked his balls. Then I ripped open the foil wrapper, and rolled the extra-strength condom over his penis with my mouth. Although it was still only six inches, Taylor’s boyhood was incredibly hard that night.
 
   He removed my panties and placed his head in my crotch, licking my pussy until I orgasmed. Then he took up station on top of me, kissing me with more passion than ever before. I had my arms around his shoulders, holding him against me. As we kissed, I slipped my right hand down to his penis. I made sure that the condom was in place, then guided his rubber-encased erection into my wet, fertile pussy.
 
   Taylor seemed like a man possessed, thrusting rapidly inside me. His glasses were all steamed up. My legs were up in the air, bent at the knee, moving in rhythm with his movements. I looked into his eyes. “My uterus is filled with Jamaal’s sperm,” I said, breathing heavily. “His sperm have a huge head start. They’re inside me, searching for my egg right now. But you still have a chance, honey. Condoms aren’t a hundred percent.” I wrapped my legs around Taylor’s waist, locking my ankles. “Your sperm still have a chance if you can break the condom. You’ll have to cum really hard. Harder than you’ve ever cum before. Do it, Tay! Cum hard! Shoot your sperm and break the condom. I’m fertile and I want your baby!” I ran my hands up and down his back, and whispered into his ear, “I know you can do it, honey! I believe in you!”
 
   Taylor’s face was taut as he approached his climax. He was grunting and gritting his teeth, staring intently. I must confess that he looked rather ridiculous – like a mouse pretending to be lion – but I managed not to laugh as he performed intercourse with wild determination. I could tell that Taylor was reaching his climax. He threw his head back and made a guttural scream. Arching his back, he pushed his little hard thing inside me as deep as it would go. I could feel his testicles against my ass cheeks, twitching violently as they gave it everything they had, firing countless millions of sperm in a desperate bid for genetic survival. Finally, as his climax subsided, Taylor looked down towards our conjoined groins and pulled out his penis.
 
   “Wow!” I said with a giggle. Happily, the condom was intact. At the end of Taylor’s penis, drooping limply, was an overfilled reservoir that must have been holding a quarter cup of semen. “I think you almost did it, honey! You came so much!”
 
   Despite my praise, I could see the disappointment on my husband’s face as he realized that he’d failed. He’d given it everything he could possibly muster but he couldn’t even break through a razor-thin membrane, and now his seed were destined to die inside the condom’s reservoir. Of course, what he didn’t know is that his sperm never posed a threat to my egg – even if they’d somehow reached my vagina, they would have splashed harmlessly against the diaphragm and died in the spermicide.
 
   I reached down and grasped Taylor’s shriveling penis. I ran my fingers up his urethra to make sure that every drop of semen was out of his penis and safely inside the condom, then I tossed it into the wastebasket. When I got back in bed, we kissed as we held each other in a post-coital embrace. A couple minutes later I heard Taylor begin to snore. I was still awake, staring at the ceiling and wondering dreamily whether, at very moment, one of Jamaal’s sperm was fertilizing my waiting egg.
 
   A couple weeks later I began to feel nausea. I took a pregnancy test and I was elated when it confirmed that Taylor and I had a baby on the way. Jamaal and I continued to have sex throughout the pregnancy, sometimes at his girlfriend’s apartment and sometimes at mine. I occasionally had sex with Taylor, too, though I insisted that he use condoms throughout the pregnancy. I’d never had bareback sex with Taylor and even though I wasn’t in any danger of getting pregnant by him, doing that just didn’t seem right for some reason. Maybe it was a head thing because the baby wasn’t his, I don’t know.
 
   Although we all knew that Jamaal was the biological father, I thought we should make it official with a DNA test, but Jamaal didn’t want to take any chances at being on the hook financially. He didn’t have anything to worry about. When I was at the hospital to give birth, we explained the situation to the hospital staff and they were very understanding, letting both my husband and my child’s father in the delivery room.  Taylor stood next to me and was totally supportive of me during the delivery, and we allowed Jamaal to cut the umbilical cord and name the child. He gave our son his first and middle names, Jamaal Edward, and we honored my husband by giving the baby our last name, Roberts. We put Taylor’s name on the birth certificate as the father, making him the legal father and relieving Jamaal of any responsibility. A few months later, when Jamaal was picked up on a warrant and sent out of state to prison, little Jamaal became Taylor’s and mine for sure.
 
   So, that was my first pregnancy. Little Jamaal is a beautiful boy and Taylor is now a great father and we have a beautiful family. I still talk with little Jamaal’s father every once in a while when he shows up in town, but those are isolated hookups. It didn’t take me long after our oldest son’s birth to find a new lover, but I bet that didn’t surprise you, did it?    
 
   It was about six months after the birth of our first child that I started dating again. I used internet dating sites and met quite a few guys. My husband, Taylor, would stay at home watching our son while I went out on my dates. Within a few months I had four boyfriends, as well as a group of fuck buddies. For a while I really liked to “double shift,” going on two dates each on Friday and Saturday nights. It was great because if some of the guys were working (or maybe dating another woman, I don’t know or care), I always had a number of lovers available. The men I dated weren’t anything like my husband Taylor. They were usually tall and muscular, and of course, black. They were all strong, dominant, sexy and sexual, and most of them had ample packages to go with it.
 
   But among the guys I was dating at that time, one guy really stood out, and he soon became my main lover. His name was Mike. He owned his own construction business. He never really got into the details, but it was clear that he had a lot of money. Although he owned a number of trucks, most of the time he would ride his sports car over to our apartment.
 
   I met Mike through my friend Katie from church. Her husband was having trouble getting her pregnant and they were talking about adopting or using artificial insemination. A friend of Katie’s had had children by Mike (as did her sister-in-law and a neighbor of hers), and she recommended him to do the job. When Katie met Mike, she was attracted to him immediately. Katie’s husband was kind of intimidated by Mike, and now he raises Mike’s daughter as his own. And it’s not just him. Katie tells me that she personally knows four other women who have carried Mike’s children, and their white husbands all raise his kids, as they should.
 
   Taylor wasn’t intimidated by Mike, though. He actually seemed in awe of Mike. Taylor loved (and hated) all of my boyfriends, but he seemed to have a kind of man crush on Mike. I overheard Taylor asking Mike his secret for getting all the girls. I thought that was kind of funny. A man like Mike just attracts women because of who he is, not because of what he does. A guy like Taylor will never understand the attraction that a real man has on a woman. Real men start having sex at a younger age than most boys, often with other boys’ girlfriends, and when they become adults they sleep with other men’s girlfriends and wives because they can. A real man is somebody that you want to have sex with. Even if you’re in a relationship, you can’t say no to having sex with a man like Mike. I mean, I guess you could say no, but you wouldn’t. You feel open to it, and you want to feel open to it. He’s such a masculine and dominant personality. I wouldn’t describe him as a violent man, though I’ve seen him take down some powerful men, but he’s the kind of person that men respect and women desire.
 
   Taylor really preferred to have sex with me just after I’d had sex with another man. He enjoyed eating my lover’s cum out of my pussy, and it was hard to do sometimes when I would meet a guy somewhere else. But Mike would usually have sex with me at our apartment, and that allowed Taylor to eat my cream pie on a regular basis. He must have swallowed a bucket load of Mike’s cum during our time together. Then Taylor would roll an extra-strength condom over his penis and get himself off. But sometimes, when Taylor was a very good boy, I would allow him to rub his bare little hard thing up and down my vagina. Being so close that he could feel the wetness of my cunt, but not being allowed to go inside where my lover had just been, would get Taylor so excited that he would release his little dab in just a few minutes. Of course, while he was doing this, I would tell him how Mike’s sperm were inside me right then, searching for me eggs.
 
   I’d been dating Mike for about six months and I was going to spend a week’s vacation with him in Jamaica. Taylor helped me pick out the best outfits and lingerie to wear for Mike during our trip. I had my diaphragm packed in my luggage. Just before I was about to leave for the house for the airport, Taylor asked me if he could see my diaphragm case. I was puzzled by his question, but I took it out and handed it to him. He then put his arms around me and, knowing that I was ovulating that week, asked me if he could keep the diaphragm with him while I was away. I was so happy that I almost cried, and I can honestly say that I never loved Taylor more than I did right then. At that moment, I knew that we were a perfect match for each other.
 
   Nine months after our Jamaican vacation, I gave birth to our first daughter. We decided to name her Michelle after her biological father, and of course my husband’s last name Roberts. Michelle has always known her biological father as “Uncle Mike,” and she calls Taylor her dad. It’s a perfect situation because “Uncle Mike” gets to spoil her and be involved in her life, and Taylor gets to be a parent, though he has to take care of any disciplinary and financial issues like any other parent. Mike moved away a couple of years later, but he’s still a good friend and an occasional lover.
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   * * *
 
   I’m Courtney. I’m a twenty-four-year old married woman. My husband Kevin is the most wonderful man in the world. Not long after our wedding, I started feeling very strong arousal. I went to my doctor to ask her about it and she said that it wasn’t anything to worry about, but I didn’t tell her that it wasn’t just the strong sex drive that concerned me – I had a strong desire to have sex with other men.
 
   Don’t get me wrong, it’s not that I didn’t enjoy sex with Kevin. He’s a perfectly acceptable lover and I often climax with him. Although his penis is only about four inches long when erect, he knows how to use it and he knows how to use his tongue. Still, I had these strange desires that I had never felt before.
 
   One day, I was sitting on a swing in the park with Kevin and I finally confessed to him the strong desires I was having. I wasn’t sure how he would respond, but he said, “Why don’t you go for it?” I didn’t expect that reaction at all. But as we talked about, we agreed that I was allowed to have sex with other guys but Kevin would only have sex with me.
 
   I have a friend who is into the “hotwife” lifestyle and she told me that I should get a cock cage for my husband. I found steel-ribbed cock cage and got one fitted for Kevin. When I measured his penis soft, I was surprised at how small he was. It was only about two-and-a-half inches when soft. When the cock cage arrived in the mail, I put it on him my fiancé and locked him up. We decided that he would only get released from his cock cage after I’ve had sex with another guy and Kevin has finished eating my cream pie. I figured this would incentivize Kevin to encourage me to sleep with other guys as often as possible.
 
   It was a little rocky at first. Kevin said that he was having trouble sleeping as his involuntary erections while sleeping would cause him pain. However, that pretty much passed after the first week. Sure enough, Kevin wanted me to take a lover as soon as possible. Luckily, I already had somebody in mind. One of my coworkers, a black guy named Leon, had hit on me a few times. He was a tall, sexy guy who worked out in the gym for three hours a day. He was strong, dominant and arrogant. Leon had a thing for white women and he was looking for Miss or Mrs. Right, and he wasn’t afraid to spread his seed around in the process. In fact, I talked with a blonde knockout in my office who had recently had his baby, and she told me that he’s an incredibly lover and has a huge package. I walked up to him and started a conversation, and surprised him by accepting his offer for a date. He understood that my husband wanted to watch and he was willing to go along with it.
 
   After going out for drinks and dancing, Leon and I went back to my place. In our bedroom, Kevin sat down in a chair in the corner wearing nothing but his cock cage. My black lover began to caress me. I was incredibly wet, not only from kissing him but from just touching his powerful ripped body. After removing my blouse and bra, he slowly kissed his way down my body, paying attention to my breasts which I adored. When he got my skirt off, he kissed his way down my underwear, kissing and sniffing them. I lifted my hips to help him remove the panties. His tongue danced across the folds of my womanhood, making me squirm in delight.
 
   Leon then removed his jeans and underwear, exposing a long, thick black cock. It was a thing of might and beauty, a real man’s cock adorned with prominent purple veins and a large bulbous head. I took his cock inside my mouth and began to suck on it, tilting and twisting my mouth around it as I sucked.
 
   “Oh, God, bitch,” Leon moaned, his hands pulling my head against his cock. “That’s it, bitch. Suck that cock.”
 
   I tried taking in as much as I could, but I could only take in about half of his length. I was pumping the base of the shaft with one hand and cupping his balls with the other to pleasure his whole equipment. Suddenly, I felt his balls tense and his cock pulsing inside of my mouth. I felt a huge burst of salty warmth blasting the back of my mouth. I tried to pull away but I couldn’t, as Leon held me firmly on his cock. Semen shot up and out of my nose and I moaned, squirming to get away, and Leon released me.
 
   “Honey, are you all right?” Kevin asked. I’d almost forgotten he was in the room.
 
   “Shit,” Leon said with a laugh as I ran to the bathroom. I’d never had that happen before! I wiped off my nose with tissue paper, tossed it in the toilet, and returned to the bedroom. Leon was still fully erect and sitting on the edge of the bed. We began kissing again, and then he had me get on my hands and knees. I did so with my face near the edge of the bed. Leon’s huge black erection had assaulted my face, and now it was threatening to penetrate my white vagina and defile my holiest of holies. I moaned as the head of his thick, virile manhood pushed inside my delicate entrance, stretching my labia to the breaking point and filling me fully. I was breathless as he pushed in deeper, thrust after thrust. While I felt his balls against my ass, I was overjoyed knowing that I had managed to take all of him inside of me. It was a magical feeling, his cock touching places that had never been stimulated before, and I was constantly on the edge of orgasm.
 
   “Come over here,” I said to my husband. He stood up in front of me. I took his little penis, locked in its steel cage, and began to lick on his balls. Then I took his cock inside of my mouth. I could touch more skin than steel, and I eagerly licked on him, swirling my tongue around his shaft. His penis was swollen and straining against the small cage.
 
   “It hurts,” he squeaked.
 
   As Leon spanked my ass and continued fucking me, I played with my husband’s balls and flicked my tongue over the head of his penis. “Are you turned on, honey? You like seeing that big black cock in your wife’s little white pussy?” 
 
   “Yes.”
 
   I held onto my husband’s ass cheeks and began to suck his metal-constricted midget with abandon, trying as hard as I could to pleasure him. “Do you like my blowjob, honey?”
 
   “It’s wonderful but it hurts so much. Please unlock me.” I was wearing a necklace with the key to his cage around my neck.
 
   “You know the rules, honey,” I said, breathing heavily. “You need to eat Leon’s cream pie before you get unlocked. And that can’t happen today because I’m ovulating. He’s going to have to pull out.”
 
   “I can’t wait,” Kevin said desperately. “I can’t take it anymore.”
 
   “Okay,” I said. “If you insist on it, he can cum inside of me. I think you should beg him to cum. Tell Leon that I’m fertile and ovulating and beg him to shoot his sperm inside of me.”
 
   “Please cum inside of my wife,” Kevin said. “Fill her with your sperm.”
 
   “It’s your lucky day,” Leon said. “I’m cumming!” I began groaning as he pounded as hard and deep as he could, pressing his cock head against my cervix. I could feel his warm semen squirting inside of me, and I felt certain that I was being impregnated right then.
 
   Leon slowly pulled out of me and walked into the bathroom. I then laid down on the edge of the bed and spread my legs. Kevin got down on his knees and brought his lips to my cunt, and he started tentatively licking it. Then he started getting into it, sticking his tongue deep inside of me and sucking up as much cum as he could reach. I grabbed his head and held him close to me as he licked me clean, and then licked me to a string of three orgasms. As a reward for a job well done, I unlocked my husband’s cock cage. His red, swollen cock was able to grow a bit more, and I began sucking him again. He only lasted a few minutes before spilling his little dab on my tongue.
 
   That was just the first encounter we had. Over the next few days, Leon unloaded his baby batter inside my pussy five times. Each time my husband licked my cunt clean and I opened his cage and blew him. It’s now been a few weeks and my period is late. I’ve been late before, so it doesn’t necessarily mean anything, but Kevin and I are both excited about the possibility of having a black love child. If we do, I know that Kevin will love the baby as his own and he’ll be a great father.
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   * * *
 
   “Get on your knees, boy!” I dropped to the basement floor. I was wearing nothing but a pair of briefs, with a ball gag in my mouth and my hands tied behind my back, as I knelt in front of Andre, my wife Amber’s black lover. He was standing there wearing nothing but a pair of blue jeans, his enormous package creating a noticeable bulge in the crotch. He stood nearly 6’3 with broad shoulders and a tattooed, muscular body. I found him to be menacing and intimidating.
 
   “Now kiss my feet,” he ordered. I complied.
 
   Andre opened up the door to the large dog cage he’d ordered with my credit card. It was sitting right under the basement staircase. “Get inside, now!”
 
    I stood up, walked over to the cage, kneeled down and leaned inside, onto my left arm. Dre came over and pushed me, getting my body fully inside the crate. 
 
   “That’s a good boy, Benjamin!” Amber was standing next to him wearing nothing but a see-through negligee. She leaned upward to receive a kiss from her black stud and turned back to me. “We’ll check on you in the morning.” She closed the door on the cage and padlocked it.
 
   As I heard them walking up the stairs to the main level, I tried to make myself comfortable. The cage had a cold, plastic bottom and it was sitting on the concrete. Our basement was somewhat cool and I knew that it would be difficult to get to sleep without proper clothing or even a blanket. In all likelihood, I was going to be up all night shivering.
 
   “Nnnnnhhh!” I tried to make as much noise as possible but I couldn’t with the ball gag. Hoping to get their attention while I still could, I knocked hard on the top of the cage.
 
   “Be quiet,” my wife said sternly. Then the light went out and the basement went completely dark. “Good night.” I heard the door close and their footsteps walking away. For a couple of minutes, I was sitting there in silence, wondering what to do.
 
   “Mmmm…” I could hear my wife moaning. Luckily, the air duct to our bedroom was right over the cage, and they conducted sound very well. “Oh, yes, Dre. I want you badly!”
 
    “Yeah, bitch,” he replied. “You want my black cock, don’cha?”
 
   “I love your black cock.” I heard his belt buckle clink, while she was no doubt removing his pants. “It’s so much bigger than my husband’s.”
 
   “Yeah, suck on that cock, bitch… Yeah, that’s right. That’s right… Work it with your mouth.”
 
   I could hear the sounds of licking and sucking, and the occasional “pop” sound. I’d seen his cock in her mouth many times, and I knew what it looked like. She was struggling to pleasure his impressive manhood, taking as much into her mouth as she could, and it would make the popping sound when it slipped out. Dre was groaning deeply.
 
   “Bend over, bitch. I want to fuck your white pussy like a fucking dog.” Soon I heard Amber begin to moan and I knew that he was plowing her good with his African cunt-pleaser. My wife had told me that while Dre’s bazooka feels amazing and pleases her far better than my little squirt gun, sometimes it almost feels like it’s too much and she has trouble taking it all. In particular, she doesn’t like it when his cock hits her cervix in the doggy style position. But Dre had learned to only penetrate her with a little more than half of his cock, and that seemed to work for both of them. Judging by her moans, his thick member was giving her some incredible pleasure. I could hear smacking sounds as well, and I knew that he was spanking her hard on the ass.
 
   Just then I heard the heater click on. 
 
   My four inch penis was fully erect. Although it’s only as thick as my thumb, it was hard as a rock from the incredible sounds I was hearing. I desperately needed to masturbate but my hands were tied behind my back. And while some guys might be able to jerk off without lubrication, I can’t jerk off without it. I wanted to spit onto my penis but the ball gag prevented it. I moved my body flat against the plastic surface. I began dry humping the cold bottom of the cage, my little penis rubbing against my underpants. I heard my wife moaning in orgasm in our bedroom above as I dry humped in earnest. 
 
   “Oh, God, bitch,” Dre said. “I’m gonna cum deep inside of your tight white cunt.”
 
   “Do it, baby,” my wife moaned. “You’re so sexy, Dre. I want to have your black babies.”
 
   A couple of weeks ago, Dre had ordered Amber to stop taking the Pill. She handed me the pills and Dre directed me to flush them down the toilet. As I pulled the handle, I knew that we were going to a new level of domination. I knew that I would be raising his children, but I didn’t know about the dog cage and ball gag. I kept rubbing, needing desperately to cum, but the cold from the cage’s bottom and the cotton from my underpants weren’t helping. I lowered myself even further so that my ball sack would rub fully against the floor.
 
    “That’s right, bitch. I’m gonna nut. Gonna nut in your white pussy. Gonna nut!” Dre grunted as my wife moaned, and I knew he was filling her with his seed. 
 
   Suddenly, I felt my balls release. I whimpered into the basement darkness as my boyhood sprayed, wetting my underpants with sticky semen. As the lovers kissed and whispered upstairs, I managed to drift asleep to the hum of the heater.    
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   * * *
 
   “Did you hear about Taylor’s baby?” Our neighbor Emily was talking with my wife Alexandra, gossiping about a woman who lives four houses down from us and was nine months pregnant. Emily’s husband Chris wasn’t home yet from work, and we sitting in her kitchen having some lemonade. “Her husband isn’t the father. She’s going to have a black baby!”
 
   “You’re not serious!” Allie’s mouth was agape. “She’s sleeping with a black guy?”
 
   “With Dariun.” Emily nodded as she refilled my wife’s glass of lemonade. “The pregnancy wasn’t an accident, either. She was trying to get pregnant by Dariun. She makes Joe wear a condom whenever they make love and takes Dariun bareback, so she pretty much knew whose baby it was. But they did a DNA test and confirmed that it’s Dariun’s baby.”
 
   “How is Joe taking it?”
 
   “He knew about it all along. Not long after she started dating Dariun, she told Joe that she felt a strong desire to carry Dariun’s child. To his credit, Joe supported her. He says he’s the father of any baby his wife has, no matter the color, and he’s going to raise it as his own.”
 
   “I think that’s wonderful,” my wife said, holding my hand. “It’s very mature of Joe to look at it that way. I’d love to do that, too, if Dylan would support me.”
 
   Both women were looking at me. It felt awkward, and I said, “I don’t know…”
 
   Emily leaned forward with a devilish gleam in her eyes. “Don’t tell anyone, but I’ve been having sex with Dariun, too. I can’t resist, he’s just so damn sexy! It took me a while to get Chris to agree to let me sleep with him. The last couple months, I’ve been trying to get Chris to agree to raising Dariun’s baby. So far he says no, but I think he’ll come around. They always do.”
 
   She had a point. There were already three white couples in our neighborhood raising one of Dariun’s black babies, and now Taylor and Joe were going to make four. I’d already known about seven wives in our social circle who were having sexual relationships with Dariun, and now Emily made eight.  Odds were that it wouldn’t be long before those wives, too, became pregnant with their black stud’s babies.
 
   It wasn’t all that surprising that the neighborhood wives were interested in Dariun. He was handsome, tall and dark-skinned, with a powerful muscular physique. He was charming, charismatic and sexy. Whenever we would see him at a social event, the women were always checking him out, looking at him longingly. And if the rumors were true, he was well-hung and an amazing lover.
 
   When we got home, Allie told me that she wanted to have a sexual relationship with Dariun. She assured me that she loved me and it wasn’t a threat to our relationship, it was totally physical. I felt uncomfortable with the idea, but we talked about all of our concerns. In the end, I agreed that she could have a sexual relationship with Dariun and she agreed that I wouldn’t lose out in the bedroom because of her extracurricular activities. As soon as I agreed, she informed me that she had a date with Dariun at the beach set for Thursday afternoon. (He’d approached her a few days before and apparently she was so confident that I’d say yes that she’d already accepted his offer!)
 
   When Thursday came, I was anxious for hours while she was gone. As soon as she stepped in the door, I pounced on her, kissing her and leading her to the bedroom. I found that her pussy hair was matted down with flecks of sticky white semen and her slot was filled with cream. As I ate her out, she explained that she and Dariun had set out a beach blanket and began to spend some time on the beach, but then it started raining hard. They quickly gathered up their stuff and ran back to Dariun’s car. While waiting in the car, they began having sex. They only took off their bottoms, hoping that people would think they were just making out. As she described it, Dariun’s cock was eight inches long and thick as a beer bottle. She was riding on top of him, slowly impaling herself on his huge member and it felt fantastic as she kissed him wildly, slowly grinding. Between the excitement of having sex in public and the feeling of his new, huge cock, Allie came three times.
 
   When I finished eating her out, Allie told me that I should use a condom. She said that Dariun wants her to have his baby, and she doesn’t want to take the chance of accidentally getting pregnant by me. I opened up the dresser, found a condom, rolled it down my cock, and got back into bed. It felt amazing when I slipped my condom-clad penis inside my wife’s wet, used vagina. I rubbed it in and out for a few minutes before filling the condom.
 
   Dariun has now been dating my wife for a few months now. Our neighbor Taylor had her baby, and her husband Joe is now a doting father to their beautiful black baby daughter. And the rumor has it that Taylor might not be finished having black babies, as Dariun now wants her to try for a boy. My wife recently took a pregnancy test and we were excited to learn that we also have a baby on the way. I haven’t touched her without a condom since she’s been dating Dariun, but I’m the husband and that makes it my baby so I’ll raise it as my own. Our neighbor Emily just found out that she’s pregnant, too, but I’m sure that doesn’t surprise you. Supposedly she was on the Pill, but the Pill isn’t 100% - especially when the wife is dating a sexy, well-hung black stud. It’s crazy just how much pleasure and diversity one black man can bring to a neighborhood!  
 
    
 
   OUR AFRICAN SAFARI
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   I’m a twenty-five year old man named Tom. My wife Haley loves to read and watch documentaries about foreign countries, and for the longest time, she’s wanted to visit Africa. In particular, she wanted to spend time living with one of the African tribes. For her twenty-fifth birthday, I surprised her with an African trip. Haley had studied the language of the Gitambi, a tribe that had opened itself up to tourism. I contacted them through an agency, and they agreed to let us stay with them for a week while we met the people and enjoyed the culture.
 
   When we arrived, we were greeted by Koshanti, a tall, handsome black man with broad shoulders. He was wearing nothing but a beaded leather apron and necklaces made of brightly-colored beads, and holding a large spear. Koshanti informed us that he’s the son of the village chief. Like the other men in the village, he had an athletic build and muscles no doubt the result of a physical lifestyle. He informed us that one of his four wives had passed away and we were free to stay in her house.
 
   Haley did all the speaking and interpreting for us. As I watched and listened, it was clear from her body language and gaze that Haley was attracted to our African patron. A couple of times I thought I’d caught her checking out his ass, which was visible despite the apron. When I asked her about it, she said that she was actually checking out his cock. Apparently he was sporting a thick cock about eight inches long. “I wonder how big it gets when he’s erect?” she asked.
 
   The rest of the day, we spoke with some of the women about how they lived their lives – cooking, child care, and getting water. As we did, I couldn’t help but notice that the women were attractive, their faces not that different from black women I’d seen back home, and they walked around with their breasts exposed. They weren’t wearing any more clothing than the men. Except for having to carry water from the river (and the bugs), it seemed like a pretty nice way of living.
 
   That night, after dark, we were going to bed. We had sleeping bags laid out on the floor, and Haley was wearing nothing but a t-shirt and pair of panties. We were about to slip into our bedding when Koshanti arrived at our hut. He spoke to us in the Gitambi language. Haley translated for me, explaining that as the acting chief of the tribe and the owner of our hut, it was his right to have sex with her. She turned to me and asked what to do. I asked her to explain that we were married. He replied that it’s not a barrier in Gitambi custom, and he is free to have sex with any woman not married to another member of the tribe. As a visitor, he explained, it was my obligation to offer my wife up to him. I looked at Haley and I told her that we shouldn’t be rude. 
 
   Koshanti stepped up to Haley, took off her shirt and threw it on the ground. Haley put her arms around his muscular black body and began kissing his chest. Koshanti’s large cock was hardening, and although it didn’t get any longer it did seem to thicken as it became fully erect. He was running his hands over my wife’s body, and rubbing her ass. Koshanti then said something in his language, and Haley got down on her hands and knees. Koshanti kneeled down behind her, aiming his thick, ebony weapon at my wife’s sopping white cunt. I was a little concerned because Haley refuses to use birth control because she doesn’t want to put artificial chemicals into her body, so we use condoms for birth control. But I doubted my condoms would fit his African monster, and even if they would, he would be insulted at the request that he use them.
 
   As Koshanti’s black beast invaded my wife’s pussy, inch by inch, Haley was moaning. “It feels so good, Koshanti. Your cock is so big.” His giant black paws were holding my wife’s waist as he pounded her from behind. “Oh, God,” she groaned. Then they started talking to each other in Gitambi. After a few minutes of this, he rolled her over and got on top of her. Although he was in the missionary position, his body was positioned in an awkward way. I wondered whether she had asked him to do this and he was unfamiliar with it. He was riding up high but she spoke to him again and he lowered his body so that his chest was against hers. I could see his huge black cock pistoning up inside of my wife as her head was nestled in his neck, her arms wrapped around his powerful black frame. “Oh, God,” Haley moaned, and I could tell from her body’s contractions that she was cumming. Moments later I heard Koshanti grunting as he pushed his cock in deep. His balls were tensing and releasing, and I knew he was filling her with his African seed. He remained inside of her for a minute, then rose up and walked out of the hut.
 
   My penis, though much thinner and only five inches long, was fully erect. Haley’s cunt was red and swollen, having been heavily battered, and semen was dripping out of her and all over the sleeping bag. I reached inside our travel bag, pulled out a condom and rolled it over my penis. Then I got on top of her and, thanks to their combined juices, was able to easily slip inside.
 
   “That was amazing,” Haley said, just laying there. “It was so primal.” She wasn’t reacting at all to my movements, either unable to feel me after such a large cock or else simply focused on her encounter with Koshanti. “He didn’t even kiss me, just raw, animal-like sex. Pure fucking.” I was so excited from the show that in a manner of minutes my penis squirted its load into the condom, filling the reservoir.
 
   Over the week, Koshanti stopped by every night to have sex with Haley. She said it was the best sex of her life, not just because of his huge cock but the excitement of having sex with a tribal man. Each time, after Koshanti left, she would tell me about the intense physical sensations he gave her as me made love. It was so erotic that I filled the condom in a matter of minutes.
 
   We’re now back home. Haley just made it through the first trimester, and we’re about to tell everyone that we’re expecting a baby boy. Given that we use condoms every time and she was fertile during our week in Africa, we know the baby is Koshanti’s. We know it will cost a lot of money to raise a baby, but we’re hoping to save up enough money to visit the Gitambi tribe again. I really enjoyed seeing Koshanti’s thick black cock sliding in and out of my wife’s vagina. I think I might love it almost as much as she does!
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   * * *
 
   A few months ago, my husband Joe and I stayed at a cute little cabin in the mountains. The pictures were adorable. It was a well-decorated wood cabin situated on a well-manicured grassy hill with a private lake about 100 kilometers down the way. According to the web site, there were two bedrooms within the cabin and they charged by the room. Since it was only the two of us, we only paid for one room. We left early in the morning and drove a couple of hours to the the mountain range. We picked up the keys to the place at a real estate agency in the nearby town, then made the way up the mountain until we reached our place.
 
   “Kathy,” my husband said, “it looks like we have company.” Parked in the driveway just outside the garage was a large black SUV. He pulled into the driveway, parked the car and looked at me. “I guess somebody else must have rented the other room.”
 
   “That’s okay, honey,” I said, leaning over to kiss him. “We’re on vacation and we’re going to have a great time.” 
 
   We unloaded some of our bags and walked up through the garage into the kitchen. Standing at the gas burning stove and cooking on a cast iron skillet was a tall black man wearing nothing but swimming trunks. He seemed to be in his late thirties. He turned and flashed a white-toothed smile at us, and quickly checked me out. “I guess you’re our neighbors. I’m Deondre. My girlfriend, Madison, she’s in our bedroom getting dressed.”
 
   “Pleased to meet you,” Joe said. He put down the bags, walked over and shook Deondre’s hand. 
 
   I found myself instantly attracted to Deondre. Before I met Joe, I was always attracted to strong, dominant men, and I had dated some black men in the past. But as I entered my late twenties, I knew that I should probably get serious about finding a long-term partner. Although Joe was kind of geeky and didn’t work out, I thought he would be a faithful partner and a good provider. Joe had a tiny penis and he really wasn’t much in the sex department, but I knew that you need to make concessions with any partner. I’d pretty much decided that my sex life was over when I settled down with Joe, that I would just do the missionary position once or twice a month, but just looking at Deondre was getting my panties wet. It had been so long since I’d been with a strong, sexy man and I was yearning for that kind of connection.
 
   I heard a door opened and turned to see a beautiful brunette walking out of the bedroom in a bikini. I’m twenty-nine, and Madison looked to be in her early twenties with large perky breasts and a great ass. Frankly, aside from the age difference and the fact that I’m a blonde, we really didn’t look that much different. She walked over to Deondre, put her hands on him and kissed his neck.
 
   Joe and I went into our bedroom, which was right next to theirs. After putting away our things, we walked out to the kitchen, sat down at the bar and shared some pasta with our new cabin mates. We learned that Deondre works in sales for a technology company and Madison works as a hair stylist, and they were only staying for the weekend. Apparently it’s a timeshare and Deondre stays there that week every year. They said they were going to take a dip in the lake, and they asked us if we’d like to join them. We agreed, and after eating we went to our rooms and put on our swim wear.
 
   I hadn’t been planning on wearing my bikini in front of anybody but Joe. The house had a Jazuzzi as well as a hot tub outside, and I hadn’t even thought about swimming in the lake. Frankly, I was hoping to use this vacation as a little honeymoon for us and as an opportunity to start a family. I’d charted my cycle and I knew that I was ovulating that weekend, so I left my diaphragm at home and I brought clothing that I hoped would get Joe in the mood. I’d brought two bikinis but they were both small and see-through, leaving little to the imagination, and when I put one on I hesitated to wear it in front of Deondre and Madison. Joe assured me that I looked great and that we were with friends, and there was nothing to be ashamed of. He reminded me that we had gone naked with friends in hot tubs before, so there wasn’t anything to be worried about.
 
   When I stepped out into the living room, Deondre whistled. “Damn, girl, you’re looking fine.” I blushed as he looked me up and down. Joe just smiled meekly. We donned our sunglasses, went out the glass back door and walked down the grassy hill to the lake. Deondre was holding Madison’s hand as they walked behind us, but I kept sneaking an occasional look back and noticed that Deondre couldn’t keep his eyes off of my ass. And clearly he liked what he saw because there was a large bulge in his trunks that was making it difficult for him to walk – he was obviously well hung.
 
   The lake was beautiful, with a large dock, a pontoon raft, and kayaks on the beach. We spent a couple hours swimming and talking, and we each took turns with the kayaks. I learned that Madison and I share a love of cooking, and she invited me to join her on a shopping trip to the local market and to help her prepare lunch. We had a great time talking, and she mentioned that she and Deondre weren’t all that serious, and that they had an open relationship. She told me that Deondre was attracted to me and that she wouldn’t be offended if I wanted to spend some alone time with him. I told her that I appreciate the offer but I’m a married woman in an exclusive relationship.
 
   On the drive back up the road, we saw the guys still out on the lake. We started making dinner and, around five o’clock, Madison asked me to call the guys. But before I could do it, I saw them walking up to the back door. Joe was out of breath and barely able to walk, and his skin was a deep, bright red. I realized that he’d been outside in the sun for hours without any sunscreen. When I touched his skin, he felt very hot. He took a cold shower, and then I rubbed him down with lotion. As I rubbed in the moisturizer, he told me that he was in serious pain but that he didn’t want his screw-up to ruin the vacation for me. I told him not to worry about me, I just wanted him to feel better.
 
   During dinner, it was clear that Joe was in pain. After, when we sat down to watch a movie together, Joe excused himself to go to bed. He took some ibuprofen and sleep medication, and left me with Madison and Deondre. Madison suggested that we pour some drinks and jump into the hot tub. After making some cocktails, we turned on the hot tub and jumped in.
 
   We each had a couple of drinks in the tub, and it wasn’t long before I felt more than a little tipsy. I couldn’t see what was happening beneath the bubbles but I felt Deondre hand rubbing my leg. Then slowly, I felt his hand began to creep up my inner thigh. I don’t know if it was the incredible physical attraction I had for him or the alcohol, but I turned to him. He began kissing me and fondling my breasts while Madison just looked on. The more we kissed, the hornier I got, and Madison suggested that we take it to the bedroom. 
 
   Deondre took my into the bedroom and locked the door. His bedroom looked just like ours but the floor plan was reversed. The bed was against the wall that separated the rooms, so right next to the bed my husband was sleeping on. Suddenly I thought it was a bad idea, but Deondre was unstoppable, kissing me and backing me up toward the bed. I wasn’t sure if Joe was asleep so I decided I would need to be quiet. As I laid down, Deondre dropped his shorts and unleashed his mighty black cock. It dwarfed my husband’s little Vienna sausage, and I eager took it inside of my mouth. It had been years since I’d given a man a blowjob, but it came back to me and I licked and sucked him eagerly. When his black staff was fully erect in my mouth, he pushed me back and got on top of me. He took no time at all, and simply lined his massive cock up at my entrance. The room started spinning a bit so I put a foot on the floor to stop it, but put my other leg up around Deondre’s leg. His thick black cock easily slipped inside my wet pussy, its folds lubricated with my ovulation.
 
   My black lover was pushing relentlessly inside of me, like a fox raiding a henhouse for my eggs. The bed was squeaking as he pounded me forcefully, his muscles flexing. The sheer physical pleasure of a large cock is indescribable, and I couldn’t help but moan. His powerful erection was thrusting deep, touching my cervix. With my diaphragm back at home in its case, my fertile white cunt was defenseless against the invading black monster.
 
   “Oh yeah, bitch. Yeah, that’s right. That’s right, I’m cumming!” Deondre pushed inside of me and gritted his teeth as he grunted, blasting my cunt with his cream. As I was ovulating, I knew that my fertile cunt was filled with that sticky, stringy mucus, assisting my black lover’s sperm as they swam their way toward my egg. Deondre laid in bed beside me, breathing heavily, and we kissed before drifting off to sleep. 
 
   In the morning, I was surprised that Deondre was still in my bed. He fucked me doggy style and came inside of me again. Then we took a shower together, and he fucked me hard up against the shower wall. Finally I went and checked on Joe. He was still in serious pain and decided to stay indoors again, watching television while I frolicked with our cabin mates. He told me that he’d heard me having sex with Deondre through the wall and he supported me doing it, considering how he wasn’t able to perform. I kissed him and told him thank you, I will! I had sex with Deondre twice each day over the weekend, and one of the times Madison joined in and made it a threesome.
 
    When Deondre and Madison left, Joe started feeling better. We actually managed to have sex a couple of times before the week was over. And wouldn’t you guess it – I’m now three months pregnant with a baby boy! Joe and I are very excited, but Joe is a little worried that the baby might be black. He’s not racist or anything, but he’s unsure how his family will take it. No matter what happens, though, we will provide a loving and happy household for our newest addition. And guess what? Joe just surprised me by telling me that he booked us another week at the same cabin for the same week. Maybe this time, Deondre and I can try for a girl!
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   * * *
 
   “Hey Anna,” Nicole said, speaking to my wife, “did you hear the news?” Nicole was my wife’s friend but she was also quite a gossip. I’d been watching the game in the family room but I was in the kitchen grabbing a beer, so I overheard. “Ahmed is back at home.”
 
   “Really?” Anna said. “I was hoping he was gone for good.”
 
   “Look out the window,” Nicole said, smiling ear to ear. Sure enough, across the street and two doors down, was a tall, muscular young man with dark black skin. He was dribbling a basketball and shooting hoops in the street.
 
    “Wow,” Anna said admiringly. “He’s really grown up.”
 
   “Yeah,” Nicole said. “He’s looking good.”
 
   Ahmed was a foster care kid that the neighbors had taken in when he was in elementary school. The kid was always getting into trouble. When he was in middle school, he was rumored to be selling drugs and he spent some time in the juvenile courts. In high school, he was again arrested, this time in connection with a double homicide a few hours away. It was a grisly crime and one of the victims was disabled and in a wheelchair. But the police couldn’t really prove he was involved and he ended up serving time in juvenile detention. That was the last that we’d seen of him. We were glad that he was gone because we thought he was a bad influence for the neighborhood children. But now Anna seemed to be looking at him quite differently now, as a sexy and sexual white woman in her early thirties looking longingly at a strapping young adult black man.
 
   In bed that night, while making love to Anna, I mentioned how attracted she seemed to be to Ahmed. Although she denied it, it seemed to get her excited. I asked her how she’d like to feel his strong, young, muscular black body against her soft white flesh, and see if it’s true what they say about black guys. She played back with me, asking if I’d like to see my naughty wife in bed with Ahmed, and his thick black cock slipping in and out of her white pussy. We both had a lot of fun fantasizing about Ahmed fucking Anna’s brains out but when we went to sleep, I figured that would be the end of it.
 
   “You know, Nathan, I was thinking,” Anna said, sipping on her travel mug of coffee before heading out for work. “We need to have those trees cut in the backyard. It’s been over a month now and I know you’re busy. How about if I hire Ahmed? I mean, I don’t know if he’s experienced at tree cutting but we have all the equipment.”
 
   I was a little surprised. I certainly didn’t think my wife only wanted him there to cut the trees, but after our great round of sex the night before, I figured it might be fun to see what happens. “I think that’s a great idea. Just looking at him, I’m sure he’s got the right equipment and he’ll get the job done. What he lacks in experience he’ll make up for with eagerness.”
 
   “Very funny,” she replied. “But seriously, you’re okay with it?”
 
   “I’m fine with it,” I said, heading out the front door. “Have fun.”
 
   That night, Anna told me that she’d approached Ahmed and he would be happy to do a little landscaping for us. She said that he’d be over on Thursday night to cut down the trees and haul away the wood. It was an unfortunate choice of day because I always work late on Thursdays, so I wouldn’t be able to watch their interaction. But a coworker agreed to cover my shift on Thursday so I was able to come home and check up on the landscaping job. 
 
   After visiting a friend and running some errands, I arrived back at our house a little after three. I parked down the street and walked up to our house, around the side and peeked over the fence. Sure enough, Ahmed had done an excellent job in removing the damaged trees. The wood was still there but it was stacked up nicely.
 
   I opened the fence door to the back yard but I didn’t see him anywhere around. I then looked through the back window. Anna and Ahmed were standing in the kitchen. Ahmed was wearing shorts and a t-shirt, which was soaked with sweat. My wife, for no apparent reason other than to tease the boy, was wearing tiny jean shorts and a bikini top. They were each drinking what appeared to be glasses of lemonade. Then Anna put down her glass and removed Ahmed’s t-shirt. He leaned in and kissed her. Then she took his hand and led him down the hallway, in the direction of our bedroom.
 
   I walked up the deck and quietly sneaked in through the back door. I made my way over to the bedroom but the door was closed. I could hear Anna’s voice and that of her black lover.
 
   “You’ve grown into such a sexy young man,” Anna said.
 
   “Thank you,” Ahmed said. “You’re a hot white MILF.”
 
    Then I heard the sounds of kissing. I tried the door handle slowly but it was locked. I walked down the hallway to the den, pulled a hanger out of the closet and bent the top of it straight. I went back to the bedroom door and stuck the straight part of the hanger into the door and turned the handle. It turned and I slowly opened it a crack, just enough to see.
 
   Anna was on her knees in front of Ahmed. Her hands were holding his cock, which was easily ten inches long and impossibly thick. “I’d always wanted to fuck a black guy,” Anna said. “I’ve always wanted to feel a real cock inside of me. I’ve only been with one other man besides my husband, and both of them have baby-sized little things.” She had one hand beneath his balls and the other holding his shaft as she took the head into her mouth. Her eyes were locked on Ahmed’s as his cock went in and out of her mouth. She began twisting her head as she sucked on it, twirling her tongue around his cock. Anna had given me blowjobs when we were dating but not anymore, and they were never like this.
 
   Amhed was groaning. “Yeah, bitch, that’s right. Suck on that black cock. Take that thick black cock inside of your mouth. Tell me how much you love it. Tell me, bitch.”
 
   “Oooh, I love your big black cock,” my wife said, then went back to sucking on him. Then she stood up, slipped out of her jean shorts, and removed her bikini top. She reached a hand down and began to play with herself. “I’m so fucking wet for you. Do you see that? I don’t get wet like this for my husband, but my pussy needs your cock.”
 
   “Bend over the bed,” he said. “I want to fuck you like a doggy.” As his cock slowly worked its way into my wife’s pussy, she was moaning, praising him for his massive manhood. When he was fully inside of her, he began fucking her slowly with long strokes. “Yeah, you took it all, bitch. Every fucking inch.” He began slowly increasing the speed and it wasn’t long before he was fucking her hard and fast. Anna was moaning the whole time, and twice she cried out in orgasm. The most I’d ever given her was one, and they were just getting started. They fucked with her on top before going into the missionary position, and they spoon-fucked side-by-side for a few minutes before Ahmed finally blasted his spunk deep inside my wife’s cunt. My wife was leaning back over her shoulder and kissed him, all the while pumping his shaft with her hand, when I quietly closed the door shut and tiptoed away. 
 
   That was two months ago. All summer long, Ahmed has been by our house helping perform all sorts of tasks. I only watched the two of them fucking that one time, but I can tell by their furtive glances that they are still having sex. My love life with Anna has improved dramatically, and we are now having sex a couple of times per week. When I come home and see Ahmed is just leaving, I like to insist on sex right then. Anna always resists but eventually relents, and I think we both know that I’m getting sloppy seconds from the neighborhood thug. Her pussy feels velvety smooth and well-lubricated, and I totally love it!  
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   * * *
 
   My name is Aaron. Ever since I met her, my wife Danielle didn’t want to have her own children – she wanted to adopt African babies. It seems like all of the Hollywood stars are doing this, and it shows that you are open-minded and progressive. “It’s only DNA,” she said. “It doesn’t matter how who the biological parents are.” Since that had been her desire from the beginning, I’d always known that I wouldn’t be the biological father of our children and I was okay with that.
 
   After trying for over a year to adopt with no success, Danielle came up with another idea: she would just get pregnant by a black guy. It would avoid all of the hassles of going through adoption agencies and foreign countries while still giving us an African child to raise, and when people saw us in public and saw the difference in our skin tones, they would assume that we’d adopted the children. The only real downside that we could see is that the baby wouldn’t have pure black skin, but we decided that whatever man would breed Danielle would need to have the darkest skin possible.
 
   Danielle went off the Pill and I started wearing condoms. Using the Tinder app, we found a guy in our area to do the job. The guy’s name is Leonard. He’s 6’4 and very muscular, handsome with dark black skin, and he claims to have a thick, ten-inch cock. Even better, he said he’d recently been tested for venereal diseases and he’s clean. She spoke with him over Facetime and learned that he works construction, he’s never been married, and he has seven children by five women. (There are a few other women claiming to have his children but they’ve never been DNA tested, and Leonard says they’re just trying to pin their babies on him because he has a job.) After their call, Danielle said he’s very charismatic and she got wet just talking to him. She invited him to come to our house that Friday night.
 
   When Leonard arrived, I was a little intimidated by him. I knew he was going to be tall, muscular and black, but seemed even bigger than I’d imagined and he moved with swagger. He was totally confident with Danielle, and she was clearly attracted to him and acting submissive to him in a way she’d never been with me. When he leaned down to kiss her, she eagerly accepted and their hands were running all over each other’s bodies as they French kissed in our kitchen. Leonard took her blouse of right there and started for her skirt, but Danielle asked if they could take it to the bedroom. I followed along to watch.
 
   Sitting together on our bed, Danielle and Leonard began kissing again, and he reached one of his big black hands down her skirt between her legs. She was moaning as he diddled her clit. She took off her bra and when he removed her skirt, I saw that she had no panties on. My wife unbuckled his belt and pulled down his jeans and boxers. He hadn’t exaggerated – his black cock was easily twice the length of mine and impossibly thick, and he still wasn’t fully erect. Danielle eagerly took his tool into his mouth, locking her eyes on his as she played with his balls and sucked his cock.
 
   “Yeah, baby,” he groaned. “That’s it.” He unbuttoned his shirt and threw his shirt and undershirt onto the floor. They were now both entirely naked as my wife was on her knees on the floor, servicing her well-hung black lover. As she flitted her tongue over his rod, I couldn’t believe that my quiet, reserved wife was so eagerly and expertly sucking his cock, with saliva dripping all over and down his manhood. She hardly ever performed oral sex on me, and even then it was only a half-hearted effort. But she seemed obsessed with her handsome black stud and his mighty black serpent. Part of it, no doubt, was the fact that she was now off birth control and she had slippery “egg white” cervical mucus that signaled that she was at her most fertile time of the month. I suspected that the fact she was about to have unprotected sex, and possibly get impregnated by this amazing male specimen, had her incredibly turned on.
 
   Danielle laid back on the bed. Leonard gave her only a brief licking before he took station and lined up his cock at her entrance. He was slowly rubbing his cockhead in her entrance, wetting it and teasing her clit, and threatening to penetrate her with his thick black rod. She’d never had another cock inside of her and she was begging him, “please put it inside of me!” He slowly began to violate her, pushing his powerful erection inside of her. “Oh God! It feels so good! It’s so much bigger than my husband’s.” She then looked over at me, embarrassed. I just smiled and she focused back on Leonard. He was pushing in deeper now, and I could tell by the look on her face that she was experiencing sheer joy. She wrapped her arms around his broad black shoulders and locked her legs around his waist. They kissed passionately as he pistoned his cock in and out of her grateful cunt.
 
   “Does it feel good, honey?” I asked.
 
   “It’s so big,” she replied, breathing heavily. “It rubs my clit with every thrust… Oh God, I’m cumming!” I’d never seen my wife have such a strong reaction before. She was arching her back, groaning loudly, and the look on her face was of pure ecstasy. I don’t know if it was in response to my wife’s powerful orgasm, but just then Leonard announced that he was cumming, too. He pushed inside balls deep, and I could see his shaft pulsing as he flooded my wife’s womb with his seed. As they rode out their mutual orgasm, hundreds of millions of his sperm were flooding her, filling every crevice, and swimming their way towards her egg in their new home.
 
   That was their first encounter. For months now, Leonard stops by three or four times a week to have sex with Danielle at night. Sometimes I watch, but other times I just listen to Danielle’s loud, powerful orgasms from the bathroom and jerk off. Hearing her praise her black lover’s sexual skills and virile black cock always gets me off. Oh, and while I don’t know if she took during that first encounter, it certainly didn’t take long for Danielle to get pregnant. She is now seven months pregnant with twin boys, and we’re very excited to be new parents. Leonard is happy, too, and says he wants to try for a girl next. We both think that’s a great idea!
 
   GOING BLACK AT
 
   MY WHITE WEDDING
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Jeff, my boyfriend all the way through high school, and I had planned to be married as soon as we graduated. This was a period in our history that brides were expected to wear white down the aisle, and to be virgins when their new husbands reached for them in their marriage bed. Though I don’t know how, with my teasing flirtatious nature, I had maintained my own cherry for my husband. 
 
   I was a nineteen year old virgin, 5’ 6” and 120lbs, with long red hair, snow white skin, and a pert set of small 34b breasts with pink nipples. Though small, my little breasts were firm always stood up and out, and I didn’t need a bra. I had long shapely legs and a cute rounded little butt. My favorite outfits were always sensuous and provocative, and particularly in the summer months I liked to wear short shorts that would let my sexy little butt cheeks hang out. I had a flat stomach, and a very pretty little belly button. So I liked wearing skimpy halter-tops, or blouses tied under my breasts exposing my belly. I knew I was sexy and I worked at teasing all the boys in my life whether Jeff was with me or not.
 
   I had always been a naughty little tease as far back as I can remember. Mother used to keep me in frilly little dresses, and she always bought me the prettiest silk panties. When I would see a man looking at me, I’d give him that sweet innocent smile, “accidentally” part my legs and show him my panties as long as he wanted to look. Mother never said anything to me, but Daddy was always telling me to pull my skirt down and sit like a lady. I did learn early that no matter the age, most men will look and keep looking. 
 
   My reckless taunting did become a problem for Jeff, and in the senior year of our relationship we had a large spat about my promiscuous nature. I loved Jeff, and I agreed to stop everything I was doing that upset him. Then I found out he was playing with the girls that were more promiscuous than I had ever been, and I broke up with him. After almost three months of not seeing each other, or talking, we decided it was over and met to return the things we’d given each other. We had been very amiable in our separation and decided to have a last coke together at our favorite spot on the levy. We discussed a lot of things, and came to terms with the things we loved most in each other and the things we couldn’t live with. 
 
    
 
   I admitted my naughtiness was totally innocent and didn’t mean anything, but that was me, and I would probably never be able to change that. So any man that would be my husband would have to love me that way. It was then that Jeff admitted even though it made him jealous and angry sometimes watching me tease and flirt with other boys. It also made him proud, and sometimes even “hard” watching other guys drooling over his girl. He admitted that in the past three months we were apart, he realized my wickedness was one of the things he loved most about me, how much he had missed that and didn’t ever want me to change. That should have given me some clues, but at nineteen? 
 
   I loved dancing, and he hated it, so while we were at it, I told him we also needed to address that problem. He agreed, if I were going to tease and flirt, dancing with other men would be a part of that. And I should be allowed to be as naughty as I wanted, as long as I never embarrassed, hurt, or let him doubt my love for him. And by the time we left the levy we were engaged again, and our wedding was on still on. 
 
   Our wedding had been set for Christmas Eve at 7:00pm, a good six months after our graduation, and Jeff was getting harder to hold off much longer. However, I think every hormone in me must have suddenly been loosed with a vengeance. I was beginning to have feelings, urges and emotions raging through my body I’d never experienced before. I was becoming a woman so swiftly now that some days it was hard for me to recognize even myself. I knew our wedding night better come soon. It was becoming harder for me to maintain my own self-control, and about three weeks before the date I faltered and wanted Jeff to take me. He told me we had waited this long, it meant so much to me, that we would wait now. 
 
   It was about that time my problems really began to intensify because a few days later, I met Jeff’s stepfather “Mike” for the first time. Jeff’s mother had died five years earlier leaving Mike a widower at the young age of thirty-five, and with her three children from previous relationships. Although he knew Mike wasn’t his biological father, he was the only father figure that Jeff had known and he called him “Dad.” But since Mike was black and the children were white, Jeff’s maternal family stepped up and took all the children into their homes.
 
   Mike, in his quest to out run the grief of losing the love of his life, and his guilt for having an affair with a neighbor’s wife when his wife died, began traveling and settled in Phoenix, Arizona. He had been out there for the past four years, and in all my time with Jeff, I had never met Mike. I had asked Jeff about his stepdad, and he had told me as much as he could remember, including that Mike was an extremely handsome womanizer and few women could resist his charm. Ok, every son thinks his dad is the greatest man in the world so I took that with a grain of salt and didn’t think about it anymore. 
 
   Mike had been sent a wedding invitation, and two weeks before the wedding he was back in town. He said his first child was being married and he wouldn’t have missed it for the world. He wanted to be there to do anything he could to help us in any way we needed. Jeff had joined the Navy right after graduation, and two days after the wedding we had to report in at Norfolk VA. Since we only had one day to be home after our wedding, we hadn’t bothered to rent an apartment, and had planned on spending our wedding night at Jeff’s grandmother’s home. Mike said a man and his new bride deserved more than coming home on their first nights, and made his first order of business to secure the bridal suite at a five star hotel for us, for the wedding night and rest of the weekend. 
 
   The afternoon Mike arrived back in town Jeff brought him to my house to meet me and my family. Jeff was not exaggerating about all the things he’d said about his stepdad. He was every one of those and even a few more that I would come to know. The first time I saw him he was drop dead gorgeous and nearly took my breath away. I was not the only one effected by him – my mother (38 years old and had only known my father in all her life) nearly fainted, and my Aunt Kay (36 years old and a very experienced “married” woman) was instantly flush. At six foot four inches, he had dark black skin and 220lbs of solid muscle. Mike had a soft sexy voice of authority, and big warm brown eyes that told you it was going to always be his way, and you were going to love it. At my tender age of nineteen this charming forty-one-year-old Adonis put me in my true place every time we were together. I was a silly girl about to become a young woman, and as narcissistic as I was at that age, I never stood a chance. 
 
   Mike seemed to have gotten over his grief and guilt in the time he spent in Arizona, or at least it would seem that way when we were together. He was as wickedly flirtatious as me and began teasing and cutting up with me from the first minute we met. Jeff’s family was very affectionate and the expression of affection for each other was never a problem, even in public. So Jeff was not at all upset when on our first meeting – and in front of both Mother and Aunt Kay – he told me it was time for his soon to be daughter-in-law to greet her new Dad with a kiss. Then gave me a big hug, and kissed me right on the lips. 
 
   In those next two weeks we spent quite a bit of time together with all the things that had yet to be done. Mike never faltered in that two weeks, and if Jeff didn’t have his car, he was there to take us anywhere we needed to go. Mike and Jeff would pick me, and sometimes Aunt Kay up late in the morning, and we’d stop for a brunch before starting our day. Aunt Kay took an instant liking to Mike, and he had his eye on her as well. 
 
   In a sense, Jeff’s dad brought two men into my life. In the first few days I began to feel (and like) the differences. As the “Dad”, a soft gentle loving man, he saw me as his future daughter-in-law and wife of his son, and I felt warm and cuddly, and felt safe near him. And “Mike” was the other man, a strong, confident, primitive male animal that would have whatever he wanted, make a woman beg him to take it. Being near this man made me soaking wet, and feel things I didn’t allow myself to admit. It was Mike’s eyes that constantly fed on every small glimpse of flesh I “accidentally” exposed to them. Even when I wasn’t “careless” with my skirts or blouses, I could look into those lovely brown eyes and see myself as he was seeing me right then, young, pretty completely naked, and ripe for his picking. 
 
   If I should have been upset with him for that I wasn’t. Like most other women the lust for me I saw his eyes caused me to become tremble inside. What frightened me most was the new exciting emotions I began feeling, and liking when he was around. There was another thing about Mike, he had a bulge in his trousers much larger than I had ever seen on any of the boys in school, including my Jeff. I had several girl friends that had already gotten married. Two of them had married boys with big dicks and were always talking about how wonderful it was to feel their husband’s big dicks stretching and filling them every night. Now I had a man with a big dick lusting for me, and I began wondering what it would be like to feel him inside me. The only problem was, he wasn’t my man. In that short two weeks it became like a drug, the more I saw his bulge, the more I needed to see it, and the more it was in my mind. 
 
   When I knew we’d be together I began wearing my shorter skirts, without nylons and low cut blouse. When Mike would drive us somewhere, saying Jeff was crowding me, I’d sit as close to him as I could making sure my leg was touching his. I was never careful about where my skirt was, and resting my hand on his knee I could see the tent rise in his trousers, or sometimes a long tube running down his leg. I had to fight the swelling urge to slide my hand higher on his leg and feel his bulge. When we got out of the car, I’d slide out on his side instead of Jeff’s, letting my skirt slide up giving him slow generous displays of exposed bare white legs. And Mike never missed a minute of exposures I offered him. The closer we came to my wedding night, the more intense my budding curiosity became, and every time I saw the tent in his trousers I began to get wet and itch. 
 
   The first Saturday night we had everything pretty well in order, and Mike wanted to take us to one of the clubs he was a member of for dinner, a few drinks and some dancing. I couldn’t refuse, it had been months since I had been dancing, and this would be the first chance since our little discussion to test Jeff’s resolve for the promise he’d made me about my dancing 
 
   Jeff didn’t want to dance, and asked his dad if he would mind dancing with me. We’d had a few drinks, and not being a drinker I was feeling mine. Mike said I should get up and dance a few sets to clear my head, and he was right. The first few dances were normal except Mike did hold me a little close, but then Jeff never said anything so maybe he didn’t hold me as close as I thought he had. I didn’t miss a chance to show off for Mike, and I fear that the wine made me a little more brazen than I would have normally been. About the third set Mike pulled me tight, and I could feel the big bulge I had seen earlier against my stomach. I didn’t want dad not to like me, but I didn’t want him to think his son was marrying a loose cheap slut either, and I pulled back. He had made his impression, and let me have my way that time. The set was three slow dances, and when we got back to the table I knew Jeff would see the bulge in Mike’s trousers. And that he had been rubbing it against me as we danced. He would see how flush and breathless it had made me. That would be the test, could he accept that or would he blow up. 
 
   Then it dawned on me: not only had Jeff been drinking his own drink, but while we were dancing Jeff had been drinking mine, too. I didn’t mind as it kept me from getting drunk, but the drinks had begun to get to him and he hadn’t seen a thing his dad had done to me. After a few more sets it was getting late and we needed to go. Dad went out and started the car to let it warm up a little then came back to get Jeff and me. Jeff was barely mobile from the drinks and dad had to almost carry him to the car. We laid him in the back seat and he was asleep before Mike pulled away from the curb.
 
   Without Jeff in the front seat, I had plenty of room and little excuse, so I didn’t slide right next to Mike. He put his arm around me and pulled me over to him, telling me that I was going to make him think I didn’t like him anymore. Putting my leg against his, and resting my hand on his leg, I giggled and asked him, “Is this what you wanted?” He told me I wasn’t there yet, but I was getting close. The car got warm, and Mike told me to take my coat off so he could enjoy my young pretty breasts. I took it off and laid it across the back of the seat. That night I had worn a button down the front blouse, and when I took my coat off, Mike told me to unbutton another button, and pull my blouse open. When I did his fingers began caressing my cleavage and around the edge of my bra. My nipples began to sting and got rock hard, but I know I saw him throb a couple of times and that made it worth it. God, I wanted to take his black cock in my hand and feel him so bad. Before I knew it we were at my house, Mike got out and walked me to the door, kissed me goodnight then took Jeff home. I don’t remember just exactly when, but I had stopped letting Mike kiss me, and had begun kissing him back. 
 
   The next morning Jeff took me to breakfast and I told him about the night before and how dad had danced with me and held me against him, but he was too drunk to even notice. Jeff said he thought he had agreed I could dance close and tease as much as I wanted, but if I didn’t like it, he would talk to his dad. I told him no, I loved it, but I didn’t want him to be upset with me again. He said I teased everyone else, did I have a problem letting a man he loved enjoy my teasing a little? It would only be for a few more days and we’d be married and gone. I gave him a big kiss and told him I’d love teasing dad, but I still had a problem with his drinking. Actually, the problem was that he didn’t drink and right now it seemed all our families (both) wanted was to take Jeff out for alcohol. So he promised that on our wedding night he wouldn’t touch a drop. 
 
   The next week went by quickly and I didn’t see dad but three times, and I missed him, more than I should have I fear. Jeff had the car and our time was just the two of us and the best man and his wife. By Friday everything was set and done, and all we had to do now was have the wedding on the following Wednesday evening. I had all my wedding and honeymoon clothing bought, but Aunt Kay wanted to do some shopping that week and while we were out I saw a beautiful satin front button blouse I fell in love with to add to my honeymoon clothes. That Saturday afternoon Jeff told me dad wanted to take us out again. I “almost” hated myself in that few minutes as I felt my nipples harden instantly and the moisture beginning to flow into my panties. Mike was like dancing with a dream and I couldn’t pass up the chance to go dancing again, especially with him. 
 
   Our night was much the same as last weeks, except that this week Mike wanted my Daddy, Mother and Aunt Kay to go with us. Now Aunt Kay and Daddy are partiers and dancers, and Mother (like Jeff) is not. Mother and Jeff had no problem sitting the night out. Mother had fallen in love with Jeff the first time she met him. So the rest of us had a great time. Mike did a lot of dancing with Aunt Kay this week, and he was as wicked with her as he was with me. I was actually getting jealous just knowing my aunt and her ways. I knew before she went home that she was going to fuck Mike, and by now he was “mine”. 
 
   I had to wear my new blouse that night and added a little to it. My breasts always stood out then, and that night I decided not to wear a bra and see what effect (if any) it would have on Mike. It may not have had any effect on Mike but it sure did on my Jeff. He even danced with me one time to tell me how hot I looked, and I should buy ten more just like it. We sat out several dances, taking time for a drink (I had two sips of mine). Then a set of slow oldies came up, and Mike dragged me out on the dance floor. Running his fingers slowly up the middle of my back Mike had discovered a zone about an inch below my bra strap (if I’d worn one that night) no one had ever touched before, at least the way he was touching it. Applying a little pressure he had me pushing myself against his bulge on the first dance. 
 
   Mike was rock hard, and feeling him rubbing his black cock against my belly was so electrifying, I couldn’t have pulled away now if I’d wanted. And I didn’t want to, just realizing that huge hard bulge against my belly was for “me”, and was the result of all my teasing. I just snuggled into his arms, looked into his big brown lust-filled eyes, smiled, laid my head on his shoulder and enjoyed his hardness. I had never felt these sexual sensations so strong before, and I didn’t want them to end. He began nibbling on my ear, and whispering all the things a woman loves to hear a man say to her. Mike had me on fire, and on the last dance of the set, he danced me into a dim corner. Just as he was about to put his lips against mine, one of his friends cut in. After the dance with his friend, I told him it was late and we had to go. Mike went to get the car. Mother was ready for bed so Daddy took her and Aunt Kay home. By the time we got in it was already warm, and just as last week, Jeff was barely conscious from the drinks and was asleep within minutes. That night turned out to be a cold clear night. About six inches of snow had fallen while we were dancing, and it was almost as light as day. 
 
   Teasingly, I sat on my own side of the car, but that didn’t last a block. Mike told me he knew damn well I wasn’t cold, and I knew what he wanted. I slipped my coat off, slid over next to him and giggling I asked him, “Is this what my baby wants?” “No, it’s time for this.” He took my hand and put in on his leg, then he put his hand on my leg and pulled it against his. The two top buttons on my blouse were already unbuttoned. Mike said, as pretty as I was, my blouse needed a couple more undone. I told him, “Mike, I don’t have a bra on.” He just smiled at me and I realized he knew that. And without another word, my trembling fingers undid two more buttons as my nipples strained against the blouse. Then I asked if I could ask my new “dad” a couple of questions. When he said I could do about anything I wanted with him and chuckled. There was a small neighborhood park about a block from my house where Jeff and I would park the last few minutes before he’d take me home. Mike pulled in and parked so we could talk. I asked him if he thought I would be woman enough to keep Jeff happy. That brought about my first argument with dad because I wasn’t expecting the answer got. 
 
   “No Debbie,” Mike said, “the question is will Jeff be man enough to keep you happy? And the answer to that is no.” With some animosity I asked him just exactly what he meant by that. “You are too much woman for Jeff, and after he takes your cherry you are going to become even more of a woman. Every fiber in your body will come to life, and Jeff will only be able to stir the coals in your belly.”
 
   For the first time Mike became what may have been considered fresh or inappropriate with me. His hand was massaging my knee. “But you’ll have to spread these pretty legs for other men to put the fire in your loins out, and you will. Each day I’ve spent with you, you’ve been like a blossoming flower opening up one petal at a time. I’ve seen a new woman with an increasing restlessness replacing the giddy young girl I met two weeks ago. And I promise you Debbie, before the end of your wedding day you’ll lay in your marriage bed after Jeff has gone to sleep thinking of another man.” 
 
   I was so angry with him I just wanted him out of my site, and told him to just take me home. I told him he didn’t know me, and asked him just what kind of a girl he thought I was? 
 
   He still had his arm was around me holding me tight, and I couldn’t get away. By now though, I don’t think I wanted to, and I realized in the heat of his words I had forgotten what I was doing. My hand had moved higher, and I was gently squeezing his thigh. He did take me home and we were in front of my house now. He took my face in his hand and looking into my eyes, his voice got much softer and sterner, and he said, “Debbie, I do know you, and I know what kind of a girl you are. Right now you are a very special little prick-teasing virgin.” This was the first time dad had ever used a dirty word with me, and the way he said it started shock waves charging through me. “But one day, and soon, you’re going to be just another little slut looking for another man to satisfy your needs. Your marriage won’t last six months before another man will be touching you where you’re aching to be touched, but your husband never will.” 
 
   Our lips had only been a breath apart while he was chastening me, and as upset as he had just made me. My heart was about ready to jump out of my chest, my panties were soaking wet. My lips were anticipating the sweet rewarding caress of his lips after the scolding I’d just endured. It was a long, tender and affectionate caress, teasing my lips, then sliding down my neck, and caressing the exposed parts of my breasts. I was on fire, and fighting for my breath when he took the hand I had on his leg and placed it on his long hard cock and whispered in my ear, “This is what you’ve been aching to do, isn’t it?” I didn’t answer him, and he told me to say it. I could hardly talk, but I did utter a very shaky “Yes.” He put his hand back on my knee and told me to spread my legs for him. Every fiber in my body was raging. I was on the peak of an orgasm that was about to happen with my next breath. 
 
   He was nibbling on my cleavage, and I was kissing his cheek and ears, I couldn’t stand it any longer and I whispered, almost beggingly, in his ear. “Mike, please touch me there and make me cum.”
 
   He kissed my lips. “Show me what a little slut you’re going to be, take your panties off for me, and spread your pretty legs wide.”
 
   About that time the porch light came on, and Jeff began to stir in the back seat, god I could have screamed. Mike told me it was time for me to go in if I didn’t want to have to explain anything. He got out and walked me to the door. He kissed me good night and whispered in my ear, “See what a little slut you’re already becoming, Debbie?” Then he kissed me again, telling me not to be angry, always be true to my own self and always enjoy the woman I would be. 
 
   I didn’t have a chance to say all the things going through my mind, because I didn’t know all the things going through my mind right then. After what Mike had just said and done to me, I couldn’t understand how I could be so wet and aroused, but that night sleep would not come easy. Jeff had brought me home this way many nights but normally I could go to sleep. After an hour of tossing and turning I couldn’t take it any longer. Putting my hand between my legs and parting my moist lips I took my clit between my fingers. It was rock hard, had swollen to the size of a large marble. And the minute I touched it I orgasmed so strong it hurt so bad. I can’t ever remember having felt pain that felt so good at the same time I thought I was going to faint it was so wonderful, and I didn’t want it to quit. 
 
   On my wedding night I had chosen a short dress with the hem just above the knee, silk stockings, a silk supporter belt, panties, bra, and the grooms wedding garter. I had persevered, the little red ball of fruit I had saved for my husband was still intact, and everything was “white”. My new husband’s wife would be just as pure for him tonight as I had promised. Jeff’s best man and his wife picked us up at 7:00pm and took Jeff and me to the church. We had a beautiful little wedding. At the part where the groom kisses his new bride, as Jeff was kissing me, I opened my eyes only to look right into Mike’s beautiful brown eyes smiling at me. I was a new bride, still a virgin in the arms of the man I had only minutes earlier promised all my love, but looking in his eyes I felt a twinge in my loins I knew was not for Jeff. 
 
   My grandparents’ home was like an old mansion, with two parlors, four bedrooms, a large kitchen, a large dining room, an entertaining room, and three bathrooms, so we held the reception there. Everything went as smooth as the wedding had gone with a few little miscues, but they came out fine. The first event was all the men giving the new bride her kiss. Most of the older men (Daddy’s friends) gave me peck, and most of the younger men (Jeff’s friends) took the opportunity for a lot more. Mike was last, and he took what he wanted. Taking me in his arms he pressed his lips against mine and his tongue was in my mouth slipping right through my parted lips. When that was over, we cut the cake and served champagne while Jeff and I opened our gifts. I was in a hurry to get my husband home to give him the gift I’d promised him for the last four years, and was trying to hurry everything. 
 
   With most of the guests departing, I knew that the ladies always have to use a bathroom before leaving, and that was the case now. The two main baths were occupied, and Mike asked me if there was another because he needed to go really badly. I told him there was another half-bath off the laundry room. Realizing that he hadn’t been in my grandparents’ home before, I decided to show him where it was. I took him through the laundry room and opened the door for him. As soon as I did, he pulled me inside, shut the door and began gently, teasingly kissing me. I know that I should have stopped him, but with the champagne, all the excitement of the evening and the desire he had instilled in me the past two weeks, I was eager for more of his kisses. 
 
   Running his hand up my leg he discovered I was still wearing my “wedding garter.” His hand continued its journey and for the very first time I was feeling a man’s soft warm fingers on the bare flesh above my nylon tops. I shuddered and moaned with a near orgasm. He asked me if I had saved the garter especially for him. I was feverish with lust, and in a very shaky voice, I moaned, “Yes.” And I really did want him to have it. He said any man receiving a gift from such a young lovely princess should do it on his knees looking up to her. 
 
   He picked me up and sat me on the edge of the vanity then knelt in front of me. Pushing my skirt up and parting my legs, he began kissing my nylon-clad leg and then started tugging the garter down with his teeth. Ever so slowly he slid the garter down until finally he took it off. With my skirt up and my legs parted I knew he was looking at the wetness in my white “wedding” panties, and the garter was not all he was going to take. Now his lips were caressing the soft bare flesh of my inner thigh above my nylons. Closing my eyes I laid my head back against the wall. When he began to nibble on my soft flesh, then gently bit down and began sucking. I knew what he was going to do. I’d always held a low opinion of the other girls that came to school with hickies, and would never let a boy put one on me. For the first time in my life, I was beginning to understand how a girl could allow a boy do that to her. In a hopeless feeble attempt to stop him, I put my trembling hand on his head and begged him, “No dad, please don’t.” But it was Mike that answered, “Debbie I have to.” His touch was breathtaking. Still holding his head, I closed my eyes, laid back again and abandoned myself to the pleasure of Mike giving me my first hicky. 
 
   In the past two weeks, my promiscuity had lost the innocence of a sweet young girl never thinking about sex. I had become filled with sexual emotions, in a state of constant arousal, and my panties were wet all the time. Mike parted my legs a little wider, I felt his big fingers tracing the hem of my wet panties and I knew I was going to feel them inside me any second. Instead, he pushed my panties back between my swollen lips began gentle stroking my clit. 
 
   The two weeks of his tormenting me was more than I could stand, and my body tightened up then exploded. I felt my fingers grip his head and holding him tighter against my leg, I began quivering so badly he had to hold me to keep me from falling off the vanity, and I can’t remember how many times I whimpered and moaned, “Yes, oh god yes, Mike.” As every emotion and need in that two weeks came rushing out of me. I had had many orgasms with Jeff, but Mike was giving me the most intense orgasm I had ever had, and I wanted him to know it. I felt his teeth biting down so hard it hurt, but it only added to what I was feeling. I had stayed true to my promise, Mike only touched the parts of me I had let him see I would have let him suck my legs all night, but coming back to my senses I knew it was getting dangerous as it was. 
 
   I could have gotten down easily enough, but in that moment the new rapidly emerging woman in me was still under the influence of calming emotions after an orgasm, and I was not ready for my lover to roll over and go to sleep. I was still trembling, and needed to feel the last pulses of romance by my lover’s strong hands around my waist lifting me down. Putting my arms around his neck, I giggled and told him, “Put me down lover”, kissed him once more and not a minute too soon, left the bathroom before we got caught. My panties were so wet they felt like I had peed in them, my knees were weak, my face was flush, and Aunt Kay was coming into the laundry room looking for me. 
 
   I was much like Aunt Kay. I was her favorite of all her nieces and nephews, and she had come down from northern Ohio to help with my wedding. A little about my favorite aunt, she was 36, a very pretty short white-skinned redhead – a little chubby but very sexy, and the men were always after her. She had been married over fifteen years but was unable to have children due a botched abortion when she was a young girl. Though she’d been married over fifteen years, Aunt Kay loved a good time, and was not adverse to going home without her panties. Back then, I didn’t know just how much like her I would become. Thankfully, I had married a man just like her husband. 
 
   Finally, most of guests had said their best wishes and left for evening. Mother and Daddy and Aunt Kay wanted to take Jeff and his dad out for a “get to know the family” drink. Jeff had promised he wouldn’t drink, but I know my Daddy and he is not the type to let it go, so before he left I put my arms around him kissed him and told him I wanted him sober tonight, and he had promised. 
 
   Since the three of us (me, the best man and his wife) were not old enough to drink legally, we were left behind with my grandparents who promptly went to bed worn completely out. The best man and his wife had a few too many glasses of champagne (I wasn’t feeling any pain), and they weren’t long on their feet. So I told them to take one of the bedrooms until Jeff got back, then I’d wake them and they could take us to the Hotel. I don’t know how many drinks Daddy was able to get down Jeff, but in the hour and a half they were gone he could barely walk in, he went straight into the front parlor and flopped in a big chair in front of the TV. 
 
   The night was still young for Mother and Daddy so they said their goodnights and went out for more partying. Normally when Aunt Kay came to town she would always party with them, and she was nowhere to be found I thought she had gone with them tonight. 
 
   Mike and I had a cup of coffee and he said it was time for him to leave so the newlyweds could get started on their marriage. I told him I would get his coat, but I wanted to check on Jeff first. The best man and his wife were sound asleep for the night, and Jeff was nodding. I sat on his lap and told him it was time for us to be man and wife. All I got was a mumble. Leaving the TV on, I turned the lights down, covered him with a blanket, and before I got out of the parlor, I heard him snoring. This was not a sound that made me very happy, nor anything I wanted to hear tonight. My body felt like it was on fire, and I was angry as hell. But I was more hurt than anything else, and almost in tears that I was not important enough to keep him from drinking on our wedding night. 
 
   Although Mike had cornered me earlier in the bathroom, we had not prearranged the meeting that was about to happen in the cloakroom. In fact, nothing that had happened between Mike and I for the entire two weeks had ever been prearranged, they had just been spontaneous. Actually the cloakroom was only another fully furnished bedroom (with a full size bed) a very large coat chest designed for hosting. 
 
   When I got back to the dining hall, dad had already gone to get his own coat so I went to tell him I was sorry, I hadn’t forgotten him. When I went into the bedroom Mike had just gotten there and didn’t have his coat on yet. The minute I stepped in, I knew I hadn’t come to get his coat, kiss him goodnight, and send him home. And my expression must have told the whole story of my disappointment with my wedding night. He put his coat back on the hanger, and asked me if I’d like him to stay a little while longer? With everyone in the house asleep and not about to wake up, I knew what I wanted. Looking into his eyes with a lust that was matching his and shutting the bedroom door, I told him, “Yes, but not for coffee.” Putting my arms around his neck, I pressed my lips to his, and this time, it was me, pushing my tongue into Mike’s waiting mouth. 
 
   In that moment, I would like to be able to say I was only a young bride angry with her husband, that the wine of the evening had made me drunk, or that I only intended to tease, no “enjoy” Mike a little more. The truth was it had stopped being about teasing Mike, two weeks ago, and tonight I was a young virgin whose body was burning to be taken by the man that knew how to please a woman. He had been the man stirring the coals in my belly for the past two weeks into an inferno ready to explode. The rest of our lives I would be a wonderful loving wife for Jeff, but tonight it was that huge wonderful black cock of Mike’s that I needed so badly to ease the ache in my loins. 
 
   We must have kissed five or ten minutes with our tongues making love, somewhere in there he had put my hand on his cock, that I do remember and our hands were busy exploring to each other’s bodies. I had been playing with him the whole time, and he was hard as a rock. I had stroked his cock up against his stomach, and it was so long the purple head was sticking above his belt. I unbuttoned the bottom button on his shirt, and exposed the head. It was shaped like a knob, and filled my hand. I began teasingly scraping the naked head with my nails, and I thought Mike was going to climax. His tongue was down my throat and his fingers were tracing the hem around my panties. 
 
   I felt his thumbs hook in my panty elastic and begin pulling them down over my little butt, he was kneeling in front of me again as he slid them down my legs, then raising my feet and slipping my shoes off one at a time. I watched him take off what would be the last pair of panties I would ever feel against my virgin pussy, and gently laid them on the bed. He pushed my shirt back up to my waist, looking up at me he said it had been a long time since he’d tasted the sweet nectars of a young virgin pussy and he was not going to be denied tonight. He parted my soaking wet lips, and placed his tongue flat on my clit and began licking and sucking the juices running out of me. The minute his hot thick tongue touched my throbbing clit I nearly fainted with orgasm, but Mike quit before he let me have it. When he got back up he unzipped the back of my dress, unhooked my bra, and began kissing my bare shoulders. I could hardly speak, but I told him “no” I wanted him to take me in my wedding dress. Nibbling on my shoulder he said it was my night and I should have it all my way. Taking hold of the bare globe above his belt like I would never let it go, I had just unbuckled his belt and was getting ready to unzip his trousers and take his beautiful black cock out. 
 
   That was the instant Aunt Kay opened the door and charged in like an injured bull. In spite of the surprise, neither of us stopped what we were doing; I don’t know how much more she saw. But I do know I still had my arm around his neck kissing him, and from where she was standing, Aunt Kay could see my skirt up, and Mike’s large hand squeezing and massaging the cheeks of my naked little butt. Still rubbing and massaging the head of his big cock, in a very shaky, and very pleading voice I said, “Oh God Aunt Kay, please, shut the door and go to bed, this is what I need tonight.” 
 
   The three of us must have stood this way for what seemed like hours. Then I finally realized she wasn’t looking at me – Aunt Kay was looking directly at, and drooling over, the big cock head I had in my hand. I felt a streak of naughtiness flush over me, and tried to put my hand behind it so she could see the whole beautiful black throbbing knob. Finally smiling she said, “No Debbie, it’s time the groom took his new bride to the hotel.” Then she grabbed my arm and telling Mike not to leave that we needed him, she pulled me out of the bedroom. On the way down the hall she hooked my bra and zipped me back up telling me I would always thank her for saving me tonight. 
 
   The night was not over. Aunt Kay helped me pour a whole pot of black coffee down my husband’s throat, and Mike walked him in the cold December night until he was sober and awake enough to perform his duties. My Aunt Kay told Mike it was time for him to take her out for a drink. I was still on fire, and still very upset that she had just ruined my wedding night, and I wanted her to know my feelings for Mike had not ended. So I told him to kiss me good night, and I made it a long one. Putting my arms around his neck, pressing my body against him I ran my tongue down his throat and had him hard again before I let him go. Aunt Kay and Mike left to go out on the town. I knew Mike was going to get himself a pretty little red head that night after all, but with Aunt Kay enjoying what I had been working for all evening. 
 
    
 
   Jeff and I left the best man and his wife to sJeffp the night through, and my husband took me to our Hotel then claimed his prize. I couldn’t wait to get what I knew Jeff would have for me, and was in our bed in my negligee within minutes. Jeff came out of the bathroom with his gift for me standing proud… all six lousy little inches of it. I was so shocked and in disbelief, I couldn’t believe he was so small. I don’t think Jeff saw the disappointment on my face, and I told him to put the rubber on and get his butt in bed, his new bride had waited long enough. Jeff was a good lover that night, and he did satisfy me – no, he gave me two pleasing orgasms that night, though neither was as intense as those Mike had given me earlier. 
 
   Afterward Jeff finished, I went to the bathroom to clean and inspect myself. It was then I discovered the “Hickies” Mike had given me, the one on my shoulder I could lay on Jeff and our night of passion. But oh God, there was no way Jeff would miss the one on my leg. It was a good two inches long and an inch wide, and on my snow white skin was as dark as a plum; in fact, it reminded me of a very large dark plum with teeth marks. I brought a warm damp washcloth to clean Jeff. He had gone sound asleep, so I took the condom off and cleaned him. (I will say Jeff did fill the condom’s reservoir that night). His dick had shriveled up, and it wasn’t even as big as my thumb. As I washed his “cute” little thing, I was thinking had it not been for Aunt Kay, right now I would be cleaning Mike after his wonderful large black cock had just rammed through my cherry and bathed in the warm red blood of my womanhood. And I had another thought as I cleaned my husband: earlier I wanted Mike to fuck me in my white wedding dress with his bare cock and cum inside me. Yet with my husband, I had removed all symbolism of my purity and made him use a condom, offering him only my naked body. 
 
   I was still “hungry” and wet, and couldn’t go to sleep. I lay awake for another two hours, wishing it had been Mike inside me that night. Mike had been right when he said, “Before the end of your wedding day, you will be laying awake in your marriage bed thinking of another man.” And before sleep would overtake me that night, ending my wedding day, I realized then what Mike had meant when he had said Jeff would stir the coals in my belly, but only other men would extinguish the fires in my loins. The yearnings to feel a man like Mike in me had already begun, and on May 24, just one month before the end of the six months Mike had given me. I was spreading my legs for another man to touch me where I needed to be touched, and make a full woman of me with his eight-inch cock. Jeff didn’t know it at the time but I got pregnant by that lover.
 
   It didn’t take long before Jeff realized that I was fooling around, and during our sex one night I convinced him I needed other lovers. He agreed I could have them if I was willing to share in our bedroom. We were up all night that night talking and laying the ground rules. I love the “risk sex”, and it seemed to excite him so I kept pushing. Until he agreed only my lover would be allowed in me during my ovulation. I think that excited him even more than me. I already had a steady lover, and nine months later I laid my first love child in his arms (that he knew about).
 
   Having another man’s seed growing inside your womb is an ecstasy I can’t justly describe at least it was for me. Having a black man’s seed growing in your womb is unimaginable. Jeff was just as thrilled as me, and maybe even more so. And the fear he had of a black baby only intensified all the excitement he already felt. When Jeff knew that I was going to be with my black lover, he was even more excited.
 
   I had to learn the hard way, but it was me, that finally realized my lovers were not the golden boys, and my husband the dork. My husband was a cuckold (still is) and I was taking what I got from my lovers home to “our” marriage bed to share with my husband. So the lovers (providing the wife truly loves her husbands) are the ones being used, and for a couple that loves and trusts each other the words “Hot Wife” and “Cuckold” are very endearing words. 
 
   Though I almost did it on our wedding night – and I did begin cuckolding him six months after our wedding – it took me ten years before I could allow myself to believe my husband wanted me to have other lovers and to cuckold him. And that was when we became inseparable. I began what we termed “Pillow Talk”, while he was inside me I'd gently pinch and twist his nipples, whisper in his ear about other men taking his wife and filling her with their seed, then I’d ask him if that would be ok with him? Then I’d whisper all the other things I wanted from him, or wanted him to do. He’d be so excited he could scarcely talk, but the answer was always the same, a very squeaky “yes”.
 
   I also found my husband, like seventy percent of the husbands in this world, “wanted” me to be the sexual one, and bring the intensity back to our bedroom. They want to be cuckolded. When I finally got that through my thick red hair, I decided that I loved my husband enough to give him what he wanted. At first I thought I was being mean to him, and sometimes I felt really badly but I wasn’t. He needed the teasing and short periods of denial. He needed to watch me flirting with other men, and he needed to think of his wife with another man’s baby in her womb. Being mean to him would have been “not” pushing him to the edge, then nudging him a little further. I made him a part of everything and I made him the cuckold he wanted me to, but I never let him ever doubt how much love I had for him. 
 
   In the beginning, I wanted a baby by nearly every one of my lovers. Then after my first seven lovers I had to rethink. Good thing I did I’ve had well over a hundred lovers now. But my black lover, Mike, I couldn’t have refused even if I’d wanted to. And knowing what he had in mind for me, no way did I want my life to end without ever feeling that gorgeous hunk inside me, or his precious seed swelling in my womb. The ultimate cuckold is the dad of a black child.
 
   I’m not so sure than my own needs were not inherent. My husband was lucky that he did get my cherry on our wedding night. However his ran out in the long run. Once I was impregnated by my first lover, I needed the excitement of the risk of unprotected sex with my lovers. Feeling another man throbbing inside always sent me over the hill, and in those moments feeling his hot wet cream flowing into me made me pray for his child. A lot of times a lover will impregnate another man’s wife and they think it’s accidental, but I can assure you it is not. And most of the time a husband, even knowing the baby growing in his wife womb is not his, is prepared to accept and raise the child as his own. Many wives and even some husbands find an irresistible need behind this. 
 
   Looking me directly in the eyes my own husband asked me for my diaphragm one night when I was about to leave on a date with a very special lover, knowing I was ovulating. When I came home that night, I was not only full of my lover’s cream – his son was growing in my womb. 
 
   With my husband, and I think most husbands, it isn’t important that they sow the seed in our wombs. In fact, I think most would prefer to love us as our belly’s swell with our lover’s seed. I know that Jeff loved me with the first three he “thought” were his. But the last two he knew belonged to my lovers, he worshiped my bulging belly. I can’t understand why a man would want his wife to have another man’s baby, but I’m glad mine did. So many wives desire being impregnated by men not their husbands. It's so erotic surrendering my fertile unprotected womb to my lovers and not my husband.
 
   All of my children’s fathers were the strong, dominant and arrogant type. And as hard as it was sometimes for him, it was the arrogance of those lovers that brought him to worship me as I carried their child. His emotion was varied from lover to lover but he loved, and hated them all. I think it was my second son’s father he hated most, yet wanted me to be with more than any other. It was so intense for him watching my belly swell with another man’s child and to watch that child nursing on his wife’s breasts.
 
   I always, took my lovers (hubby’s too) cum inside me. From my first lover early in our marriage I learned to love the feeling of a man’s hot wet seed filling me. Maybe some women like to feel it “on” their pussy, I want to feel it inside mine. And don’t be mislead, I did get pregnant, five times before I finally got, and “stayed” on the pill *G*.
 
   My husband always got sloppy seconds, from my first lover (that I shared with him). My husband always had to “clean” me with his tongue after my lovers. I only made Jeff wear a condom with one of my earlier lovers. After that, during my ovulation only my lovers were allowed inside me. And if I’d had a lover during that time, he was denied penetration until my next period, just to assure my lover’s seed had every opportunity. Sometimes during those periods of his denial, just to enhance his anguish, I “might” let him rub his little hard thing between my lips. That always drove him wild. Being so close he could feel the wetness, but not being allowed to go in where my lover had just been, that he’d spend his little dab in just a few minutes. Of course, while he was rubbing, I’d be telling him that Len’s (my lover) sperm was searching for my eggs right now *G*.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Susie. I’m a 33 year old wife and mother. I have a friend who has been in the lifestyle for years and she convinced me to try it almost six years ago. I never looked back. She said her hubby really got into her doing other guys. When they started out, she stayed on the pill but made him use a condom. She convinced me to talk to my hubby about my having other lovers. 
 
   To make a long story short after a couple of months of discussions (after all we do both love each other and had had two kids together) we decided I would find a lover but keep hubby in the know as to who, what and when. We didn't want any more kids so I, too, went on the pill and put hubby in condoms. It was rocky at first with the jealousy bug raising its head occasionally. Most of the time I would satisfy hubby before I went out – usually manually, but occasionally orally – just to keep him from asserting his possessive hubby role too much. When I'd get home he'd be waiting for me, we'd talk about the evening and he'd check me out "down there" and usually take care of me orally – that night was not for penetration for him. As we became more comfortable with my escapades, I would go out sometimes twice a week and hubby and I would make love about once a week with him safely wrapped in a spermicide-lubricated Trojan.
 
   Then the inevitable happened. I met a sexy black guy named Leander, married with two kids, loved his wife. We became a thing. He was handsome, sexy, very sexual and an amazing lover, with the equipment to go along with it. I loved feeling of fullness I got from his thick cock, and the orgasms he provided were the strongest I’d ever experienced. Hubby didn't know how much Leander and I did together, inside the bedroom and outside. Hubby and I still had sex every week or so, always with condoms. My black lover wanted me off the pill, though. I secretly went a doctor and got fitted for a diaphragm and got off the pill. I kept refilling the 3 month supply of pills so hubby would think I was still totally safe but for my black lover and me, there was only that rubber cap and creme. Soon we started skipping the creme when I was supposedly safe since it tasted bad---then we did away with it all together. Finally in a fit of passion one evening, we went all the way ---without my diaphragm. As luck would have it, I got pregnant and when I told hubby about it he was excited and not angry. We kept the baby, a girl, and 6 months after her birth when Leander was transferred, she became Hubby's and mine for sure. I insisted hubby use condoms every time throughout the pregnancy, too.
 
   After our daughter's birth, we had serious conversations about having any more babies with me being totally against another pregnancy and him sort of liking the idea of another guy filling me. Time came for me to start playing and I got back on the pill. Hubby wasn't allowed to touch me without a condom and then only about once every ten days to two weeks – the rest of the time it was the old manual up and down for him and the most delicious oral for me. He kept pushing me to get a steady again but for a while I played the field, enjoying my new found freedom without the worry of pregnancy.
 
   About a year later, my friend who started all this was talking to me. I learned that she and her hubby were still using condoms, but her hubby thought that her boyfriends were using condoms, too. Since she and hubby were swingers occasionally, they had had several affairs with both of them in the same room at the same time, and on those occasions she always played safe. She had done the usual putting him in her routine, and he had done the same for her – they had each gotten used to putting the condom on the guy. I promptly told my hubby but he was not at all interested in trying another woman. He did, however, want to try “prepping the lover” as he called it.
 
   We did the threesome routine with lover being wrapped by hubby a couple of times but that didn't work out. We went back to what we had done before – manual for him before I went out, my going out and then returning for him to pleasure me to exhaustion. I still had my diaphragm just in case I forgot to take the pill but rarely used it and hubby still didn't know I had one.
 
   Last summer we took a two week vacation with the kids. We went to visit a guy in Colorado who was in my hubby's old fraternity. Hubby took the condoms but slipped the pills out of my purse and left them at home. Imagine my panic the first night when I discovered the pills were not where I had put them. Two weeks and no playing around without using rubbers, and to make matters worse, the second week of the vacation I was supposed to be fertile. Well, you guessed it – although hubby and I had more sex than usual (protected of course), I also had sex with two black guys, one of whom who used a condom the several times we had sex one night after drinks, and my hubby's frat brother who didn't and used me throughout the second week. You guessed it – I took and hubby told me he had set it all up. We now have a two-month-old baby boy to show for it and hubby hasn't cum in me unprotected for a little less than five years.
 
   I truly love the hotwife lifestyle. I don’t feel that any one man is enough to satisfy a woman, and I really enjoy the variety I’ve experienced. Each man has sex in a different way, and I love the noises they make when they’re cumming and feeling their cocks deep inside of me, shooting their cream inside another man’s fertile wife. My black lovers are like criminals, stealing another man’s rights as they impregnate another man’s wife. I feel like there’s nothing sexier than a criminal, and I know a lot of other women feel the same way.
 
   I’ve also learned to really love the idea of hubby being condomed. He pulls out, the cum-filled reservoir hanging limply, and I think “he wasted another load” and I've saved myself for my black studs and their seed. When we’re having sex, I love to encourage hubby: “Break the rubber, hunny! I'm fertile and I want your baby!” With my lovers now though, I'm protected but who knows when I'll go back to the diaphragm. It has just the right amount of risk to make it exciting.
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   * * *
 
   “I don’t know, Eric,” my wife Sydney said. “Maybe we should give it a try.”
 
   For a few years, I’d been talking to my wife about my fantasy of seeing her with another guy. She was skeptical at first, thinking that I secretly wanted to sleep with other women. Even when we started talking about the possibility, she was concerned about possibly falling in love with the other guy and breaking up our family. But over time, we came to agree that this was something that we could handle and enjoy. She agreed that she’d take a lover but share all of the details with me, and she would make the guy use a condom. (I had a vasectomy after our second child was born.)
 
   One thing that Sydney had told me was that she was interesting in having sex with a guy with a larger package than I have. I started looking online and I learned about a toy called a penis extension. My penis is only five inches long, and I bought one that would add four inches as well as increase my girth. When I told Sydney about it, she was a little skeptical but the reviews said the women loved it. It arrived on a Friday morning, and I told her that we would try it out in bed that night.
 
   When the babysitter arrived, we went out to some of the bars downtown and had a great time. I would sit in the corner while Sydney would act like a single woman, doing shots and dancing with sexy young guys. One of the guys she danced with was a tall, muscular black man. As they were dancing, I could see the huge bulge in the front of his jeans, and as they were dancing they were grinding their groins against one another. They were talking into each other’s ears but I couldn’t make out what they were saying over the music. There seemed to be some real chemistry there, and I got an idea.
 
   When Sydney excused herself to use the restroom, I approached the guy. He said his name was Karl. I explained to him that I was her husband but that we had an open relationship, and he could come over to our house and make love to her. He didn’t believe me at first, but after speaking with him for a while he finally agreed: he would wait ten minutes and then drive to our house for some frisky fun.
 
   When Sydney came out of the bathroom, she gave a sexy goodbye kiss to Karl, then sashayed over to me and we walked out hand in hand. I could smell the alcohol on her and I could see in her eyes that she was wasted. Once we left the bar, she told me that she found Karl incredibly attractive and she was very turned on by his large equipment. She’d asked him how big it is and he said he’s almost ten inches long and very thick. I told her that she’d be getting a large dick tonight because I was going to use the penis extension with her. “I can’t wait,” she said.
 
   When we got home, Sydney talked with the babysitter for a short while. After the sitter left, we went to bed. My wife was still totally drunk and she said she was feeling sleepy. I told her that she should take a quick shower and I would be waiting for her in bed with our new toy.
 
   While she was in the shower, I texted Karl: “Where are you?” A moment later came his reply: “In your driveway.” I walked downstairs and was almost at the front door when I saw him walking up the steps. I opened the door, told him that he needed to get in bed quickly, and we tiptoed up to my bedroom. Karl stripped and got in bed, naked.  I took a bottle of lube from my dresser, then I turned off the light and slightly unscrewed the light in our lamp (the room’s only light) so that it wouldn’t work. I fumbled my way through the darkness and sat down in the chair on the far side of the bed. 
 
   I heard the shower stop and Sydney stumbling out. Soon she stepped out of the bathroom in nothing but a towel, which she quickly dropped to the floor.
 
   “Okay, honey,” she said with a slur. “Where’s that big fucking dick I’ve been dying to try?”
 
   “Right over here,” I said, sitting just past Karl. “You want that black guy’s dick, don’t you? Karl?”
 
    Sydney tried the light switch on the wall but it didn’t work. “Hey, the light’s not working.” 
 
   “That’s okay,” I said. “We can make love in the dark. Come to bed.”
 
   There was only a slight bit coming from behind her, from the nightlight in the bathroom. I saw her body walk over to our bed and she crawled on top. Karl quickly began kissing her and feeling up her breasts. Sydney was moaning. Getting on top of him, she lowered herself slowly onto his big cock. I could see her silhouette as she threw her head back and began riding up and down.
 
   “Oh God, honey,” she said. “The penis extension is amazing. It feels so real. It’s so nice having such a big cock inside of me.” I could see Karl’s hands were on her bubble butt as she rocked up and down. I squirted some lube on my cock and began stroking it as I watched the most erotic scene of my life.
 
   Karl then flipped her over and began fucking her in the missionary position. I could see her white legs up in the air, wrapped around his hips as he fucked her with force and purpose. Her arms held him close as they kissed. Finally I heard Karl grunting. His body tensed up and he grunted. Sydney moaned deeply as she received his load. I came at the same time, my sperm dribbling down my fingers at the same time that Karl’s sperm were swimming up inside of my wife’s vagina. They kissed for a moment, then Sydney began snoring. Karl sneaked out of bed, grabbed his clothes and left. I thanked him, then washed up in the bathroom and slipped in bed with my wife.
 
   The next day, Sydney told me that she knew all along that it was Karl. She could tell by his muscular body, his movements and his scent that it was her black dance partner from earlier that evening. She’s now been dating him for over a month, seeing him three or four nights a week when the kids are asleep. Because they didn’t use condoms that first time, she said it didn’t seem right to ask him to start now. I agreed with that but I told Sydney that if she’s going to ride bare back, I want her on the pill. When we tried for our two kids, she took right away. Already she’s two weeks late for her period and I’m starting to get a little nervous.
 
   Oh, I bet you’re wondering if we ever tried the penis extension. We did and Sydney loves it! She wants me to use it all the time now. I find that I pound her harder and faster when I’m wearing it, and she enjoys feeling stretched and filled by my huge rubber manhood. After she’s satisfied, I take it off and she gives me a great blowjob. Our sex life is better than ever!
 
   MY SWEET INNOCENT WIFE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   My name is Cody. I’m a thirty-two-year-old man. My wife Emma just turned thirty, and we’ve been married for ten years. We have five children together and she’s currently pregnant with our sixth. We’re both madly in love and we couldn’t be happier together.
 
   I knew when I met Emma that she was the one for me. She has long blonde hair and an amazing body – still does, in fact, thanks to a solid exercise and diet regimen. Thanks to her ample bosom and her cute little bubble butt, she’s always turned heads. But it wasn’t just her looks. She’s a really caring and loving woman, a great conversationalist and just generally fun to be with, not to mention her voracious sexual appetite.
 
   Thinking back, it’s kind of crazy that there were people who tried to discourage me from dating Emma. A number of my friends told me that Emma was known for being the town slut. In fact, a few of my friends claimed that she’d screwed just about every black guy in the county. Another friend went to college with her, and he said that she’d slept with dozens of black guys that he knew about, including the entire football team, and he said she probably did a lot more that he hadn’t heard. But their comments didn’t bother me. We don’t live in the 1950’s anymore and the vast majority of women these days have premarital sex. When you really get down to it, I think the real thing they had against her is that she preferred to date black guys. I’m not a racist, so I didn’t hold her past against her.
 
   When I started dating Emma, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. We were burning through condoms like they were going out of style. On our honeymoon, we went through three boxes of condoms. Although I couldn’t ever bring her to orgasm through intercourse, I knew that most women aren’t able to cum that way and I was able to bring her to climax through oral sex. We were both happy with our relationship.
 
   About three or four months after our honeymoon, living together in our new home, I started seeing some signs that worried me. Our sex life had gone from three or four times a week to once or twice a month. Emma was going out for drinks with her girlfriends a couple times a week. She was also staying late at work. I noticed that she was often texting secretly on her cell phone. And one time, while driving through the downtown, I saw a woman who looked just like Emma sitting in the passenger seat of a car with a black guy wearing sunglasses. I called her to see if it was her. Although the woman in the car looked down at her phone briefly, then chatted and laughed with the black guy driving the car, the call went to voice mail so I don’t know if that was actually her. When I asked her about it that night, she said that she was at work and didn’t even hear my call. A couple days later, I sneaked a look at her phone and saw pictures and videos of her kissing and having sex with black guys, including the guy who was driving that car.
 
   
  
 

Confronted with indisputable evidence, Emma admitted everything to me. Although she didn’t mind the sex we had, she missed the stronger, more dominant sexual style of her black lovers. She also wasn’t happy with the size of my penis, saying it was simply too small to please her physically and she often couldn’t feel much of anything when I was inside of her. Her black lovers had much larger packages, she said, and the combination of their innate sexual ability and superior equipment never failed to give her powerful orgasms from intercourse. Emma apologized and assured me that she loved me with all of her heart, but she refused to stop sleeping with her black lovers. I responded that I could accept her having lovers as long as she was honest with me about everything.
 
   From that point on, our relationship really strengthened in every way. Not only were we closer as a couple, but our sex life became hotter than ever. We now have sex nearly every day. Emma goes out with her black lovers and gets royally fucked, then comes home to me. Sometimes she has me lay back and jacks me off while telling me all the dirty details of her latest sexual encounter. Other times I roll on a condom and take my sloppy seconds, slipping my cock inside her slick, semen-coated cunt. Just knowing that our fuck is lubricated by the combined juices of my wife and her black lover excites me to no end, and I quickly blast off deep inside the condom. 
 
   Like I said, we couldn’t be happier together. I love all five of my children and I couldn’t love them any more if their skin were as fair as mine and Emma’s. As far as we’re concerned, she’s their mother and I’m their father. The way I look at it, Emma’s black lovers are the ones being used. They’re bringing excitement to our marriage bed. Sure, they’re getting sexual satisfaction out of barebacking my wife but most of them leave once she tells them she’s pregnant. I’m the only man who is getting the joy and satisfaction of raising these children. And Emma tells me that, in a certain way, I’m actually her best lover of all because I’ve discovered how to please her in bed – by allowing her black lovers!  
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   * * *
 
   My wife Julia and I were high school sweethearts. Julia is a pretty brunette with large, firm breasts and an hourglass figure, and she’s the only girl I ever really wanted. We married soon after graduation, and luckily my parents who were retiring to Florida allowed us to buy their house for cheap. I studied engineering at the university and she worked as a receptionist at a dentist’s office. Although Julia always wanted to be a stay-at-home mother, we decided that we wouldn’t have kids right away until I was established in my career as an engineer.
 
   We were both twenty-two years old when I received a job offer that I couldn’t refuse as a highly-paid contractor in the Middle East. Julia cried when I left but she knew it was the right choice for our family. Things were pretty rough the first six months, as we hadn’t been apart in years, but we talked on the phone every few days and video chatted about once every week or two.
 
   Then one day I was riding with some co-workers in a van over to a military compound when we were surrounded by militants. They killed the van’s driver and one of my fellow engineers. The other three of us were taken captive by Arabic-speaking men, drove in a dusty jeep for an hour and thrown into a dark concrete cell. We lived as prisoners for nearly four years before British soldiers raided the compound and freed us.
 
   I was in London preparing to fly to the United States. I was so excited to fly home. When I called Julia, she was shocked to hear me. She was crying with joy. The militants had told everybody that we’d been killed, and they’d showed the bodies of two of my co-workers who had died. Everybody, including my family, believed that I was dead. A lot had changed over the last four years, she said, and we would need to talk about it when I got home. She said that she’d be waiting for me at the airport.
 
   When I got off the plane, Julia was standing there crying. But she was clearly pregnant, with a huge belly and probably in the third trimester, and she was holding the hand of a tall, muscular black man. She gave me a hug and introduced the black guy as Willie. He shook my hand with a powerful grip. The guy had a huge athletic body with broad shoulders and a deep voice. I found him to be quite intimidating.
 
   As we drove back to my house in their minivan, Julia explained to me that after she believed I was dead, she began dating Willie, her co-worker. They married a year later. She gave birth to a baby boy, then to twin boys a year later, and now she was pregnant with a baby girl. Four babies was enough, she said, especially considering that her current pregnancy and the prior one were very difficult. Now that they were going to have a girl, they planned on getting her tubes tied at the hospital when the baby is born.
 
   It was clear that Julia had moved on with her new husband. The house that had once been ours was inherited by Julia upon my “death,” and now was owned jointly by Willie and Julia. They agreed to let me stay in the guest room until I found a place of my own.
 
   That night, as I was lying in bed, I could hear Julia and Willie whispering and giggling. The master bedroom was on the other side of the wall, and the vent allowed pretty much ever sound to come through clearly.
 
   “I don’t know,” Julia asked innocently. “What do you want from me?”
 
   “You know what I want, baby,” Willie said sweetly. “I need that sweet white pussy.”
 
   Soon I heard her softly moaning as my old bed squeaked. “Yes, Willie,” she cooed. “I love to feel your thick black cock filling me up completely.”
 
   I could hear smacking sounds and I wondered what it was until I heard Julia say, “Yes, I’m a naughty girl. Smack my dirty little ass.”
 
   “Tell me how much you love that black cock,” Willie said. “You like it, don’cha? Better than your old husband?”
 
   “So much better, baby.” She was breathing heavily, stopping after every few words to catch her breath. “His little white dick is nothing compared to this.”
 
   A few minutes later, I heard Willie announce that he was cumming. I heard them both groaning and then the voices gave way to silence.
 
   About a half hour later, I was laying in bed, curled up and facing the window.
 
   “Are you awake?” It was Julia’s voice. From the moonlight coming in through the windows, I could see her pregnant form standing at the bedroom door, wearing nothing but a white slip. I told her to come in. 
 
   “You know, Brian,” she whispered, sitting down on the side of the bed. “I only dated Willie because I thought you were dead. I wanted a family and so did he. I always loved you.” She ran a hand through my hair. “I still love you.”
 
   I leaned in to kiss her and she responded strongly, kissing me passionately. For years I had dreamed of making love again to Julia and now it was happening. My hands ran all over her sexy body. Although she was in her third trimester, I was incredibly turned on by her. I took off her slip and put my face between her legs. Her cunt was wet and sticky, coated with Willie’s semen, and I eagerly sucked and licked up every drop of his juices. Then I mounted her and we made sweet love.
 
   That was two years ago. A few months later, after Julia gave birth to her daughter and they tied her tubes, she told Willie that she was still in love with me and that we were getting back together. Willie was furious at first and there were some legal issues, but in the end Willie agreed to let Julia and I keep the children as long as we let him keep the house and agreed that he didn’t have to pay any child support. Willie already has a new girlfriend. From what we’ve heard, he’s madly in love with her and she’s pregnant with his child, so we’ve all moved on. It’s a happy ending for everybody!
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   * * *
 
   I’m Noah. My wife Maria and I are both in our early thirties. Before I met her, I knew that Maria had been rather promiscuous back in college. When we were first dating in our mid-twenties, when the question of how many people we had slept with came up, she claimed it was only five guys. But it didn’t take long before I’d heard the names of over a dozen men that she’d dated for months at a time back as far back as high school and she’d also admitted to having had one night stands, so I knew the real number had to be considerably higher. I admitted to her that I found it pretty hot, and that I had the fantasy of seeing her with another man. After months of discussions, she finally started dating, usually going out a couple times a week and having sex at the guy’s place.
 
   About a year after we opened up our relationship, Maria met a guy that she was especially attracted to. His name was Andrus. He was a handsome young black man who worked at the local convenience store. She’d showed me pictures of them together at a club and I could see why she found him so attractive – he was tall, dark skinned, very muscular, probably in his mid-forties. On occasion, Maria told me where they would be clubbing and I would spy on them from afar. It was so erotic seeing them kissing and dancing. His hands were all over her like she was his, and I suppose she was. At one point she confessed to me that Andrus wanted to include me in their sexual activities. She wasn’t sure how she felt about it, and frankly I wasn’t either, but he was persistent and eventually we agreed to try a joint session.
 
   When Andrus came to our house for the first time, I was standing there wearing nothing but my underewear, as he’d instructed. He looked me up and down and just smirked. “You’d better be ready, boy. It’s going down for you tonight. It’s going down.” I noticed that he had a leather bag with him, like a doctor. I asked him what it was and he said it was his “bag of tricks.”
 
   Maria came down the stairs and met us in the living room. She was wearing a pink babydoll with matching panties. She walked up to them, they kissed briefly, then she unzipped his pants, pulled his cock out and started playing with him and sucking him off. It was obvious why she was so hot for him. He was packing a big black cock, nearly ten inches long, as thick as her wrist and covered in large veins.
 
   “You like that, boy?” He asked, looking me in the eye. “This is my woman. Sex is for a real man. A woman needs a man’s cock, not a boy’s little penis. Your penis is for pissing, that’s it. Only a real man should breed a woman.” He looked down. “That’s enough. Let him do it.” Looking back at me, he said, “Do it!”
 
   I got down on my knees in front of him and I began to suck his cock. I’d never done this before and I slowly took it inside of my mouth. I felt his hands grab my head and push himself deep inside my mouth. I chocked and pulled away.
 
   “You gotta do better than that!” He looked angry and intimidating, but I had no choice. I again leaned forward and took him inside my mouth. I licked and sucked on the head, trying my best to please him. After about a minute, he said, “That’s enough. Sit down in the chair.”
 
   I sat down on the recliner while Andrus fucked my wife doggy style on the couch. I could see Maria’s eyes rolling back in her head as she moaned loudly. “Oh, God, baby… It’s so fucking big. So good inside of me. Give me that big black dick. Fuck me just like that.” After a few minutes, they switched positions into missionary. It was incredibly hot seeing his mighty black body pounding like a machine on top of her delicate white body. She was groaning in ecstasy. “Oh, I’m cumming!” She said that three times before he finally unloaded his black weapon deep inside of her cunt, grunting as he filled her completely with semen.
 
   Andrus got off of her, wiped his sweaty face with his arm, then said, “Eat her pussy. You better eat it good. Lick up all my black cum. Now!” Maria turned herself so that she was sitting on the couch, her legs splayed open and her cunt glazed like a donut, coated with glistening semen and a white trail of cum oozing out of her pussy. I dove in as ordered, licking up and swallowing his load. I stuck my tongue in deep, trying to get every drip, and sucked on her gash to remove every drop. In the process, I brought Maria to orgasm. My cock was rock hard, straining against my briefs.
 
   “Do you want to fuck her?” Andrus asked, almost angrily.
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Not yet,” he said. “You aren’t ready.” He looked over at Maria. “Go get a wooden chair.” She got up and came back with one of our wooden chairs from the kitchen table and faced it toward the couch.
 
   “Take off your underwear and sit down on the chair,” he ordered. I did as he requested, standing naked in front of the couch.
 
   “You’re going to sit here and watch. Just watch.” Andrus opened up his leather bag and handed my wife some duct tape. “Put your arms behind you,” he said. I did and Maria tied my arms together behind me, then taped them to the back of the chair. Then he had me sit down in the chair. Maria duct taped my mouth closed.
 
   Andrus came over and pulled my legs apart. “Spread your legs. I want your ankles taped behind the chair, too.” I did my best, spreading my legs wide and pushing my legs back. It was uncomfortable but I managed to do it, and Maria taped my ankles together behind the chair.
 
   “All right,” Andrus said, reaching into his bag again. He pulled out a large metal clamp-looking device. “Now we’re ready. Do you know what this is?”
 
   I shook my head no.  
 
   “This is a burdizzo. When I was a boy, we used this to castrate the goats and sheep. The best ones were selected as the breeders. For the others, the best thing for them was to remove their unnecessary parts.”
 
   I felt my eyes widen as he brought the metal device at me. I started to panic and tried to move, but I was restrained. Maria put her arms around me and held me in place on the chair. I tried to scream but I couldn’t.
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” Maria said. “It’s all right, it’s okay. It’s for the best. It will be so much better this way. It will all be over soon.”
 
   Andrus took my right testicle and placed it inside of the clamp. He held the device in his hands for what seemed like an eternity, and this ring of metal surrounding the cord connecting my ball to my body, threatening to clamp down. I was making as much noise as I could, trying to scream but unable to make much noise.
 
   Then I saw Andrus’s face tense up as he squeezed hard, clamping the burdizzo down. There are no words that can describe the excruciating pain. I felt like I was leaving my body. All I can remember was the incredible pain and my wife’s soothing words as she assisted her black lover in destroying my manhood, then I passed out.
 
   I woke up the next morning in bed. There was still pain in my nut sack but it wasn’t anything like before. I could hear the sounds of Andrus fucking Maria in the shower. I checked out my balls and I could see bright red welts where the burdizzo had squeezed, and the skin was darkened no doubt from blood.
 
   Luckily, there were no complications from the castration. In a matter of weeks my balls shriveled away and my ball sack returned to its normal color. I seldom get an erection, so I’m no longer bothering Maria with requests for sex. And even better, perhaps as a side effect of the loss of testosterone, I don’t feel any jealousy when Andrus or Maria’s other lovers breed her. I still get to suck on Andrus’s cock and to clean up Maria after their love making sessions. Looking back, it’s hard to see why I didn’t want this from the beginning. It was totally worth the pain. I think Andrus’s training on the farm helped him understand how to separate the breeders from the geldings, and I’m proud to help him in any way that I can.  
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   * * *
 
   “Jacob, I think I’ve found somebody,” my wife Emily said, running her fingers up my chest as we lay in bed together. We were both in our mid-twenties. We had both grown up Catholic and we had married in the Catholic Church three years before. For years we had talked about having Emily take a lover but she’d said that she didn’t have anybody she was interested in. Apparently that had changed. “His name is Teejay. He’s been hitting on me for months but I’ve told him no. But he’s very handsome, strong and sexy, and I’d like to date him. And one of the girls in the office dated him and says that he has a huge cock. I’ve always wanted to date a black guy.”
 
   “He’s black?” I wasn’t expecting that.
 
   “Yes, he is. Is that okay?”
 
   “Of course, honey. His race doesn’t matter.” My cock had already been stirring, but it turned rock hard when I heard that the guy was black.
 
   That week, Emily surprised Teejay by accepting a date with him. They soon became a couple, going out three or four times a week while I would stay at home waiting anxiously for my wife to return home. When she’d arrive, her clothes and makeup would be messed up. I would ravish her used body, enjoying sloppy seconds after her black lover had been there. While we made love, Emily would tell me all the dirty little details from her date with Teejay while I was eating her out, which would always get me hot and hard. Emily said that his cock was long and thick, and she really enjoyed the feeling of having such a large cock filling her. She claimed that sex with Teejay was easily the best sex of her life. I was so excited to hear her tales that I wouldn’t last long, adding my own meager load to her soupy snatch. Sometimes she would just give me a blowjob or handjob while telling me about her dates, and I would squirt off all over her hands. 
 
   But her relationship with Teejay wasn’t just about sex. They were very close as a couple, and she even met his family. They told her family that she was separated from her husband and in the process of getting divorced. She had formed a close relationship with Teejay’s mother and sister, and they treated her as part of their family. I found it especially erotic knowing that they weren’t just sexual partners but also full boyfriend and girlfriend.
 
   Then something happened that changed the whole cozy relationship. Emily started feeling nauseated. After a couple of days of this, we started to get suspicious. She took a pregnancy test and, sure enough, a baby was on the way. I had assumed the child was mine, but Emily wasn’t sure. She pointed out that Teejay was cumming inside of her about three or four times a week, while I was cumming inside of her only one every week or two. We found out that, during the second trimester, we could do paternity testing at the same time as the amniocentesis. When the results came back, we learned that Emily was carrying a healthy black baby boy.
 
   I discussed the situation with Emily and she discussed it with Teejay. We decided that Teejay and I would share Emily, that we would both be her husbands. I told my family that I’d learned that Emily was cheating with a black guy and the baby was his, so we were divorcing. It was a pretty simple situation, actually. We filed uncontested divorce paperwork and we managed to get it approved and through the court in just a matter of months. Not long after the baby was born, Teejay married her in a civil ceremony. Emily’s family didn’t attend the wedding, of course. What my family didn’t know is that I was part of the wedding, attending in place of Emily’s father, and I gave her away to Teejay.
 
   Of course, I continued to be her real husband in the eyes of the Catholic Church. I’m her husband in God’s eyes and Teejay is just her legal husband. Emily refers to both of us as her “husbands.” Although my name is on the baby’s birth certificate as the father and I’m paying her child support, the baby has Teejay’s last name and my family doesn’t have any contact with the boy. After giving me a baby, Emily said, she now wanted to give Teejay a child.
 
   Emily moved into Teejay’s one-bedroom apartment in the city, but they’re hoping to move into a bigger apartment soon to accommodate their growing family. You see, Emily is pregnant again. Luckily, though, we know who the father is. Emily only has bare back sex with Teejay. Ever since the wedding, I’ve been having sex with my wife about once every two weeks, always with a condom. Now that she’s pregnant, I can have bare sex with her again. And there’s even better news – I won’t need to use them in the future, either. Emily is pregnant with a girl, and she’s getting her tubes tied when the baby is born. With both a boy and a girl, we all feel that our family is complete. Now Teejay and I can both ride her bareback without any worry of pregnancy.
 
   I think our family is a model for black and white relations. We’ve found a way to live together and to share resources in a fair and equitable way. Emily loves having two husbands, one black and one white, to share her life with but also to share in the finances and discipline of our children. Between child support and helping them pay for their rent, it’s not easy for me but I love my new, blended family. I think it’s the family of the future!
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   * * *
 
   I’m Aidan. I’m twenty-five, a little older than my fiancée Emma, who is twenty-one. We’ve been dating for a few years now and we plan to get married after she graduates from college.
 
   When I first met Emma, she seemed to have very mixed feelings about dating me. Sometimes she would say that we were perfect for each other, but at other times she seemed less than overjoyed. For example, sometimes in bed she a little disappointed while making love. I would ask her about it afterward and she would say that nothing’s wrong.
 
   One day, though, she admitted to me that the other boys she dated had much bigger cocks and they felt much better. While she felt that we were right for each other in the long run, she didn’t want to lose the opportunity to hook up with other guys and have great sex while she’s still young and in college. I told her that I understood and I didn’t want to lose her, and if she needed to be free to date other guys until we get married, I would support her in that. Emma kissed and hugged me, and she told me that she was now certain that we were meant to be together.
 
   As Emma opened up about her sexual past, I realized that most of the guys she had been dating were black guys. Not all of them, but more than half. She really had a thing for sexy, tattooed guys who work out in the gym. In addition to the occasional random hook up, she had three fuck buddies that she would see on a regular basis. Her favorite, though, was a black guy named Jahlil. She had sex with Jahlil more than her other fuck buddies, usually two or three times a week. He worked about twenty minutes away from the campus at the Wal-Mart. She lived in a house off-campus with two other girls, and when one of her roommates threw a party, I met Jahlil. He’s totally ripped, with a strong, dominant personality and a cocky walk. Emma really gets off on arrogant guys, so I could see why she was so infatuated with Jahlil.
 
   Jahlil was hanging around and I knew that he was going to fuck my fiancée as soon as I left. I went into Emma’s bedroom. I lifted the window about an inch and raised the shade up a good six inches, then moved the curtain to the side just enough to allow a nice view into her room. Rather than actually leaving, I walked down the sidewalk toward my car, then turned around and walked up behind the bushes, right next to her window. I looked around to make sure nobody could see me. It was dark and I didn’t see anybody out there, but I was still nervous as I focused on Emma’s room.
 
   About ten minutes later, Emma and Jahlil walked into her room hand-in-hand. They were kissing wildly. The way her body was moving, it was clear that she was totally excited by her black lover. I’d never seen her act that way with me, like a slut for him. She was playing with his cock through his shorts, and it was clear that he was well-equipped. She took it out and pumped it with her hands.
 
   “Does your fiancé have a cock like this?” Jahlil asked.
 
   Emma laughed. “He’s about a third as long and nowhere near as thick. He’s small even for a white guy. I can barely feel him when we have sex.”
 
   “Then why do you want him?”
 
   “He’s a nice guy,” she said. “He’d be a good partner and provider.” She began licking and sucking his enormous black cock. It had to be a good ten inches long, thicker than a cucumber and covered in dark veins. I realized that she never sucked my cock, just playing with it a bit to get it hard before she rolled on the condom.
 
   She pulled off her shirt and unhooked her bra while Jahlil removed her shorts and panties. Emma laid down on her bed, but Jahlil said he wanted to fuck her doggy. She got on her hands and knees, awaiting his thick black cock. He lined up the head at her entrance and slowly began to push it inside. She was slowly rocking, accepting his manhood inside of her, and moaning her pleasure with every inch. “Oh, God… It’s so much bigger than my fiancee’s little penis. It feels so good.” Although she’d always made me use a condom “just to be safe,” even though she’s on the pill, her black lover was taking her bareback.
 
   Jahlil’s powerful, muscular frame was holding her hips and pulling her hard, thrusting violently inside of her. Emma’s face and breasts were reddened, her breathing shallow, clearly in pure ecstasy. Jahlil was slapping her ass hard, calling her a “white slut” and a “cheap bitch.” Over and over, she told him how great his cock felt. “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” She said that three times before he finally leaned forward, pushing deep inside of her as he coated the walls of my fiancee’s tight little beaver with his thick loads of semen.
 
   They layed together for a while, holding hands and kissing. “I love fucking you,” he said. “I can’t believe I’m going to lose you to that little white boy this fall.”
 
   Emma giggled, her hand slowly pumping his slippery, semi-erect member. “You won’t be losing anything. Aidan will allow me to keep you as a lover, even after we’re married.”
 
   “You’ve talked with him? He’s said that?”
 
   “Not yet,” she said. “But he’ll let me have whatever I want. He’s a nice guy. That’s what’s so great about them.” Then they started kissing passionately. His cock was hard again in her hand as I slipped away from the window to drive home.
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   * * *
 
   For years, my husband Aidan and I had been trying unsuccessfully to have children. We’re both in our late twenties and we’ve wanted children for a long time. Eventually we went to a fertility clinic and found out that Aidan had a low sperm count. We decided to use in vitro fertilization (IVF) to get pregnant. We were both elated when we discovered that we were having a baby girl. In the delivery room, Aidan was acting strange when he cut the cord. When the baby was handed to me, I realized why – our baby was black.
 
   “Madison, is there something you want to tell me?” Aidan asked.
 
   “I didn’t do anything,” I replied. “I wasn’t sleeping with anybody else. The fertility clinic must have made a mistake.”
 
   Sure enough, we found out that the clinic had made a huge mistake. They used the sperm of Montrezl Williams, a black man who was also a client of the clinic. Not only did I have a mulatto child, but there was a black couple that had given birth to twins. All three of the babies had my egg and the black husband’s sperm. Aidan and I decided that we should meet the other couple so that the siblings could get to know each other.
 
   A few months later, we met Montrezl and Tammy at a nice restaurant downtown. I was impressed to learn that Montrezl is a medical doctor and that Tammy is a model. Tammy, we learned, wasn’t able to have her own children and they were using a donor egg. Of course, it wasn’t supposed to be my egg but a friend of hers who had agreed to help them. As we talked, I was happy to learn that our daughter’s father wasn’t only highly intelligent but very handsome and well-spoken as well. As we spoke over dinner, I found him to be incredibly sexy and I could tell by the way that he was looking at me that the feeling was mutual. We discussed a plan to have play dates at least once a month so that they could grow up knowing their siblings.
 
   When we left the restaurant, Montrezl slipped me his business card. “You’re a beautiful woman,” he said. “I’m happy that you’re the mother of my three children. I’d like to have more with you. Let’s talk about it.” Then he leaned in, put his hands on my ass and kissed me. As he did, I felt the huge bulge in his pants. He clearly had a large cock.
 
   A moment later, Tammy walked out of the restaurant and they got in their car and left. I was totally in shock. Aidan, who was inside paying the bill, walked up to me and asked what was wrong. I told him “nothing,” and we went home.
 
   That night, while making love with my husband, I was thinking about Montrezl. While Aidan moved his little thing in and out of me, I fantasized about having a cock inside of me that’s large enough that I could feel it. I wanted that thick black anaconda that I felt through his pants. As always, Aidan finished with his a squirt of his infertile semen, and I was left unsatisfied. He fell asleep with me laying in bed, my loins on fire for the real father of my children.
 
   The next day, I called to see if Montrezl was accepting any new patients. I learned that he was, so I signed up and set up an appointment to see him. Luckily, due to a cancellation, I was able to get in that week. When he stepped inside the room, he asked me what I was there for. I told him, “I’m here for you.” I began kissing him passionately. Then he locked the door and began to undress. In moments, we were both naked. And that’s when I saw his beautiful black cock. It had to be nine inches long, easily twice the size of my husband’s little thing, and quite girthy. I played with his balls and cock with my hands as we kissed, and I could feel him becoming rock hard. My pussy was soaking wet, eager for him. He laid me down on the table and mounted me.
 
   It was so incredible feeling that mighty black cock penetrating me. It slowly worked its way in, stretching me open bit by bit, until it was finally fully inside. I felt completely full and it felt amazing. It was like a lock that had finally had the right key inserted. It was the perfect size for a woman, and my vagina was the perfect size for his cock, gripping it tightly like a wet, silky vice. My clit was hard and throbbing, and thanks to his girth, I could feel my clit rubbed and stimulated with every thrust. I felt the most amazing pleasure well up from my loins, then shooting up and down my spine, as I felt my first real orgasm. I was moaning in delight, even with Montrezl’s tongue dancing in my mouth. He put me through three more orgasms before he finally grunted and pushed inside balls deep. I could feel his black monster growing even larger and pulsing as his huge black balls filled my cunt with his baby batter. As we rode out our mutual orgasm, I knew that hundreds of millions of his virile sperm were now swimming inside of me, relentlessly searching for my eagerly awaiting egg.
 
   When I got home, I wondered what I should tell Aidan. Eventually I sat him down and discussed the unusual situation that we were in, and how important it was that our daughter know her siblings. Then I pointed out that it wouldn’t be right to give her a white half-sibling. I expressed my concern that he might treat the white sibling better, and that he might consider that child to be his only “real” child. After some serious discussions, we agreed that the right thing to do would be to have all of our children using Montrezl’s sperm.
 
   Nine months later, I gave birth to a baby boy. I’m now five months pregnant with another boy. Aiden is working long hours at work to pay for our growing family and wants this to be the last one, but Montrezl wants to try for another girl. Something tells me that Montrezl will get his way. With a face and body like his, not to mention that big, wonderful  cock, he always gets what he wants.
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   * * *
 
   “I’ll ask Matt about it,” my wife Hannah said, speaking into the phone. “I don’t know what he’ll think about it.” She was talking with our neighbor Laquisha Johnson. The two of them were good friends, both in their mid-twenties, and they’d often talk on the phone together. Occasionally we’d have dinner with Laquisha and her husband Marcus. I liked them a lot. The two of them had grown up in the inner city and moved out the suburbs to have a better life. Marcus worked on the line at the plant and Laquisha worked a receptionist at a doctor’s office.
 
   After the phone call, Hannah sat me down. “You know how Laquisha is having trouble conceiving, right? Well, they went to the doctor and the problem is on her end. Marcus is fine – abnormally virile, in fact – but it’s very unlikely that she’ll ever be able to conceive.”
 
   “Okay,” I replied, wondering where she was going with this.
 
   Hannah sighed. “They want to know if I could be the surrogate mother for their baby.”
 
   I was stunned. “What do you think about that?”
 
   “Honestly, I’m flattered. I’d like to help them out.”
 
   “They can afford IVF? I thought their health coverage isn’t so good.”
 
   “Well, that’s the thing,” Hannah said, running her fingers up my leg. “They can’t afford that. It would need to be done the natural way.”
 
   “You mean he would…?” Marcus was an incredibly attractive man. Tall and muscular, he was projected to be a top draft pick for the NFL before suffering a career-ending injury at college. There were always women checking him out and smiling at him, and I could tell that Hannah found him attractive as well. “It wouldn’t even be Laquisha’s baby. It would be yours.”
 
   “They know that,” she said. “But they really want children. Can we help them out?”
 
   I was conflicted about it, but I did want to help out the Johnsons. And for some reason, the thought of my white having sex with the sexy Marcus. After a number of discussions about it, I finally agreed. When we went to the grocery store, Hannah snatched a large box of Trojans and tossed it into the cart. 
 
   “If you’re trying to get pregnant by him, why do you need condoms?” I asked.
 
   Hannah smiled. “Those aren’t for him, silly. Those are for you.” Ever since I’d met her, Hannah had been on the pill. We hadn’t been planning on starting a family for a while so birth control wasn’t an issue. But now she was going off the pill, so she was putting me in condoms.
 
   A couple nights later, Marcus and Laquisha stopped by our house. I sat down with Laquisha and we shared some decaffeinated coffee while talking about life. Hannah threw her hands up around Marcus’s neck and they French kissed before going into our bedroom. Laquisha and I were having a great conversation when I heard their voices coming through the air vents.
 
   “Damn, Marcus, it’s huge! Your cock is a fucking monster!”
 
   “Yeah, it’s nine and a half inches.”
 
   “It’s nearly as thick as a coke can! I can’t wait to feel it inside of me. My husband’s penis is so small.”
 
   Laquisha laughed. “Yeah, Marcus is a big boy. He’s so big that sometimes I feel like I can’t take all of it.”
 
   As we were talking, all I could hear was Hannah moaning in ecstasy, groaning deeply and swearing. She was always so quiet in bed with me, but she was talking dirty to Marcus, telling him how much she loved his black cock and how she loved seeing his black skin against her body. Three times she called out an orgasm. I was shocked because the most I’d ever been able to do it get her off a single time. They had sex for a good twenty minutes before we finally heard Marcus moaning loudly as he climaxed.
 
   Marcus came out of the bedroom fully clothed. Hannah was wearing nothing but her black robe, and she was holding his hand. They kissed again at the doorway, then Marcus and Laquisha went home. I then looked at Hannah. She was smiling from ear to ear. “Now it’s your turn,” she said. When we got into the bedroom she dropped her robe. Her inner thighs and cunt were glistening, her pussy hair matted down with semen. She laid back on the bed, spread her legs, and curled her finger toward me. “Eat my pussy, honey. Lick me clean.”
 
   As I leaned in, I could smell the musky scent of her black lover’s semen mixed with her juices. Her cunt was swollen and red, with a trail of white sperm leaking down. I licked up a glob of white spunk with my tongue. It tasted a little salty and nutty, but not unpleasant. I then began to eat her with abandon, and I brought her to orgasm twice. My little penis was now rock hard, and I rose to mount her. “Woah, not yet,” she said. “Get a condom.” She pointed at the box sitting on the dresser. I got up, ripped open the wrapper, and rolled the rubber over my penis. When I penetrated her, I couldn’t feel much friction but I could feel the warmth of her body through the prophylactic. Thanks to the lack of sensation, I was able to last longer than I normally do, and before I shot my seed into the condom I was able to bring her to a third orgasm. I felt proud knowing that I’d matched Marcus’s number.
 
   That was my first time using a condom but it wasn’t my last. I wore condoms with my wife for five straight years while Marcus was barebacking her. Laquisha and Marcus had said they wanted five children, but Hannah was only able to give them three. During her last pregnancy, she had a medical condition that was nearly fatal and the doctors told us that Hannah could die if she had another baby. Sadly, she had her tubes tied at the hospital just after the birth.
 
   Unfortunately, the stress of parenting seemed to get to Laquisha and Marcus. They divorced a couple of years ago, and there was a falling out between my wife and Laquisha. Luckily, although the babies have the last name Williams and were named by them, Hannah put my name on the birth certificate as the father. They were never formally adopted by the Williams, and Hannah and I are raising our three kids now. Laquisha doesn’t even see the children any longer, and they now call me “dad” and refer to their biological father as “Uncle Marcus.” Marcus stops by and visits our kids now and then, and he also makes a point to spend some sexy time with Hannah when he’s here. I don’t object to that. After all, they’ve been having sex for five years and we all enjoyed it, so why not let it continue? Even better, I now get to enjoy sloppy seconds in her slick, oily snatch without needing to use a condom. Life couldn’t be any better!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Nick. I’ve been happily married to my wife Hailey for seven years and we’re both in our late twenties. Hailey is a looker, standing 5’8 with long blond hair and blue eyes and an hourglass figure. 
 
   Before I met Hailey, she had always been somewhat promiscuous. In fact, her only long-term relationship ended right before we met and it ended because he caught her cheating. Hailey confessed to me what happened with her ex-boyfriend and that she just doesn’t feel like she can be monogamous. After discussing it, we decided that she could date other guys as long as she’s open and honest about it. For nearly all of our relationship, Hailey was also dating other guys. She had at least one side lover during most of our marriage, and most of the time she would rotate through three to five guys. Hailey didn’t neglect me in the bedroom, though. When she would come home from her dates, she would tell me everything that happened. Usually we would both make love at that point, as I enjoyed sloppy seconds. 
 
   A number of times while she was dating, we had a pregnancy scare. We talked about what would happen if one of her lovers impregnated her. Hailey was adamant that she would never get an abortion, and we agreed that a guy shouldn’t be responsible for child support just because he gave a wife some really good sex, especially if there is a husband around to raise the child. I’d always known there was a significant possibility that I might end up raising other men’s children as my own. Still, I was surprised when Hailey brought up her newest idea to me.
 
   “What do you think?” She said, handing me the brochure.
 
   It was an advertisement for the “Black Breeders Club.” It was officially a club for women who like dating black men and having their babies to meet and discuss their issues. But they also had a collection of black “counselors” available. It had all of the their vital information, including pictures of their huge equipment. There were twenty guys in the catalog, all menacing, heavily-muscled black guys with dark skin. They were charging $200 an hour for “counseling.”
 
   “That’s a lot of money,” I said.
 
   “We can afford it.” She put her arms around my waist. “I’ve been thinking about having a baby and I’d really like to have a black one.”
 
   Although we weren’t sexually exclusive, nearly everybody we knew thought that we were a normal, monogamous couple. I conveyed my concern that if she had a black baby, everybody would know that she’s sleeping with other people.
 
   “You seem very turned on by that,” she said, her right hand fondling my crotch. True enough, I was rock hard at the thought of her getting bred by a black stud and having a black baby, but I was still concerned. We talked further, though, and agreed that it might become easier if we became an open about our lifestyle. I also agreed that I would raise a black baby as my own.
 
   I discovered that Hailey had already picked out the black stud that she wanted to breed her. His name was Karl. According to the Club, he had successfully bred over thirty white wives. He was handsome, intelligent, educated and athletic – a great male specimen for breeding. He also was said to be an incredible lover, with a thick, ten-inch cock.
 
   Hailey was eager to try him out. She went off the pill and began charting her cycles. She pinpointed when she would be ovulating. She moved her other lovers to safe times of the month, and reserved Karl for five straight days, all at or around her ovulation.
 
   Hailey was in the bathroom, primping and brushing her hair when Karl arrived. She was wearing only a sexy new pair of bra and panties that she’s purchased at Victoria’s Secret beneath her robe. Karl showed up wearing a muscle shirt and jeans. I was surprised at just how big he was compared to me. I felt tiny compared to him, and more than a little intimidated. When Hailey came out and greeted him at the door, he just ignored me, grabbing my wife’s ass and kissed her. Hailey was rubbing her body up against his, no doubt eager to try out the huge cock that she’d been promised.
 
   In the bedroom, they quickly removed their clothes. Karl’s ripped black physique was quite a contrast to Hailey’s soft white frame. She dropped to her knees and carefully took his huge semi-erect cock, gently cupping his balls as she began sucking it. An experienced cocksucker with many well-hung lovers in her past, she was able to take him deep inside. Karl was moaning in pleasure, holding my wife’s head in place as she greedily gobbled his thick, veiny beast. I walked over to Hailey’s drawer and found the tube of lubrication. I then sat down and started to stroke myself as I watched the action.
 
   They kissed again, with Karl’s mighty ten-incher pressing against her belly, then my wife spread out on the bed. Karl got down and began licking the sweet nectar of her cunt, and Hailey was gripping the blankets in her hands as she moaned in pleasure. After a couple minutes, Karl rose up and aimed his dark weapon at my wife’s vulnerable white pussy. She spread her legs a little more, beckoning him to violate her. He put the tip of his cock at her tight, wet entrance for a moment, and then pushed inside hard like a burglar breaking into a building. Hailey gasped as she received him, and in just three thrusts he was balls deep. She was moaning, kissing him passionately as her virile black stud pounded her relentlessly with his giant cock. I could see her stomach clenching and releasing as she orgasmed, and her toes curling, and those involuntary movements never failed to turn me on. Although Hailey came three times, Karl just powered through, fucking her in position after position. Finally, in doggy style, he announced that he was cumming. Hailey’s back was arching, groaning as she orgasmed, and I felt my own climax building in my balls. I thought it was almost magical, the way the three of us came simultaneously.
 
   Karl left after their coupling, and then Hailey asked me to join her in bed. I was a little surprised, as we had already discussed the fact that I wouldn’t be having any sex with her until she got pregnant, but she indicated that she wanted me to lick her pussy clean as I do when she returns from her dates. I’d never tasted a black man’s seed before but it tasted especially delicious just knowing that Hailey was fertile and using no birth control with him. I managed to give her another orgasm in the process.
 
   Over the five days, I had the opportunity to see Karl fucking her good and hard repeatedly. I always masturbated while watching them, but I also would jerk off later just thinking about what I saw. That huge black stud breeding my beautiful blonde was one of the most erotic things I’ve seen in my life. A couple weeks later, we were both overjoyed when the pregnancy test came back positive.
 
   Before our son was born, we had to sit down our friends, neighbors and family to explain our lifestyle. There were a lot of questions, some hurt feelings, and we lost some friends over it. But we’re much happier now because we can live our lives out in the open, and everybody still in our lives either accepts it or tolerates it. Both of our families have been very supportive of their new grandchild, and they couldn’t love our son any more if his skin were as white as Hailey’s and mine. They just tell us how handsome he is and they can’t wait for more. Frankly, neither can I!
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   * * *
 
   “It’s okay, Sarah,” Josh said, comforting me. “You don’t have to leave him.”
 
   My boyfriend Josh is such a great guy. He’s so understanding. I love having a boyfriend who cares about me!
 
   Ever since I hit puberty, I had dated bad boys. I was strongly attracted to guys who were handsome, sexy, strong, dominant, and often violent. I dated guys with large cocks who knew how to use them, guys who ooze confidence and sex appeal with every movement. The kind of guys who other girls desire and who men respect. Sometimes the nice guys would try to approach me but I always rebuffed them. Sometimes they would ask me out and I’d turn them down, but most of the time they could just sense that I wasn’t attracted to them and they’d slink away.
 
   Obviously, there was something wrong with me. It was probably my self-esteem. For some reason, I just didn’t feel that I was worthy of dating short, weak, pasty-white nerds. My mother and my girlfriends all tell me that the best men are the runts of the litter, the short, socially-awkward geeks who put women on a pedestal and treat them with respect. I knew my friends were right – that the weaklings are the real men and the sexy, atheletic studs are losers – but my self-esteem was so low that I couldn’t help being attracted to the wrong kind of guy, like my current lover Caris.
 
   Caris is a tall, sexy, arrogant black guy with tattoos and a violent personality. Everything about him, from the way he talks to the way he walks, just drips sexuality. When women meet Caris, they let him know with their eyes and body language that they are attracted to him, even the ones in relationships. It’s been that way his entire life. When he was younger, he had sex with the nice guy’s girlfriends.  Now that he’s an adult, he has sex with other men’s girlfriends and wives. Women make a nice guy wait for weeks, even months before letting them have sex with them, but they eagerly drop their panties for Caris the first time they meet. I knew that Caris was having sex with lots of other women, but I didn’t feel good enough about myself to break up with him. It’s that self-esteem thing again.  
 
   Thankfully, I met my amazing boyfriend Josh. He’s nothing like that loser Caris. Instead of spending his time in the gym and screwing countless women, Josh went to college and got a good job. He’s sweet and romantic, buying me flowers and complimenting me. When we first dated, I made him wait for two months to have sex to show him that I’m a good girl, and he was totally patient about it. When we finally made love, it was a little awkward because he was a virgin and didn’t know what he was doing. I was disappointed that his penis was so small, only five inches long and pretty thin, but our lovemaking session wasn’t unpleasant. I just enjoyed the cuddling and being naked together. Although my bad boy lovers refused to use condoms, Josh was understanding and wore the rubber. He was so excited to finally get inside of a girl that he only lasted a few minutes before squirting his little dab into the condom’s reservoir. Now that we were a couple, I thought that I should break up with Caris.
 
   When I told Caris that I was leaving him for Josh, he was furious. Caris attacked me physically, leaving visible marks. He said that my pussy was only for him and if I ever cheated again or tried to leave him, it would be much worse. When I talked to Josh about it afterward, I was crying as I told him what had happened. He consoled me and told me that we would make it work.
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” Josh said, running his fingers through my hair. “You don’t need to leave him. We can just stop having sex. Eventually he will break up with you and move on. Then we can be together as a couple.” I was already falling in love with Josh, but at that moment I knew he was the man for me.    
 
   Now Josh talks to me over the phone and sends me romantic texts, and we go out on dates a couple times a week. At the end of the dates he just gives me a peck on the cheek and he goes home. Caris still comes by my apartment two or three times a week, and with him it’s all about sex. He takes me in his powerful arms. I’m intoxicated by his manly scent as he kisses me, my pussy soaking in anticipation. He pounds me hard with his thick eight inch cock, slapping my white ass as I moan through orgasm after orgasm. At the end, Caris explodes and coats my cunt with his seed. I give him a kiss goodbye at the doorway, my womb filled with a hundred million of his virile sperm searching for my egg.
 
   I still have a long way to go. The immense attraction I still feel for bad boys like Caris, and the intense orgasms I feel when he fucks me with his mighty phallus, shows that I still have self-esteem issues. But Josh is such a sweetheart and he’s helping me heal. One day, I’m sure, I will be attracted to Josh the way I’m attracted to Caris. In the meantime, I’m getting all the love and attention I crave from Josh and the sexual satisfaction I need from my black lover Caris. What more could a girl ask for? 
 
   9 INCHES AND GROWING - Part 1
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “I’m really excited about it,” Noah said to the camera before turning to face his twenty-one-year-old fiancée Elsie. “I can’t wait for the wedding and the honeymoon in Hawaii.”
 
   “Neither can I!” the wavy-haired blonde Elsie said, glowing. It was a great scene that would really appeal to our viewers. I was a cameraman on a cable TV show called “The Big Christian Family.” The show was about Dale and Mary Jessup, an ultra-religious pair who lived in the South. They didn’t believe in birth control and had fourteen kids in all, seven boys and seven girls. They also had a very strict code of morality that they called “holiness standards,” and didn’t allow the girls to wear makeup or pants, only dresses. They were not supposed to even kiss until their wedding.
 
   Personally, I think the whole thing is nonsense but the show is a real hit with evangelicals in the South. A few years ago, the oldest daughter Ellie Mae married Neil. That gave us our best ratings to date. Given the Jessups’ opposition to birth control, we were all expecting some children from them but it has been three years now without any luck. Then last year there were two weddings, the sisters Edna and Evelyn, and those gave us even bigger ratings. Edna and Evelyn both had babies within a year of their weddings and the viewership continues to be strong. This year’s wedding is Elsie’s, and we’re hoping for another ratings bonanza. 
 
   I’m Tyrone. I work as a cameraman on The Big Christian Family. You’re probably wondering how I got the job, so I’ll tell you. Although I’m black, I was adopted by a white Christian family that lives a few towns away. My adopted brother is Neil – yes, that Neil, the one married to Ellie Mae. So, I guess you could say that I’m part of the Jessup family by way of marriage. I was having trouble finding a job, largely because of felony convictions for aggravated assault and armed robbery. As a tattooed black man with a criminal background, a lot of people just write me off. But the Jessups gave me a chance by helping me get a job on the crew. One of the senior cameramen showed me how to do the work and now I’m a professional at it.
 
   Elsie is my favorite of the Jessup girls. Often times when we’re between shoots, I’ll have some small talk with Elsie. Nothing wrong with a little harmless flirting. I would always notice an occasional sideways glance from her, checking out my chiseled physique. Sometimes I’d even notice her checking out my package. At nine inches long, I’m pretty well endowed and I know that even a little church girl like Elsie would love to get her hands on a thick black cock and make her a real woman. But one encounter I had with her was especially memorable.
 
   I was staying at the Marriott along with most of the Big Christian Family crew. I was sipping on some scotch and I left my room for ice when I saw Noah down the hallway leaving the room of our executive producer. I saw the door open up again and Elsie’s head pop out. Noah came up to her, gave her a little peck on the lips, then she went back inside and he jumped inside the elevator. Frankly, I was shocked. Supposedly the Jessup girls are chaperoned at all times and don’t even kiss until their wedding, but here she was with Noah and she gave him a kiss. I couldn’t help but smile as I returned to my room.
 
   About twenty minutes later, I heard a knock on my hotel room door. I opened it and there was Elsie, standing in front of me wearing a conservative green button-up shirt and jean skirt. “Hi Tyrone,” she said, shuffling her feet. “How’s it going?”
 
   “I’m good, I’m good,” I said, wondering what the heck was going on. “You wanna come inside?”
 
   Elsie looked both ways down the hall, then she quickly slipped inside my room. As soon as she did, I locked the door behind us.
 
   “I’m just so nervous,” she said, leaning back against the wall. “It’s only a couple of weeks until the wedding.” 
 
   I nodded slowly, trying to figure out what to say. I didn’t want to scare her off, but the fact that she’d come into my room had me intrigued. “I’ll bet you and Noah can’t wait until your wedding night.”
 
   She smiled sweetly. “Yeah.”
 
   “I’m really happy for you, but I’ve always felt like there was a connection between us.” I placed my hands on the wall, on either side of her. “Something special that we never got the chance to explore.”
 
   Elsie looked at my chest, them up to my eyes. “I feel it, too. But my daddy would never allow it. We’re only supposed to date Christian guys from our church.”
 
   “He wouldn’t want you dating a black man,” I said.
 
   She looked down, nodding. “He would deny it but I know it’s the truth.” She looked into my eyes. “Personally, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it. I think black guys are really sexy.”
 
   I leaned in and kissed her. My hands roamed down her waist and over her ass while my tongue slipped inside of her mouth. She didn’t move her tongue and I wondered if she’d ever done it before. Her breathing was fast now, and she put her hands on my waist. “I can’t do this. I’m getting married in two weeks.”
 
   “You aren’t married yet,” I replied. “You’re a single woman and I’m a single man.” There was a lock of hair on her face and I gently brushed it away with my hand. “It’s okay.”
 
   “I know, but…” She swallowed hard. “I don’t want anybody to know.”
 
   “I promise.” I reached down and unzipped her jean skirt. It fell to the floor, revealing a pair of white silk panties with a soaked crotch and some hairs poking around the sides. I kissed the side of her neck as I slowly unbuttoned her green shirt, then removed it and her white t-shirt. She was now down to her lacy white bra and panties. I walked her over to the bed, kissed her while fondling her body, removed her bra and then sat her down on the edge of the bed. Her breasts were small but they were young and perky, and my cock bursting.
 
   I threw off my t-shirt and dropped my jeans to the floor, stepping out of them. I stood in front of Elsie in just my boxers, and she was staring at the huge bulge in my crotch. “Reach in and take it out.” She hesitated for a moment, then she pulled down my briefs. My cock sprung free. “Oh my goodness,” she said, her eyes wide in amazement. “It’s enormous!”
 
   “Now put it in your mouth,” I said. She leaned forward tentatively and licked on the cockhead a little bit like she was licking a sucker. “There you go. Now put your hands on the shaft and hold it.” She followed my instructions dutifully. I explained to her how to cover her teeth with her lips, and soon got her to take the head of it inside of her mouth. “That’s right,” I said as a I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her toward me, pushing my cock into her throat. Elsie struggled but I got a few short thrusts in before releasing her gagging mouth.
 
   “That was good,” I said. Her eyes were watering. “For your first time, that was real good.” She smiled and wiped off the saliva that was dripping down her lips. “Now lay down while I pleasure you.” She complied. I had her lift her lips, and I hooked my fingers on the elastic band of her white panties and slipped them down her legs. She had a fully hairy muff, like something from a 1970’s porno. But I wasn’t deterred. I leaned in and began to lick her cunt. As I lapped up her sweet nectar, I noticed how sticky it was and I suspected that she was ovulating. I went to slip a finger inside and I noticed that her hole was tiny, smaller than even my pointer finger. Then I realized what I was seeing – she was a virgin with an intact hymen. I’d never seen a hymen before and my fully-erect cock got even harder.
 
   I couldn’t resist any longer. I got up on top of Elsie and placed my cock on top of her slit. I kissed her as I rocked  in place, my shaft massaging her clit as we dry humped. Finally, I grabbed the head of my cock and placed it right at her entrance, wetting the head with her cream. I waited for a moment, my meat marinating in her virginal pussy juices, my balls eager for more. Then, like a robber breaking into a bank, I thrusted hard and broke right through the virgin’s hymen. Elsie yelped but I began kissing her, muffling her cries. Her cunt was impossibly tight but I kept pushing, a fraction of an inch deeper with each thrust. I knew I should go slow but I needed to take it all, to take it at once. Her honey pot was clenching hard on my manhood, a velvety vice as I pushed deeper and deeper. Elsie’s face was flush, her breathing labored as she cried in a mixture of pain and pleasure.
 
   I reached the point where I could go no further, my cockhead pressing against her cervix. I wasn’t fully inside of her, a few inches remained outside, but I had taken all there was to take. I then began to pound her with long thrusts, pounding her fast and hard. “Oh jeez,” she cried, her mouth agape as she moaned in pleasure. “You’re so big! You’re penis is just so big!... Oh, ooooohh!” Her stomach clenched, her back arched, she threw her head back and groaned through an orgasm. I could feel her cunt gripping my cock even harder, milking my cock to extract my black seed. Seeing Elsie cum was so erotic that I couldn’t take it. My balls tensed up and my cock began to tingle. “I’m cumming,” I said, pressing as deep as I could, shooting my seed deep into her womb. Elsie was a virgin no more as we kissed and cuddled in a post-coital embrace.
 
   “I have to go,” Elsie said, jumping out of bed. As she pulled her panties up, I thought about how the Jessups don’t use birth control. I knew that hundreds of millions of my sperm were happily wiggling and jiggling their way inside of her, enjoying their new home. She zipped up her jean skirt, buttoned up her shirt, gave me a kiss and left.
 
   After that, everything was back to business. We filmed the white wedding and it was as adorable as we’d hoped. The only problem was that Elsie was experiencing nausea on the day of her wedding, but luckily she made it though the ceremony without gagging. While they were on their honeymoon, I heard from some of the crew that the newlyweds were having a good time thought the nausea was pretty intense.
 
   A few months later, it was announced that Elsie was pregnant. Her husband Noah was proud as peaches, ready to be a father. Personally, I was wondering if I might have impregnated her but I couldn’t say a word. They announced that the baby was a boy, and Elsie was taking pictures of her pregnant belly all through the pregnancy. Based on past experience, everybody believed that the birth of Elsie’s baby would be a huge for ratings. Believe me, what happened made for some shocking television…
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   * * *
 
   “What’s wrong?” I asked Elsie, my new bride who was finally in bed with me. She’s one of the Jessup daughters on the reality TV show “The Big Christian Family.” We quickly undressed and she reached inside my underpants, removing my penis. All four inches were hard as steel, but she seemed disappointed.
 
   “Nothing’s wrong,” she said, forcing a smile onto her face. “It’s fine.” When I mounted her and slipped my cock inside of her, she asked, “is it in yet?” I told her it was but she seemed uncertain. She held my hips and moved her hips rapidly, as if she was trying desperately to feel something. Then she just calmed down and just lay there, allowing me to take my pleasure. When I finally climaxed, she gave me a condescending smile. I thought it might all be in my head, but I also thought her illness might have been a problem. Starting a couple days before the wedding, Elsie had been suffering from serious nausea.
 
   Soon after our wedding night, we discovered that Elsie was pregnant. It was a big ratings event for the show and we took lots of pictures of her growing belly for social media. But nine months later, when she finally gave birth, I realized why she had been suffering nausea even before the wedding. When I was in the delivery room and I heard the baby cry, Elsie and I were both overcome with emotion, crying. But I couldn’t help but hear the strange whispers and gasps by the hospital staff. When they had cut the umbilical cord, I noticed that the baby had dark skin and nappy hair. Elsie had given birth to a black baby!
 
   It was a huge scandal that rocked “The Big Christian Family.” We lost a bunch of show sponsors and there were rumors that the network was going to cancel the show. But luckily Dale Jessup, the patriarch of the family, stepped in and found out what had happened: Tyrone, a cameraman on the show and the adopted brother of Neil (who is married to Elsie’s sister Ellie Mae), had taken Elsie’s virginity before the wedding. He sat all of us down for a talk in front of the cameras. Tyrone was now sitting at the table with us.
 
   “God is not the author of confusion,” Dale said authoritatively, “According to the Bible, when a man knows a woman physically, he becomes the woman’s husband in God’s eyes. That’s how Adam became the husband of Eve, not through a ceremony but by having marital relations with her, by knowing her as his wife. And God does not allow for divorce. What God has brought together, let no man tear asunder.”
 
   “What does that mean?” I asked.
 
   “It means that Tyrone is Elsie’s real husband in God’s eyes. Legally, Noah, you are her husband and you may continue living with her in the house we bought you. But you are not to have any physical relationship with her whatsoever. You are to live as brother and sister. Tyrone, as the real husband, will move into the house with you and he will father the children.”
 
   I immediately moved into one of the spare bedrooms. A week later, Tyrone moved into the house. I’ve become primarily a babysitter for Tyrone and Elsie, which helps them find time to make love. Although I no longer got to have sex with Elsie, I was incredibly aroused at seeing and hearing the two of them together. The way Elsie’s body would move and react to Tyrone’s presence and touch was totally a turn on for me. She seemed to be always turned on for him, her body undulating against his crotch.
 
   The house is old and has large cracks around the doors. Luckily their bed is straight ahead of the door, and by squinting I can get a clear view of the bed. I love to watch Tyrone remove Elsie’s jean dress and her silk panties. She’s also become quite an accomplished cocksucker. I didn’t even think it was possible, but she’s managed to deep throat his thick black cock, taking it down her throat and her lips going all the way to the base of his shaft. While she was quiet and barely moved in bed with me, she is totally wild with Tyrone, moaning and groaning like a whore. “Oh goodness, I’m cumming,” she grunts out, her back arched as she climaxes. I love seeing her white pussy stretched tight as a drum around his thick black cock, seeing his balls twitching as he fills her with his seed. When his thick black serpent slowly slithers out of her cunt with a pop, and his cum is trickling down her leg onto the mattress, it gets me incredibly aroused. I know it’s a sin, but I often masturbate right after watching them or while listening to Elsie from the adjacent bathroom.
 
   I’m sure you’re not surprised, but Elsie is pregnant again. The Jessup family will be adding another black baby later this year. Now that Tyrone is on the show instead of filming it, he’s unemployed so I’m the sole breadwinner for the family. It’s going to be a struggle paying for my growing family but with God’s help, we will make it and be a wonderful example for other families to follow.
 
   9 INCHES AND GROWING - Part 3
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “Sign here, Noah,” the nurse said to me. I quickly signed my name to the birth certificate, making me the legal father of my wife Elsie’s new black baby. It was joyous occasion for me, Tyrone and Elsie, as we welcomed our second child into our family. This time we were able to do it right, with Tyrone cutting the cord and getting the pictures holding the newborn with Elsie. America obviously loved it, too, as the ratings of our reality show “The Big Christian Family” were higher than ever.
 
   We took the baby home and everything was wonderful. After a couple of months, Elsie had healed and was able to resume normal sexual relations with her “husband in God’s eyes,” Tyrone. I was pretty busy now, taking care of two kids in diapers and not getting much sleep, but my efforts allowed Elsie and Tyrone to spend a lot of time together as a couple. Things were great.
 
   Then we got a late night call from a show producer, asking if they could be at our house in an hour to record our reactions to something. They informed me that I would be getting a call from Elsie’s father Dale, the family patriarch, about some news. They arrived, turned on the cameras, and the phone rang. I could tell from Dale’s voice that something was very wrong. He informed me that Elsie’s sister Ellie Mae had lost her husband to a fatal car crash. Unfortunately, it was my responsibility to inform Elsie about what had happened. Even worse, Neil was Tyrone’s brother. Although Neil’s family was white, they adopted Tyrone when he was just a young boy. Neil and Tyrone had known each other since they were children. I woke up Elsie and Tyrone, had them sit in the family room (in front of the cameras), and I told them the news. Of course, both Elsie and Tyrone were devastated.
 
   We recorded a few episodes about Neil and Ellie Mae, their ups and downs, and their struggle to get pregnant. And, of course, the funeral. It seemed like this event, while ratings gold, was coming to an end. But I couldn’t imagine what was coming next.
 
   “We have a problem,” Dale said to us, sitting beside his wife Mary. Ellie Mae was also there. She looked a lot like her sister Elsie, but with dark black hair instead of a blonde. “Ellie Mae hasn’t had any children. And now, with Neil having gone to the Lord, he has lost his opportunity to procreate.” Dale looked over at Tyrone. “Are you familiar with Levirate marriage?”
 
   Tyrone shook his head.
 
   “It’s Deuteronomy chapter 25 verses 5 and 6,” Dale said. “The Bible says that if a man dies and has no son, the wife of the dead man shall not be married to a stranger. Instead, her husband’s brother shall take her as his wife and go into her, performing the husbandly duties. And the first son she bears shall be named after the deceased husband – in this case, Neil.”
 
   “You mean I would have two wives?” Tyrone asked. “Elsie and Ellie Mae?”
 
   “The Bible is not opposed to polygamy,” Dale replied. “Many of the men in the Bible had multiple wives. The only prohibition is that a bishop should only have one wife. And even that implies that other Christians under the New Testament had multiple wives, they just couldn’t be bishops.”
 
   Dale quickly arranged for an informal wedding, with Ellie Mae wearing the wedding dress she had worn at her first wedding and Tyrone wearing a white tuxedo. That episode had even better ratings than Ellie Mae’s first wedding, and some of our highest ratings in years. 
 
   When we got home from the wedding, it was time for the honeymoon. Since Tyrone now had two wives, he took both of them into the bedroom with him. Unbeknownst to them, I had sneaked a camera into their bedroom so that I could watch Elsie and Tyrone doing the marital act, but now I could watch a threesome with two of the Jessup sisters! I was in the bathroom with my penis in my hands, watching the action stream over my iPad.
 
   Elsie and Ellie Mae were both dressed up in sexy lingerie for the honeymoon. In the bedroom, they were both kissing Tyrone passionately, taking turns removing his clothing. When his shorts came off, Ellie Mae squealed. “Oh my goodness, it’s huge!” She took her dainty little hands around Tyrone’s thick black monster and gently pumped it. “It’s so much bigger than Neil’s little white penis. I could barely feel it inside of me.” She leaned down and tried to take him into her mouth, but she just couldn’t take it.
 
   “Here, let me,” Elsie said. She moved in and began sucking him expertly. “This is how you do it, sis,” she said, stopping for air before resuming. Ellie Mae moved around behind Tyrone and stuck her tongue out. Tyrone jumped a bit, but then relaxed as the Jessup daughter performed oral on his anus, licking him and slipping her tongue into his ass.
 
   Ellie Mae bent over the bed. Tyrone got behind Ellie Mae’s ass. He rubbed the tip of his massive cock in her crotch, grabbed her white ass with his huge black paws, and pushed inside. “Oh my goodness,” Ellie Mae said, lifting her head. “It’s so big! It feels so great, so full… My quiver feels so full. My quiver is filled with your thick, black arrow!” Ellie Mae was moaning like a banshee, praising Tyrone for fucking her good and right. “Good gravy, I’m cumming,” she announced, and groaned through a whopper of an orgasm.
 
   After satisfying his new wife, he then turned his attention to his first wife. Tyrone lay down on the bed and Elsie rode him cowgirl. Ellie Mae, who was standing there playing with her clit, got up and kneeled over Tyrone’s face, feeding him her cream pie. It was right then that my little balls jerked and I spent my little dab onto my fingers.
 
   Things have never been better on “The Big Christian Family.” Ellie Mae is pregnant with her first child and Elsie is pregnant with her third. I’m working overtime to try and pay for our big family, but luckily with three other adults in the household we haven’t had trouble with babysitting. When I get home, though, the kids are my responsibility while Tyrone and his wives hang out and copulate. It may not be the way that I would have planned it, but I’m content knowing that it’s God’s way. I hope they never find the camera in the bedroom because the action is incredible and I’ve never been more sexually satisfied!
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   * * *
 
   “Is you serious, Kaitlyn? Is you serious?,” Rondae said, calling me from prison. “I need a place to stay our I can’t get out of here!”
 
   I had been with my ex-boyfriend Rondae on and off for three years. Although he was the love of my life and he was incredibly sexy and amazing in bed, he was violent and I was concerned for my safety. My family was never happy that I was dating a black guy, especially an uneducated, violent thug who used drugs like Rondae. When he was arrested on multiple counts of aggravated assault, my friends and family were relieved.
 
   My husband Ryan walked in from the den. He adjusted his glasses, looked over at me and mouthed the words “who is it?” Ryan is such a sweet guy. He doesn’t have a strong, muscular body like Rondae or half the confidence, he’s a really considerate partner and my family loves him. Ryan may not have much of a package but sex is a small part of a relationship and I have a great vibrator, and we’re a perfect couple together.
 
   I cupped the phone with my hand. “It’s Rondae.” Then I whispered to him. “Listen, I can’t make any promises. I’ll talk to him and let you know.”
 
   After my call, I sat down with Ryan on the couch and I explained the situation to him. He expressed some concern, reminding me about the time that Rondae beat me black and blue and I ended up in the hospital for two days. Holding my husband’s hand, I explained to him that Rondae wasn’t like that anymore, that he’s off drugs now and he’s a changed man. Nobody had ever given Rondae a chance, and even his family won’t talk to him. I explained that he needs a stable place to live to get probation and a nice house in the suburbs is a perfect place for him to start over. Ryan then expressed his concern that I might fall in love with Rondae again. I assured Ryan that I loved him, that he had nothing to worry about, and that everything would be fine. He reluctantly agreed to allow it.
 
   The next week, I drove over to the prison to pick up Rondae. He came out in a t-shirt and blue jeans, holding a bag in his hand. He looked even buffer than he had before, no doubt due to have all day to work out in the gym. He was over six feet of solid black muscle, walking with a sexy swagger and a confident gaze. I was surprised at my strong reaction to him after not seeing him for seven years. He walked up to me, met my eyes and kissed me, running his hands all over my body. My body reacted instinctively to him and I felt flush. Although I need to use lubrication with my husband, my pussy was soaking wet as it always had for my black lover. Though I kissed him back and ran my hands up his back, feeling his powerful muscles, I knew it was wrong. “We can’t do this anymore,” I said, my body pressed against his as I inhaled his manly scent. “I’m a married woman now.”
 
   Rondae pursed his lips, slowly nodding. “We’ll see about that.”
 
   It was a good twenty minute ride from the men’s prison to our house in the suburbs. On the way, we talked about our good times together, like how he used to play on the football team as the star receiver in high school. How we’d get stares when we’d walk down the hallway hand-in-hand. And how amazing the sex was. Rondae is pretty well endowed. I measured him with a ruler in high school and he was just over ten inches long when fully erect, and he was almost that big when soft.
 
   Frankly, the best part about Rondae’s cock was his girth. I don’t think length matters much beyond seven inches. But when a cock is thick, it just feels so good and touches all the right spots. I would always cum hard when having sex with Rondae, sometimes even passing out. My husband’s five inch penis sometimes slips out during intercourse because it’s so small, and even when he’s thrusting inside it doesn’t have the thickness to really please me physically. I enjoy having sex with Ryan and it’s nice to feel close to him like that, but it doesn’t have the raw animal delight of having sex with a guy like Rondae. After my husband finishes, I pull out my vibrator and take care of business. While I’m buzzing away at my clit, I’m thinking back to the well-hung studs who fucked me good in my past – guys like Rondae.
 
   When we arrived at the house, Rondae introduced himself to Ryan. My husband kind of shrunk a little bit as they met. I think he was intimidated by seeing Rondae’s height and physique, or maybe just because he’s a black guy. In any case, as Rondae and I walked over to the spare room, I think it was clear to everybody that there was a new man of the house.
 
   I started making the bed for Rondae, putting the sheets on the spare bed. “I haven’t had a woman in seven years,” Rondae said, grabbing his crotch. “I need some. It was good, you remember.”
 
   I smiled, throwing a pillow near the headboard. “I’m a married woman now.”
 
   “That guy, he doesn’t need to know.” He walked up to me, looked down and put his arms around my waist. “We were Rondae and Katie before he ever came around. We’re still Rondae and Katie.” He started kissing and my body melted against his. Again, my pussy was getting wet, eager for sex with this virile, sexy man. I wanted him badly, to feel our bodies together again, to feel his thick manhood pushing deep inside of me, taking me. I knew what I had to do.
 
   Later that evening, I against sat down with my husband. I assured Ryan that I loved him and he’s the only person I want as my husband and primary partner, but that I still had a strong bond with Rondae and I wanted to resume my sexual relationship with him. My husband was bothered by this, but to his credit he was mature about it and knew that I loved him, and he said he was committed to making it work. I assured him that I wouldn’t neglect him in the bedroom, that we would still have sex every week or so. Then Ryan asked if he could watch us together. I told him that I’d have to clear that with Rondae, but I would tell him as much or as little detail about our encounters as he liked.
 
   That night, I showered and put on perfume, brushing my curly black hair and primping for Rondae. I put on some cute new lingerie that I’d bought, a pretty white top with matching panties, garters and stockings. When I joined Rondae in the spare room, he was wearing a t-shirt and boxer shorts. He seemed surprised to see me, but he clearly liked what he saw.
 
   “I thought you said no?”
 
   “I talked with my husband,” I said. “We talked it out. He’s okay with it.”
 
   For the years that I’d been with Ryan, I’d suppressed my sexuality. I wanted to be with a nice guy and so I shut off that part of my life. As I kissed Rondae that night, I realized just how much I had been missing, how I had sold out my sexuality – no, sold out my very self – to do what society says is “right.” Yes, Ryan was a good man and a solid partner but that wasn’t what I needed. Every fiber of my being desired to be with a man like Rondae. Around my husband, I felt like a person working to run a household. With Rondae, I felt like a woman.
 
   He dropped his shorts, freeing his huge black cock. He was now completely naked apart from the bracelet that the prison had secured around his ankle. “Suck it, bitch,” he ordered. I obediently dropped to my knees and began to pleasure him. Taking Rondae’s cock in my hands, I was so excited to see and feel his enormous cock inside of me again. As I encased his cock with my mouth, I reflected on why a man like Rondae is so superior to a nice guy like Ryan.
 
   What makes a man like Rondae a real man is his ability to take me. To do with and to me whatever he desires. That is important to me. My husband, like many husbands, is a gentle man. I do not want that during sex. I want to be taken, for the man to take charge and make things happen. I am there for his pleasure, and to receive pleasure simply by giving him pleasure. For me, the most important thing a real man can do is to take me and do with me as he wishes, sexually.
 
   A real man doesn’t hold back during sex. He will do what he feels he wants to do without regard for anything or anyone. He has to accept certain limitations, yet he must also push those limits. He doesn’t have to be borderline violent, but he must be in control. A real man takes charge and control, and by doing so he makes me feel like a woman. His job is not to understand what I want – his job is to fuck me, and do it well and often. I want my pussy to be full, my legs numb, my head reeling. My body belongs to the man or men inside of me.
 
   All women, even the dominant ones, want a man to be in charge sexually. Real men are superior and they know it, and they would never allow a wedding ring to deter them. They are arrogant and they have a right to be.  I am dominant around nice guys like my husband, but I am very submissive around a man like Rondae. He just commands it by being himself. They have an air of superiority about them, and for good reason. They know they get women, and many very easily. They know women enjoy having sex with them, and they want it from him and men like Rondae often. They are the kind of men that other men respect and that women desire.
 
   Rondae had never been faithful when we were together, and he got women easily and often. And although it made me jealous, I loved the fact that other women wanted him, too. Having sex with a man like Rondae isn’t something that you have to do, it’s something you are privileged to do. Women just do what he asks, and men do so as well. Rondae isn’t usually violent but he knows that he’s entitled to what he wants. He is a powerful man. And he is an incredible lover. Just by being himself, he commands respect of all who meet him. He is a real man, there is no doubt about it.
 
   I was looking into Rondae’s eyes as he slipped his thick, black cock inside of my pussy. It felt so delicious and it had been so long. I adored feeling his powerful, masculine body on top of me, resting his elbows on the bed. I ran my hands over his muscular frame, in awe of this virile male god as he thrusted repeatedly in and out of my soaking-wet beaver. The feeling of fullness was amazing. I realized how deprived I had been for years, giving up myself in exchange for the security of nice guy with a job. What I had done was so wrong in leaving him. Yes, Rondae had a temper but his violent acts were like the thorns on a rose, a necessary part that almost accents and elevates the beauty. The testosterone and masculinity that course through his veins may lead him to make some wrong decisions at times, but I realized then that it was all worth it. I wanted him. I needed him.
 
   Rondae rolled me over. With my face down on the bed, my ass high in the air, he fucked me superbly. I was moaning with pleasure as his thick cock pounded me. While Ryan would spend so much time and effort trying to bring me to a gentle orgasm, Rondae simply took his own pleasure. His cock was so large that my cunt was filled fully, and my clit was moving with each thrust. I felt a tingle in my loins and it spread up and down my body, a powerful orgasm coursing through me. For the first time in years, I experienced a mind-blowing orgasm and it happened from intercourse alone, with no need for artificial stimulation of my clit. It didn’t just feel incredibly good, it felt incredibly right.
 
   The three of us now have a great relationship. I’ve been having sex with Rondae almost every day, but I kept my promise and still have sex with my husband, often a couple times a week now. Ryan actually is a lot friskier, and he seems more interested in sex than ever. He especially likes to have sex with me right after I’ve been with Rondae. I like it, too, partly because I’m still excited from the encounter with my black lover but also because I love knowing that Ryan is licking and sucking on a pussy that was just filled with my black lover’s cream.
 
   A few weeks ago Rondae got a job down at a local plastic molding company, and he’s now claiming that he’s so tired that he doesn’t want sex sometimes. I sneaked a look at his cell phone and he’s been texting with a couple of women who work there. Both of them are married and their husbands don’t know that they’re secretly enjoying a handsome, sexy black stud on the side. I probably should be angry but I’m not. I’m happy that men like Rondae bring so much pleasure to so many women. I just hope that hope that he doesn’t move out of our house when his probation ends!
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   * * *
 
   “Michael,” my twenty-five-year-old wife Isabella said, sitting down on the couch next to me. She’s a beautiful woman with a trim figure, long brown hair and glasses. She’s smart, too, a brilliant accountant. We met back in college when I was a virgin and she had only been with a few other guys. “You know I love you, right?”
 
   “Of course.” I felt very nervous. I could tell that something serious was going on.
 
   “I have a co-worker who has been hitting on me over the last few months. He’s a very sexy guy and I know that I’m going to end up sleeping with him, but I don’t want to cheat on you. I want to be upfront and honest with you. I’d like to open up our relationship.”
 
   “You want to have sex with your co-worker?”
 
   “Yes, but not just him. I want us to open up to non-monogamy. I think that we should be able to entertain other relationships so long as we do it openly and honestly. We’re both adults and we have needs, and one person can’t offer you everything. I want us to stay together for the rest of our lives as husband and wife, as primary life partners, but that should be a blessing not a curse. We shouldn’t hold that over each other’s heads, restricting each other from the fullness of other possibilities. Life is too short to live that way.”
 
   After a long conversation, in which we discussed our concerns and how this would all work, we agreed to open up our relationship. Isabella created accounts on Ashley Madison, Tinder, and a number of other social media apps, in which she presented herself as a “happily married woman” and mother of one looking to start other long-term relationships.
 
   That weekend, Isabella went on her first date with her co-worker. The guy’s name was Stanley. She sent me a picture of the two of them together at the club, her holding his arm and looking at him adoringly. I was surprised to see that the guy was black! He towered over her, with a muscular body, dark black skin and dreadlocks. I was at home waiting up for her, and while watching television I kept looking at the picture. I finally went to the bathroom and jerked off, just imagining her getting fucked by her new black lover. It was almost one in the morning when I got a call from my wife: she wasn’t coming home, she was staying the night at Stanley’s apartment.
 
   The next morning, when Isabella came home, she seemed to be in a happy mood. I asked her about her date. She told me that they went dancing and had a great time, then went back to his apartment and had sex. She said it kind of reminded her of her old college days because his bachelor pad needed a woman’s touch and was kind of messy. But the sex was amazing, the best in her life. That night, while in bed, she told me all the dirty details of her encounter, including how his black cock was twice as long as my five inch penis and incredibly thick. She described her powerful orgasms in detail as I pistoned my little white penis inside of her. I was so excited that I only lasted a couple of minutes, but Isabella just giggled and said that it was okay – Stanley had given her enough orgasms to last a week.
 
   Over the upcoming weeks, my wife went on dates with quite a few strangers. Some of the guys were only interested in sex, while Isabella wanted to have a full boyfriend/girlfriend relationship with them. After a few months, she eventually settled into having four primary boyfriends, including Stanley, and five other guys who were just fuck buddies. Although Isabella swears that penis size wasn’t a factor in picking them, I couldn’t help but notice that all of her lovers have at least a thick seven inch cock, and two of her boyfriends (and three of her fuck buddies) are black. She goes on a date with each boyfriend pretty much once a week, and the fuck buddies are rotated in when one of them is busy or she wants some variety.
 
   I’ve been especially interested in having sex with Isabella since we opened things up. We used to have sex only one every week or two, but now we have sex once or twice a week. I prefer having sex with her just after she’s had sex with a lover, but that feels slutty to her and she prefers to only have sex with one guy at a time. When I would try to have sex with her at night when she returned home from a date, she would always rebuff me. We’ve started to make love in the morning time. Although it’s not her favorite time of day for sex, she feels like there’s enough of a buffer between her encounters and it keeps her evenings free for her lovers.
 
   One thing I really wanted, though, was to watch her in action with one of her black lovers. I would always get so hot when making love to Isabella while she described her dates, and hearing her give me the blow-by-blow (and fuck-by-fuck), but actually seeing her in action was something she never allowed. She wouldn’t even bring the guys to our house to fuck, always going to their place or a motel room. But one Friday night, that changed.
 
   “Hi, honey,” Isabella said.
 
   I was sitting on the recliner in the family room watching ESPN. I turned to look and Isabella was walking through the front door. Following right behind her were two large, muscular black guys. “This is my boyfriend Stanley, who I work with. And this is Fred, one of Stanley’s friends. We’re going to spend the night in our bedroom, so you can sleep in the guest room tonight, okay?”
 
   I could feel my cock getting hard at the thought of my sweet Isabella having a threesome with two black guys. Stanley asked Isabella if we had any liquor, and she directed him to it. He pulled out an extremely expensive bottle of ultra-premium scotch, poured a generous serving into three glasses, and they took their drinks upstairs.
 
   I tried to focus back on ESPN but I couldn’t think about anything but my wife and her black lovers. I walked up the stairs and stood outside of our bedroom door. I could hear talking and one of the black guys was groaning loudly.
 
   “Oh yeah, bitch,” Stanley said. “That’s it, that’s right. Suck on my fucking cock.” I could hear some slurping sounds and I could only imagine how beautiful it looked to see his thick black cock inside of her mouth. Then I heard the other guy’s voice. “Mmmm, yeah, baby. Lick that big dick.” In my mind, I pictured her kneeling between the two of them, going back and forth, sucking their dicks. I quietly tried the door handle but it was locked.
 
   “You finally gonna let me fuck that ass?” Stanley asked.
 
   “No,” Isabella said. “I’m not taking ten inches in my ass. Even Fred’s seven incher is a stretch.”   
 
   “Oh, it’ll stretch you,” Fred said. They all laughed.
 
   “I want your big, thick cock in my pussy,” she said pleadingly in a little girl voice. “My little pussy needs your big black cock. It makes her so happy.”
 
   I heard some movement and the bed squeaking. “Mmmm, God yeah,” Isabella moaned. “Your cock feels so good inside of me.”
 
   I desperately wanted to see what was going on. There was a flat line on the back of the door handle, as if a screwdriver would fit there. I’d never had to use it, but the guy at Lowe’s told me that you could unlock the door handle with a screwdriver. I slowly walked downstairs, grabbed a butter knife and walked back up to the bedroom door. 
 
   “All right,” Fred said. “I’m going in.”
 
   I heard Isabella groaning and breathing heavily. “Slowly. Go slow.”
 
   I pushed in the middle of the knob with the screwdriver and slowly turned the handle. It opened. I gently pushed open the door just a crack. I could see my beautiful wife on the bed, her body sandwiched between Stanley on the bottom and Fred on top. She was up on her hands, her arms fully extended, her back arched and her mouth open. Stanley’s hands were fondling her breasts as Fred repeatedly penetrated her ass.
 
   “Oh Gaaahhhddd,” she moaned, almost crying. “It feels so fucking intense! My body is totally filled!”
 
   She lowered her body down and began kissing Stanley, who wrapped his black arms around her white body. Fred lowered himself, too, kissing her neck as he continued pounding. I could see that Stanley was moving his hips but not able to get much movement, only a couple of inches moving in and out of her overstuff pussy. Fred, though, was using long thrusts, almost completely exiting her asshole before fully penetrating her.
 
   I closed the door and went to the guest room. Standing next to the wall and thinking of the erotic scene I’d just witnessed, I listened to my wife’s continued moaning as I jerked my little penis. “Oh fuck, I’m cuh-uh-uhhhmmmming!” she screamed, and that sent me over the edge. My penis squirted like a squeezed lemon, drizzling over my fingers and landing on the carpet.
 
   I suddenly felt tired and tried to take a nap. The sounds of the three of them fucking continued, though, and I was soon erect again. I lasted much longer this time, making it through Fred announcing that he was filling my wife’s ass with his cum and managing to cum simultaneously with Stanley. I heard them cooing and whispering afterwards, and I soon fell asleep.
 
   The next morning I woke to a knock on the door. “Hi honey.” It was Isabella, completely naked. “Could you hear us through the walls?”
 
   “I sure did,” I replied. “It was hot.”
 
   “We were pretty loud,” she said. “It couldn’t believe how great it felt. We took a shower together and then the guys left, so now it’s just the two of us.” She looked down between her legs. “We fucked again in the shower. I had so many orgasms. My clit was pulsing with every heart beat. Boom boom, boom boom.”
 
   She walked into the room and slipped under the covers with me. She smiled and gave me a kiss, and put her hand on my penis. As she gently stroked it, we kissed and my little thing started to rise. “I think some day maybe we can try a threesome with you and another guy. What do you think?”
 
   My penis got even harder. “God, I’d love that!”
 
   “Fred was a little big for anal,” she said. “But your five inches, nice and thin, is just the right size for anal sex. You’re the perfect complement to my lovers.” My wife and I kissed passionately and then made sweet love.  
 
   RELUCTANT AT FIRST
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I’ve tried everything, doctor,” my husband Zachary said to our therapist, Dr. Bondari. I was sitting across from her in her office, with my husband in the chair to my left. “I can spend an hour performing cunnilingus on Olivia and nothing happens. I use my finger on her during intercourse and that doesn’t work, either. No matter what I do, she’s unable to climax.”
 
   “Did you read the books I gave you, about understanding your own body and pleasing yourself?” Dr. Bondari asked me.
 
   “Yes, I read them but nothing has changed,” I said. “I can’t believe that I’m twenty-four years old and I’ve never been able to climax, even from masturbation. I can’t even orgasm with a vibrator, so I know it’s not anything that Zachary is doing wrong.”
 
   “I agree with that,” Dr. Bondari said. “The problem isn’t what your husband is doing, but rather who and what he is.” She looked back and forth between us, pushed her glasses up her nose, then continued. “Before you met your husband, did you have other lovers?”
 
   “Just one,” I said, blushing. “I had a boyfriend in high school. We dated for a few years.”
 
   “I’m guessing that this guy was also a ‘nice guy,’ like Zachary? Somebody that you would have considered marrying?”
 
   “Yes, of course,” I answered.
 
   “And that is your problem,” she said. “Women generally have difficulty achieving orgasm with nice, gentle men. This is a part of human evolution. Hundreds of thousands of years ago, a woman needed a kind, supportive man to help her raise her children, but the children of those weak men weren’t strong enough to survive. If she chose a strong, powerful, brutish man as a sexual partner, he wouldn’t help her raise the children and, even worse, might be violent. The women who reproduced most successfully were cheaters, women who took a kind, inferior man as a husband but who cheated on him and got pregnant but strong, superior men. Although our society has changed, women still have this primitive wiring.”
 
   “What does this have to do with Olivia having difficulty reaching an orgasm?” Zachary asked.
 
   “Many women,” Dr. Bondari said, “have difficulty reaching orgasm when they have sex with their husbands. But there are some men who sleep with hundreds of women and never have a woman who doesn’t orgasm with them. In my opinion, the reason that most women have difficulty orgasming with their husbands is that they married a nice guy. A women doesn’t have trouble orgasming with a bad boy. A nice guy can try for hours to get a woman off, but a bad boy can do it easily without even trying. If a woman has interest in men, a bad boy will interest her most. There are few men like that, and women want the opportunity to be with them. It’s like winning the lottery to get to be with a bad boy, but she knows that she is not the first woman he’s had and she won’t be the last. So she gives herself to him completely, having him completely while he has her. And when an opportunity comes about that you can be with a bad boy you jump at it, you give yourself and want to give yourself to him, and hope he takes you.”
 
   Dr. Bondari turned to me. “I think you should try having sex with a sex surrogate. I have a particular man in mind. He’s very popular and very skilled. I believe that if you have sex with a strong, dominant man, you will experience orgasm. And once you do, the odds that you’ll be able to climax with your husband will improve greatly. Is that something that you’d consider?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I said, hesitating.
 
   Zachary looked at me and jumped in. “Yes, doctor, we’d like to do that. Can I get his information?”   
 
   On the car ride home, Zachary said that he thought I should at least consider it. “We’ve been struggling with this problem for years. Why not see if this will work?”
 
   “I’m concerned with how you’d feel if I had sex with another guy,” I said. He didn’t look at me, just watching the road. “I don’t want you to think I’m a slut.”
 
   “I wouldn’t think that, honey,” he said compassionately. “You have a medical problem and this will help you solve it. If you had a broken leg, you wouldn’t feel bad about getting a cast.” He paused and said, “I’d really love it if you could reach orgasm during sex. If this will help, I think it’s a great idea.”
 
   When we got home, we sat down at the computer in our den and went to the guy’s web site. His name was Juwan, and I found him to be a very sexy black man. His site had his pictures and some video where he explained his sexual philosophy. I was very impressed by what I saw, and I was very attracted to him.
 
    I turned in the chair, facing Zachary. “I’m totally happy with our sex life. It isn’t necessary for me to have an orgasm to enjoy sex with you. But if you really want me to do it, I would consider having a session with Juwan.”
 
   Zachary picked up the phone and set up an appointment for him to come to our house on Thursday night. That night I had a nice time in bed with my husband. Although I still didn’t cum, I was excited about meeting Juwan and I felt like I was getting closer to an orgasm.
 
   The next day, Zachary and I went to Victoria’s Secret and he helped me pick out lingerie that he thought Juwan might like. He picked out matching black-and-white lacy bra and panties, saying that they looked great with my white skin, hazel eyes, and long black hair. I felt very sexy and I couldn’t wait to meet my new black lover.
 
   On Thursday night, I put on perfume and my new lingerie beneath my blue jeans and a white blouse. Zachary and I were in the kitchen cooking when Juwan arrived. Although I’d seen him in the videos, I was struck at home attractive he was. He seemed even taller in person, towering over me, with a strong muscular body. He was charismatic and easy to talk to, and the conversation was fun. After we had drinks and some appetizers, Juwan led me by the hand to the bedroom. When I got inside, I locked the door behind me.
 
   I couldn’t believe how desperately I craved this new man. My pussy was soaking wet and my body was tingling with excitement. His hands caressed my ass and waist as he kissed me. I literally felt weak in the knees, like my body was going limp, as I pulled him close to me, kissing him and inhaling his manly scent. Although I love Zachary with all my heart, he’s a little on the nerdy side. Juwan, though, was all man, power and muscle. He quickly removed all my clothes except my panties, and I did the same to him, then pulled his shorts down.
 
   I was surprised at how beautiful his penis was. It wasn’t even fully erect yet but it was very long, easily twice the length of my husband’s, and it was so thick that I wasn’t sure if I could get my hands around it. I seldom perform oral sex on Zachary but I could tell that Juwan wanted it, and I wanted to please him. He was so large that it wasn’t easy to take all of him, but I licked the underside of his cock with my tongue while sliding my head onto and away from his cock. I started to gag and realized that I just couldn’t do it this way, so I stood up and tried to push him onto the bed. Although I wasn’t strong enough to actually move him, he went with me and lay down.
 
   I got on top of his waist, knees to either side of him, and aimed his thick black cock at my entrance. As I lowered myself onto him, I felt his cock stretching and filling me like I’d never felt before. The feeling was indescribable. I put my hands down on either side of his chest, then I began to thrust my hips rapidly up and down. I could feel that huge head of his cock with each thrust moving inside of me. Suddenly, I felt a strange and powerful feeling in my clit and the outer part of my pussy, and instantly it spread up my lower back, then through my whole body. “Oh, fuhhhhhck,” I groaned, arching my back as my cunt clenched hard on my black lover’s mighty cock and I rode out a powerful orgasm.
 
   I stopped, breathing heavily. “Oh my God! That was fucking amazing!”
 
   Juwan was looking up, just smiling at me. “Damn, you’re a quick cummer. If I did that, a woman would beat my ass!”
 
   We both laughed. Although sex with my husband was almost always the same – cunnilingus followed by ten minutes of doggy style – Juwan and I made love in lots of different positions for more than an hour. Just as Dr. Bondari predicted, I had no trouble climaxing with this sexy bad boy and his big cock. I’m not sure if I was having multiple orgasms or if a single orgasm would just roll on and on, but I had anywhere from five to ten orgasms before Juwan finally could take no more and pumped his black seed into my pussy.
 
   I now have sex with Juwan twice a week, always scheduled.  I learned that he has a full book of clients, but he managed to work me in. (Believe it or not, Dr. Bondari is also one of his clients – she uses his services once a week.) I always have multiple orgasms with Juwan. His cock just touches the right places inside of me, and I love feeling filled by his man-sized cock. But honestly it’s more than that. I really believe that it’s Juwan’s masculinity, confidence and raw sexuality that bring my body to climax.
 
   I still have sex with Zachary every week or two, and recently I had an orgasm when he was performing oral on me! Yes, it was a pretty mild orgasm, and it largely happened because I was fantasizing about Juwan fucking me with his huge black penis, but you wouldn’t believe how proud Zachary was he heard I told him I was cumming. Zachary and I are so thankful for men like Juwan – he’s the best thing that’s ever happened to our marriage!
 
   BLACK SHOTGUN WEDDING
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   * * *
 
   My name is Tyler. I’m twenty-two and the love of my life, Abigail, is twenty-one. We’d been dating for a few years and everything about our relationship was perfect. We were both very much in love with each other. The sex was great, too. For the first couple years of our relationship, we were making love about four or five times a week.
 
   About a year ago, though, I started noticing that we were making love less frequently. It went down to about twice a week, and then once every week to ten days. I’d heard that this would often happen after years of being married, especially after having children, but we were still young and free. Abby had started working late at work, and she said that the extra hours were tiring her and she didn’t have the energy for sex. That made sense to me, but I didn’t understand why she was now on her cell phone a lot now, messaging with her girlfriends. She would turn away from me to text and if I came near, she’d put it away. I wondered if something more was going on.
 
   I started to get a little suspicious. When Abby would work late, she would always come home and go straight into the shower. One time, while she was in the shower, I pulled her clothes out of the hamper. Sure enough, her panties were sticky and funky smelling, coated with semen. I could also smell cologne on her blouse. At that point, I was starting to wonder if Abby was having an affair.
 
   The thing is, I had already bought her an engagement ring and I had reservations at a fancy restaurant downtown. I decided to go ahead and propose to her. She accepted, and we set our wedding for June. Everything was great with us again, and we began having sex more frequently, once a week and sometimes even twice.
 
   Then in March, just a few months before the wedding, Abby started feeling sick. She took a pregnancy test and it was positive. I was excited but she seemed very distraught. I asked her what was wrong but she wouldn’t answer me for a couple of days. Instead she was distant, spending a lot of time on the phone talking privately with her girlfriends and texting. Finally, she sat me down.
 
   “Tyler, there’s something you need to know,” Abby said. “I’ve been having an affair. And I’m pretty sure that you’re not the father of my baby.”
 
   It felt like a punch in the gut. Abby explained that a guy named Tyus had started at her company about a year ago. He was quite a ladies’ man and had bedded a number of the young women in her office, and the rumor was that he was well hung and an amazing lover. Abby said she’d always secretly found black guys attractive and Tyus was especially handsome, sexy and sexual. She’d wondered what it was like to have sex with a black guy. Tyus kept hitting on her and she would flirt back but ultimately tell him no. Eventually he wore her down, though, and they finally had sex in his office on his desk. She felt terrible but the sex was amazing, and she didn’t want to give it up.
 
   “Tyus is an amazing lover,” she said, holding my hand. “His cock is so big and it really feels incredible inside of me. It was easily the best sex of my life and I enjoyed every second in bed with Tyus, but the sex was never as important to me as you.” I kissed Abby and told her that I felt the same way. I assured her that, even if the baby is black, I would raise it as my own.
 
   The three of us took a prenatal DNA test. I knew that I’d had sex with Abby one time during the week where she had gotten pregnant, so I had a chance. The test results came back and I was excluded, while there was a 99.99% chance that Tyus was the father. I again assured Abby that it was okay, and we would raise the child as our own.
 
   However, Abby told our little secret to her sister, who then informed her parents. Abby’s father called us and said that Tyus needs to do the right thing and marry Abby, that his grandson should have his father and mother living together. Abby then called Tyus and there was a flurry of calls and discussions. In the end, we agreed that Tyus would marry Abby at our wedding in place of me. In the meantime, I would sleep on the couch until I could find a new place to live, while Tyus would move into our bedroom.
 
   When Tyus showed up, I could see why Abby was so attracted to him. He was tall, athletic, and had a prominent bulge in his shorts. Everything about the way he moved and spoke exuded confidence and sexuality. While sleeping on the couch, I would often hear the noises of Tyus fucking Abby in the bedroom. The bed would squeak with every mighty thrust, and the headboard would bang in rhythm against the wall. “Oh God, it feels so good,” Abby would moan. “Fuck me with your big black cock!” My favorite part, of course, is when she’s squeal, “Oh God, Oh God…. I’m cumming,” and then groan loudly for a good minute as she climaxed. She’d always been quiet in bed with me, aside from telling me when she was cumming, but I learned just how loud and sexual Abby could be with the right man. I liked to leave some hand conditioner next to the couch and jerk off to the sounds of their lovemaking, shooting my splooge into the tissue.
 
   Tyus thanked me for being so understanding and he asked me to be the best man in his wedding. I was given the honor, along with Abby’s father, of walking her down the aisle and giving her away to Tyus. She looked so beautiful in her pure white wedding dress, a pregnant belly protruding, as she put her little hand into Tyus’s big black one. They were a beautiful couple and they had a great time on their honeymoon, substituting Tyus at the Bahama resort we’d picked. When they returned home, the newlyweds were still making love like crazy. I just signed a lease for a studio apartment so I’ll be moving soon, but I’m going to miss jerking off on the couch listening to my sweet Abby making love to her sexy black lover. At least I’ll have the memories!
 
   WILL THE BABY BE BLACK?
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   * * *
 
   My name is Derrick. I’m a happily married man and I’ve been dating a married woman, Madeline, for the last year and half, and it was her husband Dylan who got us together. We’re both very compatible intellectually and physically. I spend about two hours a day with her, and she phones me at work. We stay very connected. Dylan is my best friend and he’s watched us make love many times. Usually, though, we see each other without him being present. A few times he has come home and found us together, but he doesn’t get angry – he just smiles and seems happy about the situation.
 
   My wife knows about my relationship with Madeline. Women have always come easy to me and I’ve never been a one-woman man. My wife accepts my lifestyle and said that it’s okay, but she doesn’t want me to tell her anything about it. I’m fine with that. As for Madeline and Dylan, they have sex about once every week or two, while I make love to her about three or four times per week. Dylan only has sex with her in the missionary position and lasts about five minutes, while we try many different positions and we go for as long as we have time. I always satisfy her, too. Madeline and I are more passionate, physically and emotionally, than our spouses. We both love to touch and kiss a lot, and we don’t get that from our spouses.
 
   Madeline had her two kids by her husband, but she told me that she yearned to have a baby with me, and I told her that I wished the same. Even when they were trying for their second child, they tried hard for six months to get pregnant. She recently told Dylan that she’s going off the pill and pointed out that given how frequently she makes love with me, there’s a good chance that I’ll be the one to get her pregnant. Dylan replied that he will raise the baby as his, and he doesn’t want to know who the biological father is. Madeline and I were both surprised at that.
 
   Everything was great until Madeline started calling me less. Sometimes she said that she was busy and I she couldn’t see me that night. It’s strange because she’d never acted that way before. I normally just show up at their house, I don’t even knock, it’s almost like I live there (though I never stay the night). I decided that I would just go over anyway and see what was going on.
 
   When I came in through the door, Dylan looked surprised that I was there, like he was hiding something. “What’s wrong?” I asked. “Where is Madeline?” Dylan replied that I wasn’t supposed to be there, and that she was entertaining a friend. I marched to the bedroom door. I could hear Madeline’s sexual moans inside. Angry, I opened the door.
 
   Madeline was on her back in the missionary position, her legs bent back to her shoulders, moaning in ecstasy while she was getting pounded by a huge, muscular black guy. I’m an athletic guy myself, but this guy was enormous. I was also surprised at the size of the guy’s cock. I’m a pretty big guy, nearly eight inches long, but this guy’s cock was incredibly thick. “Fuck me, baby,” she pleaded. “Oh God, fuck me. Fuck me, baby. Yeah, your big cock feels so good inside. Oh God, I’m cumming!” The look on her face was unlike anything I’d ever seen before, and the orgasm she was experiencing seemed so much stronger. I was totally in shock. I knew that Madeline had gone off the pill and she was supposed to be ovulating this week. We were supposed to be trying for a baby together, and now this black guy was barebacking her on the sly.
 
   “Oh shit, bitch,” he said. “I’m fucking close. I’m there. Take it, bitch!” He pushed in deep inside of Madeline and groaned loudly. It felt like a kick to my stomach as I saw his big black balls jerking, his thick shaft twitching as he filled her womb with his sperm.
 
   Madeline looked up and saw me, and she seemed pained at my expression. I slammed the door shut and walked into the kitchen. Dylan just ignored me, not looking me in the eye. About a minute later, Madeline walked out of the bedroom wearing just her blue silk robe. She put her arms around me but I pushed her away.
 
   “Derrick, you know we’re not exclusive,” she said softly. “We both have spouses.”
 
   “That’s different and you know it!”
 
   “You’ve been with other women the last year.” That was true and I knew it. But other than her husband, I’d thought that Madeline was only having sex with me. “We’re not exclusive.”
 
   “You said we were going to have a baby together. Now you’re fucking some black guy? If he gets you pregnant, everybody will know it’s not Dylan’s baby. Why would you do that?”
 
   Right then, the black guy came out of the bedroom. He was dressed except for his socks and shoes, which he held in his hands. He slinked away and left through the front door.
 
   “Honey,” she said, trying to stay calm, “I’m having sex with the three of you. I can’t make any promises if I get pregnant. It could be any of yours.”
 
   I felt betrayed. I wanted to stop seeing her for a while, but I didn’t want give up the chance to impregnate her, either. Over the next couple of months, I had sex with Madeline about twice a week. From what I learned from Dylan, the black guy’s name was Leander and she was having sex with him about four times a week. Supposedly she confessed to her husband that the sex with Leander is the best sex of her life. A little more than two months later, she informed us that she’s pregnant. She’s now six months pregnant and Madeline refuses to learn the gender or paternity of the baby until it’s born. Even worse, she’s decided that this will be her last baby and she’s getting her tubes tied. We’ll know the truth soon.
 
   HER TWO HUSBANDS
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   * * *
 
   “I’m sorry but your annulment has been denied,” the priest told my wife Kaylee. “In the eyes of the Church, Andrew is not your husband. You are still married to Cliff.”
 
   Kaylee was twenty-three when I married her last year. I knew that her family was devout Catholic and they did not support her getting married without first obtaining an annulment through the Church. Years before, she had married a guy named Cliff, a handsome black guy with a violent streak. Although Kaylee was a devout Catholic and made me wait until our wedding day for any kind of sexual contact, she simply couldn’t resist Cliff. When her parents found out about their sexual relationship, they pushed them into marriage. The way Kaylee described him, Cliff was very sexy and an incredible lover, and sex was the only good thing about their relationship. When I met her, he was serving time in the county jail. He’d been released just a couple months ago.
 
   “What do I do now?” Kaylee asked. “I want to be a good Catholic again and receive communion in clear conscience.”
 
   “You need to reconcile with your real husband, Cliff,” the priest said. “And do not have any further physical relations with Andrew.” He turned to me. “Legally you may be married, but it is adultery for you to have sex with Cliff’s wife.”
 
   The next day when I came home from work, I found that all my stuff was missing from our bedroom. When I asked Kaylee about it, she told me that she’d moved my stuff into the guest room.
 
   “I’m sorry,” she said. “But it’s the right thing to do. Like the priest said, we’re just going to live as friends now, as brother and sister. I should never have gotten married outside of the Church. I should have obtained an annulment before I married you. Now it’s too late. We’ll just have to adjust to it.”
 
   “What about Cliff?”
 
   “He’s moving in this weekend,” she said. “He’s coming over tonight after dinner to see our place, so you’ll get to meet him.”
 
   When Cliff arrived, I couldn’t believe how ripped he looked. The pictures that Kaylee had shown me were from years ago, in his late teens, and the years had made quite a difference. His shoulders had broadened and his chest was larger, and he’d clearly had the opportunity to work out while incarcerated. He was wearing a t-shirt, which revealed that he had lots of tattoos on his arms. He was quite a few inches taller than me, too, and I felt somewhat intimidated by him when he shook my hand. I noticed that he was carrying a duffle bag – apparently he was staying the night.
 
   Kaylee came around the corner and gave him a big hug. “Welcome home,” she said. “Your new home.”
 
   Cliff immediately began French kissing my wife, running his hands all over her beautiful body. Her face went flush, and I could tell by the change in Kaylee’s breathing that there was some powerful chemistry between the two of them.
 
   “I missed you, baby,” Cliff said.
 
   “I missed you, too,” she replied. They kissed again, then she took his hand and offered to take him for a tour of his new house.
 
   “I’d like to see the bedroom.”
 
   “You will,” she said, running her fingers down his chest. “I’ll show you that last.”
 
   Kaylee quickly gave him a tour of the house, ending with the bedroom. “Honey, I think you understand,” she said to me. “I’d like to be alone with my husband.”
 
   “Of course,” I said, closing the bedroom door behind me. I went to my room, which was adjacent to the master bedroom.
 
   “Oh God, Cliff,” Kaylee said, breathing heavily, “I’ve been needing this for years.”
 
   I was hoping to hear something through the bedroom wall, but I realized that the windows were open in both bedrooms and the sound travelled clearly. I quietly pulled the shade down so that the neighbors couldn’t see, then undressed and got into bed.
 
   I could hear their bed squeaking as they fucked, and the headboard banging against the wall. “It’s so big, Cliff. I love feeling your big, black dick inside of me.” Cliff said something low that I couldn’t make out, then she responded, “So much better, honey. Sex with you is amazing.” I listened quietly but intently, jerking my little white boyhood to the sounds of their lovemaking.
 
   As they made love, I heard Kaylee moaning and groaning. “Oh God, I’m cumming,” she cried out and moaned loudly through a long, rolling orgasm. Kaylee usually didn’t orgasm with me, telling me that it didn’t matter and she just enjoyed the closeness, but Cliff managed to get her off three more times before he finally reached his climax. “I’m cumming again!” Kaylee said. As the two of them groaned loudly through a simultaneous orgasm, I reached my own climax, quietly moaning as my sperm squirted onto the floor.
 
   Cliff moved in that weekend and it’s been a pretty easy transition so far. It’s been four months and Cliff hasn’t engaged in any violence or gotten himself in trouble with the law. He’s still looking for work, though, but it’s difficult to get work when you have multiple felony convictions on your record. The three of us are excited that Kaylee is now pregnant with Cliff’s baby. Of course, as the legal husband, my name will be on the birth certificate and I’ll be responsible for things like finances and discipline like any other parent. Now that Kaylee is following her faith again and isn’t using birth control, we expect that we’ll need a larger home that can accommodate our growing family.
 
   Although I’m only masturbating now, I get so turned on by the naughty things that Kaylee says in bed, telling Cliff how much better a lover he is and how great his cock feels inside of her. She’d always been quiet in bed with me, and I had no idea that there was a powerful engine inside of her that just needed the right key to turn on. I have to admit that hearing the incredible sounds of joy that Kaylee makes while having sex with Cliff makes me realize the beauty of the Church’s teachings. I’m thinking of converting!
 
   PRESSURED TO HAVE A BLACK BABY
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   * * *
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” I said to my husband Connor. My legs were splayed and I was slowly rubbing my clit. “You don’t need to use a condom.”
 
   “Are you sure, Alyssa?” He was holding his box of Lifestyle Ultra Sensitive condoms in hand. “Aren’t you ovulating?”
 
   “No, I can tell,” I said, nodding. “We’re fine.”
 
   Connor moved forward on his knees, his erect four-and-a-half inch long penis in his hand, and lined up his boyhood with my vagina. As he slipped it in, he moaned. “It feels so good,” he said, lowering himself onto his elbows. As my husband thrusted his little penis in and out of me, my mind started to wander. I knew that what had worked before wouldn’t work this time. If I were pregnant, he’d know the baby wasn’t his.
 
   Connor is a perfect husband and just an all-around great guy. I feel very lucky to have gotten such a great guy as a husband. Like many young women, I was on the pill when I met him and I gave him all the sex he wanted until I got the ring on my finger. I quickly told him that I didn’t want to use the birth control pill because I didn’t want to pump a bunch of artificial chemicals into my body. While the pill is best for single women, I’d learned from older, wiser married ladies that condoms and diaphragms are best for birth control. The reason, they explained, is that barrier methods allow you to choose the fathers of your children. I didn’t like the idea of putting a rubber disc inside of me and making sure it was placed correctly, so I put my husband in condoms. He got to pick out the brand and type that feels best to him, so he feels like he was a part of the decision. Yes, he complains sometimes that he can’t feel very much but most of the time he’s allowed to go bare – I only make him wear a rubber when I’m ovulating.
 
   Or rather, when he believes that I’m ovulating. I keep a good track of my cycle and I like to put Connor in condoms a few days before my ovulation normally begins until a few days after it is over. This way, if I believe I might become pregnant, I can get a little “careless” and allow Connor to go bare for a couple extra days. He believes that we are being risky, but those “risky” days are actually perfectly safe. But when I get pregnant, he thinks that he’s the father.
 
   It’s true that I haven’t always been faithful to Connor. Over the course of our marriage, I’ve had at least one steady lover for most of our years together. The kind of men that I’m attracted to are strong, powerful, virile men who love to spread their seed around. They don’t use condoms, but frankly any man who would wear a condom or not hit on a woman because of a wedding ring isn’t the kind of guy I’d be interested in. I like a man who likes what he sees and takes it, without any regard to anyone or anything.
 
   The bed was squeaking as Connor pounded inside of me. His glasses were on the nightstand and his body was sweating as I held him against me. He feels so grateful when I allow him to have bareback sex with me. I love him, the big lug, and he’s an amazing life partner but he’s not the kind of man that I want as a sex partner or the biological father of my children.
 
   Connor’s thin little chest was heaving as he did his thing inside of me. His eyes were bulging out, so excited that I was allowing him to penetrate me at a time that believed I was fertile. “Yes, baby,” I said, running my hands down his soft back and holding his little buttocks. “I’m fertile right now and hope I don’t get pregnant.”
 
   Connor is so trusting, he never questions me. Once I was sure that I’d been impregnated by my first lover Earl, I allowed my hubby to go bare late into the next month. When I came up pregnant, he never questioned the paternity. One day when Connor and I were pushing our newborn son in the baby carriage downtown, Earl walked by. I gave him a knowing smile as we passed, and I noticed him smirking at Connor. A man like Earl loves getting married women into “dangerous situations,” and a man like Connor is there to “step up to the plate” and raise Earl’s babies.
 
   A few months later, I met Randy, a sexy construction worker who lived a few doors down. We soon began a passionate affair, and I strongly desired to bear Randy’s child. Most of the month Connor’s little boyhood was trapped inside a rubber sheath, rubbing pointlessly inside of me, while my lover was permitted to take me bare. My womb was constantly being filled with Randy’s cum. Hubby’s little tool never stood a chance, my eggs protected from his nerd babies by the rubber. When I began to feel nausea, I hid it from Connor. The next time we were in the bedroom, I asked Connor how the condoms felt. He told me that it totally ruins the experience for him. I “felt sorry” for him and “relented,” allowing him to go without the condoms early that month. Of course, I soon took a pregnancy test and it showed that I was pregnant. Although I knew that Randy was the father, I scolded Connor for not being careful enough with his condoms.
 
   Connor’s breathing was getting shallower, his pace faster, his face flush, and I knew that his climax was nearing. I knew I was taking a terrible risk. Sure, I’d missed my period and I’d felt some nausea, but I hadn’t taken a pregnancy test. I lifted my legs against him, moving with him as he fucked me. For the first time, I was actually hoping that he might make me pregnant! I know it sounds crazy, but there’s a good reason.
 
   For the last six months, I’d been having a torrid sex affair with a black man named Myles. He was a divorced man in his mid-twenties, with a handsome face and a sexy body. The guy was totally cocksure of himself, but he had every right to be. He was incredibly masculine and attractive, and every woman wanted him regardless of whether they are single or married. I knew he wasn’t exclusive to me and it drove me crazy, but I also understand that a real man like Myles isn’t a one-woman kind of guy. That’s what guys like Connor are for. Connor is attentive and a good provider, he just isn’t much in the sex department. It’s the one small area that men like Myles shine.
 
   But I soon learned that Myles had a kick for impregnating white women. A lot of bad boys enjoy this – certainly my white lovers had done the very same thing – but it’s a totally different situation when the baby is black. Connor is naïve and easily taken advantage of, but I worried that even Connor would know that something was wrong if we had a baby that was born black. But Myles didn’t want to use condoms and I didn’t want him to, either. And we both yearned to have Myles’s baby growing in my womb.
 
   I don’t know if it’s being mean to hubby or not, but most women are incredibly turned on by the idea of giving their husbands a cuckold baby. Secretly having a white bad boy’s seed growing in my womb was an incredible experience for me – twice. Although the thought of having a black baby growing in my womb was even hotter, I was afraid of how Connor, his family or his friends might react. Still, the lure of a sexy black bull is powerful, and in the heat of the moment I allowed him to cum deep inside of me while I was fertile. After doing it once, I figured the damage was done, and so I allowed him to continue doing so. Afterward, though, I was scared to death.
 
   And so, as Connor grunted – pushing that little weiner deep inside of me – I half-hoped that he had a chance. That my egg wasn’t already fertilized days ago by my strong, virile black lover. That my hubby’s little penis wasn’t far too little and far too late. As weak and geeky as Connor might be, at least he was white and a baby by him wouldn’t ruin our marriage. He closed his eyes, wiped his brow with his forearm, and gasped for air. Then he smiled, leaned down and kissed me. “That was great,” he said.
 
   Connor lay down next to me, his hand intertwined with mine, and fell asleep. As he did, I hoped that I’d picked the right husband. I hoped that he was man enough to stick with his wife no matter what, and to step up to the plate. Even if a wife has a black baby, she is still his wife and he still promised to love, honor and cherish her until death do us part. Connor is a sweetheart and totally supportive. That’s why I love him and that’s why I married him. I have faith that he will rise to the occasion and become the loving, supportive father that our black baby will need.
 
   THE PRICE OF SWINGING
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I told you it wouldn’t be easy, Jack,” my wife Grace said, standing over my shoulder as I looked at the computer screen. “It’s almost impossible to find a single woman who wants to play with a couple. They call them ‘unicorns’ because they’re so rare.”
 
   Ever since Grace informed me that she was bisexual (or at least bi-curious), I’d wanted to try and spice up our marriage with another woman. But I wasn’t having any luck finding an attractive single woman who would want to play with a couple. Most of the women were singles looking for another single or a couple looking to play with another couple.
 
   “Wait a sec,” Grace said, pointing at the screen. “What about that girl, Emily? She’s really cute!”
 
   “Nope, it says she’s in a relationship,” I pointed out. “Emily and her boyfriend are looking for a couple to swing with.”
 
   “Couldn’t we try that?” Grace asked, putting her arms around my chest and resting her head on my shoulder. “We could play another couple, couldn’t we?”
 
   “Hey, I don’t mind you having sex with another woman but I’m not touching another man.”
 
   “No, silly. I mean you have sex with the girl, I’ll have sex with the guy, and then we’ll work a little lesbian action into it. We can then work that into a threesome.”
 
   It wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind, but I really liked the way she was interested in Emily. Frankly, I thought Emily was cute, too. I figured we should give it a try. I sent a message to Emily with a picture of me and my wife, explained that we were a couple and that we’d be interested in having some sexy time either with her alone or with her boyfriend. The next day, I received a message back that they’d like to meet up. We invited them over to our house that weekend.
 
   When Emily arrived, she was even cuter than she looked in her picture. She had sandy blonde hair with cute freckles. Her breasts weren’t large but Grace actually prefers women on the smaller side. Honestly, as I gave her a hug, I felt my penis begin to rise. When she then hugged Grace, I went to full-on semi at the thought of those two together.
 
   Then her boyfriend stepped inside, and my nascent erection quickly died and went limp. He had to be 6’4 or taller, simply towering over us. He was a dark skinned black man with a muscular physique. He introduced himself as Terran.
 
   “Oh my God, he’s gorgeous,” Grace told Emily as she hugged Terran. From the look on her face and the way she was acting, I could tell that my wife was totally smitten by this powerful black stud.
 
   “Thanks,” Emily said, looking over at me. “Jack is cute, too. I think we’re going to have fun.”
 
   Over cocktails, we learned that Emily is a computer technician and that Terran is a personal trainer. I’d been wondering how he was able to maintain such a perfectly sculpted body and that explained it. The sexual chemistry between my wife and Terran was palpable. She was pretty much ignoring Emily, totally flirting with Terran and acting like a giddy school girl.
 
   When we got to the bedroom, I started making out Emily. Terran, for his part, had his hands all over my wife’s body just a few feet away from me. I realized that the four of us were about to have sex on our king size bed at the same time. I quickly removed Emily’s clothes, down to her bra and panties, and he her lying down on our bed. She raised her hips as I slipped off her lacy white panties, revealing a hairy blonde muff. I slowly kissed her inner thighs and made my way up to her pussy, slowly licking her. She moaned softly as I licked her.
 
   Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my wife on her knees, jerking Terran’s cock. The thing was huge, probably ten inches long and thick as a beer bottle. Grace was jerking it while looking up into his eyes, a huge smile on her face. “I love your cock,” she said, then lowered her head and began sucking. I turned my attention back to Emily and I continued eating her out, managing to bring her to orgasm.
 
   Emily then had me lay down while she began to suck my cock. Next to me, my wife was laying on her back and Terran was aiming his huge black monster at her small, delicate entrance. I was afraid that she wouldn’t be able to take it all but he inched his way inside of her. The look on Grace’s face was amazing, a mixture of pleasure and astonishment. Her legs were locked around his waist as he began fucking her with long strokes, almost pulling out of her before plunging back in. “Shit, it feels good,” Grace said, her breathing hard and labored. “I’m cumming,” she said through gritted teeth. Her moans turned into groans, then outright growling as her body tensed and bucked up against her black lover’s powerful body. It was an intense orgasm, of a magnitude I’d only seen her experience one time and that was using a vibrator.
 
   I looked down and Emily smiled at me. “Your penis is really cute. I love how it fits so easily inside of my mouth.” After a couple minutes, she got up on top of me and slipped my cock inside of her. I noticed that her pussy felt rather loose but I suspected that her well-hung boyfriend had stretched her out. It felt nice though as she rode me, and I loved seeing her breasts in my face. But it was so hard to concentrate with Grace getting royally fucked right next to me.
 
   Emily asked to try doggy style. When I got behind her and put it inside of her cunt, she said, “No, fuck my ass, baby. I love anal but Terran is so big that I can’t take it. You’re the perfect size for anal.” Although I’m not a big fan of that, I complied and slowly worked my way inside of her. Next to us, in a squeaky voice, I heard my wife say she was cumming again. Her face contorted and holding her breath, then almost crying as she moaned through another orgasm. Grace came two more times before Terran finally unloaded his sperm deep inside my wife’s womb. Grace and Terran then made out and watched me fuck Emily. I only lasted a few more minutes before my semen squirted inside her ass.  
 
   That was a couple of months ago. We’ve had Terran and Emily come over a couple of times, but so far we haven’t yet had our threesome. Although I enjoy having sex with Emily, she pretty much only wants oral and anal from me. (Recently she admitted that she can hardly feel my penis inside of her because Terran has her so stretched out. That didn’t help my ego but at least she’s honest.) Grace is now seeing Terran alone two or three times a week, sometimes at our place and sometimes at his. I knew when we got into swinging that I might have to see my wife getting fucked by another guy, but I didn’t expect the guy to be so well-endowed or that he’d be able to get her off so powerfully. I recently brought up the idea of the threesome with Emily and she seems interested. I hope we can finally make it happen.
 
   HER GENEROUS BLACK LOVER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My family doesn’t understand why I married my wife Hannah. “Listen to me Chris,” they would say. “She has two babies by another man. Why don’t you find a woman without any children?” Of course, they seldom mention the real concern they have: that our son and daughter are black. I told them that I loved her and I didn’t care. They didn’t understand it when I signed the affidavits of paternity after each birth, making me their legal father and putting my name on the birth certificate. They think I’m crazy.
 
   The truth is, though, that Hannah and I were in on this from the beginning. They believe that Hannah and I were just friends until a year ago, but in fact we’ve secretly been boyfriend and girlfriend since we were in college. Shortly after we started dating, Hannah was approached by Winslow, a middle aged black man. The guy drove a Mercedes and he clearly had money. When Winslow asked if she’d like to join him with front row seats at an NBA game, she asked me whether she thought it would be okay. I told her that I was turned on by the idea of her dating another guy, especially a black guy, and if she felt that she could do it without it hurting our relationship I would support her in it. At first she seemed a little wary, asking if I was trying to get her to allow me to date other women. But we spent all night talking about it and agreed upon ground rules. One of the rules was that she needed to be completely honest with me, sharing every detail and talking to me about her dates like she’d talk to her best girlfriend. We decided that we’d tell people that Hannah and I were just dating, not in an exclusive relationship, and that I just wasn’t dating anybody else at the moment. 
 
   She had a great time at the basketball game, and later that night she stayed at Winslow’s home. When I saw her the next day, she told me that she was sore from having sex with her older black lover. She was a little hesitant to tell me everything, afraid to hurt me, but I reminded her about our agreement and assured her that I wanted to know everything. She admitted that Winslow’s cock was enormous, far larger and thicker than mine, and it felt amazing inside of her, the way it touched all the right places, stretching and filling her completely. It was the best sex of her life and his cock felt far better than mine, but she still enjoyed making love with me and my penis was nice, too. Although it felt like a kick in the stomach, I knew that she was being honest and I wanted to know the truth, and my little white penis was hard and aching from hearing her story. When we got into bed, I only lasted a few minutes before I added my semen into her wet, soiled snatch.
 
   Winslow wasn’t just an amazing lover. He paid for Hannah’s college education and even gave her spending money, along with jewelry and occasional trinkets. I loved hearing her stories about going to the most expensive restaurants around, sporting events, and even going on vacation with him. He was also a mentor, providing her with career advice and the perspective that a successful older businessman can provide.
 
   Just before we were set to graduate college, Hannah and I were talking about getting married the next year, and how we’d need to tell people that we’ve decided to be more than just friends. But it was right around then that Winslow asked Hannah to have his baby. Of course, he offered to pay for the child’s day care, expenses and education. Hannah confessed to me that she really wanted to have Winslow’s children but she also wanted me to be her husband and have my children. We had several discussions about it and finally decided that Hannah would have a baby with Winslow. Later, after the child was born, we would start officially dating.
 
   Hannah put me in condoms and went off the pill. I hadn’t used condoms before and I had some trouble maintaining an erection, and even when I could it took a long time to come because of the reduced sensation. Luckily, it only took a few months for Hannah to get pregnant. The ultrasound showed that it was a boy. During the pregnancy, Hannah was pretty sick the whole time and she only had sex with Winslow. (She showed some medical studies to me that it’s important for the mother to take the biological father’s DNA inside of her throughout the pregnancy to prevent preeclampsia.) When the baby was born, nobody from my family even knew I was at the hospital. Winslow cut the cord and left, while I stayed with Hannah. A couple days later, we left the hospital with our little bundle of joy.
 
   Soon after, though, Winslow said that he wanted to try for a baby girl. I found myself back in condoms. This time it took six months. I was getting pretty tired of wearing the rubbers and was happy and relieved when I learned that my girl was again pregnant with her black lover’s baby. When we learned that the baby would be a girl, we were even happier. (We’d talked about whether, if it was a boy, we’d let him try again!) I was hoping that she’d go back on the pill after the birth, but her doctor told her that she should breast feed for at least 12 months and that the birth control pill reduces the amount of breast milk. I was so happy when, a year after our daughter’s birth, she started taking the pill again and I was able to enjoy Hannah bare again.
 
   Hannah and I are now married and we bought a little house in the suburbs. Although our finances have been tight, “Uncle Winston” has given us over ten thousand dollars and that’s helped a lot. When he comes over to the house, he stays the night with Hannah in our bedroom while I sleep on the couch. I was surprised at how vocal she is in bed with him, not just moaning but even talking dirty. She’s on the pill so we’re not worried about any more black babies from him. We’ve talked about having a child of our own, but Hannah has just now gone back to work full time and she’s trying to establish herself in her career. Besides, she says, we just spent the last five years changing diapers and now that the kids are potty trained, she’s not in any hurry to go back. We’ll probably have another baby at some point, though. In the meantime, though, we’re a very happy family.
 
   SHE JUST WANTS A NICE GUY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I just don’t understand, Caleb,” Lauren said, sobbing hysterically into the phone. “What’s wrong with me? Why do men treat me like this? I just want to be treated right.”
 
   I looked at my watch. It was almost two in the morning and we’d already been talking for half an hour. She was going on again about Delon, her black boyfriend. Ever since she was in high school, Lauren liked to date bad boys. They always treated her terribly, always cheating on her and often physically abusive, and either they’d leave her or she’d be forced to break up with them. About four years ago, she started dating Delon. He was tall, athletic, charismatic and cocky, and she fell hard for him right away. She was willing to put up with his drinking and drug abuse, and his violent tendencies, saying that he was just misunderstood and nobody ever gave him a chance. But she wanted him to be monogamous and he refused. He said that if she wanted to be his girlfriend, it would be an open relationship.
 
   At first she’d tried to make it work, being faithful to him while he dated freely. She gave him an ultimatum, to give up his other girls or she’d leave him, but when he refused she caved and stayed with him. Finally, hoping to get back at him, she opened an account with an internet dating service. I was the first person she found, and we soon started dating. It started off largely platonic, just having coffee or buying her dinner, but after about six months she finally let me have sex with her. She insisted that I use a condom, as I wasn’t her primary partner, but I was just happy to get the chance to be inside of her. I had trouble feeling much of anything but I managed to fill the condom. When I was finished, she cried. I asked her what was wrong but she just shook her head and said, “nothing.”
 
   She didn’t seem all that interested when we had sex, and that surprised me because she’d described the sex with Delon as being incredible. The neighbors would often pound on her bedroom wall because she would moan and groan so loud. She tried to keep quiet but she couldn’t control it, and they had to play music to cover up her groans. I now wondered if she was just exaggerating. She held my hand in hers and told me that she’d had other friends like me back in high school, nice guys who were kind and emotionally supportive while she dated her boyfriends. “I never had sex with any of them because the attraction just wasn’t strong enough, and looking back I feel bad about not letting them have anything more. I’m glad that we did this.”
 
   She told Delon that she was dating me to make him jealous. It worked because he slapped her hard, sending her to the ground and leaving a welt on her face. She responded that it was an open relationship and if he wanted to be monogamous she’d cut me off immediately, but Delon said “no chance.” I comforted her after that, as I always do. She calls me every day. I ask her about her day and she tells me how she’s feeling, but the one recurring theme is how poorly Delon treats her. I’ve told her many times that I love her and that I’ll treat he right, but she always responds that she loves him dearly and wouldn’t ever consider leaving him. 
 
   I feel really bad for Lauren. All she really wants is a guy who will treat her right, but she just can’t see that I’m the person she’s looking for. She has be relegated to the friends with benefits role, and there aren’t many benefits. She says that she’s really a monogamous person at heart and she doesn’t feel right having sex with more than one man. Although she had sex with Delon four or five times a week, she only allows me to have sex with her about every month or so, often when he’s done something horrible to her or she’s drunk. Even then it’s usually just a handjob, although sometimes he gives me a blowjob or allows me to roll on a condom and penetrate her. She calls me her “emotional friend” but I want to be more than that, to be her lover as well as her friend.
 
   Recently there’s been another problem between Lauren and Delon. She found out that she’s pregnant with twins. When she told Delon he went ballistic and again acted violently. He called Lauren a slut and said that I’m the father of her babies. We took a prenatal DNA test and it shows that I’m not the father, but Delon refuses to believe the results and refuses to take the test himself. I told Lauren that she has nothing to worry about, that I will marry her and raise the children as my own. She almost agreed, but she told me that Delon is the real father and she needs to try and work it out for the sake of their children.
 
   “Listen Lauren,” I said, taking her hand. “Any animal can father a child. It takes a real man to be a dad. I want to be the dad of your children. You can put my name on the birth certificate as the father. I’ll help raise them and pay for them. And if I’m the father, you won’t have to worry about Delon changing his mind and going to court to take them away from you.”
 
   Lauren’s eyes welled up with tears. She hugged me and told me that she was so happy, and yes, I could be the daddy to her children. I brought up marriage again but she said she’s not ready for that – she’s not ready to give up on Delon. Honestly, I just need to be patient. I know deep down that eventually she will realize that I’m the person that she’s destined to be with. I don’t like waiting but I know she’s worth it. 
 
   SHE’S HIS PERSONAL ASSISTANT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name’s Alex. I’m a twenty-eight-year-old associate at a Los Angeles law firm. It’s a thankless job with long hours, but it pays well and that really helped with the ladies. I never had any luck with the opposite sex when I was younger. They all said that I was a nice guy but I just wasn’t right for them. A couple even said that I was boring. I’d pretty much accepted my lot in life but when I started working as an associate for a major law firm, they suddenly found me to be far more interesting. And that’s when I met my wife. Her name is Brianna, and she’s a twenty-three year old beauty with long, flowing hair, a beautiful face and an hourglass figure. Her entire life she attracted attention, and people would always tell her that she had movie star good looks and she should go out to California and become a movie star. That’s exactly what she did. When I met her she was very discouraged, as people weren’t hiring her as an actress. (Apparently the requirements for being an actress include more than beauty.) I think her backup plan was to marry a rich guy. Although I’m far from rich, I guess she was willing to settle for an up-and-coming associate.
 
   Brianna was still trying to find acting gigs when she was approached after an audition by a young black man. He claimed to be a friend of DeMarcus Chandler, the star power forward on the Los Angeles Lakers. He asked her if she’d be interested in working as DeMarcus’s personal assistant – helping to arrange his personal schedule, packing his workout clothes for the gym, accompanying him on road games – basically assisting him with anything and everything. She would also need to dress attractively as she would be seen with him in public. He said that the job would pay $100,000 a year. She was excited and told him that she’d love to meet him. The guy set up an interview with DeMarcus for the next week.
 
   I hadn’t seen Brianna so excited in years. When we made love that night, she seemed especially enthusiastic. She even gave me head, something that she only does on special occasions. (She’s only in the mood about once every week or two, but sometimes she will relent and give me a hand job. A blowjob, though, is a treat.) I was so happy to see her excited.
 
   When Brianna returned home after her interview, she seemed distraught and distant.
 
   “What happened, honey?” I asked. “It didn’t go well?”
 
   “It…” She paused. “It went well, but I can’t take the job.”
 
   “I don’t understand,” I said. “Just tell me what happened.”
 
   “When I met DeMarcus at his home, I was just in awe. It’s a real mansion. I’ve never seen a place like that in my life. The ceilings and staircases, it was incredible. And then DeMarcus himself – he’s so tall, handsome and sexy. I was totally charmed by him. But as we were talking about the job, he asked some questions about our marriage. Like whether my husband is a jealous man. That I’d need to fly with him to hotels, and that he gets a king sized bed at hotels because he doesn’t like to sleep alone. He said that he has a voracious sexual appetite. He said that in his view, a personal assistant would do everything for him that she would do if she were his wife. Just statement after statement, it became clear that his idea of a personal assistant includes sex. And when he gave me a tour to show me the house, he put his arm around me. At one point he stood behind me, hugging me, and I could feel his huge cock through his pants.”
 
   “Wow,” I said. I felt bad for her, but at the same time I felt my little white penis starting to stir. “What did you do?”
 
   “I didn’t say anything about it. I told him that it was a very tempting offer, but I’m a married woman and I’d need to discuss it with my husband. When we left, he gave me another hug and a kiss on the lips, and he asked me to think about it and give him a call. He mentioned that his last assistant was also married and the job was a great springboard for her career. She now has a job as a television reporter in San Diego.”
 
   “It’s a great opportunity,” I said. “I’ll support you in whatever decision you make.”
 
   “But if I take the job with him, he expects sex.”
 
   “I understand that. You’ll do everything for him that a wife would do for him.”
 
   “You’re okay with that?”
 
   I assured her that I was, as long as she told me all of the details of her adventures and didn’t neglect me in the bedroom. I told her that it might be fun for both of us. As we talked it over, she seemed to get happier and more confident, and finally was downright bubbly. She told me that she was going to accept the job. The next morning she called him and she started the next week. He sent over a package with an outfit for her to wear. It looked just like a Lakers cheerleader outfit, except for shorts instead of a skirt. He said that was for wearing at games but her first day would be at his house, and she would just need to wear something attractive. She chose a sexy little black dress with a matching lacy red bra and panties. I kissed her goodbye that morning and wished her good luck. She said she expected to be home around 6.
 
   That night, I was wondering what was going on. I got a text from her that she would be working late into the night with DeMarcus and I shouldn’t wait up for her. I tried to call her but the phone just went to voicemail. I went to bed wondering what the heck was going on. About one in the morning, I heard movement in the bedroom. I reached over and turned on the light. It was Brianna. Her dress and hair was all disheveled, her makeup smeared, and she seemed a little tipsy. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you,” she said. “I just need to take off my makeup and get ready for bed.”
 
   “Did you have fun on your first day?”
 
   “Lots of fun,” she said with a wicked smile. “I’ll tell you in a minute.”
 
   I was laying there with a rock-hard erection, just thinking about the image of DeMarcus Chandler kissing my wife, his big black hands roaming all over her little white body. It seemed like forever, but she came out of the bathroom wearing her nightgown and slipped under the covers.
 
   “You had sex with DeMarcus?”
 
   She nodded, putting her arms around me. “It was amazing. I couldn’t believe how big his cock is. I’ve been with some big guys in the past but nothing like him. I almost couldn’t take it, it was so much.”
 
   “You didn’t like it?”
 
   “Oh, I loved it. It was incredible.” She ran a hand over my body. “Yours is good too, though. I think five inches is really nice.” She slipped a hand down to my crotch and started to slowly pump my manhood. I leaned forward and we began kissing. I tried to move on top of her, but she pushed me back.
 
   “Not tonight. I’m not sleeping with two men on the same day. That’s disgusting. Besides, I need to shower and douche. He came inside of me.”
 
   “What?” I couldn’t believe it. We always used condoms for birth control. I slipped a hand down to her pussy and slipped some fingers in. Sure enough, she was totally wet and greasy.
 
   “He’s too big for condoms and he hates them. I was going to ask him to pull out but in the heat of the moment, I guess we just got carried away.” She then got up on her knees and began pumping my cock in earnest. I lay back down and listened while she told me about DeMarcus’s incredible sexual prowess, how great a kisser he is and how intense her orgasms were. I was so turned on that I started pumping my hips up and down in her hands, faster and faster. I then pushed up hard and groaned, spilling my seed into Brianna’s fingers. She kept going, running her hands over my raw, sensitive cockhead, and used her fingers to remove every drop of semen from me. Then she went to the bathroom, washed her hands clean, and returned to bed and snuggled with me.
 
   Over the last few months, I’ve had the chance to see Brianna on television many times. She was sitting in the front rows next to celebrities and millionaires. It was great seeing her so happy and confident. She was having sex with DeMarcus nearly every day, and she was giving me a hand job three or four times a week while giving me all the dirty details. She loves everything about DeMarcus and says he’s the most incredible lover she could ever imagine, bringing her to orgasm over and over. When she’s on the road with him, she calls me at night and tells me about her latest adventures with him, and I masturbate furiously to her sexy stories. I couldn’t be any happier!
 
   HER BLACK STUD WON’T GIVE UP
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   * * *
 
   My name is Logan. I’m twenty-five years old accountant. My girlfriend Alexis is a beautiful twenty-three-year-old brunette with a great figure and a sweet personality. We’ve been dating a little over six months now and we’re both very happy together. There’s one little annoyance, though, that’s gotten in the way of our relationship.
 
   When I met Alexis, we started out as friends. She was working as a barista at a local coffee shop. I stopped in, started talking with her while I waited for my food, and we hit it off. I asked her if she had a boyfriend and she said that she’d just gotten out of a relationship. Her ex-boyfriend Kelly, she informed me, was a promising football player until he suffered career-ending injuries in a car accident. After his injury he was never the same, and his dreams of a professional career were crushed. He dropped out of college and started working in construction. She said he had serious anger issues, and after his injuries things only got worse. She had to break up with him.
 
   During the first few months of dating Alexis, she wanted to take things slow. She would allow me to hold her hand and kiss her, and I even got to the point of feeling her up, but she wasn’t interested in doing more than that. “I just don’t feel comfortable enough yet,” she said. I assured her that I understood, and things were otherwise great in our relationship.
 
   Then, one day, Alexis left her phone out and I saw a text. It was from Kelly and it said: “Last night damn! I luv fuckn u!” I was shocked when I saw it. I confronted Alexis. She didn’t want to admit it but I had her red handed. She finally confessed. Although she’d broken up with Kelly, he wouldn’t take no for an answer. He was still insisting on seeing her, and given his violent past and temper she felt she had no choice. She was trying to wean him off, but he still stopped by three or four times a week at night for sex, saying that he had needs. Alexis asked him to find a new girlfriend. Kelly replied that she’s still his woman and he doesn’t want her cheating on him by sleeping with me or anybody else. And that, she admitted, was the primary reason that we hadn’t had sex yet. We had a long discussion about it and decided that, one way or the other, Kelly would need to find a new girlfriend by the end of the year. 
 
   Since that time, things have been a lot better between us. Now that our relationship is out in the open, Alexis and Kelly are able to go out in public as friendly exes. He still comes over to her apartment for sex at night, but now she tells me all of the details as I eat her pussy. “His cock is so big, it felt so good,” she might say, laying back on the bed, her hands running through my hair as I lick her black lover’s semen out of her cunt. “He’s so strong, so muscular, it just makes me wet thinking about him! I cum so fucking hard!” And after I bring her to orgasm with my tongue, she now rolls a Trojan over my little white penis, lubes up her hands with Astroglide, and gives me an amazing handjob. Just seeing her naked body as she smiles, kneeling next to me on the bed, it gets me so hard that I fire like a rocket into the reservoir. “Wow,” she says with surprise, “Good job, honey! You made a big boy load!”
 
   It’s so great to finally have some sexual activity with Alexis. She recently told me that Kelly isn’t have any luck getting a new girlfriend, and it may take him a few more months to finally break off their sexual relationship. But I know the end is near, and soon I’ll be going all the way with lovely girlfriend. I can’t wait!
 
   KIDNAPPED BY SOMALI PIRATES
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “So rah neekum!” the African man yelled, banging on our windshield with the butt of his gun. We were on the road in Somali when three men jumped in front of our car. Now they were yelling in a foreign language, probably Somali. They were all armed with scary-looking black guns, and I could see their old jeep parked about ten yards off the road.
 
   I’d never been so frightened in my life. Doug, my sixtyish co-worker at the charity, was driving the car. He looked paralyzed with fear. We’d heard about the pirates in Solamia but we’d been lucky enough to never encounter them.
 
   The man who banged his gun into the windshield opened the driver’s side back door and hopped inside. “Go!” he ordered, aiming his gun at Doug’s head. “Go, go, go!” He started driving down the road, with no idea where we were going. I turned around and saw the other men following behind us in their jeep.
 
   I remembered my husband Jayden back in the States. “I’m worried, Sydney. Africa is a dangerous place, especially Somalia. Aren’t there safer places that need help?” I explained to him that Africa was a focus of our charity because they are in greatest need of assistance, and I promised him that I would be careful. Now, speeding down the road through the African desert, I wasn’t sure that I would be alive much longer.
 
   The man behind us directed Doug by pointing and yelling. He led us off the main road down some all-dirt roads to their compound. We pulled up in front of three dirty little wooden shacks that looked like they might fall apart at any moment, and the jeep pulled up a few moments later. The black man gestured for us to get out of the car. The men were talking angrily at Doug in Somali. He raised his hands up and said he meant no harm, he was just in Somalia to help villages with their water. The shorter man from the jeep got behind Doug and held his hands behind him. Then the man who sat behind us in our car slowly walked up to him, put his face into Doug’s and said something I didn’t understand. Then he took the butt of his gun and hit Doug in the head, knocking him out. His body crumpled to the ground.
 
   The taller man from the jeep came over to me. “I am Khaalid. This is Qorane,” he said, referring to the man who sat behind me in the car. He said that the shorter man from the jeep is Xidig. “Who are you?”
 
   “I’m Sydney. I work for a charity. I’m just here trying to help people get clean water in their villages.”
 
   “You are a hostage,” he said. “The ransom will be $50 million US dollars. If we aren’t paid, you will be killed.”
 
   Qorane and Xidig dragged Doug’s body into the middle shack and they locked the door. Then Qorane led me into the shack on the right. It was a dirty, dusty shed. I sat on the floor wondering what to do. My cell phone was in my purse in the car but even if we had reception the phone was dead. I could hear the men talking outside, then the voices faded away a bit. Soon the light coming through the cracks between the wooden planks turned to darkness.
 
   At some point, I heard footsteps approaching, then the door unlocked. It was Qorane standing there holding a plate with stale bread, a metal cup of water, and a candle-lit lantern. He placed all of it on the floor. Then he removed his handgun from his belt and slowly set it down on the floor, keeping his eyes on me the entire time. He slowly walked up to me. I noticed that he’d changed his clothes and he was wearing camouflage pants and a t-shirt. He looked me in the eyes, then put his arms around me and began kissing me. Although Qorane is an attractive man, I was totally repulsed by his behavior. Besides, I’m a married woman. But I knew that I was a captive and I had no real choice. I responded to his touch and placed my arms behind him, caressing his muscular body. I was worried that I wouldn’t be wet for him, but I felt my vagina beginning to wet. And though I know it’s wrong, as I inhaled his scent, I became incredibly aroused by the thought of having sex with this violent black thug.
 
   I unbuttoned my shirt and removed my bra, so that I was now wearing nothing but my skirt and panties. I could see his manhood pressing against his pants and it looked huge. I undid Qorane’s belt, unzipped his pants and pulled them down. He wasn’t wearing any underpants, and out sprung a huge black cock. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. At college I’d been told that the rumors of black men having large penises was a lie spread to hold black men down by hyper-sexualizing them, in the same way that the rumors of Asian men having smaller penises are a lie to emasculate them. But Qorane’s cock was magnificent, I’d estimate it was ten inches long and so very thick, much larger than a kielbasa.
 
   I was totally satisfied by my husband’s five inch penis but this cock was a thing of beauty. I dropped to my knees and took his huge black cock inside of my mouth. I was never very experienced at fellatio, as my husband usually preferred intercourse, but I tried my best to give my black captor a good blowjob. I swirled my tongue around the thick head and shaft and pumped the base of his cock with my hands. I also gently swept my fingers over his balls after every few pumps. Qorane was speaking softly in Somali. I couldn’t understand him but I think he was enjoying it.
 
   Qorane then took on an aggressive tone. He pulled me up to my feet, then pulled down my skirt and panties. Then he pushed me to the floor and got on top of me. The floor was hard and dirty, and it was uncomfortable but I knew that I couldn’t complain. Although Jayden and I use condoms for birth control, I knew that it wasn’t an option for me. I couldn’t see much with the candle light, but I felt his huge cockhead touch my vagina and then begin to press inside. It normally takes my husband a handful of thrusts to get his little penis inside of me, but I was so wet for Qorane that he just pushed hard inside of me with two thrusts. I gasped at the sudden insertion but it felt great. I felt so full, and his cock was going so much deeper than Jayden could ever do. I was being stretched out but it felt amazing, and this African thug was pounding hard and long, almost pulling out entirely with each thrust before pushing back in. He wasn’t kissing me or touching my clit, just holding himself up on his hands above me and thrusting violently, yet the feeling was so amazing. His cock was so large that, with no effort on his part, my clit was being stimulated from intercourse alone. Suddenly I felt an amazing pleasure starting with my groin, then it spread throughout my body to every fingertip, and I groaned loudly and uncontrollably in the Somalian darkness, experiencing what was easily the most powerful orgasm of my life. I was almost crying when it didn’t end, just rolling on in a wave, either one continuous orgasm or a series of them giving me incredible pleasure. Then I heard Qorane grunting deeply and push all the way inside of me. I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against my cervix, his cock growing even larger and pulsing, as he filled my womb with his sperm. I ran my hands up and down his back, enjoying his broad, muscular shoulders as the last of his seed spilled out to totally fill my cavity.
 
   From that night forward, Qorane was using me for sex almost every night. A couple of weeks later, I started feeling nauseated and I was frightened that I might be pregnant. Over the new few months, I began to show and it was obvious that Qorane’s baby was growing inside of me. Although I support abortion rights, it’s not a choice that I would ever consider for myself, and I worried that the meager meals they were feeding me wasn’t sufficient for our baby. One day, though, just over three months of being captives, Doug and I were rescued by U.S. special forces. All three of our captors were killed, and Doug and I were returned home.
 
   Jayden and I were both crying when we finally saw each other at the airport. He was totally understanding and supported my decision to keep the baby. Our son, Qorane Junior, is a beautiful, handsome baby boy and Jayden is an amazing father. He says he couldn’t love little Qorane any more even if he was his own biological child. We’d always planned on having only one child but when I brought up a vasectomy to Jayden, he seems a little resistant. But we both understand that DNA doesn’t matter, children are expensive, and one child is enough for us. We’re a perfect family.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Megan. I’m a twenty-four year old blonde. I’ve been told by many people that I have a beautiful face and I work hard to maintain a great figure. Men are always looking and me, and I get hit on more than once every day. I honestly feel like I can have any man that I want.
 
   For some reason, though, I’m attracted to guys who are broken. Strong, sexy, charismatic guys with handsome face and a tendency toward reckless behavior. I don’t know why I like guys like that. My friends say that I date men who are beneath me, and it’s because I don’t realize that I deserve better than that. Like my last loser boyfriend, Perry. He was violent with me and he ended up incarcerated for an assault. It was drug related but the police never figured that out, and he only had to serve two years in prison.
 
   While he was locked up, I met Nathan. We’d been dating for over a year now and he was everything that Perry wasn’t. First off, he’s white, which isn’t an issue for me but it is for my family. (They hate it when I date a black guy. In their minds, black guys are violent men who spend their lives in and out of prison, knocking up women and abandoning their families.) Nathan is intelligent, has a college degree, and he has a high-paying (if boring) job. He treats me like a princess, holding the door for me and helping me in whatever ways I need.
 
   There were a couple of problems with our relationship, though. Although Nathan is the nicest guy, I don’t feel anywhere near the physical attraction that I feel toward my ex-boyfriends. Like I said, I have had my pick of men and I got to date the kind of men that women drool over – tall, strong guys who work out at the gym for hours a day, guys with large packages who really know how to use it. Frankly, Nathan can’t compare to those men. He puts in the effort but he just doesn’t move the right way. And his penis, which is less than six inches long and rather thin, just doesn’t do much for me. He’s a sweet guy and a great provider, he just doesn’t offer much in the sex department.
 
   Recently, Nathan started dropping hints about marriage. All my friends think that I should marry him but I keep hedging. I just feel like something important is missing. I don’t know how to explain it other than if you had a man stand next to a cardboard cutout of himself – they might look the same but only one is a real man. Deep down, I feel that picking Nathan would  be settling, and settling on love is the worst thing that you can do.
 
   And then I got a call out of the blue. “Hey baby.” It was Perry’s voice. “I got your number from Cindy. I’m getting out of prison next week. I want to see you.”
 
   I’d told my friends not to let him know my new number, but I felt butterflies in my stomach when I heard his voice. His voice was deeper and manlier than Nathan’s but it was more than that. At a deeper level, I knew that I was meant to be with him. If not him then a man like him. I’d rather try and fail with a man like Perry than to settle for a half-man like Nathan. And at that moment, everything became clear and I knew what I had to do. As I spoke with Perry, we talked about what was going to happen. Then I sat my boyfriend down for a tough conversation. 
 
   “Nathan,” I said, sitting next to him on the couch. “You know I love you, right?”
 
   “Yes.” He seemed worried. “What’s wrong?”
 
   “Perry, my ex-boyfriend, is getting released from prison on Monday. He needs a place to stay. I told him that he can live here with me.”
 
   “I pay the bills, though,” Nathan said. “Don’t you think that you should have asked me before you told him that he can stay here?”
 
   “I realize that you pay the bills and you’re a good provider, honey. But a girl needs more than just money. I need more out of life than you can provide, and Perry can give that to me.”
 
   “Perry is a scumbag,” Nathan replied, clearly hurt. “He beat you up repeatedly. You had to get a restraining order. He cheated on you constantly. He’s selfish, violent, narcissistic, dishonest…”
 
   As Nathan went on and on, I just nodded and looked down at my feet. Everything he was saying was true but in the end every person has plusses and minuses. The sexual attraction that I felt for Perry wasn’t everything I needed, but it was something a needed. It was a bare minimum for a relationship.
 
   “Perry isn’t perfect--”
 
   “Isn’t perfect!?!”
 
   “He’s not perfect,” I continued, “but a person can change. Perry has had a lot of time to think while he was behind bars and he tells me that he’s a new man. He’s done with the lying, the violence, the cheating – all of it. And while I love you, Nathan, I’ll never truly be in love you. If I stayed with you, I would be staying because of your money and because it’s convenient. That wouldn’t be fair to either of us. I’m in love with Perry and I need to give him another chance.”
 
   As hard as it was for Nathan, he knew that what I was saying was true. He agreed to move to the bed in the spare room so that Perry and I could sleep together. Nathan would try to find a new place to live, and in the meantime we would just be friends.
 
   When I arrived at the prison to pick up Perry, he took my breath away. He seemed even a little taller than I remembered him, but his shoulders were broader and his body was heavily muscled. Obviously having the chance to work out all day had improved his appearance. He smiled that gorgeous smile of his, came over and kissed me, and we walked out to my car. On the drive home, Perry just talked about how great it was to be a free man again and how much he missed me. I was so attracted to him and I couldn’t wait to get him home. When we walked into the house, we went straight for the bedroom.
 
   Perry just about ripped the clothes off of my body. I wanted him to move more slowly, but at the same time I loved that he was doing whatever he wanted and wasn’t focused on me. With Nathan I had felt unnaturally dominant, but now with Perry I finally felt like a real woman again, submissive to his needs and whims. He quickly dropped his pants and boxers, and out sprung his thick, veiny black cock.
 
   “Suck my cock, bitch,” he said. I immediately began sucking him, taking his mighty manhood inside my lips and worshipping it with my tongue. He pulled my head forward, pushing his cock deep into my throat. I gagged a little and I felt tears in my eyes but he didn’t let go. He released me for a moment, giving me a breath of air, then pulled himself deep inside my mouth again. He began thrusting in and out, and I kept my tongue flat to cover my teeth as he face fucked me. “Ahh, yeah, bitch. That’s right. Suck my black cock.”
 
   After a few minutes of this, he ordered me to stand up and strip. I did a sexy little strip tease for him, down to my bra and panties. Then he pulling me close to him, kissing and hugging me, then undid my bra. I pulled my panties down as my bra fell to the floor.
 
   Perry pushed me back onto the bed, then got on top of me. My pussy was aching for him, wet and swollen, as he lined up his black cock at my entrance.
 
   “Please, Perry. Please! I need to feel you inside of me.”
 
   He pushed himself in, a couple inches with each slow stroke, stretching my grateful pussy to the max. It was so much bigger than Nathan’s and I really missed that feeling. Although I was always quiet and unresponsive in bed with Nathan, I felt myself moaning and groaning uncontrollably. My arms were around Perry’s back, holding his sexy black body against mine, my legs up in the air beside his legs. His cock was so big that my clit was moving with every thrust, and it wasn’t long before I was moaning through a powerful orgasm. “Oh God… Oh shit, Perry, fuck!” I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed the powerful orgasms that men like Perry could give me. Nathan managed to get me off with oral sex, but Perry did it effortlessly just by being who and what he is. My body wanted and needed Perry.
 
   Out of the corner of my eye, I saw some movement. I turned my head. Nathan was standing there in the doorway. He had a hurt look on his face, but there was a bulge in his shorts. I’m not sure if he loved or hated what he was seeing, but I liked the fact that somebody was watching. I decided to put on a little show for him. Perry’s chiseled chest and washboard stomach were glistening with sweat, and I could tell from his breathing and facial expressions that he was nearing his climax. “Come inside of me, baby. I want to feel your big cock erupting inside of me. Fill my womb with your sperm!” I locked my legs around Perry’s waist as he grunted, pushed deep inside and came. I looked deep into his eyes as I felt his cock twitching, delivering his seed into my cervix. I turned and saw Nathan, his mouth wide open, his pants around his ankles, pounding his little white penis in his hands. His eyes rolled back and he squeaked, squirting his dab onto the carpet.
 
   Over the next few months, I often would catch Nathan sneaking a peek inside of our bedroom to catch us making love. I wondered if he’d be upset at seeing how much bigger Perry’s cock was, or be jealous of the way I’d move and moan when Perry delivered to me a thundering orgasm. But he seemed to enjoy it, vicariously perhaps. It seemed like everything had worked out perfectly, in a strange way, to the satisfaction of all three of us.
 
   Then something happened that changed the whole cozy relationship. I started to feel sick. I took a pregnancy test and it confirmed that I was pregnant. When Perry found out he was incensed, denying that he was the father and slapping my face so hard that I fell to the floor. I was crying but luckily Nathan was there to comfort me, and he threatened to file charges if Perry ever touched me again. The next day Perry moved out, informed me that he was moving in with another lover of his, and told me to never contact him again. I was heartbroken and desperate, not knowing how I would ever pay for the baby by myself, but then Nathan approached me.
 
   “Megan, you know I love you. And I know you love me, too. I understand that you need more sexually than I can offer, and I would never want to deny you that. But if you’ll take me back, I won’t ask you to be exclusive to me. You can have other lovers, Perry or any other guy, and we can still be a couple. I love you and I want to raise your baby together as a family.” He got down on one knee, opened up a black box, and presented me with a beautiful engagement ring. “Will you marry me?”
 
   I nodded, crying uncontrollably. “Yes! Yes, Nathan, I’ll marry you!”
 
   That was four months ago. Nathan has moved back into our bedroom. We make love about once every week or two, and I have two guys I met through a dating app that I have sex with, each about once or twice a week. Dating is a little strange right now, being pregnant and all, and Nathan and I just got some great news – we’re expecting triplets! Nathan is taking on some extra hours at work and we may have to sell the house and get a larger one, but we’re both excited to start our new family together. I haven’t heard anything from Perry since he left, and frankly my friends and family are all overjoyed that I’m done with Perry and I’m marrying Nathan. It’s the perfect happy ending! 
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   * * *
 
   My name is Noah. I’m thirty-eight years old. For the last sixteen years I’ve been married to Chloe, 37, a raven-haired beauty that I met at church. One time when we were dating, Chloe noticed that I was interested in reading stories about “hotwifing,” where the husband is faithful to the wife but she’s permitted to date other guys. I asked if she’d be interested in that but she told me that she’d be worried that she’d fall in love with the guy, and she’s not really interested in having that kind of drama. I figured that was the end of that, and I was resigned to my fantasies remaining just a fantasy. But one day, lying in bed together after making love, she opened the door a little crack.
 
   “Honey, do you remember when I asked you about those stories you like and you asked if I’d be interested in sleeping with other men?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Is that invitation still open?”
 
   Although I’d already came about fifteen minutes before and I usually need hours between erections, my cock quickly hardened to full strength. “Of course it is. Why do you ask?”
 
   She slipped her hand into mine, threading our fingers. “I’ve had some guys hitting on me at work and at the gym. You know, the usual stuff. But a couple of the guys were really cute and I like them. Do you remember Tony from the holiday party?”
 
   I thought about it and I did remember him. He was a cocky guy, divorced a couple of years ago. From what I’d heard he’s quite a ladies’ man, and he’d dated a number of the women in my wife’s office. In fact, one of the women at the party – a blonde knockout – was breast feeding Tony’s little present, and she informed Chloe that he’s well-endowed and a magnificent lover. He’d hit on my wife a number of times over the years but she’d always turned him down. 
 
   “He’s one of the guys that I’d like to date,” she said. “Would you be okay with that?”
 
   We talked about our fears and concerns, about jealousy and the danger of falling in love. We agreed that we were strong enough to live this lifestyle, and we just needed to keep the lines of communication open. Then we talked about the possibility of pregnancy. I’d had a vasectomy after our daughter was born so birth control really hadn’t been a concern.
 
   “How about using condoms?” I asked.
 
   “Tony hates condoms, and frankly so do I,” she said. “Here’s what I’m thinking. You know how I’ve been wanting another baby. If we do this, I’m not going to use any birth control. We’ll tell our friends and family that you’re getting your vasectomy reversed so we can try for another baby. If I get pregnant, you’ll raise the children as your own.”
 
   “Okay,” I said, swallowing hard. My cock was so swollen it almost hurt. “We’ll tell them I reversed the vasectomy. You’re my wife and I’m your husband. If you get pregnant, it’s our baby.”
 
   Chloe smiled and leaned in, kissing me. “I think we have a deal.”
 
   Over the next few months, we started a new routine. Chloe would go on a date three or four times a week. I would help her pick out her outfits. Before she would leave, she would masturbate me to completion. I would wait up for her to come home, then she would tell me all the dirty details of her encounter while I gave her delicious oral, withdrawing her lover’s creamy deposit. She soon had three regulars: Tony from her work, Frank from the gym, and Delon who she met online. All three guys were tall, muscular, dominant and arrogant, but what stood out to me is that Delon was black. I started to feel a little queasy in my stomach.
 
   “You’re dating a black guy?” I asked when I found out.
 
   “Is there something wrong with a white woman dating a black man?”
 
   “No, but honey… if he gets you pregnant and we have a black baby, everybody will know what’s going on. I’ll be humiliated. Can’t you date somebody else or make him use a condom?”
 
   Chloe looked shocked. “I’m really surprised at you. That’s just so racist! Of course I’m not going to do that. If society looks down on some people, that’s their problem and not mine.”
 
   A couple of months later, we learned that Chloe was pregnant. I was very worried about who the father might be. I knew I wasn’t the father because of the vasectomy, and most of the time Chloe just masturbated me instead of intercourse (sometimes a blowjob when I was a very good boy). But there were three lovers who were constantly shooting their cum inside of her. I was on pins and needles as the birth neared.
 
   In the hospital, when Chloe gave birth to a white baby boy, I felt relieved. It looked just like Tony, and we did a paternity test that confirmed that he was the father. I didn’t really care whether it was Frank’s or Tony’s baby, I just didn’t want to have to explain to everybody how we had a black baby! I signed the affidavit of paternity and added my name to the birth certificate, making me the legal father and ensuring that Tony couldn’t interfere with our family by trying to take custody.
 
   When she healed and it was time for her to resume her sexual activities, Chloe told me, “I was talking with the guys and they agree that it’s not fair anymore to just let the three of them try to impregnate me. Tony already fathered a child by me, and it’s only fair that Frank and Delon should get a turn. Although I hate condoms, Tony will need to use condoms until the next pregnancy.”
 
   Although my cock started getting hard again at the news, I knew that this meant there was now a fifty-fifty chance that Chloe was going to give birth to a black baby. She started seeing each of those guys twice a week and only seeing Tony once every week or two. When she happily announced that she took a pregnancy test and it’s positive, I was totally anxious. How would I explain a black baby to my friends and family? They’d certainly know it’s not my baby, and everybody would snicker about me.
 
   Nine months later, at the hospital, I was relieved when my wife gave birth to a white baby girl. We were pretty sure it was Frank’s baby, but a paternity test soon confirmed it. Again I protected our family by getting my name on the birth certificate, taking all rights and responsibilities as the father.
 
   “You were so worried the last two pregnancies,” Chloe said, as she prepared for her first date since the birth. “I’m glad you won’t be worried this time.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    “You won’t have to worry whether the child will be black. Both Tony and Frank will be using condoms, so you can rest assured that the baby will be Delon’s.”
 
   She had a point, but I was still very excited and nervous about it. When the baby was born black, the operating room staff looked very surprised. Still, I signed the birth certificate and welcomed the baby into our family. My family didn’t really say much when they saw the child, and it was clear that they suspected that it might not be mine. Chloe’s family was very happy, though. They didn’t mention the dark skin tone or the unusual hair, they just commented on how handsome and strong our last three babies were.
 
   After we took the baby home, we realized that we needed to come out to our friends and family. We explained everything about our lifestyle to them. There were a lot of questions and some unkind comments, and we did lose some friends over it, but it’s so much better now to be an open cuckold couple. A lot of the men that we know are happy to learn that Chloe is available to them, and some of them used her while between relationships and during divorces.
 
   The best thing about being open is that we don’t have to worry about any further additions to our family. Right now, Chloe has three regular lovers, all black. She’s decided that she’s had enough children and she went on the pill. But recently she was going through some old baby pictures and she’s talking about having another baby or two. I told her it’s a great idea!  
 
   I’M TAKING CARE OF HER
 
   WHILE HE’S GONE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Over the last seven years, I’ve been in a relationship with a married woman. Ashley and I are both twenty-nine and we have four children. Technically the children aren’t mine biologically, they are all mulattos fathered by her husband, but I’ve been raising them as my own. We’re a very happy family.
 
   When I met Ashley, she had been married to the love of her life, Aaron, for a little over a year. Her family had opposed the marriage, largely because Aaron is black. (The fact that he was abusive, a serial cheater, and into drugs may have played a role, too.) But they had a small wedding with about half of her family and friends showing.  Soon Aaron was incarcerated over a drug-related offense and Ashley was all alone, late term with their first baby. That’s when I met her.
 
   When I met her, I was totally blown away by her beauty and personality. I tried to be a helpful and supportive friend to her. I offered to be there with her in the delivery room if she wanted. She was reluctant to accept my help. “I really shouldn’t, Joe,” she said. “I’m a married woman. I don’t know how Aaron would feel about it.”
 
   Funny thing, though – a couple days later she spoke on the phone with her husband and Aaron thought it would be a good idea for her to have another man around while he’s incarcerated. “He’s okay with us having a relationship as long as you understand that I’m a married woman and when he gets out, I’m his.” There were also a few other rules that Aaron set down, like that I’d need to use condoms every time with her, but they weren’t anything that would bother me. Heck, I’d be happy to put on galoshes and a raincoat if that’s what I needed to do to get laid!
 
   We were all crying when our first son was born. We signed the papers and put my name on the birth certificate as the father, although the baby was named by Aaron and had his last name. I got to know Ashley’s family and they all loved me. “I’m so glad that Ashley is with you now, rather than that worthless degenerate Aaron,” his mother said. We didn’t tell them that Ashley and Aaron had no intention of divorcing, but it really didn’t make much difference because he was locked up anyway. As far as the world was concerned, Ashley was my woman.
 
   I’ve always wanted to be Ashley’s husband but every time I drop a hint in that direction, she shoots me down. She’s told me many times that she loves me but she’s not in love with me – she’s in love with Aaron. I admit that I’m not the most interesting guy, that I’m not as exciting as guys like Aaron, but I feel that I’m a solid partner and a good father to our four children. And while I may not actually be married to Ashley, I’m the legal father of all four of our children, so we are tied together for life.
 
   Another problem we have is that Ashley tells me that she’s not really that attracted to me physically. She says I’m cute but her physical attraction to Aaron is simply electric. I think that hurts our love life somewhat, as she only lets me take liberties with her about once a month. Some guys would complain about the condoms but I don’t really mind the lack of sensitivity. Honestly, I think they are a boon because they allow me to last a good ten minutes. Ashley just looks at me with a condescending smile as I push my rubber-encased weiner inside of her in the missionary position. When I reached climax, I push as deep inside as my five inch penis can go and blast the reservoir with my seed. Ashley playfully slaps my ass and says, “that really wasn’t so bad.”
 
   On occasion, Aaron is released from prison. When he comes home, I have to sleep on the couch in the living room while he sleeps with Ashley. The sounds of her moaning and groaning through the walls are totally erotic, and I like to sneak into the bathroom and jerk off while they’re having sex. I don’t get any sex from Ashley when Aaron is in the house, but happily he’s only around for a few months, a year at most. Every time he gets released he ends up violating his parole and getting sent back. Most of the time, though, we find out that Ashley is pregnant with his baby but that’s not all bad. Ashley and I have two sons and two daughters, all mulattos, and I must say that being a father has been the most fulfilling thing in my life. The kids call me “Joe” and call Aaron “dad,” but I’m the one who has been there coaching their baseball games and taking care of things like discipline and finances for them, and they love me for it.
 
   
  
 

In a few months, Aaron will be getting released from prison for good. No parole this time, so unless he commits another crime he will be back for good. I was scared that Ashley might kick me out of her life and stop me from seeing my children, but thankfully that won’t happen. Aaron and Ashley are talking about buying another replacing one of the beds in the boys’ room with a bunk bed, and letting me sleep on the top bunk. I’m not sure how this is all going to work out, but I think we’re going to be a one big happy family!
 
   IT STARTED WITH A DARE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I dare you,” her friend Abby said to my wife Samantha. “I dare you to give him a blowjob.”
 
    Abby was holding a sex toy party and everybody was drinking. The women were all doing shots and things had gotten a little out of control. There were a handful of women there, all in their mid-to-late thirties, and all of them were single except for my wife. My wife has always considered herself a top-notch cocksucker and she was telling the other girls a couple of her techniques. It was right then that Malcolm, a black college student who lived a few doors down, had seen all the cars and stopped by to say hello. Abby slid open the sliding glass door and asked him why he was there. In the course of the conversation, he jokingly mentioned that he wouldn’t turn down a blowjob and soon he was invited inside. 
 
   “Yeah, show us those cocksucking skills,” another woman said. Samantha had already told the women that I’m not the jealous type and that sometimes she likes to have a little adventure on the side, so they knew that her wedding ring wasn’t a problem for my wife. Samantha turned and saw the huge bulge in front of his shorts. “Wow, it looks huge,” she said. “Is that real?”
 
   Malcolm dropped his shorts down, exposing his solid muscular legs and an impressively long and thick black cock. The other women made audible sounds of astonishment, oohing over his impressive, veiny manhood.
 
   Samantha dropped her knees and started working on his cock, with one hand on his balls. Her mouth was corkscrewing as she took him inside of her mouth, swirling her tongue around his cockhead and making him moan. Given her expert ministrations, it wasn’t surprising that Malcolm could only last for five minutes before he reached his peak. Samantha looked upward into his eyes, her tongue flicking against the underside of his schlong as he shot wad after wad of semen onto her tongue. After giving him an ample display, wagging her cum-coated tongue for him, she swallowed his semen and then did a shot of vodka to wash it down. The women applauded her and complimented her oral skills, but then Malcolm pulled her aside.
 
   “You suck a great dick,” Malcolm said. “But I want to fuck your pussy. How do I reach you?”
 
   Samantha gave him her phone number. Over the next few months, Malcolm became a regular visitor to our house. When they would come home for a date, or he would come over for a booty call, he would take our bedroom to sleep with Samantha. In the past, Samantha would only go out on dates discreetly so that nobody we knew would know. Now we are open about it, and so far everything is working great. Our oldest daughter says she thinks it’s “totally cool” that her mother has a boyfriend, and she loves watching Malcolm running his hands all over Samantha’s body and kissing her passionately. We’ve assured her that her mother’s infatuation with this handsome black stud isn’t a threat to our relationship and she has nothing to worry about. She even asked what would happen if Samantha got pregnant by her black lover, and how I would feel about her having another man’s baby. (She doesn’t know that two of our three kids were fathered by other men, including her!) I assured her that I would be the father of any baby her mother carried. That seemed to satisfy her. “Good night, daddy,” she would say, kissing me as I head to the guest room with my pillow and blanket while my wife and her black lover close our bedroom door behind them. One evening she even told me that she hopes she can do the same thing some day, having both a husband and a sexy boyfriend.
 
    I personally doubt that this situation will last. Samantha has told me that she’s totally infatuated with this guy right now, and that it’s totally physical. Still, they are spending time together as a couple on dates and talking on the phone. I can tell that she has some feelings for Malcolm, even if she knows that it won’t last.
 
   I’m surprised it has gone on this long. From what I’ve heard from others, usually the young guys will move on pretty quickly. For now, though, Samantha is getting hot sex at our house about two or three nights a week. She still makes love to me, too, and our relationship has never been stronger. Samantha enjoys being the mentor to Malcolm, teaching him new positions and enjoying first time experiences with him. I hope that she does this in the future, having a steady boyfriend who she can enjoy a longer-term relationship with instead of just one-time encounters. It’s better that way.
 
   I MARRIED A SLUT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is William. I’m thirty-two and I’ve been married for eight years to my wife Beth, who is 30. We have three children and Beth is currently in her second trimester, pregnant with our fourth. We live in the suburbs and appear to be your average married couple, and for the most part we are.
 
   One way that we’re unusual is that, although we are socially monogamous, my wife has other lovers. During most of our marriage she has had at least one steady lover, and she likes to spice it up with new lovers as well. She says that her favorite part of a new relationship is the beginning, mostly the first six months or so, and then it starts to get a little routine for her. I’m proud to say that I’m the only man who has been able to keep her interest for more than two years.
 
   Even before we started dating, I knew that Beth wasn’t the monogamous type. People in her hometown called her “Booty Call Betsy” because of her remarkably free ways. She continued her sexual exploration at college, where she slept with over a hundred young men. I met her shortly college when she moved across the country and took a marketing job at my company. I thought she was beautiful and sexy in a kind of innocent schoolgirl way, and we enjoyed talking. She agreed to go on a date with me, and soon we became a couple. Even at that time, though, I knew that she was seeing other men, including a couple of guys from our company and even a married vice president for one of our competitors. I didn’t judge her, though; I was just happy to get the chance to date her.
 
   Although I knew that she was promiscuous, and she knew that I was aware of her reputation, she was actually somewhat prudish with me. She made me wait for two months before she would let me have sex with her. (Years later, she confessed that she didn’t want me to think that she was easy, so she proved it by making me wait.) When we finally did, she insisted that I use a condom. I didn’t mind, though, because I was happy just to be having sex. She was a lot of fun in the sack, and I was impressed at her finely-honed sexual skills. We must have gone through hundreds of condoms before our wedding.
 
   “I have a surprise for you,” she said on our wedding night. She was dressed in all-white nylon stockings, bra and panties. “You don’t need to use condoms anymore.”
 
   “I thought you can’t take the pill?”
 
   “I got fitted for a diaphragm,” she said, snuggling up against me. “I have it in right now. You won’t even notice it.” And she was right. Having sex with my new wife without having that rubber barrier between us was amazing and I would climax in just a matter of minutes. The honeymoon was sheer bliss.
 
   After we returned home and got back to our regular lives, Beth started talking about having children. Although it was scary, we looked at our finances and realized that we were now in a position to start a family. Beth started tracking her cycle and we started to try for a baby. One time after we had sex, at the start of her cycle, I was in the bathroom washing my hands and I noticed that her diaphragm case was on the counter, not in her drawer where she normally keeps it. I opened it up and it was empty. I thought that was rather strange. I didn’t mention it to her, I just went back to bed and cuddled with her.
 
   The next night, Beth primped herself, putting on a sexy outfit for her date with Terry, an arrogant ladies man who drives a luxury sports car. When she left she gave me a peck on the cheek, told me she’d be back late and said I shouldn’t wait up. After Terry’s car disappeared down the road, I went into our bathroom and opened her drawer. The diaphragm case was still there. I opened it up and her diaphragm was inside.
 
   Beth went out with Terry every night for the next five nights, staying over at his house on Friday and Saturday nights. In each case, she left her birth control at home. When she returned on Sunday night, we made love. Sure enough, when I went to the bathroom after sex, I checked the case and it was empty, no doubt inside of her protecting her womb from my sperm.
 
   A couple of weeks later, Beth took a pregnancy test and it confirmed that she was pregnant. When our first son was born, he was a spitting image of Terry. A year later she gave birth to our daughter, but she looks more like Beth than anybody else so I can’t really say for sure. Two years after that, she gave birth to our second son who looks like a cross between Beth and Len, a cocky muscle-head who is covered in tattoos and had been her lover for a few months before that child was conceived. I know that birth control isn’t one hundred percent effective and that you can’t tell paternity just by looking at a child. Although she always used the diaphragm when we had sex, and didn’t use it with her lovers when she got pregnant, anything is possible. 
 
   I think that I might be the father of the child she’s currently carrying, though. Although most of her fuck buddies are white, she was carrying on a steamy affair with Tyrone, a sexy black man who she met through a girlfriend of hers. When we started trying for a baby this time, I was concerned that she might accidentally get pregnant by Tyrone. Beth assured me that she always uses her diaphragm with her lovers, so I had nothing to worry about, but if the birth control somehow failed we would love the baby no matter who the father might be.
 
   During Beth’s ovulation, she was having sex with Tyrone twice a day. Although she claimed she was using her diaphragm, I saw that it was in the case each time she left. On the fourth night of her ovulation, we were pretty sure that her egg would drop. She went out dancing with Tyrone that night and came home drunk, with her lipstick smeared and a big wet spot on the crotch of her jeans. I immediately pulled her into the bedroom, pulled off her jeans and panties, and lay her down on the bed. I held her hands in mine as I began licking her pussy. There was the strong musky smell of semen and the salty taste of his jizz as I licked her clean.
 
   “I need to use the bathroom,” she said. 
 
   “You can when we’re done,” I said, sucking Tyrone’s seed out of her slick cunt. I knew that she wanted to slip her diaphragm inside and I wasn’t going to give her the opportunity. I got on top of her, slipped all five inches inside of her and began thrusting wildly. Beth was very drunk, nearly passed out as I fucked her spent body. After a few minutes I felt that magical feeling approaching. I pounded her harder, faster, and when I hit my climax I pushed in as deep as possible. Although I didn’t have the large size cock of her lovers and couldn’t shoot my sperm directly into her womb, I spurted a dab of my seed inside of her. Just as I was pulling out for another thrust, I felt Beth grabbing my cock. As I pulled out for another thrust, she pulled up on my penis and it plopped out of her. Beth was moaning, “oh yes, baby, that’s right,” as my cock finished spurting on top of her landing strip, her hand masturbating my cock as I penetrated her hand, my seed landing harmlessly on her belly. She turned and kissed me, then she cuddled as she fell asleep.
 
   As I lay next to her, I felt proud knowing that I’d managed to get a shot at impregnating her. Sure, Tyrone’s sperm had a huge head start. My wife’s womb had been filled with her black lover’s sperm for days. Billions of his African sperm were inside of her at that moment. I’d read about “sperm wars” and I knew that not only were millions of his black sperm searching for her egg right now, but millions of others were already in place, blocking and killing any competitor’s sperm. My odds were very long, but I’d gotten a little squirt of sperm inside of her unprotected, so I was now in the game. As I drifted off to sleep, I pictured my sperm like a handful of proud soldiers storming the beach at Normandy, hopelessly outgunned and outclassed as they fought the impossible fight.
 
   A few more months and we will know for sure if I’m the father. Beth says that this will be her final baby and she’s getting her tubes tied, and as an extra precaution she’s having me get a vasectomy. We’ve talked about baby names. Beth wants wants to name the baby Shaniqua if it’s a girl and Tyrone if it’s a boy. I’ve heard that they have prenatal DNA tests these days. Do you think she knows something that I don’t know?
 
   MY SEXY BLACK BOSS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “Anna, I have some great news,” my boss Brandon said. “I got approval for you to come with me to the conference.”
 
   “Thank you!” I said. “That’s such an awesome opportunity!” 
 
   “I’m really looking forward to it. We’ll get the chance to know each other better, to spend some time together in Atlanta.”
 
   I could tell by the twinkle in his eye that he had more in mind than just business.
 
   I’d been working for Brandon the last four months and there had always been an attraction between us. I’m twenty-three and Brandon is twenty-eight. Although he’s older than me, I’d always felt a strong connection to him since the day I interviewed with him. When I walked into his office that day, he literally took my breath away. Brandon was a director of sales for an up-and-coming technology company, and I was surprised to see that he was a handsome, sexy, heavily-muscled black man. Although he was wearing a suit and tie, I could see some tattoos visible from beneath his clothing. As we talked about the company and my resume, we were both checking each other out. I loved the scent of his body and his spicy cologne. He mentioned that he was a married with four kids, and I had married my husband Anthony just a few months ago, but the attraction between us was undeniable. A few days later, when he called to offer me the job, I was ecstatic.
 
    Over the four months, I had the chance to work with Brandon and admire his approach. He’s very charismatic and knows how to build and work a relationship. And he’ll do anything to close a deal. When a company needs a deal structured in a certain way to make it happen but it doesn’t fit with the company’s policies, he agrees to it and then works internally to fix the problems he’s created. It’s an unorthodox approach that doesn’t make him seem difficult to his sales team, but he’s one of the three most successful salesmen in the company. And it shows in his expensive clothing, his fine taste in dining and wine, and his luxury sports car that costs about four times what the average employee makes in a year. (His wife, I learned, is a stay-at-home mother and she allows him to spend his money as he likes. I would never allow Anthony to buy a car like that, even if we had that kind of money.)
 
   One time Brandon took me for a ride in his convertible. It was a beautiful sunny day, and I loved driving through town with the top down, the wind blowing through my hair. I loved the way it accelerated, the raw power bringing his car to full speed in an instant. He reached his hand over and placed it on my thigh. I didn’t move his hand. His touch sent a thrill through my body. Although I knew I was a married woman, my pussy didn’t seem to care – it was wet and aching for him to penetrate me. When we came to a stop light, he leaned over and kissed me. With the top down, anybody could see me and I knew I was taking a huge risk, but I kissed him back, my tongue swirling around his as our mouths made love. It felt like we were in another world until a car honked behind us, Brandon saw the green light and he hit the gas. When he dropped me off back at the office, my panties were so wet that I felt like I’d pissed my pants.
 
   At home that night, while making love to my husband, I was fantasizing about getting fucked by Brandon. As my hubby licked my pussy, lapping up my juices and flicking his tongue across my erect clit, I imagined Brandon’s powerful black body on top of me, thrusting powerfully inside of me. I came hard, virtually smothering my husband’s face with my pussy as I rode out my pleasure.
 
   “You really liked that, huh?” Anthony asked, a big grin on his face. He rose from the floor, his soft, pastey-white body standing between my spread legs.
 
   “Mmmm hmmm,” I moaned. “I really need to feel that cock inside of me.”
 
   Anthony seemed shocked by my dirty words. His little penis, not quite five inches long, was fully erect. “Here it comes,” he said, not realizing that I was talking about Brandon’s black kielbasa, not his tiny white Vienna sausage. My husband mounted me in the missionary position, and he was moving his body back and forth so his little thing must have been inside of me. I was moaning, fantasizing about Brandon using me, taking me doggy style.
 
   Anthony and I use the pull-out method for birth control, and as usual he only lasted a few minutes before he pulled out. “Oh God,” he cried, pulling his penis out of me, “I’m gonna come.” Standing on his knees between my legs, he looked like a crazy man as he masturbated his little penis furiously. Seconds later, his little squirt gun shot off, sputtering out a series of white droplets onto my tummy. “Go get a rag and wipe that off,” I instructed him. I lay there, dreaming off Brandon’s hard, cut body and what it must be like to be his wife and get the chance to enjoy him every day.
 
   So when Brandon told me that I’d get the chance to go with him to Atlanta, I was super excited. Before I left, I bought some sexy lingerie to take with me. When we arrived, I asked about what room I’d be staying in.
 
   “There’s only one room,” Brandon said. “The company allowed you to come but they won’t reimburse the expenses of anybody below the level of manager. So I paid for your plane ticket and I’ll cover our other expenses, such as dinner. The company reserved me a room, and I figured that to save on expenses, we could share a hotel room. There’s a couch that pulls into a bed. Is that a problem?”
 
   I stammered but managed to say, “That’s fine. It would be cheaper that way.”
 
   “Great.” He handed me a plastic card. “We’re in room 409. Let’s get dressed and hit the town.”
 
   We put our bags into the room. I got dressed in the bathroom, putting on an evening gown and high heels. Brandon, for his part, wore an expensive Italian suit. We took a taxi out to the Chateau Merienne, one of the most glamorous restaurants in Atlanta, and had an amazing time talking over dinner. Brandon explained that his relationship with his wife was largely platonic. After the birth of their first child, his wife’s sex drive began tapering off and now they only do it about once a month. He told me that he has a strong sex drive and as much as he loves his wife, it’s just not something that she’s able to provide him anymore. He doesn’t want to divorce her but he’s unwilling to continue living this way. He also doesn’t want to cheat but he loves his wife and his marriage enough to get his needs satisfied in whatever way he can. I responded that my sex life with Anthony was never a high point of our relationship, and that he’s a wonderful man but he’s not the kind of guy that women hunger after. The more we spoke, the more I realized that we were two people who loved our spouses and valued our marriages, but also were realistic enough to know that you can’t get everything you need from one person.
 
   Back at the hotel, we were both a little tipsy. When we stepped inside the room, Brandon immediately began kissing me. I felt butterflies as I kissed him, running my hands up and down his back as he caressed my ass and breasts. My nipples hardened, my pussy moistened, as we undressed each other. He was wearing only his suit pants and kissing me as I lay on the bed in nothing but my lacy red bra and panties. My pussy was damp, the crotch of my panties dark and soaked, as his hands glided across my nearly naked body. Every hair was standing on end as he kissed up my belly to my breasts, undid my bra, and began sucking and licking on my nipples. My clit was swollen, aching for him. As his hand slid up my inner thigh and brushed against my pussy, my body felt electric.
 
   I wanted to take his cock inside of my mouth. I got up and unzipped his pants, and saw a huge erection pressing against his briefs. When I pulled them down, I was shocked at how large he was. He had to be nine inches long of dark, thick, uncircumcised cock. I’d only seen two penises in my life and both were white, small and circumcised. I took his mighty member in my hands, pulled back the foreskin, and took his head inside of my mouth. Although I seldom perform oral sex on my husband, I wanted desperately to please Brandon, not simply because he was my boss but because he was so sexy, strong, and powerful that he just deserved it. My black lover was moaning his approval and I just loved that, and it encouraged me to give him the best blowjob I possibly could.
 
   Soon, though, he told me that he’d had enough and told me to get on my hands and knees. I did, and I felt that huge cockhead pushing at the opening of my slick, slippery womanhood. I dropped my head, looking down between my legs, eager to see him penetrate me. He lined it up at my entrance, and with a single push he went all the way inside. I was shocked and felt my eyes pop open. My husband’s penis would take a number of thrusts to enter me and it was just a fraction of the size of Brandon’s enormous cock. But it was my fertile time of the month and my pussy was slick from my ovulation, and I was just so wet for Brandon that he pushed that thing all the way inside. His cock filled me completely, stretching me to the breaking point, and it felt magical as it slipped in and out of me. His hands were holding my hips, my face in the pillow, as I received the most amazing sexual pleasure of my life. I was breathing heavily, moaning uncontrollably, as we fucked. We changed position into the woman superior, and I loved being able to see his face and chiseled chest as I rode him. I leaned down and we kissed uncontrollably. I knew that I didn’t love him, that what I was feeling for him was simply animalistic lust, but what I was feeling was powerful and overwhelming, far beyond anything I felt for my husband. He flipped me over into the missionary position, and I could tell by his breathing and his facial expressions that he was approaching his climax. He pounded faster, his cock swelling even larger, and the pleasure I was receiving was immense. I ran my hands up and down his sweaty black torso, admiring his powerful masculine body.
 
   “Fuck!” Brandon grunted and pushed his cock deep inside of me. I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against my cervix. I knew that I was ovulating and that I should have made him pull out, as I always did with my husband, but I needed to feel him finish inside of me. My legs were up in the air, locked against him, and I could feel his titan-sized testicles against my ass, jerking as they unloaded countless millions of sperm deep inside my womb.  I thought dreamily, “I know I’ll be pregnant,” as he kissed me, his hard member still inside of me as the last of his sperm spilled out to fill me completely.
 
   The next morning, I awoke to find myself in bed with Brandon. While in the bathroom, I felt a little pinch in my stomach, and I knew that my egg had just dropped. I suddenly felt worried about having allowing him to climax inside of me. My egg was now inside of me, surrounded by hundreds of millions of Brandon’s virile sperm, each one relentless and determined to make a baby in my womb. I decided that I should probably get my own room for rest of the weekend. We got dressed and attended the conference, where we both acted professionally and made some great new contacts and found a couple leads. Having eaten at the conference, we went straight back to the hotel room. Once again we made passionate love, and since I’d already allowed him to climax inside of me, I didn’t see any point in stopping him now. We made love again in the shower, then in the morning, and twice more the next day. When we finally flew home, I was totally sexually exhausted.
 
   When I met my husband at the airport, he was very happy to see me. “I can’t wait to make love to you,” he said. When we got home, I allowed him to get me into bed. As he ate my pussy, he commented that I tasted different. “I’m just so turned on tonight,” I said. I’d noticed that the clear fluid from my ovulation was gone, but we pulled out a bottle of lubrication and with a few thrusts, he was able to enter me. I never felt much friction from Anthony’s small penis, but tonight I could tell that I was much looser than before. I hoped that he couldn’t notice anything, and if he did he never mentioned it. When he approached his climax, I lifted my legs off the bed, put them up around him and locked my ankles around his waist. Holding him in place, he was unable to pull out, and he looked shocked as he fired his seed inside of me. “It’s okay, honey,” I said, nodding. I put my hands up on his face, pulled him down and kissed him.
 
   Back at work, Brandon and I did our best to keep things professional. He told me that, although the sex was phenomenal, he loves his wife and doesn’t want to leave her. I told him that I felt the same way about Anthony. A couple of weeks later, I started to feel nauseated. A pregnancy test simply confirmed what I’d already known. When I found out, I told Anthony about what happened on the trip to Atlanta. At first he was angry but he was also excited, and then he masturbated. We agreed that from now on, any lovers I have should be out in the open. I’m now eight months pregnant and I’ve left my job to be a full-time wife and mother. I’m a very light skinned woman with very curly hair and Anthony’s family are dark-skinned Italians, so it shouldn’t be a problem if the baby is darker skinned than me with curly hair. Even if his family complains, I know that Anthony is on my side. The love we have is real and lasting, and he understands that a husband’s children are the children given birth by his wife. I couldn’t ask for a better man.
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   * * *
 
   “I’m sorry Josh but I have some bad news,” my fiancée Crystal Lass. We were dining at Eduardo’s Bistro in downtown Birmingham. “I don’t know how to even say this, so I’ll just say it. I’m pregnant.”
 
   I was totally shocked. Although Crystal is a single mother, having given birth to a bad boy when she was a teenager, I thought she was a changed woman. It was a huge scandal because her mother is Tammy Lass, a conservative Democratic senator from Alabama who used her religious background to help her win in a deep red state. When her mother resigned in disgrace after the out-of-wedlock birth, Crystal said she’d changed. In fact, she was now a national leader of the Christian organization called the “Recycled Sluts,” part of the so-called “revirgination” movement that attempts to get young Evangelical women to stop hooking up with guys on Tinder and wait for marriage. She even went on a bunch of television talk shows and promised that she wouldn’t have sex again until she’s married. And I believed her.
 
   “But how can you be pregnant?” I asked. “We haven’t had sex. You insisted on waiting for marriage. You said you’ve learned your lesson and you wouldn’t accept any man who didn’t respect you enough to wait for marriage. I don’t get it, Crystal. How can you possibly be pregnant?”
 
   “Promise me you won’t hate me,” she said, her eyes starting to water. “Promise me.”
 
   I reached across the table and took her hand in mine. “Of course I don’t hate you. I could never hate you. I just don’t understand how this could happen.”
 
   Crystal nodded. “What I said was true. I believe that sex outside of marriage is wrong, and I meant it when I said that I’d only consider a guy who would wait for marriage for sex. But look, I’m a woman and I have needs. If I can’t have sex with my boyfriend, my fiancé, then I need to look for sex elsewhere.”
 
   “How long have you been cheating?” I asked.
 
   “I don’t want to answer that.”
 
   “I want to know the truth.”
 
   Crystal took a deep breath and said, “The entire two years we’ve been dating. I’ve had a steady lover almost the entire time. And I still have sex with Andrew sometimes when he stops by for visitation,” she said, referring to her first baby daddy. “Plus I had random hookups every now and then when I’m on the road promoting abstinence. I swear I didn’t mean to hurt you. But a girl gets lonely.” 
 
   “Oh my God, Crystal,” I said, stunned at her promiscuous behavior. “It sounds like you have sex with more guys in a year than most women do in a lifetime!”
 
   She nodded. “I like variety.”
 
   “So you don’t know who the father is?”
 
   “I do,” she said. “Over the last three months, I’ve only had sex with Demitrius. He’s a sexy black guy who works nearby the Fox News studio. I went out to lunch and he hit on me pretty hard. I told him that I’m engaged and flashed my ring, but he said don’t worry about it, that he prefers having sex with married and engaged women. He’s so handsome and sexy, I just couldn’t resist him.”
 
   After I paid for dinner, we walked around the downtown. She told me how it had all played out. Demitrius, it seems, likes to have sex with women and get them into “dangerous situations.” He’s impregnated half a dozen white wives and all but one gave birth to his babies. And of those five, only one of them left his wife for having a black baby. Happily, that woman is now remarried and has a nice husband who raises Demitrius’s baby as his own.
 
   “I know it’s a sin,” Crystal said as we walked down the sidewalk near the river, her baby bump starting to show. “But some guys are just so sexy, so addictive that I really can’t say no. They don’t like to use condoms and they’re used to getting their way. And I don’t want to use the birth control pill because that would mean that I’ve planned to have sex, which is worng. So I try my best to be faithful to my Christian calling, to wait for marriage, but I’m constantly falling short. I just can’t resist a bad boy.”
 
   “What’s so attractive about these guys?” I asked.
 
   “There nothing like you,” she replied. “I love and respect you. But guys like Demitrius, they mean nothing to me. It’s purely about sex with them. They just use my body like a ragdoll. I hate to admit it but it’s actually kind of erotic. They just focus on their own pleasure. But these guys are so sexy and so well-hung that they don’t need to do anything other than just thrust into you. I can’t resist them. No woman can resist them, single or married. But I can’t even have a conversation with them. They’re selfish and narcissistic, and they lie like a rug. They have my loins by you have my heart.” She stopped walking and looked into my eyes. “Can you forgive me?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I said. “Everybody is going to know that I’m not the father of your black baby. It would be humiliating for me.”
 
   “What about me?” she asked. “You think it’ll be easy for me?”
 
   She had a point. “I don’t know, Crystal. I really need to think about it. At one level, I think it’s kind of hot to imagine you having sex with all these guys, especially the black guy.”
 
   “Really?” She seemed shocked. “You’re into that?”
 
   “I’d love to see you with another guy,” I confessed. “It would be hot.”
 
   “Well,” she said, shuffling her feet, “Demitrius made a film of us having sex. We promised we wouldn’t show it to anybody else--”
 
   “Can I see it?” I asked. I could just picture my little Christian girl Crystal with her lips around a big, thick black cock. I imagined her cute, freckled white cheeks sucking in, his big black hands caressing her face as she looked deeply into his eyes. Her head thrown back, moaning in orgasm as he filled her completely with his huge black sausage.
 
   Crystal turned and looked me in the eyes. “Do you promise you won’t tell anybody else?...”
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   * * *
 
   I was walking downtown with my fiancée, Crystal Lass, the daughter of conservative politician Tammy Lass. We were talking about her pregnancy and she’d told me that a black guy named Demitrius was the father. She’d offered to allow me to watch the video she’d made with her black lover, Demitrius, if I kept it secret.
 
   “I promise I won’t tell anybody,” I said.
 
   When we got back to her house in Whorzilla, Alabama, she opened up an unmarked DVD case, pulled out the disc and popped it into her Blu-Ray player. We sat down on the couch together as the movie came on. It was filmed at her mother’s house, the one that I’d seen on the reality TV show about Alabama. It showed Crystal setting up the camera in the corner and speaking with a guy who was off camera. It was obvious from his voice that the guy was black.
 
   “There we go, Demitrius,” Crystal said, staring into the camera. She was wearing a red-and-black lacy bra with matching panties. Her c-section scar from her first baby when she was a teenager was visible just above her panties. “Let’s do a little Alabama sex tape.”
 
   “Of course,” Demitrius said, walking on screen. He had dark black skin and a muscular physique. “It’s the Christian thing to do.”
 
   Crystal giggled as he stepped up to her. She daintily put her little hands on his shoulders and looked into his eyes. Her face looked so innocent with those freckles and pouty lips. “You know, I shouldn’t be doing this. I said I wouldn’t have sex again until I’m married.”
 
   “No sex with those white boys,” he said, running his hands over her taut little ass. “Your fiancé can wait his turn. Until you’re married, you’re my little pussy to pound.”
 
   The two of them kissed passionately, then Demitrius stopped to remove her bra. As he did, she looked into the camera. He slipped off her panties and now she completely naked.
 
   “All right, bitch,” he said, pulling down his jeans and dropping his shorts, unleashing his thick black cock. “Give me a presidential Christian blowjob.”
 
   Looking straight into the camera, Crystal began sucking his cock like a pro. It was obvious that she’d done this before. Her head was bobbing up and down on the floor of her bedroom. In the distance, you could hear footsteps.
 
   “Oh my goodness gracious!” It was Senator Lass’s voice. Demitrius whipped around, his cock popping out of Crystal’s mouth. Her face registered fear, her eyes wide open.
 
   “Hello, senator,” Demitrius said in a sexy voice. There was a moment of silence, then he said, “you like that?”
 
   “Is that real? I had no idea that a penis could be so huge!”
 
   “It’s called a black cock, ma’am.”
 
   “I guess so!” Senator Lass sounded in awe. “I should start palling around with you black people!”
 
   “Would you like to suck it?” Demitrius asked.
 
   “You betcha!”
 
   Unfortunately, all I could see was Demitrius’s ass, his hands behind his back as he was rocking. I could hear the slurps as the former senator gave her daughter’s black stud a presidential blowjob. I could see Crystal watching her mother.
 
   “Crystal, will you hold my hair?”
 
   “Sure mom,” she said, stepping off camera.
 
   “I hate getting hair in my mouth when giving a hummer!”
 
   Crystal, sitting next to me on the couch, held out the remote and fast forwarded it. “Let’s skip to the good stuff.” On the screen now was Demitrius laying down on the bed. Crystal was riding on his cock, cowgirl style, while her mother was kneeling over his face enjoying some cunnilingus.
 
   “Oh God,” Tammy said. She was holding his face with her hands, her stomach contracting as she climaxed.  “I’m having an orgasm of Biblical proportions!”
 
   Moments later, Demitrius was humping his hips up quickly then he went still, blasting off deep inside of Crystal.
 
   “Oh shit,” Crystal said, lifting her pussy up off of his thick black cock. Strings of semen and pussy juice connected their groins. “You didn’t tell me you were going to cum!”
 
   “Mhmhmhmfff!” His mouth was covered by Senator Lass’s sopping vagina.
 
   “Sorry, honey,” Tammy said sheepishly.
 
   “Mom!” Crystal said. “I’ve already had one out of wedlock baby. I can’t afford to have another one, especially if it’s black! What will Josh say?”
 
   “I don’t know,” Tammy said, standing next to the bed. “You know what they say: ‘mama’s baby and daddy’s maybe.’ You never know who the real father is. I don’t know who your biological father is but it sure as heck ain’t your dad!”
 
   “Mother!” Crystal said, starting to cry on the video.
 
   I saw Crystal’s hand aim the remote at the TV set and turn it off. She turned to me and put a hand on my thigh. “That’s it, honey. That’s how I got pregnant. Do you think it’s hot?”
 
   I paused for a moment, then said, “Yeah, it’s hot. But I don’t know if we should go forward with the wedding. This is just… it’s a lot for me to process.”
 
   Crystal started crying. “Okay, Josh, I understand. I knew that you might say that. I just want you to know, though, that even though I loved every minute with Demitrius and his black horse cock, I was really looking forward to your smaller penis. I think we’d have a lot of fun. It’s totally the right size for anal sex.”
 
   That was all I could take. “Good bye, Crystal.” I got up and walked out of her house for good.
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   * * *
 
   “It’s just talking with him,” I said. “I haven’t seen him in years and I thought it would be nice to catch up.”
 
   “I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Mia,” my mother said, sitting in the passenger seat. “I think you should ask your husband before seeing your ex-boyfriend.”
 
   Would Cameron really care if I spoke with Drew? We dated for two years in high school before I went to college nearby, where I met my husband. Drew and Cameron weren’t friends but they went to the same school, while I attended private school a few towns over. It didn’t seem like a big deal but mom seemed very sure about it, so I figured I would call him on my cell phone.
 
   “Hi honey,” I said.
 
   “How are things going out there in Florida?”
 
   “Things are great! There’s something I want to run by you. I heard from Jessica that my old high school boyfriend, Drew, is still living in town. I thought I’d surprised him and stop by and talk with him. Would you be okay with that?”
 
   “That’s fine,” Cameron said. He’s such a good guy.
 
   “I’m thinking I’ll stop by his house. As old friends, just to, you know, maybe have a cup of coffee.”
 
   “You don’t have to tell me,” he said. “I don’t want to micromanage your trip.”
 
   “All right,” I said. “I just wanted to make sure that you’re not concerned about me seeing him or anything.”
 
   “How about this? As long as you’re at least one hundred miles from home, you always have a hall pass.”
 
   I was stunned. I wasn’t thinking about having sex with Drew at all, but I did like the option. “Wow. Okay, yes, thank you. That’s very kind of you.”
 
   “All right? You have fun in Florida. I love you!”
 
   “Love you, too,” I said, ended the call and put the cell phone down.
 
   “What did he say?” my mother asked.
 
   “He’s fine with us having coffee.”
 
   After dropping mom off at her condo, I drove over to Drew’s house. It was a tiny little place, no bigger than a trailer. When I knocked on the door, I heard dogs yapping. When he came to the door, he seemed surprised to see me. “Mia! Hey… wow, you look great! I wasn’t expecting to see you!”
 
   I wish I could say the same for Drew. He had put on something like fifty pounds, and although we were both in our mid-twenties, he looked like he’d aged ten years. He had three Yorkshire terriers, and the house was cluttered and smelled like dog urine. Suffice it to say that my sexual attraction was at zero. But he was still the sweetheart that he’d always been. He poured us some lemonade and we sat outside on black metal chairs on his patio and talked about my life in Minnesota and his job as a chef at a restaurant in St. Petersburg. I mentioned that I was staying at the TradeWinds resort.
 
   “Yeah, that place is beautiful. I tried to get a job there. Do you remember JeCovan? He works there.”
 
   “I’ve heard that name before.”
 
   “Yeah,” Drew said, smiling. “The guy’s an asshole, a totally cocky jerk. He was one of the school bullies but he got away with it because he was popular. Cameron really hated him. Those two were rivals all through grade school. Cameron was the math nerd with braces. JeCovan was the star player on the basketball team and all the girls wanted him. I think Cameron was a little jealous of him.”
 
   Drew went on and told me more about their past. Apparently there was a famous incident where JeCovan gave Cameron a “swirly” in a toilet filled with shit and urine. Cameron had never mentioned that to me and I could understand why. But the conversation was nice and enlightening. I told him it was great to see him again, gave him a hug and thanked him for the lemonade, and I returned to the hotel.
 
   Although Drew was never the most attractive guy, I was disappointed that I’d lost out on an opportunity to have sex with somebody different. But then I remembered that Cameron hadn’t merely given me permission to sleep with Drew – he had given me a “hall pass.” I decided that I’d spend some time at the hotel bar and maybe take a lucky guy back to my room. I dressed up in an evening gown and walked down to the restaurant and sat at the bar. I ordered a mojito and sipped on it while talking with the bartender, a college student who was working to help pay for school.
 
   In the first twenty minutes, a couple of guys approached me. While I enjoyed the attention but they weren’t anything that I would be interested in. But then somebody approached that made my whole body tingle.
 
   “Nice dress.” A black man in his mid-twenties sat down beside me with a confident grin. “It’s pretty popular. I’ve seen three other girls wearing that tonight.”
 
   “I had no idea. I’m from out of town.”
 
   The guy was rippling with muscles, clearly visible beneath his tight t-shirt. He had tattoos and a stud earring, crocodile-skinned shoes, and a large bulge in front of his True Religion jeans. He ordered himself a whiskey on the rocks and introduced himself as JeCovan. I instantly realized that this guy was my husband’s old high school enemy.
 
   As we discussed our lives, I found JeCovan to be very witty and charismatic. But his stunning good looks and confidence were incredible turn-ons. JeCovan asked the bartender for another mojito and asked that it be made extra special for this extra-special lady, and gave her a knowing wink. As I sipped my cocktail, I noticed it seemed extra strong but I didn’t complain. Over our scintillating conversation, I realized why my husband couldn’t stand him – he was everything that Cameron would like to be but fell so far short. It was obvious why a man like JeCovan has his choice of women and can get them easily and often, while Cameron needed to offer money and a long-term relationship to be permitted any sexual privileges. Honestly, I’d always thought that men like JeCovan were out of my league. The fact that a man like JeCovan was chatting me up – that he considered me attractive enough to have sex with – was such a compliment that had me soaring. I felt so sexy and my pussy was dripping wet.
 
   JeCovan tried to buy me another drink but I told him that I’d already had too much. I tried to stand and I was wobbly, and I asked him if he’d walk me back to my room. We rode up the elevator and when we got inside my room, JeCovan immediately began to kiss me. I closed my eyes and tasted whiskey as his tongue penetrated my mouth, swirling around my tongue. I pulled his t-shirt off and ran my hands over his muscular black chest, then leaned in and flicked my tongue over his nipples. I wanted to move slowly but JeCovan quickly removed my dress and bra, and I was laying on the bed with the room starting to spin. I felt his fingers tugging at the waistband of my panties, and I lifted my hips to help him slip them down my legs. Normally my husband would start eating my pussy but JeCovan just moved up on top of me. I loved seeing his muscular arms and chest surrounding me, I just felt so feminine as he leaned down and began kissing me. I felt his cock on top of my belly, and I looked down. It was huge, much larger than Drew or Cameron, probably eight inches long and thick as a cucumber. He was rubbing it against my stomach as we kissed. I ran my hands over his back, loving the thick, hard muscles of his body.
 
   Then I felt JeCovan’s cock pressing against my vagina. I had a flickering thought that I’d forgotten to buy lubrication but his thick cock slipped right inside my womanhood, opening me easily but stretching me. With each thrust, he was pushing a little deeper inside of me, and I felt fully filled. The feeling was so amazing, this huge cock slipping easily in and out, and I was moaning in pleasure. He again kissed me, and I lifted my legs as far up as I could, against his legs to give him easy access. I was shocked at how amazing it felt without him touching my clitoris. The only way that I’d ever orgasmed with Drew or Cameron was from oral sex, but I knew from that familiar tingle in my loins that I was nearing climax.
 
   “Oh God, I’m cumming!” I held my breath, tensing my stomach, as the most powerful orgasm of my life spread up my back and down again. “Ah eh eh eh!” I was shuddering as the orgasm just kept going, rolling, reaching peak after peak. When it finally subsided, JeCovan said he wanted to do doggy style. I got on my hands and knees and felt his cock again filling me. This time it felt like it went even deeper. It was now touching my g-spot with every thrust. He was slapping my ass with every few thrusts, saying, “Yeah, you nasty white bitch. You like that black cock.” Again I was nearing orgasm, and as it hit it felt so different from the first, my g-spot and clit going off simultaneously. As I was finishing, so was JeCovan. He pushed deep inside of me and I felt his cock swell even larger as he deposited his seed deep inside of me, his sperm filling up my womb.
 
   The moment he was done, JeCovan said, “That’s was great.” He threw on his clothes and left. I was so drunk that I didn’t really mind. I saw the light turn off and heard the door shut behind him as I lay in bed, falling asleep. I woke up a couple of hours later wide awake, probably due to the alcohol. I felt my clit and it was so swollen, with a pool of semen on the bed. I rubbed it until I reached another climax, then I fell back to sleep.
 
   Over the next five days, I had sex with JeCovan three nights. We did a number of sexual positions that I’d never done before. I also got the chance to give him a couple of blowjobs and it was just so crazy trying to take that huge thing inside of my mouth. It ended up being more hands than mouth, but he didn’t complain. When I finally flew back home from Florida, I felt like a new woman and totally satisfied.
 
   When I started feeling nauseated, Cameron seemed concerned. He asked me to take a pregnancy test and sure enough, I’m pregnant. I reminded him that he’d given me a hall pass, and that I’d met a random black guy in Florida. In my heart, I feel certain that DeCovan is the father but I had sex with Cameron before and after I left, so I don’t know for sure. I missed a birth control pill the day before I left because I’d packed them away, and while I was there I missed a couple because my routine was off, but we won’t know who the father is until it’s born. Cameron is a great guy and he agreed to raise the baby, even if it’s black. If it is, I don’t plan on ever letting him know that the biological father is a guy he hates, his old rival.
 
   Frankly, it’s not much of a rivalry at all, at least sexually – DeCovan wins, no contest. And Cameron is a much better provider and partner, and he’ll make a great father to the baby. I guess they are both winners, in a way, just in different categories and with different strengths. I may never get the chance to have sex with DeCovan again but he opened my eyes and helped me realize just how amazing sex can be, and how important the right man is to having great sex. He’s truly a gift to womankind and hopefully he gave Cameron and me a gift that will last a lifetime!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Mia. I’m a happily married twenty-four-year-old woman. Last winter, I had a trip down to Florida to see my mother. While I was there, my husband Cameron told me that I had a “hall pass” so I could sleep with anybody that I wanted to. I met a sexy black guy at my hotel who I simply couldn’t resist, and I took him back to my room and we had the best sex of my life. Unfortunately, because I was on vacation and I didn’t consistently take the pill, I ended up pregnant. I wasn’t sure whether the father was my husband Cameron or the black guy, and we thought that we’d need to wait for the birth to find out.
 
   However, when Cameron and I were at the hospital and they were informing us of the possibility of genetic problems with the baby, they said that the testing was based on both of our DNA. I explained to the nurse that I’d had sex with my husband but also a black guy down in Florida, and either man could be the father. She was very understanding and offered to provide a prenatal paternity test. The next week they performed the test, and shortly thereafter I learned that my husband Cameron is excluded from being the father. I could tell that he was hurt by this revelation, but he’d known all along that he might not be the father and that the baby might be black.
 
   “Do you even know who the guy is?” Cameron asked, sitting at the kitchen table.
 
   “Yes, I know his name. He works for the hotel. I’ll give him a call and let him know.”
 
   “What’s his name?”
 
   I hesitated. “Why does that matter?”
 
   “I’m just curious. Why don’t you want to tell me his name?”
 
   “His name is JeCovan Williams.”
 
   My husband’s face went pale. “You’re kidding me. You’re pregnant with JeCovan’s baby?”
 
   “Yes,” I asked, playing dumb. I didn’t tell him that on my Florida trip, my old boyfriend Drew had informed me that JeCovan was his old enemy, and had given him a swirly in a shit-filled toilet back in grade school. “Is that a problem?”
 
   “I hate that guy,” Cameron said, his glasses steaming up. “He’s a total dick. I don’t want him having custody of our baby. I can just see him taking the baby from us, refusing to give the baby back--”
 
   “Don’t worry, honey,” I said, standing behind him and putting my hands on his shoulders. “We’ll put your name on the birth certificate. You’ll be the legal father, with all of the rights and responsibilities for the baby.”
 
   He exhaled. “That makes me feel much better.”
 
   Later that night, I called the Tradewinds and asked for JeCovan. I told him that I was pregnant with his baby, but that he didn’t have anything to worry about because my husband and I would raise the baby. JeCovan said he was excited about the baby. He also said that he wanted to see me.
 
   “You can’t see me,” I said. “I’m in Ohio and you’re in Florida. Besides, I’m a married woman.”
 
   JeCovan said that it’s important for a pregnant woman to frequently take in the sperm of the biological father throughout the pregnancy. It makes the mother’s body learn to accept the foreign DNA. Without it, the mother is at high risk of preeclampsia, putting the lives of both the baby and the mother at risk. He sent me some links and I pulled them up on my cell phone. Sure enough, he was telling the truth. I showed the articles to Cameron.
 
   “So what are you proposing?” Cameron asked.
 
   “JeCovan’s job is seasonal and the busy season is ending, anyway. JeCovan will move into our bedroom so that he can sleep with me. It’s just until the baby is born. You can sleep on the bed in the spare room.”
 
   Cameron wasn’t happy with the situation, but he knew it was the right thing to do for me and our baby. When JeCovan arrived at our house, pulling a large suitcase behind him, Cameron wasn’t very welcoming. But I gave JeCovan a big hug.
 
   “Welcome home, daddy,” I said. I rubbed my belly and JeCovan gave it a rub, too.
 
   “You look real sexy like that, having my baby and all.” He dropped the handle to the suitcase and gave me a big kiss, running his hands all over my body. Even though I was pregnant, I was getting so wet again – my body obviously couldn’t get enough of JeCovan and his huge black cock. I gave JeCovan a house key and told him that he should consider it his house until the baby is born. When we got to the bedroom, I started putting his clothes away but JeCovan walked up behind me and started kissing my neck and fondling my large, swollen breasts. It wasn’t long before we were naked on the bed, with a pillow under my belly as he fucked me doggy style. He gave me four orgasms without even touching my clit.
 
   I’d been surprised to find out how horny I was when pregnant. My swollen lips were constantly rubbing against my clit, keeping me always aroused. JeCowan was the beneficiary of my amorous mood, as we had sex once or twice a day on most days. I didn’t neglect Cameron, though, sneaking into his room in the night to masturbate him with my hands and sometimes even giving him a blowjob. I didn’t need his DNA for anything, but he is my husband after all and I wanted to make sure that he was satisfied.
 
   There was some tension in our household, though. JeCovan was physically intimidating Cameron and he made him do all the cooking, cleaning and laundry. He even made my husband wear a pink apron while he did the household chores. While Cameron was doing the work, my black lover was watching television with me, going to the gym to work out, or just doing whatever he felt like.
 
   At one point, JeCovan made Cameron give him a blowjob right in front of me. It was the most amazing thing. Cameron was on his knees, wearing nothing but the pink apron. JeCovan kept holding Cameron’s head against his groin, pushing his cock in as far as it would go. It would cause my husband to gag, and when he managed to take it without gagging, JeCovan would hold his nose and force it to happen.
 
   “Don’t gag, you little bitch,” he said. “Tell me what a worthless bitch you are.”
 
   “I’m a worthless bitch,” he said.
 
   When JeCovan got close to his climax, he ordered Cameron to open his mouth and stick out his tongue. 
 
   “Now say, ‘I’m a little queer boy, shoot your cum all over me.’”
 
   Cameron said it, then put his tongue back out as JeCovan jerked his black shaft. He began grunting as he blasted rope after rope of semen all over my husband’s face and in his mouth. Then he ordered Cameron to get on his hands and knees. As he anally penetrated my husband, whose cum-covered face looked like a glazed donut, his pink apron hanging down, I realized that I could never look at Cameron as a sexual partner the same way. His inferiority was obvious, and I had zero desire to have sex anymore with such a lowly person. JeCovan was slapping my husband’s ass, pounding him hard and fast as he neared his climax. Finally, he screamed as he pushed forward and shot his load inside my husband’s ass.
 
   A few months later, I gave birth to our son, a beautiful black boy we named Levander. Given the realization that I’d had about my husband, I’d discussed the situation with both of them and we agreed that JeCovan can live with us indefinitely. I no longer have sex with Cameron, but he still gets to masturbate in the spare room. He also has learned to enjoy receiving pleasure from JeCovan’s big black cock and satisfying his masculine needs. Sometimes I think he likes JeCovan’s cock almost as much as I do. I’m pregnant again but this time there’s no need to worry about who is the father. The only question we have now is whether it’ll be a boy or a girl. JeCovan is hoping for another boy. Cameron is hoping for a girl. Me? I’m hoping for twins!
 
   THE BLACK MOVING COMPANY
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   * * *
 
   “They’re here, James,” my wife Kayla said, standing at the front door. Just past her, in the street, I could see the large moving van pulling into our driveway.
 
   We were packing for a move a few towns away and everything was ready to go, except for some ramen noodles and other simple food items in the kitchen and a makeshift bed on the living room floor. We’d hired a moving company to pick up our stuff and we wanted it to go as easily as possible.
 
   Two black men stepped up to the door and introduced themselves. The older guy was named Bobby and appeared to be in his forties. The younger guy, Jerian, looked to be of college age. Though dressed in shorts and white t-shirts, both guys were clearly in great shape. As the pair walked upstairs, Kayla turned to me. “They’re both really cute!” Then she turned back and watched them walking up the stairs.
 
   Kayla is a beautiful brunette with curly hair, and we’re both in our late twenties. We’ve always fantasized about Kayla having sex with another guy, and usually when we talk in bed about it we are picturing a black man. Of course, the guy that we imagine has a huge cock but we know that it’s not always that way in real life. Seeing these two handsome black men in our house clearly had Kayla excited. I walked up behind her and put my arms around her waist.
 
   “Are you thinking that this might be a good time to try another guy?”
 
   She nodded her head. “I like them both.”
 
   “Maybe a threesome? Or a foursome?”
 
   She laughed. “I don’t know if they’d be down for that, but I would!”
 
   We waited until they finished loading the truck, which took nearly an hour. When they were done, all that was left was our blankets and pillows on the living room floor. The two men walked in from the truck, both very sweaty from all their hard work. Bobby approached us, told us that everything was packed, and asked if there was anything more that we needed.
 
   “There are lots of things that I need,” Kayla said, unbuttoning her blouse and showing more of her bra. “I’m just wondering what you guys have in mind for a tip.”
 
   Bobby looked at me. “That’s up to you,” I said, shrugging. “I’m just watching.”
 
   Jerian, for his part, was clearly becoming erect. There was something very large straining against his shorts. “You’re a beautiful woman, ma’am. I’m up for anything.”
 
   Kayla looked over at Bobby and said, “Why don’t I start with Jerian here.” She came over to him and removed his t-shirt, then unzipped his shorts and pulled them down. Out popped a huge cock, probably ten inches long and very thick. “Oh my goodness,” my wife said, pumping it with her hands. “That thing is huge!” She quickly removed her clothes and lay down on the bedding. “Just pull out before you cum, okay?”
 
   “Yes, ma’am. Boy, you’re so beautiful,” Jerian said. He got on top of her, put his cock at her entrance, and started to push inside. He was having trouble getting in and seemed surprised by it, and I wondered if the young man was a virgin. But Kayla wrapped her arms and legs around him and they began kissing passionately. He eventually managed to get himself all the way inside of her and was thrusting rapidly. Kayla was starting to breathe hard and was moaning, but after just a couple of minutes he lost control and came.
 
   “Oh, shit!” The boy pulled out and looked totally sheepish as he got up. “I’m sorry, I forgot about it. You’re just so gorgeous and everything…”
 
   “It’s okay,” she said. There was a trickle of cum leaking out of her pussy onto the bedding as Jerian dressed and walked out toward the truck. “It’s your turn, Bobby.”
 
   Bobby undressed and had a ripped body for a man nearly twenty years older than us. Although his cock was only about seven inches long and nowhere near as thick as Jerian’s, it was still significantly larger than mine. When he mounted Kayla, it was clear that he knew what he was doing. He used his finger to play with her clit, and he soon had her orgasming. After a few minutes of the missionary position, he rolled over so that she was on top, and he sucked on her breasts while she rode on top of him.
 
   “Your cock feels so good,” Kayla said. “Even better than Jerian’s cock.” Then she leaned down and they kissed as his hands roamed over her dainty white body. Then he told her that he wanted to try doggy style. She got on her hands and knees as he fucked her from behind, spanking her ass as he fucked her.
 
   “Yeah, I’m gonna smack that ass,” Bobby said. Kayla was groaning in pleasure from the pounding he was giving her. She wasn’t reacting verbally to the spanking, but there were red marks in the shape of his hands where he was slapping her and she seemed to love it.
 
   “Oh yeah, baby,” Bobby grunted. “Here it comes!” He pulled his cock out and moaned as he fired thick ropes of cream onto my wife’s ass cheeks. Kayla rolled over onto her back and gave Bobby one last kiss.
 
   “That was amazing,” Kayla said, smiling at Bobby.
 
   “Best tip I ever had,” Bobby said.
 
   “Best fucking I ever had,” Kayla replied. “You’re awesome!”
 
   As Bobby dressed, he said they’d get the truck over to our new house and start unloading it. I heard Jerian honk the truck’s horn and Bobby walked outside and jumped in. I then took off my clothes and got down on the blankets with Kayla. I went to kiss her, but she pointed down toward her crotch.
 
   I moved down between her legs and began to lick her creamy, battered snatch. I’d never tasted semen before but it wasn’t bad at all, just a strange and salty taste. As I licked her clean, she told me how great Jerian’s cock felt but that it was actually a little too big for her. Then I mounted her and began making love to Kayla in the missionary position, kissing slowly and sensually. I was so excited from what I’d seen that I didn’t last much longer than Jerian had, and I added my sperm inside of her. We had a lot of great memories in that old house but Kayla’s first encounter with a black man – two black men! – is one of the best of all.
 
   HER BLACK BODYGUARD
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   * * *
 
   “The newspaper reported that our committee voted to shut down the plant,” my wife Makayla said. I was driving home in my car and taking her call over Bluetooth. “They named our names, and now we’re receiving death threats at corporate headquarters.”
 
   “Oh my God,” I replied. When my wife was promoted to director at twenty-eight years old, one of their youngest directors, I knew that she’d be involved in important business deals. But everybody in town either worked at the metal stamping plant or had a family member or friend who did, and this was bound to be unpopular. “I hope you’ve contacted the police.”
 
   “Everything has been reported, Austin,” she said. “I understand why people are angry but the Willow Haven plant simply wasn’t profitable enough. It wasn’t competitive and we have better uses for those resources. Now two thousand people are losing their jobs, and all it takes is one of those people to do something stupid. The company is assigning a bodyguard to every member of the committee. He or she will stop by our house tonight. The bodyguard will provide twenty-four hour protection to me.”
 
   “This person will be staying at our house?”
 
   “Yes,” she said. “It’s temporary but for now it has to be done.”
 
    I cooked dinner and when Makayla arrived, we watched the local news as we ate. Although they didn’t reiterate any names, they mentioned how the local newspaper had published the names of the people on the committee that voted to shut down the plant and that death threats had been made. I was so happy to know that a bodyguard would be protecting us. I’m a firm believer in non-violence and I don’t own any weapons, so having somebody in the house to protect my wife seemed like a great idea.
 
   About an hour later, I heard a knock on our front door. I was a little worried to answer the door but I looked through the peephole. It was a tall black man holding out a badge that I couldn’t quite read. I unlocked the deadbolt and opened the door. The man stood about 6’5 with broad shoulders and a muscular physique, built like a bull dog.
 
   “Hi,” he said, shaking my hand with a strong grip. “I’m looking for Makayla.”
 
   “I’m Makayla,” my wife said, stepping up behind me. “You must be Tavon.” She offered him her hand and flashed a friendly smile.
 
   He smiled. “I am. Wellerton has assigned me to protect you for at least the next week. If you can direct me to where I’ll be staying, I have some bags in my car.”
 
   Makayla showed him where the guest room was located on the lower floor. He had three bags in the trunk of his Toyota Corolla and I helped him bring them inside. That night, while I worked on my computer finishing up a project for work, Tavon and Makayla were in the living room talking, sipping on cups of tea and watching television. I noticed that the way she was looking at him was more than just friendly. She was clearly attracted to her strong, masculine bodyguard. That night, I went to bed while the two of them were still talking.
 
   In the morning, I woke to find Makayla was in bed next to me. When we got dressed, she spent the morning talking with Tavon and they left. When I walked outside to use my car, I noticed that my car wasn’t in the garage. Instead, Tavon’s car was parked in my side of the garage. Obviously they were sharing her car to work. I looked around and noticed that my car was now parked out on the street.
 
   After work, everything seemed normal. Tavon joined us for dinner and it sounded like the two of them were hitting it off. There seemed to be a real chemistry between the two of them. Frankly, I’d never thought that my wife was attracted to black guys but she clearly had a thing for Tavon. That evening Makayla asked if I’d like to watch a movie with them, a thriller that was now available for rental. I declined, having to work on my project, and I saw her sitting next to him on the couch as they watched the movie. Afterwards, I went to bed.
 
   In the middle of the night, I thought I felt the bed move and heard steps going down the stairs. A few minutes later, opened my eyes and realized that Makayla wasn’t in bed. I suddenly felt worried for her safety. I checked the upstairs bathrooms and didn’t see her. Then I tiptoed downstairs. When I approached the guest room, I heard soft whispering inside. I opened the door just a crack and, in the moonlit room, saw Tavon sitting on the edge of the bed wearing just a wife beater shirt. My wife was standing next to the bed wearing a white nightgown, kneeling down as she sucked on his cock. I saw her eyes meeting his as she licked his shaft. It was hard to tell with the lighting, but it seemed to be seven or eight inches long and a good bit thicker than mine. Tavon was leaning back, holding himself up with his hands, and quietly moaning.
 
   “I want to fuck you,” Tavon whispered, laying back on the bed, his cock standing tall.
 
   Makayla pulled up the bottom of her nightgown, got on the bed, and lowered herself onto his rod. As she began slowly grinding onto him, the bottom of her nightgown fell and covered up everything. Still, I saw her leaning forward and kissing him, and his big black hands holding my wife’s ass as she fucked him. I could hear their heavy breathing and smell her wet pussy. After a few minutes, he flipped her over into the missionary position. Tavon pulled up the bottom of her nightgown just enough so that I could see her hairy pussy. He then began pounding her hard, and I heard the bed squeaking as he fucked her.
 
   “Oh god, baby,” Makayla whispered, “you’re so much bigger than my husband. It feels so good inside of me.” She lifted her legs up and locked her ankles around his waist.
 
   “Yeah?” Tavon whispered back. From the moonlight, I could see his powerful, muscular frame was moving like a machine, his large black balls pounding against her pale white ass. “Your pussy feels good.”
 
   A few minutes later, I heard his breathing quickening.
 
   “Do it, baby,” my wife pleaded, her delicate white hands around his broad shoulders. “Come inside of me.”
 
   With a muted grunt, Tavon threw his head back and pushed deep inside of my wife. He breathed heavily, said “damn,” then they went back to kissing. I slowly walked away, back up to bed. About fifteen minutes later, Makayla sneaked into our room and slipped under the sheets with me. I had an erection and couldn’t sleep after what I’d seen, so I went to the bathroom to jerk off, then returned to bed.
 
   Tavon stayed with us the next three weeks until the political situation seemed to die down and my wife’s company ended the arrangement. But Makayla told me that she didn’t feel safe yet and asked if we could privately pay for Tavon’s services. I agreed, and that lasted for another three months. Nearly every night, Makayla would either sneak out of our bedroom and go down to the guest room.
 
   I pretended not to know what was going on, but I started to approach her for sex whenever she would return I would try to initiate sex. At first she was reluctant, saying that it was too late at night, but I was eager to get my face into her pussy. Once I managed to do it, she really seemed to get off on my eating her pussy just after she’d been with Tavon. I’d then slip my cock inside of her. Even though his cock is so much larger than mine, she never felt loose to me and I enjoyed the silky feeling of her black lover’s semen lubricating our fuck. It was so erotic that I’d shoot my load in just a few minutes, then Makayla and I would cuddle as we drifted off to sleep.
 
   Makayla still texts with Tavon. I suspect that they are still having sex, but it’s not as convenient as it was before. Although the plant closing is no longer a concern, Makayla says she doesn’t feel safe without any firearms in our house and she’d like to bring Tavon back. We just learned that Makayla is pregnant, so I told her that I don’t think we can afford him right now. Happily, though, Tavon left his company and now that he’s working on his own, he’s told me that he’d be willing to offer his executive protection services for half of what Wellerton was charging if we’d give him a long-term contract and provide him with room and board. We’re seriously considering it!
 
   THAT NICE OLD BLACK MAN
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   * * *
 
   My name is Riley. I’m a twenty-nine-year-old happily married woman. I write articles for a living. Like most Americans, I’m a huge fan of television personality Sid Grandy and I look at him as a father figure because of his TV roles. He hardly ever grants an interview, so when I learned that he’d enjoyed my recent interview on the local news and would grant me the opportunity to interview him, I was ecstatic.
 
   Grandy’s representative told me that I should meet him at his hotel room at seven o’clock that night. He was shooting a movie and he would be available for an interview at that time.
 
   I knocked on his hotel room door. “Mister Grandy?”
 
   A moment later, I heard footsteps to the door. I felt in awe when I saw him standing in front of me. The famous Sid Grandy, wearing a smoking jacket and holding a glass of wine, smiled at me. He was in his mid-sixties and his curly hair was all white. “Come inside, my dear.”
 
   When I stepped inside of his hotel suite, I was impressed at how large it was. It appeared to me a small, high-end apartment. “Please have a seat,” he said. “Make yourself comfortable.” I sat down on a sofa near the wall.
 
   “I just need to get situated,” I said, opening my laptop.
 
   “Of course,” he said. “Would you like a glass of wine?”
 
   “No, I’m not much of a drinker,” I said.
 
   “It’s very good. This bottle costs $500. I think you’d enjoy a glass. I think it makes everything go smoother if we each have a glass.”
 
   “Okay,” I said with a smile. I couldn’t see any harm in it. He walked into the kitchen area and came out with a wine glass. He handed it to me and I began taking sips.
 
   As we began the interview, I asked him about his boyhood recollections and how he got to Hollywood. It was great to hear his stories, and he was name dropping famous celebrities from before I was born. As we spoke, though, I started to feel very sleepy. I fought it, of course, but I soon reached a point where I couldn’t take it much longer.
 
   “Whew, I guess I really am a light-weight,” I said. “This wine really hit me hard.”
 
   “That’s okay,” he said. “Why don’t you take a little rest? Lay down for a little while.”
 
   Grandy stood up and led me to the bedroom. When I hit the bed, I felt like I was falling through it. I can’t remember feeling that tired in years. I could feel him removing my clothes but I didn’t really think anything about it. I just wanted to sleep.
 
   A moment later, I felt him lifting pulling my legs apart, which were basically dead weight. As I lay there, going in and out of consciousness, I felt his presence on top of me and his breathing on my neck. I could feel him penetrating my pussy and I could feel that his cock was much larger than my husband’s, filling me as it slid in and out of me. I thought I could feel his hands rubbing my breasts. It seemed so real but I’m pretty sure it was just a dream.
 
   When I woke up, it was the next morning. I was laying in the bed fully clothed.
 
   “Good morning,” Grandy said, walking around the corner holding a cup of coffee and wearing a black robe. “You must have been awfully tired.”
 
   Suddenly I panicked. “What time is it?”
 
   “It’s six thirty in the morning.”  
 
   “Oh, my God, I gotta get out of here.” I found my cell phone which had been turned off. I quickly closed my laptop, put it back in my backpack, and left the hotel. “I have to get to work.” On the way down the elevator, I saw five missed calls from Jackson, my husband. I called and explained to him that I’d suddenly gotten very tired. I raced home, quickly showered, and managed to make it back to the office on time. However, looking back at my notes from my meeting with him, I hadn’t finished the interview.
 
   I called Sid Grandy’s representative and asked if I could finish the interview. He generously agreed. I went back to his hotel suite three times. Repeatedly, I kept getting terribly tired and I’d wake up in his bed with strange, vague fantasies of having had sex with him. I knew it hadn’t happened because I was fully clothed, but I did have that snappy feeling in my vagina the next day as if I’d had sex. Regardless, the third time was the charm and I had everything that I needed. I submitted the article to a national magazine and they loved it, and now I’m writing a regular column for them.
 
   I don’t really understand why I got so tired when I visited Grandy’s hotel suite. Part of me wonders whether I have an allergy to something in the hotel. Another possibility is that it’s related to pregnancy – I found out that I’m pregnant a few weeks later. I’ve started my third trimester and it’s a healthy baby boy. Jackson and I are so excited to welcome our first baby into the world. We’d been trying for years with no success and finally we have a baby on the way. Two of the greatest moments in my life – meeting Sid Grandy and having my first baby – all happening in the same year. What are the odds?
 
   LIVING WITH HER VIOLENT EX
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   * * *
 
   “Come on, Zoe,” I said to my wife as we sat at the dining room table, reviewing our bills. “We can’t move in with Lester. Don’t you remember why you left him in the first place?”
 
   “Of course I do, Justin. But we don’t have the money to live on our own right now. Lester owns his own business and he’s doing very well.” She put her hand on top of mine. “It would only be for a few months or so, until you can get on your feet.”
 
   I knew that she was right. When I’d graduated with a degree in accounting, I had trouble finding work and took a job with a guy who was a total asshole and paid me terribly. (He did pay me bonuses for hitting monthly goals but they were virtually impossible to meet. I responded by pushing some of the work from one month into the next so I could hit it. The bastard could never figure out why my numbers kept zigzagging, earning the bonus every other month.) When I finally left his accounting firm and started my own practice, I only had a few clients. I knew it would probably take me a couple of years to fully get up to speed. Zoe, with her job as a receptionist, helped with her modest income. We weren’t making enough money to break even, and our credit cards were getting maxed out.
 
   My wife Zoe, an attractive woman with wavy black hair, dated Lester for two years. Although he owned  dry cleaning franchise and was quite successful, he was controlling and often physically and emotionally violent. Zoe was deeply in love with him and found him incredibly attractive, so she had trouble leaving him, but eventually she managed to leave him and I asked her out. The rest is history. When Lester offered to let us move in with him, Zoe told him that she’d ask me. If I’d had any choice in the matter, I wouldn’t have agreed but we were running out of options. We just needed a place to live until my business took off, so I agreed. We gave our notice at our apartment complex, borrowed my friend’s truck, and moved our stuff into his house.
 
    At first everything was great. Lester’s house is 3,400 square feet on a small lake. Zoe and I moved into one of his guest rooms, where we had our own bathroom and close access to the kitchen. I was able to set up my laptop in the den to use as my home office. Although I noticed some flirty behavior between Zoe and Lester, I knew that she was committed to me. Besides, Lester had a constant stream of beautiful young white women coming into the house. He’d take them into his bedroom and I’d hear them moaning in pleasure as he fucked them. When he was done using them, he’d call them a taxi and usher them out of his house. I figured that he had enough white women that he wouldn’t need to go after Zoe.
 
   But one night, I was sleeping in and noticed that Zoe wasn’t in the bed beside me. The night before I’d tried to initiate love making with Zoe but she said she had a headache, and I’d had a little trouble sleeping due to having an erection much of the night. I decided to get up, slip into the bathroom and jerk off. As I did, I heard Zoe laughing quietly down the hallway, in the direction of Lester’s bedroom. I tiptoed down the hallway and saw that the doorway was open just a crack. I could see Lester sitting on his bed, wearing just his pair of shorts, and Zoe was sitting next to him on blankets with a muted Scottish tartan pattern. She was wearing a white bra, panties, stockings and garter belt. I noticed that there was a large wet spot in the crotch of those white panties. Zoe seldom wore lingerie and I’d never seen her wearing that outfit before. I wondered if she’d bought it for Lester.
 
   “It’s okay,” Zoe said, running a hand over Lester’s muscular chest. “What Justin doesn’t know won’t hurt him. And I really miss having sex with you. You’re such a great lover.”
 
   “Better than your husband?”
 
   Zoe laughed. “You’re so much more of a man than him. Your cock is so much thicker than his and it feels so good, so full inside of me. You made me cum so hard.”
 
   “Yeah?” Lester leaned over as Zoe nodded. He put his hands around her face and began kissing her. She reached inside of his shorts and began slowly pulling on his cock. She wasn’t exaggerating – his cock was only a couple inches longer than mine but it was so much thicker. I could see the big purple plum of his cockhead sticking outside of her fist as she pleasured him, kissing him. Then Lester stood up, Zoe rising with him. He unhooked her bra and it dropped to the floor. Then he picked her up and she said “ooh” as he threw her down on the bed.
 
   “I’m gonna fuck you good and hard, you little cunt.”
 
   “Do it, please,” my wife begged, rubbing her legs together. “I need to feel you inside of me.”
 
   Lester grabbed the side of her panties and Zoe spread her legs, lifting her hips to help him remove her white panties. Now that she was naked, Lester slid up on top of her, aimed his thick black monster at her dripping wet pussy, and pressed that purple cockhead inside her pink folds.
 
   “Ohhhhh God!” Zoe moaned. “I’ve missed this.”
 
   He pushed in deeper and deeper, thrust after thrust, until he was soon fully inside of her. He put his head down and kissed her neck and shoulder as he pounded her hard.
 
   “Your cock feels so good. It’s stretching me full,” my wife said, her arms holding his black shoulders close against her chest. “You’re so fucking amazing.” She was breathing hard, intensely. “Oh shit. Oh God, I’m cumming!” I saw her eyes roll back inside her head and her back arch, pushing her body up against Lester, as she rode through a powerful orgasm. “Fuck, it’s so good, baby… so fucking good!”
 
   Zoe rolled her head to the side, her face showing sheer ecstasy as Lester pounded her relentlessly with his thick black cock. She then saw me standing at the doorway and had a look of shock on her face.
 
   “It’s okay,” I mouthed. “Okay.” I held up a finger and shushed her.
 
   Zoe looked up into Lester’s face and looked like she was about to say something, but then her voice quivered. “Ohhhhhhh… fuuuuuuck! You’re so fucking good!” She rode out another powerful orgasm.
 
   Lester grunted as he pushed his cock deep inside of her and held it, then slowly stabbed her with quick jerks. I could see his balls twitching and his white cream coating his cock and dripping down her ass crack as he stayed inside of her, kissing her as he slowly lost his erection. His black cock slowly slithered outside of her, then popped out completely, releasing a torrent of semen onto his sheets. He lay down beside her.
 
   “Shit, bitch,” Lester said, laughing as he held her hand. “You’re a good fuck. I missed fucking you.”
 
   She kept her eyes locked on his as she slowly walked her fingers up his chest. “Even with all those other women I see going in and out of your bedroom?”
 
   “You’re one of the best lays I got.”
 
   “One of?”
 
   Lester laughed and kissed her. I took that opportunity to sneak away back to my bedroom. About a half hour later, Zoe came into the bedroom wearing the nightgown that she’d worn to bed the night before.
 
   “I know you saw me and Lester. Are you mad at me?”
 
   “No,” I said. “I thought it was pretty hot.”
 
   “Really?” Her eyes lit up. “I’m glad you see it that way. I love you with all my heart but I really need to have sex with a man like Lester. He’s not the best partner in a relationship but he’s really good at sex. I hope the two of you can be mature about it and give me what I need in your own ways.”
 
   I got up from the bed, walked up to her, and lifted off her nightgown. “I agree, but I have my own needs.” Her pussy and inner thighs were shiny, glistening with her black lover’s cum. I kissed her and led her to the bed, spread her legs, and took my turn with my lovely bride.
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   * * *
 
   “Twenty thousand dollars, Brandon? Twenty thousand dollars?” My wife Jordan was furious. “We don’t have that kind of money! What the fuck were you thinking?”
 
   “I wasn’t thinking,” I replied. Over the last year, I’d racked up a large debt with my bookie. I was betting on sports and I was doing pretty well at first, but then things turned south. I kept thinking that I would win the next one, over and over, but it never happened.
 
   “The first thing, you need to stop gambling. Never again, do you hear me? And you need to explain to him that our credit cards are maxed out and ask him if he’ll allow you pay on a payment plan.”
 
   I told her that I was skeptical that he’d agree to anything like that. But we hopped into my car and drove downtown and parked in front of Treveon’s apartment. I knocked on the door and he opened it a crack, looking through the chain. Then he unchained the door and let us in. Considering his location, his tiny apartment was clean and attractive, though it looked very 1970’s. He sank down into his overstuffed couch while we stood.
 
   “You got my money?”
 
   “I don’t have ten thousand dollars,” I replied. “I was hoping we could work out some kind of a deal.”
 
   Treveon slowly looked up and down my wife’s body. At twenty-seven, Jordan looks younger than her age, and she’s quite a beauty, her half-French and half-Salvadoran ancestry giving her a unique look. She works out regularly to maintain her toned hourglass figure, so it wasn’t surprising that Treveon seemed to like what he was seeing.
 
   “You’re offering me this woman?”
 
   “No, that’s my wife,” I said. “I’m talking about making regular monthly payments. Maybe $100 per month.”
 
   “Are you fucking kidding me?” Treveon glared. “Bad things happen to people who don’t pay me. Many of them have just disappeared. You have until Monday to pay me in full.”
 
   “But Treveon, sir, I can’t--”
 
   “Maybe we can work out a deal,” Jordan said. “I’ve never been with a black man before and you’re very sexy. What do you have in mind?” She looked over at me and apparently saw my shocked reaction. “It’s okay honey.”
 
   Treveon paused, his eyes squinting, his lips pursed as he slowly nodded. “Here’s what I’m thinking. Every time we have sex, the debt drops by $200.”
 
   “It’s a deal,” Jordan said, taking my hand in hers. “Isn’t it, honey?”
 
   I sighed and said, “Yes, it’s a deal.”
 
   The next week, Treveon took my wife out on a date. Jordan took a long time primping and preparing for her date. After her shower, she put on a new lacy bra and panties and a sexy new miniskirt. They went dancing at a bar downtown and then they came back to our house. Treveon took Jordan by the hand and led her to the bedroom. As they passed by, Treveon said, “You’re coming with us.” I followed them into my bedroom.
 
   Treveon and Jordan kissed for about five minutes, and he seemed to enjoy slowly taking off her clothes. I was surprised and started to think that maybe he was a gentle lover. But then he quickly removed his jeans and underwear, revealing a long, semi-erect cock. “Suck my cock, you white slut,” he said, stepping up to the edge of the bed. Jordan was laying on the bed and she leaned over, trying to suck it but it didn’t really work because the angle was wrong.  She jumped out of bed, got down on her knees and began to suck him with abandon. Treveon seemed to really be enjoying it, his head leaning back and his eyes closed as he softly moaned. His cock, which was larger soft than mine is erect, kept getting larger as my wife sucked on it. Then Treveon’s eyes opened and he turned to me.
 
   “Take off your clothes,” he said to me.
 
   I was curious why he wanted that, but I followed his orders. I was now fully naked, standing in front of my wife and her black lover. Her eyes were looking at me as his cock disappeared and reappeared inside of her sweet lips and puckered cheeks.
 
   “All right, that’s enough,” Treveon said. Jordan wiped her mouth and stood up. “Brandon, get over here.” I walked up in front of him, fearing that he was going to make me suck his cock. “Turn around and lay down on the bed.” I was scared at that moment, but I didn’t have a choice. I tried to climb onto the bed. “Get on your hands and knees, with your ass near the edge.” I followed his instructions, my knees near the end of the mattress and my legs hanging off. I looked up at the standing mirror in the corner and I could see Treveon’s thick, erect cock approaching me. He spread apart my legs and I felt his cock press against my asshole. He wasn’t using any lubrication and his large cock didn’t have an easy time. It hurt as it pressed inside of me and I winced.
 
   “Just relax, boy. The more you resist the worse it will hurt.”
 
   Treveon’s legs were pressed firmly against the end of the bed, and he began pushing deeper.
 
   “Yeah, you like this don’t you, bitch?” Treveon spanked my right ass cheek hard with his hand. “You whore! You fucking slut!” He reached beneath me and squeezed my testicles, making me yelp. Then he pulled my head back by my hair. My back was arching as he pounded me relentlessly with his powerful black rod. Again he slapped my ass. I grimaced in pain and saw my wife standing there, a few feet from the bed, giving me a look of disgust.
 
   “Look at you, smiling like a proud little whore,” he said, slapping my ass. I wasn’t smiling at all, in pure agony as that thick cock penetrated me. Again he squeezed my balls hard and I cried out. “You love having her watch, don’t you? You think you’re a pretty little girl. Showing her how good you are, how much you love to take that black cock up your dainty little ass. You fucking show off!” 
 
   This went on for a few more minutes. Then he flipped me like a ragdoll onto my back. He placed my legs up on his shoulders and started thrusting inside of me again. I was breathing heavily and I was getting some pleasure, not just pain, as he pounded me. I could feel his cock rubbing the right way inside of me, pleasing my prostate. My little cock was fully erect, flopping against my belly with each thrust. Jordan stepped up to me and put her hands on my penis, and I was relieved that her hands were coated in lube. She began to jerk my little penis with her hands, and between Treveon’s cock pleasuring my asshole and my wife jerking my weiner, I was enraptured in physical bliss. I moaned uncontrollably. In a matter of minutes, I couldn’t take it anymore. The dam burst and my penis squirted all over my stomach, my wife continuing to jerk me as I rode through the most powerful orgasm I’d ever experienced. Just as I finished, Treveon grunted loudly and pushed deep inside of me, filling my tight little asshole with his cream.
 
   “Damn, bitch, you’re a naughty slut,” he said to me. “Fuck.” I felt his still-hard cock slip out of my asshole, and I worried that I might be shitting. Thankfully, though, as I rose in a daze, there wasn’t anything on the floor, just some cum running down my legs.
 
   “Now clean me off, bitch,” Treveon said, aiming his cock at me.
 
   “I’ll get a towel.”
 
   “Get on your knees, you little slut. Clean my cock with your mouth.”
 
   I got down as he’d ordered. As I took his thick black cock inside my mouth, I could taste my own shit.
 
   “Yeah, you like that taste don’t you, bitch?” Treveon said, his hands on his hips. “You’re a little slut for black cock.” It didn’t take me long to get him fully hard again. I saw Jordan walk in from the bathroom, wipe his cock fully clean, and then the two of them began having sex on the bed. My asshole was throbbing as I watched Treveon satisfy my wife as I’d never seen her before.
 
   “It’s in so deep!” Jordan said, her legs twitching as she praised Treveon’s magnificent cock and sexual abilities. He put my wife through three orgasms before he finally came a second time.
 
   Over the next few months, the three of us had sex on a regular basis. Sometimes Treveon would fuck me after he’d already taken my wife, but other times he would use me first. It didn’t take long before we had paid off my gambling debt. After it was over, Jordan stopped seeing Treveon but she began dating a new black guy named Dameon. They were together for a few months, and then she started dating Demarius. She’s been dating the two of them for the better part of a year now, and she says she’s never been more sexually satisfied. The only downside is that after watching me with Treveon, she says that she can’t look at me as a real man anymore and doesn’t feel any sexual attraction any longer. But she allows me to watch and jerk off to her black lovers and I love that. Hopefully in the future I can get one of her new lovers to take me sexually the way that Treveon did. I’m such a bottom pig! 
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   * * *
 
   “I really don’t know which woman I’ll pick,” John said, taking off his glasses as he nearly cried into the camera. “Both Ashley and Kylie are amazing women.”
 
   We were nearing the finale of the hit reality television show, “The Eligible Bachelor.” It garnered the best ratings of any show on our cable network. Our viewers (mostly women) loved to watch the romance build between the eligible bachelor and two dozen beauties from around the country. Every week two of the women would go home until the finale where he selected his final choice. In theory, the couple would get married at the end of the season but in practice it only happened about half of the time. Even so, it made for great television.
 
   At this point in the series, John had narrowed it down to two women: Ashley, a stunning blonde gold digger with perfect features and an edge to her, and Kylie, the sweetheart brunette with girl-next-door looks. Of course, the audience was all hoping that John would pick Kylie. At least up until the last two episodes.
 
   You see, this season was filmed on location at a beautiful resort in Jamaica. The women were required to live together in a luxury cabin while the eligible bachelor had his own separate residence on the island. What happened this season, though, was something that had never happened before and that nobody could have predicted: Godrell, a sexy landscaper who worked for the resort, caught the eye of Ashley. She started bringing him back to the cabin for sexual encounters.
 
   It was all caught on camera. However, the eligible bachelor remained unaware of what was really going on. The first night when Ashley brought Godrell back to the cabin, Kylie couldn’t see anything because she was on a date with John. But our viewers saw Ashley sitting with the half-naked Godrell. She was wearing nothing but a bikini sitting inside their room on the couch sipping on martinis and kissing. The black man was groping Ashley’s body and she was clearly enjoying it, her upper breasts and neck turning red with her arousal. He started touching her in an overly friendly way and the producer had to stop the cameras and tell them to go to her room. Although you couldn’t see their bedroom escapades, you could hear the bed squeaking and Ashley’s loud moans. Half an hour later, Godrell sneaked out of the room with a pillow covering his groin. (You could see his Bermuda shorts below the pillow, so presumably he was covering up an erection.)
 
   After he left, the cameras sat Ashley down for an interview. She admitted that she’d had sex with Godrell and that it was amazing. “His penis was so long, so thick. I’d heard about black guys having big ones but I’d never been with a black guy before. Godrell was so big and it felt so good. He really knows how to make love to a woman. When I came here, I told myself that I wouldn’t think about my past and my ex-boyfriend and I’d just focus on John. But ever since I met Godrell… I mean, the sparks just flew. Being with him just makes me tingle. I appreciate that John is a nice guy and a great provider but I’m not sure I’m ready to give up on love yet. I want a guy who can make me feel the way Godrell can.”
 
   We were all surprised at her reaction as every indication had been that Ashley was only interested in money. But here she was willing to give up the chance to spend a lifetime with a successful (if nerdy) doctor for the opportunity to date a poor black landscaper with a big cock. Frankly, I found it refreshing.
 
   But what was most incredible was what happened when Kylie got back from her date and John took Ashley on her date.
 
   “Well,” Kylie said, smiling, “We did it. I’m not going to say what we did because it’s a family show but we spent some real alone time together. I think this means that John really wants to be with me. I know that I want to be with him.”
 
   Just as she was finishing her interview, Godrell knocked on the door. He said that he forgot his flip flops in Ashley’s room. It was obvious that Kylie was checking out his ripped physique and his large, firm ass that was visible through his shorts. Kylie whistled then fanned her face with her hand. “Whew, that guy is hot!”
 
   Kylie then approached Godrell and asked him why his flip flops were in Ashley’s room.
 
   “I don’t talk about those things,” Godrell said with his thick Jamaican accent. “I am a gentleman.” 
 
   “You can’t keep anything secret here,” Kylie said.
 
   “Ehh,” he shrugged. “By the time that John knows anything the show will be over. You win, you lose, it is too late.”
 
   I could see the wheels turning in Kylie’s head as she glanced down at his crotch and saw the large bulge in front. “You have a point.” She looked up at him, then giggled. “I’m sorry but I’m just curious. I’ve always heard people say something.”
 
   “About the black man and his large penis?”  
 
   She nodded.
 
   “You want me to show you?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   Godrell took her hand and led her into Ashley’s room. I was expecting it to be just a quick little peek but minutes started going by and we could heard the sound of slurping behind the door. Soon we heard Kylie say, “Oh my God, go slow please! It’s… oh, God, it’s big! Wow!” Soon we could hear both of them breathing heavily and Kylie moaning in pleasure. “Slap my ass,” she asked him. We heard him slapping her ass hard. Again, about half an hour later, Godrell walked out of the room. This time, though, he wasn’t carrying and pillow and he was wearing his flip flops as he smiled at the camera and waved.
 
   John was none the wiser about what had happened, and neither girl knew what the other had done. But things got crazy when we had the finale. First Ashley walked out on the dock to meet John at the far end.
 
   “I don’t know who you’ve picked,” she said. “But I need to tell you something first. While I was here, I had the chance to encounter a handsome young man named Godrell. He’s strong, sexy, charismatic – just an amazing black guy. And we made love together and it was amazing. I don’t mean to hurt you but being with him made me realize something. I’m twenty-five but I’m still young. You’re a wonderful man and most women would love to spend a life with you. I could just give up on love, give up on life, marry you and start putting on fifty pounds and stop having sex. But I’ve realized that sex is important to me. And I want real sex. I want sex with a strong, sexy guy like Godrell. And while you’re a really sweet guy, there’s nothing that you can do that could ever make up for that. I’m sorry, John.” Then she walked away, her perfect little white body swishing its way down the dock.
 
   John seemed stunned as he gave his interview after his talk with Ashley. He was expecting to have to let her go gently but she rejected him. But he managed to smile about it as he adjusted his glasses. “Obviously, I made the right choice in picking Kylie.”
 
   When Kylie walked up the dock to meet John, the scene was tense. It was the moment America had been waiting for.
 
   “Kylie, I’ve loved getting to know you over the last couple of months.” John was quivering as he spoke to her.
 
   Kylie was almost in tears, her lips pursed and starting to shake her head.
 
   “What’s wrong?” he asked.
 
   “I can’t do it, John,” she said. “You’re a great guy and you’re everything… I mean, you’re a doctor! But after we spent some time alone together, I realized that we’re just not compatible.”
 
   “Not compatible?” John seemed dazed, the tropical breeze slowly blowing through his hair. “I thought we had a great time together.”
 
   “We did,” she said. “But I need more than that from a man. I need a man who is powerful, dominant, who knows how to be a man. I met a man here--” 
 
    “Godrell?”
 
   She seemed shocked. “You know about him?”
 
   “Ashley said that she was sleeping with him.”
 
   Her face scowled. “That bitch!” She caught herself and her face softened. “I mean… John, listen, this isn’t about Godrell. This is about you and me and what I want out of life. I know that a guy like Godrell isn’t going to be monogamous. He’s not a one-woman kind of guy.”
 
   “But I’d give you everything,” John protested. “He’ll only give you a tiny part of him.”
 
   “Don’t even bring up tiny parts,” she snickered. “Listen, there’s a woman out there who doesn’t like sex, who doesn’t care about sex, who’s just looking for a roommate who will help pay her bills. You’re exactly the kind of guy that she’s looking for. But I need more than that. I need passion and sexiness and… yes, good, hard sex! I don’t want to settle. I deserve more than that. You understand, don’t you?”
 
   It was a powerful ending. John walked away rejected by both women in favor of a sexy beachcomber. Later on, we caught some film of Godrell walking on the beach with Ashley, Kylie and an attractive white woman in her thirties. Rumor has it that she’s the wife of a dentist, and a mother of two, who is staying at the resort. While the dentist is away on business, she’s having an affair with Godrell. I don’t know if they’re having threesomes or if the three women are simply accepting of the fact that Godrell is a ladies’ man. Either way, it made for a beautiful ending of the season! 
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   * * *
 
   My name’s David. About a year ago, at the age of twenty-seven, my wife Allison was promoted to director at a software company. As part of her new position, she was expected to spend three months at their new office in Biloxi, Mississippi to help get it up and running. After that, she would spend one week out of every month there. The rest of the time she would work at headquarters in Cleveland. While she was down there for the first three months, we rented a small apartment in Biloxi for her to stay in.
 
   During those three months while she was there, I would visit one weekend out of the month. It wasn’t cheap to fly so often but with her promotion we figured we could afford it. The first time that I arrived, we both nearly tear our clothes off and jumped in bed. But she didn’t seem quite as excited the second month, and during the third month she didn’t seem eager at all. I found it a little surprising that her sex drive seemed to be waning but I understood that she was working long hours trying to get the new office off the ground.
 
   The third month was May and it her birthday was the second Saturday. We’d talked about how we would celebrate it when I arrived on the fourth weekend, but I decided to plan a little surprise for her and show up for her birthday unannounced. I got off the plane and drove my rental car to a local florist. I’d spoken with her on Friday night and I knew that she was supposed to be working in the office, so I knew that the apartment would be empty and I’d have time to put out some rose petals and chocolates for her.
 
   When I arrived, I noticed that there were two cars parked in front of her place. I slowly walked up to the front window and peeked inside. At the far end of the apartment, sitting at the dining room table, was Allison. She was sipping on a glass of wine and having dinner with a black man. I was stunned and I didn’t know what to do. Allison stood up, took the dishes and disappeared into the kitchen. The black man stood up and, when she came back to the table, he began kissing her. He took her tiny frame inside of his bulging muscular arms and ran his hands all over her body. I felt a wave of jealousy roll over me but I also felt my penis begin to harden. Then the pair walked up the stairs toward the bedroom. I looked at my cell phone and waited five full minutes, then I quietly slipped the front door key inside the handle and opened the door. I could hear Allison giggling and moaning from the bedroom. I slowly stepped up the stairs. The bedroom door was open but I didn’t want to step up to it. Happily, the full-length mirror was on the wall, giving me a partial view of the bed.
 
   “Happy birthday,” the black guy said.
 
   “Happy birthday, indeed,” Allison replied, her hand pumping the enormous black rod between his muscular legs. “Isaiah, you have the perfect cock. It’s twice as long as my husband’s, twice as thick, and oh so black.”
 
   “Dark chocolate is the best in your mouth,” he said.
 
   “Mmmm hmmm,” my wife said. I saw her mouth descend upon his mighty black phallus. Her dainty lips enveloped it, and she licked and sucked it expertly as she played with his balls. Allison would seldom give me a blowjob saying they’re “disgusting” but she seemed to love Isaiah’s big cock. After a few minutes of this, her black lover mounted her doggy style and slowly violated her with his black cock.
 
   “Oh, yes,” she moaned. “It’s so big and thick. You really stretch me out.”
 
   Isaiah’s huge black paws were holding her white hips as he picked up the pace. Soon she was moaning like a whore as he pounded her fast and hard. “God! God! Shit!” she swore. “Oh, fuck, that’s good!” I was shocked because Allison never used that kind of language with me, in or out of bed. But clearly this black stud had brought out a sexual animal in her that I didn’t even know existed. He reached and pulled her hair, forcing her head back. “Yes, yes, baby!”
 
   “You like that, bitch? You want that black cock?”
 
   “Gimme that black cock! Fuck me!”
 
   Suddenly, Allison began a grunt that evolved into a moan. “Coming!” she said. “Ohhhh fuck, ooohhh yeah!”
 
   Allison orgasmed again when she fucked him cowgirl, and a third time when they fucked in the missionary position, before Isaiah finally emptied his balls, filling my wife completely with his sperm. Allison was giggling as they cuddled under the sheets, and I took the opportunity to slip out of the house. I got a room at a cheap motel and flew out alone, never letting Allison know what I saw.
 
   The opening of the Biloxi office went a little longer than expected, but after four months she was living with me again back in Cleveland. On those occasions when I’d fly out to her apartment, I went through her things and realized that Isaiah had moved in with her. Although I noticed that she seemed a bit looser when she’d come back from Biloxi, and she learned a number of new sex techniques, overall things were great between us. Without her black stallion breeding her for the three weeks in Cleveland, she has her sex drive back. While she’s down in Biloxi, I fantasize about the amazing sex scene I witnessed in her apartment. Recently Allison was feeling strange and she learned that she’s almost four months pregnant. She’s acting very worried and I wish I could tell her that it’s okay if the baby is black, but I don’t want her knowing that I was spying on her. We’ll know the answer soon enough!
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   * * *
 
   The police lights flashed behind us, and we heard the squeal letting us know that we needed to pull over. My red-headed freckle-faced girlfriend Katherine always had pale skin but she looked even paler as she put on her turn signal and pulled over on a dark stretch of the road. It was nine o’clock at night in the early fall.
 
   “Shit, Sean,” she said, looking into the rear view mirror. “Are you fucking shitting me? Nobody ever drives down this fucking road!” She pounded her hand into the steering wheel of her Miata convertible. “Fuck my life. I can’t get a DUI!”
 
   We’d just left a backyard party at her uncle’s house about ten minutes before and we’d both had a bit too much to drink. Her aunt had offered to let us stay the night but Katherine refused, saying she was fine to drive. Although she wasn’t as plastered as I was, she certainly wasn’t in the best shape to drive us back to our college campus.
 
   The policeman came over to the window. He was a black man, probably in his thirties, with muscular arms and a handsome face. “Good evening, ma’am. May I see your driver’s license, registration, and proof of insurance?”
 
   Katherine nodded, pulled him the information and gave it to him. He took it back to his car.
 
   “What the fuck do I do?” she asked.
 
   “Stay calm,” I said, my head spinning a little. “Maybe he won’t notice.”
 
   We made small talk as the office sat in his car, his face illuminated by what a computer screen. Finally, he turned off his flashing lights. Then he stepped out of the car and walked up to the car.
 
   “Okay, ma’am. You’re name is Katherine?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “My name is Jabari.” He pulled up his pants at the belt. “Now, I can smell the strong smell of alcohol.”
 
   “That’s because I’ve been drinking,” I said.
 
   “No, it’s on her breath,” Jabari said. “Is he your boyfriend?”
 
   “He’s… yes, my boyfriend.”
 
   “You don’t want me to give you a breathalyzer, do you, sweetheart?”
 
   “I’d love it if you didn’t.”
 
   “Of course you do. But you see, we have certain procedures that we have to follow. When I pull over a beautiful woman suck as yourself who has been driving erratically, I’m required to make her put her lips around my equipment and blow it. And if she passes the test, she gets to leave without receiving a DUI. Does that make sense to you?”
 
   “Umm…” Katherine looked at me.
 
   “Go ahead, honey,” I said. “Follow the procedures.”
 
   “Okay,” Katherine said. “I’d be happy to blow your equipment.”
 
   “Step out of the car,” he said, looking around to make sure that nobody was around. It was dark, though, and the only sounds were the crickets. Katherine opened the car door and stood next to him. I could see him unbuckle his pants and I heard his keys jangle as his trousers fell to the ground.
 
   “Wow, you’re big!” Katherine said. I could only see the top of her red hair over the car door as her head bobbed. I could hear slurping sounds and occasionally the popping sound when his cock popped out of her lips. “You’re so much bigger than my boyfriend’s little penis. I mean, he’s not exactly little. He’s five inches, we measured it.”
 
   “Yeah, it’s big,” the officer said. “Suck my cock, you white whore.”
 
   I felt embarrassed by Katherine’s description of my penis but frankly I’m comfortable with my manhood. I don’t think I’m small. From what I’ve read, five inches is totally average. At least for a white guy.
 
   “All right, now,” Jabari said. “Drop your shorts and bend over the car.”
 
   “I thought we were talking about just blowing--”
 
   “Drop your panties and bend over,” he ordered forcefully.
 
   Katherine shimmied out of her shorts and panties and then bent over the driver’s side door, facing me. Jabari moved up behind her grabbed her hips and looked down toward his cock. Katherine looked scared as she looked into my eyes. I knew what she was thinking. She wasn’t on the pill and we used condoms for birth control, and now this black man was going to penetrate her without protection. She’d had her period about two weeks ago and there was a good chance that she was fertile right now. But what choice did she have?
 
   “It’s okay, baby,” I reassured her, taking her hand in mine.
 
   “Oh my God!” Katherine’s eyes popped open, and her face changed from fear to surprise. “Oh God, please go slowly. You’re so big!”
 
   Katherine leaned forward over the door, into the car. I could see her freckled young breasts swaying as Jabari started pounding her hard. “Oh fuck, it’s big. It feels so good!”
 
   “You like that, don’t you?” Jabari said in a deep voice.
 
   “God, it’s good. It’s fucking amazing! I didn’t know sex could feel like this! I need a cock like this!”
 
    I felt like I’d been hit in the stomach but I continued holding her hand, watching the ecstasy on her face as this powerful black man fucked her hard with his thick black cock. Suddenly, Jabari gritted his teeth and grunted. He pushed hard into Katherine, sending her face almost into mine, as he delivered his sperm deep inside my girlfriend’s womb. He took a deep breath, slapped her ass, then said, “That was some good, tight pussy. Whew! You’re free to go.” Then he pulled up his pants, buckled himself up, got in his car and left.
 
   Katherine looked shell shocked as she looked at me, pulling up her panties and shorts. She didn’t say a word as she got back in the car, started it up and drove us back to campus. It’s been over two months since our encounter with the police officer and we haven’t mentioned it since. However, Katherine has recently started feeling nauseated and we’re a little worried. Although Katherine had premarital sex, she was still Catholic and believes that abortion is murder. I’ve told her, though, that if she’s pregnant I would help her raise the baby, even if it’s black. That didn’t seem to make her feel any better, but she’s going to take a pregnancy test and see for sure what’s going on. Let’s hope she’s not!
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   * * *
 
   “What is a ‘nikah mut’ah’?” my wife Rachel asked. We were standing outside the tent where we’d been staying while visiting an Afar tribe in the Horn of Africa.
 
   “It means a temporary marriage or a ‘pleasure marriage,’” explained Manahil, our beautiful Ethiopian guide. “It’s a part of our Islamic traditions. In essence, the tribal chief Alemu desires you and wants to make you his temporary wife. He can take up to four wives but the temporary wives do not count against his limit.” She smiled. “I would advise you not to turn him down. Every woman who has ever rejected his offer has been killed.”
 
   Rachel looked at me with concern, then asked her, “How long would this temporary marriage last?”
 
   “It is up to the chief,” she said. “But probably four months. That is the length he has used in the past with American women. He enjoys the look of the hair and the fair skin.”
 
   At twenty-four, my Rachel is a thin and attractive brunette and I wasn’t surprised that the chief would find her appealing. When the Afars told us that they would only allow single women to visit them, we thought it would be just a little white lie to present my wife Rachel as a single woman and my sister. And the fact that they required pictures of the women before they would permit them to attend also seemed strange. But now I was beginning to realize the reason for this: the chief wanted to use our international aid effort to “temporarily marry” white women. After having lied to them, we couldn’t tell them the truth.
 
   “If we don’t have a choice,” I said hesitatingly, “I guess Rachel will be the chief’s new wife.”
 
   When we got back to our tent, Rachel was very upset. “You want me to be his lover for four months?”
 
   “Of course not,” I said. “But we have no choice. If you turn him down, he’ll kill you. I want you to return alive with me to the States.”
 
   Although she didn’t like the idea, she admitted that she found Chief Alemu to be an attractive man. He was only thirty years old but had fifteen children by his three wives. We also learned that he had other children from his “temporary wives” but children born of a mut’ah are not considered his children. Also, Manahil told Rachel, she was once a temporary wife of the chief and he is great in bed. 
 
   I was called before the chief and, with Manahil as our interpreter, he asked for my blessing to marry Rachel. I told him that I approved and handed her over to the chief, who was standing in a warrior outfit in front of his four wives. He said some words in their language, which went untranslated, and he took Rachel off to his tent.
 
   It was tough sleeping that night, with my wife’s sleeping bag empty next to mine. The whole next day I hoped to see her but was rebuffed. Finally I ran into Manahil who, blushing, told me that Rachel was having a great time in bed with the chief. “They are spending all day in bed together. I can hear her cries of pleasure through the walls. She crows about his giant penis and how it stuffs her inside.” She smiled. “Don’t worry, she is very happy.”
 
   A full five days had passed before I finally saw my “sister” at a meal. I had the chance to pull her aside and speak with her. I was happy to hear that she was doing well. I asked about their “marriage,” and she said that Alemu is rather sweaty and his cock is too big for her sometimes, but she also gets a lot of pleasure from him. “I don’t want to hurt your feelings, honey, but his cock touches places inside of me that you just can’t reach.” She asked me to explain to the charity why she couldn’t return for four months and hoped that they would keep her job open for her.
 
   When I flew home alone, I felt terrible having to wait for Rachel to return to me. There wasn’t any cell reception but we sent each other letters. She finally told me that her marriage would officially end on June 3rd and that I should get the earliest plane flight back to the States after that. She also mentioned that she was bringing back a big surprise for me. She wasn’t kidding: the moment she stepped off the airplane, I noticed her large belly. “I’m pregnant,” she said, smiling as she rubbed her belly. “We’re having twins! One boy and one girl!”
 
   Although Rachel and I had always planned on only having one child, we weren’t at all unhappy to have two. We’ve picked out traditional Ethiopian names for our children. I’m scheduled for a vasectomy next week as two children is more than enough with our limited incomes. Unfortunately, Rachel lost her job at the charity but she’s managed to find work at a temp agency until the birth next month. It’ll be a struggle but one way or another, we’ll find a way to provide for our beautiful and growing family.
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   * * *
 
   I have an interesting encounter to share with you. Four years ago, my wife Julia and I replaced the back deck on our house. There was a deck on the house when we bought it but it was old and hadn’t been maintained properly. We had two young children and there were rusty nails popping out of the boards that made me concerned for their safety. The previous owner, I’ve been told, wasn’t very handy and he hadn’t sanded down the wood and stained the deck for many years. I suggested that we replace it with a Trex deck.
 
   “I think that’s a great idea, Caden,” Julia said to me as we stood looking out the back door. “It would be a lot easier to maintain. But it’s going to be expensive. When Jeri had her deck built it cost them $5,000.”
 
   “That’s fine by me,” I replied. “My buddy John knows a guy who builds decks. I’ll give him a ring.”
 
    I called John and got the guy’s number. The deck builder’s name was JayVaughn and he agreed to come over our house and give us a quote. When he arrived at our house, he was wearing jean overalls and a white t-shirt. Julia seemed quite impressed by him, though, and I caught her making eye contact with him, smiling and flipping her hair. I guess I could understand her attraction. JayVaughn was a handsome middle-aged black man with muscular arms, and Julia had told me once that she’d always had a thing for black guys but wouldn’t date them because her parents disapproved.
 
   “After factoring in the labor and materials, it’ll come out to around $10,000,” JayVaughn said. He apparently saw the look of surprise on our faces and said, “That’s pretty much industry standard, even a little on the low side. You can get a second quote if you’d like but you won’t find quality work for less than that.”
 
   Julia walked right up to him, pressing her waist against his body and put her gently placed her finger a few inches below his neck and slowly ran it down his shirt. “That’s a lot of money, baby. Are you sure you can’t think of any way you could, you know… pound it in for me … without charging so much?”
 
   I could tell JayVaugh was attracted to my wife. She’s a pretty twenty-six-year-old brunette. Although her hips widened a little from the births of our two children, she had remained thin and looked amazing. 
 
   JayVaughn looked at me and back at Julia. “I’d love to help you out but the materials alone are five grand. And I have to pay my crew. It’ll take us a good two weeks to build it, and we’ll need to get hotel rooms. My wife and I live two hours from here.”
 
   “Do you think you could do it for cost?” She put her hands around his waist and I could see his cock pressing against his clothes. “Your crew can stay here with us. I’ll be here for you and your crew the whole time.” She kissed his neck. “Every day for two weeks.”
 
   JayVaughn’s began breathing hard. “Every day?”
 
   Julia looked into his eyes and nodded. “Mmm hmm. You have nothing to worry about. Your wife will never know.” 
 
   JayVaughn agreed to do the job for $6,000. That night, Julia and I had some of the hottest sex we’d had in years fantasizing about her making love with JayVaughn. She said she wanted to know if it was true about black guys having big cocks, and she can’t wait to feel him inside of her. When she said that I just lost it and shot my load into the condom.    
 
   The next week, early on a Saturday morning, JayVaughn’s truck pulled up in our driveway. Julia was watching out the window as JayVaughn and two other men made their way up the front walkway. One was a college-aged black guy with a great physique and the other guy was an overweight, middle-aged white guy.
 
   “What do you think?” I asked.
 
   “They’re all cute,” Julia said. “I think this is going to be fun.”
 
   “You now have four guys to please,” he said.
 
   She smiled. “I’m up for the challenge.”
 
   They introduced themselves. The fat white guy, we learned, was Harold and the athletic young black guy was Deuce.
 
   JayVaughn and his crew spent the day working on the new deck. At 11 AM, she took JayVaughn into our bedroom for a little lovemaking. She said that his cock was average size, just over six inches and not much bigger than mine. She loved having sex with a new guy, though, and he gave her two orgasms before he filled the condom. During lunch there were some funny stares, as everybody knew where the two of them had been, and then they returned to work. At 2PM, she had sex with Harold. Although his cock was only five inches long, it was pretty thick and bent upward to the left, and she enjoyed the way it hit her g-spot.
 
   At 3:30, after a quick shower, Julia had sex with Deuce. She found him to be incredibly sexy, from his great body to his cocky attitude. She even enjoyed the fact that he was a good bit younger than her. But what turned her on the most was seeing his cock – it was nearly a foot long and very thick, like a large dildo. She tried to roll a condom over it but it wouldn’t fit. After the second condom broke while putting it on, she agreed to allow him to take her bareback as long as he promised to pull out. He fucked her good and hard in a number of different positions, finally ejaculating all over her lower back while fucking her doggy style. That night, while JayVaughn and Harold slept in the spare room and Deuce slept on the couch, Julia and I had a wonderful lovemaking session. She told me all the details as I slowly licked her flowering pussy, bringing her to an orgasm, and then I rolled on a condom and fucked her.
 
   Over the next two weeks, Julia kept her word. She had sex with each of us every day. Although I had to go to work during the week, I knew what happened while I was gone because she told me everything at night while we made love. The only thing that concerned me was that after a few days Deuce, who was too large for my condoms, started cumming inside of my wife. He claimed it was an accident the first time but he kept doing it and Julia didn’t do anything about it. I went to Wal-Mart and bought a box of Magnum condoms, but the next day I could still taste spunk when I was eating her pussy. She told me that she was intensely attracted to him and she felt a strong desire to feel him finishing inside of her. Holding my hand, she assured me that it was okay and I didn’t need to worry about it.
 
   It ended up taking them nearly three weeks but when it was finished, the deck was amazing. It was autumn already and unseasonably cold so we didn’t get much use out of it that year, but it was great having it the next summer, especially since we were home a lot with our newborn baby girl Tiana. Knowing how Julia’s family didn’t want her dating black guys, I was a little worried about how they’d react but I have to say that they’ve been great grandparents, welcoming their black granddaughter with open arms. After paying for all the food and diapers for Tiana, I’m not sure we really saved money on the deck with Julia’s white wife discount but it was an adventure that none of us will ever forget.  
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   * * *
 
   A couple years ago, I got a job working for my state senator. I had just met my then-girlfriend Isabella and we moved into an apartment in Tallahassee so that I could be close to the legislature. Isabella got a part-time job working at a bank. We were both twenty-three-years-old and still working on our careers.
 
   “You won’t believe what I overheard last night, Alex,” Isabella said as she put a fried egg on my plate. “Lisa took a young black guy home last night. His name is Aaron. She’s in her fifties and dating somebody our age.”
 
   “I hope she had a good time,” I said, dipping my toast in the egg. “She’s a single woman. Nothing wrong with that.”
 
   “Oh, she had a great time,” Isabella said. “I heard everything.” The walls between our apartments weren’t great but the bedrooms were next to the living rooms. Often times I would go to bed earlier than Isabella and she liked to sit on the couch right next to the wall, sometimes even putting her ear against it, to hear our neighbor getting it on.
 
   Lisa would bring home a few guys a week and it really seemed to entertain my girlfriend. In fact, sometimes late at night she would sit in a folding chair in our apartment near the entrance with the door open so that she could better hear the conversation next door. “She went on and on about how big his cock was and how great it felt. And he got her off repeatedly. I counted four orgasms.”
 
   “Oh, my,” I said. “Well, good for her. It sounds like she had fun.” I finished my breakfast and headed off to work.
 
   Over the next few weeks, I learned that Aaron was coming around frequently. While Lisa had always been rotating through guys, she was now seeing Aaron a couple times a week. After that, though, Isabella stopped talking so much about Lisa’s exploits. At one point I mentioned it to her and she said, “Oh, you know, she’s doing the same old thing.” I thought that was pretty odd because up to that point, she had seemed obsessed with our neighbor’s love life.
 
   I started to notice some other changes, too. We had been making love about four times a week but that dropped down to once or twice. I’d heard that women’s libido often drops in a relationship and I wondered if that was what was happening. But then one day, when I came home early from work, I found out what was really happening.
 
   When I opened the front door, I heard music R&B music playing in our bedroom. That was odd. We usually play that music when we’re making love in order to stop our neighbors to our left from hearing everything the way we can hear Lisa on our right. Then I heard a man’s low voice and Isabella’s giggle. I put my keys down on the counter and slowly walked over to the bedroom door. I opened it just a crack.
 
   Isabella was laying down on the bed in her bra and panties. A muscular young black man was on top of her wearing only a pair of jeans, and she was smiling as she looked into his eyes.
 
   “You want this black cock, don’t you?” He asked.
 
   “I love your big black cock, Aaron,” she said. Then she made a playful pouting face. “Don’t make me wait. I need to feel those nine inches in my pussy right now.”
 
   “Better than your boyfriend’s?”
 
   She laughed. “Ha! His little thing is only four and half inches long. I can barely feel it. I have to diddle my clit to get off with him.”
 
   Aaron was rubbing his crotch against hers. “You got a tight little cunt. Better than Lisa’s old loose pussy.”
 
   They both giggled. Then Aaron removed his jeans and brought his half-erect cock up to my girlfriend’s mouth. His cock was so large that she was only able to take the head into her mouth as she gently played with his balls. Isabella is a great cocksucker and it feels great when she takes my whole penis inside of her mouth. But with Aaron’s huge member, he would never get that amazing experience.
 
   Aaron lay down on the bed and Isabella got on top of him, riding on his large cock. I didn’t have the best angle but I could see her ass bouncing up and down as she rode him. She leaned down and I was pretty sure they were kissing as his black hands roamed over her lower back and ass. Then they flipped over into the missionary position – Isabella’s favorite – and I saw her lock her white legs around his waist as he pounded her.
 
   He pussy was filled, her walls wrapped tight around Aaron’s mighty manhood. He was making long strokes, bringing that long, thick cock all the way out before plunging it back in. The bed was rocking as he pistoned in and out, and Isabella was moaning like a whore. “Oh, fuck, Aaron. Shit. God, I’m cumming!” He brought her off three consecutive times in the missionary position in the space of ten minutes.
 
   “Shit, bitch! Shit!” Aaron pushed his cock balls deep inside of Isabella’s cunt. She was moaning as his huge testicles contorted, pulsing as they unleashed millions of sperm into my then-girlfriend’s womb, filling her fully and completely. As they kissed and cuddled, I grabbed my keys off the counter and slowly eased out of the apartment. I closed the door behind me and locked it, and I drove around for a couple of hours, arriving home at my normal time.
 
   When I walked inside, Isabella greeted me like nothing had happened.  But my penis was erect and I told her I’d been thinking about her all day, and I started kissing her. We normally have sex at night before I go to sleep, but she allowed me to take her to our bed right then.
 
   When I ate her pussy I’d been expecting to find a cream pie but she’d obviously showered. Still, I was able to bring her off with cunnilingus. She came again during intercourse, playing with herself as I rubbed my little penis in and out of her, no doubt fantasizing about Aaron.
 
   Everything was great until a few months later when Isabella found out that she was pregnant. She confessed to me that she’d been having sex with Aaron as well as a friend of his named LeDaun. While we’d been having sex once or twice a week, she was having sex with each of her black lovers two, three or even four times a week. She pointed out that we’d never said that we were exclusive and she wasn’t cheating, but she wanted me to know that she wasn’t sure who the father was.
 
   I told Isabella that I’d never ask her to be exclusive and that as far as I’m concerned, it’s my baby. We got married two months later. When the baby was born, I cried and fell in love with the little tyke immediately. I honestly couldn’t love him any more if his skin were as fair as mine or Isabella’s.
 
   I also told my wife that I’m not asking her to be sexually exclusive but I’d like her to keep me aware of what’s going on and tell me all the details of her dates. Also, I requested that she ask her lovers to consider using condoms or pull out of her if she’s at her fertile time of the month. Right now she’s not seeing anybody else but she tells me that she will probably open up to other lovers once our son is a little older. I can’t wait!      
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   * * *
 
   When my wife Natalie and I started talking about her taking other lovers, we came up with some ground rules on how things would go. The idea was that she would keep me in the know about who, what and when she’s dating. Basically, she would treat me as her “best girlfriend,” telling me all her feelings and the dirty details of her encounters. I would not be permitted intercourse with her on the same day as any of her dates, but I could perform cunnilingus on her when she came home. We weren’t ready for children yet and had been using condoms for birth control. Knowing that most of the guys she would date wouldn’t be okay with that, she went on the pill and kept me in condoms.
 
   She went on a handful of dates and eventually met Jason, her current boyfriend. She goes on dates with him about twice a week. Jason is a twenty-three-year-old white guy who works out in the gym for hours a day and, according to Natalie, he’s great in bed. Although she’s confessed to me that she’s in love with him, Jason isn’t a one-woman kind of guy and he’s told her that he’s just in it for the sex. With my prodding, she’s been going on dates trying to find a second steady boyfriend to help fill her time. She’s met a number of guys but she hadn’t had any luck finding a long-term partner. 
 
   One thing that I wanted to try was secretly going on a date with her. I’d tried taking her to a bar and sitting away from her, allowing her to be hit on by other guys. But I wanted to see more of her interactions. Her next date was on Friday with a sexy black guy in his mid-thirties named Marcus. He recently got released from prison and he didn’t have his driver’s license, so he was going to take Uber to the club.
 
   “Sam, I have an idea,” Natalie said. “Why don’t you pretend to be an Uber driver? You can drive me to Marcus’s place, then take us out to the club. When we’re done, you can pick us up and take us back to his place. Then you can drive me home afterward.”
 
   I thought about it and it seemed like a brilliant idea. When she told Marcus that she’d take care of the Uber ride, he was good with it.
 
   Natalie dressed up in a sexy crop top, shorts that showed off her nice bubble butt, and sandals. I wore jeans, a t-shirt and a ball cap. Luckily the guy only lived fifteen minutes away from us in the downtown area. It didn’t look like a safe neighborhood to me. There were bars on the windows, a lot of boarded-up closed-down businesses, and a people wandering around aimlessly on the sidewalks. When I pulled up at his place, a garden-style apartment complex, Natalie called him on her cell phone. A few minutes later he stepped outside.
 
   I have to admit that Marcus was a handsome guy. He was tall and well-built, though certainly not in as good of shape as Jason. For a guy who just got out of prison, his jeans and shoes looked very expensive and he was wearing a button-down shirt.
 
   He hopped into the back seat with Natalie. I watched in the rearview mirror as the two of them made small talk. There was clearly some sexual attraction between the two of them. I pulled up to O’Malley’s Break Room, Natalie gave me some cash and they hopped out. I watched as they walked hand-in-hand into the bar. I drove around town and stopped at a coffee shop, wondering what was going on. Natalie sent me a text saying that Marcus is a great kisser and she can’t wait to get him in bed. When I finally got a call to pick them back up, it was nearly two hours later.
 
   Marcus and Natalie jumped into the back seat of my car. I could smell alcohol and it was clear that my wife was the one drunk. Soon they were making out in the back seat and my penis was stiff, straining against my pants, as I watched his huge black body against her tiny white frame.
 
   “Pull it out,” Natalie said. “I want to see that big cock.” Marcus looked into my eyes. I just shrugged. He unzipped his jeans and pulled them down mid-thigh. His cock was enormous, easily eight or nine inches, and thick and veiny.
 
   “Mmm, that’s it,” my wife said, reaching over and grasping his cock. “It’s so big I can’t even close my fist around it. I like a big black cock.” Then she leaned over and started giving him a blowjob. I tried to concentrate on the road. In the mirror I was her hand on his balls and her head bobbing up and down. 
 
   Marcus threw his head back and was groaning. “Yeah, bitch. Suck that cock. You little slut, you suck a good cock.”
 
   “Your cock is so big, so much better than my husband’s little penis,” she said. “I can’t wait to feel it inside me.”
 
   When I reached his house, Natalie again paid me and the two of them walked inside, his hand on her ass as they went inside. I drove straight home and jerked off in the bathroom. I was so hot thinking about them fucking that my juice squirted nearly a foot into the air before landing in the sink.
 
   I didn’t hear anything from Natalie until the next morning when she called to have me pick her up. She was very drowsy and said they’d been up most of the night fucking between naps. When we got home, I tried to get some sex from her but she said I knew the rules, she fucked him Friday night but also Saturday morning, so I needed to wait until Sunday for sex.
 
   On Sunday morning when she woke up, as we were laying in bed, I asked her for the details of her date with Marcus. Apparently he’s an incredible lover and he came inside of her four times and the sheets were covered in semen. I started kissing her neck and pulled off her t-shirt. She reached over into the nightstand, pulled out a condom and rolled it over my penis with her mouth. Then she rolled me onto my back and slowly grinded on me as she told me how great his cock felt, how it was perfectly sized for her pussy, bringing her off easily and hard. I only lasted about five minutes before I fired off like a shotgun blast. When she got off me the condom’s reservoir was filled.
 
   “Damn,” she said. “You really liked that, didn’t you?”
 
   “It was fucking amazing,” I said, exhausted.
 
   Natalie is seeing both Marcus two-to-four times a week now. She says she’s in love with him and she’s helping him get back on his feet. She still sees Jason, too, and she’s having one night stands as well. Natalie doesn’t like sleeping with two guys on the same day and her lovers take precedent, so there are weeks going by where I don’t get any sex with her. But my penis is hard as steel with her exploits, and I’m finding that jerking off to the image of Marcus fucking her gets me hotter than ever.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Gabe. For the last few months, my wife Morgan has been dating another guy with my full knowledge and permission. One of her co-workers, a black guy named Zion, started hitting on her. At first she turned him down, but one night over cocktails she admitted that she’d really like to have sex with Zion.
 
   Morgan and I are both in our mid-twenties. Morgan was the only girl I’d slept with and she’d only slept with a handful of guys before me. One thing she’d regretted, she said, was never having dated a black guy. Zion, she informed me, was very handsome and sexy, and he’d slept with quite a few women in her office, including a couple of married women. I told her that if she wanted to date Zion I’d be okay with it, assuming that she could handle having a boyfriend without falling in love with him and leaving me. She assured me that she loved me and that wouldn’t happen. I also asked that her lover uses condoms, not only for birth control but to prevent diseases.
 
   The next time that Zion hit on her, he was surprised when Morgan accepted his advance. They began going to lunch together at work and she started texting him a lot. They started going out on dates about twice a week, usually Monday and Wednesday and sometimes on Friday or Saturday. Morgan told me that Zion was seeing a lot of different women and he wasn’t often available. Sometimes he would “double shift,” hooking up with my wife for sex before going out on a date with another woman. That way, he didn’t feel as much pressure to have sex on the later date. Dates on the weekend were reserved for women that he knew would put out.
 
   Morgan had always had a sweet nature but she was especially kind after she started dating Zion. She said that she wouldn’t neglect me in the bedroom and wanted to thank me for being such a generous husband and allowing her to do this. When we’d make love before Zion, I would often have trouble maintaining my erection while putting on the condom and I’d often have trouble ejaculating. But when Morgan would come home from one of her dates and we’d slip in bed, I was always incredibly stiff. She would roll the condom over my penis while telling me all the details of her date. Even with the reduced sensations from the rubber, it never took me longer than ten minutes to come inside of her.
 
   Morgan asked me if there’s anything that we’re not doing that I’d like to do in bed. I told her that I would like to watch her and Zion together, and to roll the condom over his cock. She said it sounded hot to her and she would ask him. Thankfully, Zion agreed to let me do that.
 
   That Wednesday, Zion came over to our house. When I saw him at the door, I was stunned. I’m not gay or anything but Morgan wasn’t kidding when she said he was handsome. Aside from his beautiful face, he had a muscular body and was smartly dressed from head to toe with a touch of spicy cologne. I could totally understand why women, even married ones, gave into him so easily.
 
   Morgan walked up behind me and the two embraced, his hands caressing her body over her jeans and shirt. “I’m so hot for you,” he said. “Let’s do this.”
 
   In our bedroom, I stood to the side while the two of them kissed and undressed each other. I’d expected that Zion’s cock would be huge but it was fairly normal, only about seven or eight inches. Then Morgan lay down on the bed and called me over to eat her pussy. While I was going down on her, Zion walked to the side of the bed and my wife sucked his cock.
 
   After I gave her two orgasms, Zion walked up behind me and said, “I’m ready.”
 
   As I leaned back, I saw his cock aiming at my face. “The condoms are over--”
 
   Zion grabbed my head and slipped his cock inside of my mouth. I was stunned, not expecting that at all. He began thrusting his cock in and out of me.
 
   “Watch your teeth, bitch,” he said.
 
   “Keep your tongue flat,” my wife said helpfully. “That will cover your bottom teeth. Then curl your upper lip over your top front teeth.”
 
   I’d never given a blowjob before but I tried my best. I licked his cock up and down and sucked on the head. Again, he pushed his cock inside of my mouth and thrusted. He seemed to like it, thrusting with one hand on his hip and the other behind my head. After a few minutes of this, he held my head with both hands and started thrusting quickly. He pushed in deep inside and I started to gag, powerless in his powerful black hands, just as I felt him shooting rope after rope down my throat. When he released me I gasped for air and swallowed his load down.
 
   Zion walked over to Morgan who began sucking him again and brought him back to full hardness. Then she handed him a condom and he walked it over to me. “Is this what you wanted?”
 
   I nodded as I ripped open the wrapped, pulled out the rubber and rolled it over his thick brown cock.
 
   “Wet it,” he said. “Suck it wet.”
 
   I quickly gave him a suck to lubricate it, tasting the rubbery flavor of the condom, then he moved up between my wife’s spread legs. She was playing with her clit as I grasped his cock and inserted inside of her cunt. The two of them fucked in the missionary position, doggy style, and then girl on top. Morgan was for more vocal in bed with Zion than she was with me, and she seemed far more eager for him. He brought her off three times before he finished with my wife on top of him. 
 
    So far I’ve only watched them that one time but I’ll have the memories forever. I loved the look of sexual intensity on Morgan’s face as she fucked her black lover. She’s talked about taking other black lovers but for now, it’s just her and Zion and we’re all sexually satisfied.
 
   JERRY’S SECRET AMATEUR MOVIES
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Oh my God!” I couldn’t believe what I was reading online on my iPad. “Jerry’s in big trouble.”
 
   “Jerry who?” my wife Ava asked. “You mean Jerry Holsom?”
 
   “Yes, that Jerry,” I replied. “The FBI is raiding his house. According to this story, Jerry has been hiding video cameras in his apartment complexes and filming the people having sex.”
 
   The color disappeared from Ava’s face. “Oh my goodness.” I wasn’t surprised by her reaction. After all, we lived in one of Jerry’s apartments. She sat down on the couch next to me. “Do you really think Jerry would do something like that?”
 
   It was hard to believe. Jerry Holsom always seemed like such a great guy. He became famous when the Cincinnati newspaper ran a story about how he’d lost ninety pounds eating only hamburgers at Beefway Burgers. Beefway jumped on the story, pushed Jerry as their spokesman, and suddenly a guy employed mixing paint at a local hardware store was now a highly-paid spokesman for a hamburger franchise. A few years later, he purchased a handful of apartment complexes near his home in Kentucky. But now his nice guy image was crashing down in a dirty movie scandal.
 
   “I don’t know, honey,” I said. “But I wouldn’t worry about it. As long as the movies don’t get out publicly, I don’t think we have anything to worry about. We did nothing wrong.”
 
   But I noticed Ava’s face was still pale. “What if they recorded me having sex? I feel so violated.”
 
   I nodded and continued reading the story. Then I chuckled when I read the next part of the story.
 
   “You have nothing to worry about,” I said. “Get this – it looks like Jerry has a thing for watching white women having sex with black men. According to the story, he didn’t keep any of the movies except for interracial movies.” I laughed. “Wow. It says that Jerry has video of over a hundred white wives cheating on their husbands with black guys. Damn, that’s a lot of white trash bitches.”
 
   “Don’t say that,” Ava said, starting to cry.
 
   “Honey, what’s wrong?”
 
   “I have something to confess to you,” she sniffled, trying to regain her composure. “Hunter, for the last two years I’ve been having sex with other men. And some of the men were black.”
 
   I was totally shocked when I heard it and I felt like I’d been kicked in the gut. But I listened and tried to understand it from her perspective.
 
   “I really love you, Hunter. But you don’t satisfy me in the bed the way my old boyfriends did. Before you, I always dated losers. They were handsome, sexy, well-hung, but they were worthless jerks. Only when I met you did I realize how wonderful a man could be. But I missed the powerful attraction, the intense orgasms that my old boyfriends could give me. I didn’t want to leave you for them, but I really need to be sexually satisfied.”
 
   “What do I need to do? What don’t I do in bed with you that they do?”
 
   “It’s not like that, Hunter. I’m so sorry, I really didn’t want to hurt you.”
 
   “It’s about the penis size, isn’t it?”
 
   “Well, that’s part of it. I love feeling filled by a man, feeling him stretching me out. It feels so much better--”
 
   “I can use a penis extension.”
 
   “No, honey. You just don’t understand. It’s not what you’re doing, it’s who you are.” She smiled kindly at me. “You’re wonderful just the way they are. But there’s just that one thing they can give me that you can’t.”
 
   We talked it over and I realized my own limitations. Sure, I was more supportive and a better provider than her ex-boyfriends, but there were areas where they were superior to me. I realized that the other men she dated weren’t in competition with me – they were partners in pleasing my wife. Together we were the total package. I agreed to allow her to continue dating the other men.
 
   We’re still waiting to learn whether Ava’s sex videos are in Jerry’s collection. She said that she’s only slept with three black men while we’ve lived in the apartment. Most of the guys she dated were white because she hates to use condoms and didn’t want to take the chance of having a black baby.
 
   However, Ava confessed that she felt comfortable going bareback with her white lovers because they were basically taller, stronger, more confident and violent versions of me, and I wouldn’t be able to tell if the babies weren’t mine. After we had our second son I got a vasectomy, so I was worried that she might get pregnant again. She agreed that if she’s going to have other lovers, it made sense for her to get her tubes tied so that we won’t have any accidents. By the time the night was over, we were in total agreement on everything.
 
   “Thank you, honey,” she said. “You really know how to please your wife!”
 
   LEASING OUT THE EXTRA ROOM
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Our finances had been a little tight ever since the birth of our son two years ago, so I suggested to my wife Mackenzie that we consider renting out our spare bedroom. I figured we could probably ask for $300 or more per month.
 
   “Tom, I have an ever better idea,” she replied. “Let’s rent it out with AirBNB. We could charge $50 a night and make more money than that.”
 
   I’d never used AirBNB but I’d heard about the new service that allows people to rent out their private residences for overnight stays, just like a hotel room or a bed and breakfast. After looking into it, I agreed that it sounded like a great idea but we would need to make sure that anybody staying in our house was a decent individual. Mackenzie agreed and said that she would do the screening.
 
   Two weeks later, we had our first customer. His name was Kendric and his picture showed a muscular black guy with dreadlocks. He said he was coming to our town for a family reunion. After discussing the importance of safety with my wife, I was surprised that this was the man she’d picked but I trusted her judgment.
 
   When Kendric arrived for his extended weekend, Mackenzie met him at the door. I was a little surprised at her reaction. I saw her slyly checking him out and, for his part, he seemed flirtatious as well. While she was standing there giving him towels and telling him about our house rules, there were clearly sparks flying. Mackenzie was twenty-three and I’d known her since she was a teenager and she’d only been with one other guy before me. But she always drew attention as a pretty faced, brown-haired brunette with large breasts and a bubble butt. And she was clearly smitten by the twenty-six-year-old Kendric.
 
   Whenever I sense that Mackenzie is aroused, I try to get her in bed. That night in bed she was wearing a turquoise-colored negligee with no panties. I tried to make love with her but she rebuffed my advances.
 
   “What’s wrong?” I asked.
 
   
  
 

“I had a talk with Kendric,” she said, taking my hand. “He likes white girls and he thinks I’m pretty.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “I think he’s really sexy.” She swallowed hard. “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be with a black man. I feel a really strong desire for him and I really want you to let me sleep with him.”
 
   I was silent for a moment, not sure what to say, but my penis was rock hard. “Okay.”
 
   She slipped out of our bedroom, closed the door behind us, and went inside the spare room which was adjacent to ours. I heard the door to Kendric’s room slowly close behind her. At first I heard nothing and wasn’t sure what was going on, but then I began to hear their voices. The bed in the spare room is next to the wall of the master bedroom, and the wall is pretty thin, so I was able to hear a lot. Mackenzie was moaning and it was clear that she was getting it good.
 
   “Yes, baby,” she moaned. “Just like that.” She moaned louder, almost a cry, and I knew from experience that she was orgasming.
 
   I sneaked out of bed, walked down the hallway and opened the door just a crack. The room light was off but the little lamp on the far side of the room was on, giving just enough light. I saw my wife, her lingerie still on, thrusting her groin up and down as she rode her black lover’s body. I couldn’t see her face, just her hair, but I could tell that she was kissing Kendric passionately. His strong black hands caressed her white ass as she fucked him. I began stroking my penis as I watched.
 
   Soon they switched to doggy style, Mackenzie’s favorite position. As it happened, I got to see what he was packing. His cock was only about seven inches long but it was very thick, and it was clear from my wife’s moans that she was enjoying it immensely. “Your cock is so big,” she said, moaning as she turned back to face him. “It touches everything just right. It feels so good.” He managed to give her two more orgasms in the doggy position before he pushed in hard and came inside of her. The two of them collapsed down on the bed, giggling, and Kendric pulled the sheet up over them.
 
   I went back to the bedroom and finished masturbating, squirting my load into a tissue. I waited up for a while to see if Mackenzie would return to our bed but after a while I figured she was staying the night with her black lover and I fell asleep. The next morning, Mackenzie was happier than I’d seen her in ages. She could us all a great breakfast and we sat around the breakfast table talking about Kendric’s family reunion, as if nothing had happened the night before.
 
   When Kendric left an hour later for the reunion, I pulled Mackenzie aside and grabbed her ass. “Wow,” she said, “You’re penis is hard.” I told her that I’d witnessed her with Kendric and it really turned me on. We had a quick little roll in the hay while she told me how great Kendric’s cock felt and how hot it was making love to a different man, especially a black one. I only lasted five minutes before I came.
 
   Mackenzie and Kendric  had sex twice a day during his stay with us. After he left, we both agreed that renting out the room had been a great experience in every way. Mackenzie showed me that she’d just book the room for the next week and then the following weekend. I wasn’t surprised when I saw the pictures and realized both of our next two renters would be athletic, sexy and black.
 
   HER FRIEND WITH BENEFITS
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   * * *
 
   I’m Luke. I’m a twenty-two years old and I just started a job in database management. I have a woman in my life but I’m not sure if you’d really say that she’s my “girlfriend.” Her name is Victoria and she’s my friend. I’d guess you’d say that we are friends with benefits.
 
   Vicky and I have been friends all through college. She was always pretty popular, and hardly a weekend went by where she didn’t have a date. I tried going to parties and bars but I wasn’t able to get much female attention. Certainly none of the women that I’d be interested in were interested in me. I didn’t have any interest in dating women who were far below my league.
 
   Although Vicky was often mistreated by the guys she dated, she kept dating, trying to find someone who would treat her right. The whole time I was thinking, “that’s me!” But Vicky never seemed to look at me that way. But one time I finally got the courage to ask her out. I was afraid that I might be destroying our friendship but I had to ask. So one time, while I was buying her an ice cream cone at the Dairy Bar, I asked her if she’d ever thought about dating me.
 
   “I don’t know,” she said, her tongue licking the top of the soft serve. “I’m not really ready to be in a relationship. I feel that I should finish my college degree and get established in my career before doing that.”
 
   As we walked back to my car, I realized that she was right. But I told her that I was attracted to her and I wanted to be more than just friends. “It’s killing me to love you and share things with you, but not be able to do anything physically with you.” She agreed and said that we could be friends with benefits.
 
   That weekend, I took her out to the movies as I often did. But when we got back to her apartment, she kissed me and invited me inside. I wasn’t exactly a virgin, having once sorta had sex back in high school, but being with Vicky was amazing. She’s so beautiful and I was so excited that I only lasted a couple of minutes before filling the rubber.
 
   I was totally in love with her at that point, but she was still seeing other guys. The main guy she was dating was a black guy named Nigel. He was on the basketball team and was known as quite a player in more ways than one. Often times I’d seen her walking around school with him, beaming in adoration. I’d also heard a lot of people whispering and laughing that Vicky thought she was his girlfriend but she was nothing more than a fuck buddy to him. But I have to admit that Nigel was tall and handsome, a talented athlete with a likely career in the NBA. All of the girls at the college wanted him. I can’t deny that Nigel is the better man and I could totally understand why she’d do anything to try and make it work with him.
 
   As we dated, I kept trying to move our relationship forward. I got her to eventually agree that we are boyfriend and girlfriend, and I brought her home to meet my parents. Slowly she seemed to be warming to the idea of us being a couple, but she wasn’t ready yet to be exclusive. She was still seeing Nigel about three times a week. I really wasn’t concerned about that because I loved seeing how happy he made her, but I hated the fact that he wasn’t using protection.
 
   Vicky insisted that I use condoms every time even though she was on the pill, but she allowed Nigel to take her bare. I would make love with her about once a week, and sometimes she had just had sex with Nigel right before she did with me. I told her that I didn’t like that but she kept doing it.
 
   “I’m only horny sometimes,” she would explain, laying down on the bed and spreading her legs. “So you both have to share.” She would point towards her crotch, her inner thighs wet and sticky, her bush matted down with his semen, and beckoned me to eat her pussy. I swear that she was doing it intentionally. Frankly, though, she would come especially hard when I ate her after she’d just been with Nigel, and I really enjoyed seeing her orgasm like that. Then I’d slip on the condom and just enjoy the fuck, knowing that I’d already satisfied her and done it well.
 
   Four months ago, something happened that moved our relationship forward. Nigel was arrested for a armed robbery, pretty much ending his basketball career, and then there was a rumor that he’d knocked up another girl on campus. There was a huge fight between Vicky and Nigel, and the bottom fact is that she broke up with him. I acted like I felt sorry about it, but if I’m honest about it I was glad that he was out of the picture so that I could have her to myself. A couple weeks later, she found out that she was also pregnant. Vicky was crying uncontrollably, but I told her that she had nothing to worry about and that I would marry her and raise the baby as my own. I was so happy when she agreed and I put the engagement ring on her finger.
 
   Vicky and I are very excited about our new life together. She looks so adorable with that big, growing belly and she’s rubbing it all the time. We’re both hoping that the baby will be a boy and that he will have his father Nigel’s basketball skills. No matter what, though, we know that no matter the baby’s skin it will be my baby, and I can’t wait to be a daddy.
 
   So don’t listen to the skeptics. Sometimes dreams do come true and you can start out as friends with benefits and realize that you’re perfect for each other. Vicky tells me all the time that she can’t believe that she found somebody man enough to accept her sexuality and even raise her black baby. She says I’m the perfect guy for her. She’s certainly the right woman for me!
 
   THE HUSBAND’S DARTBOARD
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   * * *
 
   When my wife Paige first started dating other guys, we had a conversation about dating rules. For example, we agreed that she would allow me to see her text messages and posts on dating sites, and that she’d be honest with me about all of the details of her dates. Another thing we talked about was birth control.
 
    Paige and I closely follow her cycle to avoid pregnancy, only having sex when she’s not fertile. Paige said that she’s particularly interested in having sex with other guys during her fertile periods, and I suggested that she use condoms with her lovers.
 
   “I don’t know, Brayden. I don’t like the idea of having a rubber barrier separating me from my lover,” she said. But then she said one of the guys she was texting with had something sexy in mind where I could choose the condom called “the husband’s board,” and the details were a secret. We both agreed to it.
 
    That weekend, Paige’s first love came over to our house to take her out for a date. We have a finished basement with a bar, pool table, dartboard and a digital jukebox. I was downstairs when Paige and her black date Allonzo walked in. He came up to me and shook my hand. I’d seen his picture but he seemed even larger in person, towering over me at 6’3. Allonzo was a well-dressed, dark skinned black man, very confident, and Paige was all over him. Honestly, I felt a little intimidated by him. But he asked for a scotch on the rocks. I made him a drink, as well as a Malibu and diet for Paige, and I sipped on my diet coke as we made small talk. Soon they were ready to leave to hit the bars.
 
   “Before we go,” Paige said, smiling. “it’s time to play the game. The hubby board.”
 
   She pointed in the direction of the dart board and I turned around. On the board were a dozen black condom wrappers, held up with pins.
 
   “Here you go,” Paige said, handing me three darts. “I put up twelve condoms on the board. You stand behind the ten foot line and you throw. You’ve probably noticed that those are Magnum condoms – regular ones don’t fit on him. You get three darts – three chances to select a condom for us to use. I’d suggest that you hit on the four corners of the wrapper so you can pierce the wrapper without damaging the condom. Whatever unbroken condoms you select with the dart, Allonzo needs to use this weekend. And we promise we won’t do it more than three times. So if you select three condoms, we’ll be safe.”
 
   I swallowed hard. I wasn’t that good at darts and I was standing far away. “What if I don’t hit any?”
 
   “If you don’t select any condoms, then Allonzo gets to go bareback.” She shrugged. “That’s okay with him, right?”
 
   “Fine with me,” he said.
 
   “I am fertile right now, though,” she said, putting her hands around my waist from behind and whispering into my ear. “And I want to have sex with him so badly, I’m pretty sure it’ll be three times. So if you don’t want me to get pregnant, you should probably select three condoms.”
 
   I stood there aiming carefully, knowing that the stakes were high. I pictured the dart flying through the air and hitting the edge of the condom wrapper near the bulls eye. Staring intensely, my muscles tense, I held my breath and made the first throw.
 
   Bap! The dart completely missed the board, hitting the wall.
 
   “Aww, honey,” Paige said, hugging me from behind. “It was a good try.” I heard Allonzo snicker.
 
   Again I aimed. My last throw was low and to the right, so I aimed at a condom that was high and to the left. I took my time and then threw.
 
   Pop! The dart hit the board but just missed the condom I’d aimed at.
 
   “Damn,” Allonzo said. “You almost had it!”
 
   “It’s your final throw, honey,” Paige said, her arm now wrapped around Allonzo’s waist. “You’d better make this one count.” 
 
   With all I had, I aimed at condoms in the middle of the board. I felt a pit in my stomach just thinking of Allonzo pushing his black cock deep inside of my wife, his cock spurting a stream of white baby batter right into my wife’s womb. I leaned back and made the throw.
 
   It went right through the side of one of the condoms.
 
   “You did it!” Paige said excitedly, running over to the wall. “I guess we’re going to have to use--” She turned and looked back at me. “Uh oh, it went through the condom.” I walked up and felt the circle inside. The dart had hit at a slight angle and the tip went inside the ring, right through the rubber.
 
   “Are you sure it’s broken?” I asked.
 
   Paige ripped open the wrapper. Sure enough, it was completely ruined, just a ring of rubber.
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” Paige said. “You came really close!”
 
   “Maybe next time,” Allonzo said with a smirk.
 
   “Bye honey,” Paige said, waving as they left the house, Allonzo’s hand on her ass.
 
   Over the weekend, Paige and Allonzo had sex three times, all at his place. I asked her if she would allow me to watch but she said she didn’t feel comfortable doing that. But she allowed me to eat her pussy to orgasm in between her meetings with him. “You’d better suck it all out of me if you don’t want to have a black baby,” she said. Her pussy was slick with her lover’s white cream, and it tasted salty and spunky but not too bad.
 
   Of course, Paige didn’t allow me to have intercourse with her that weekend because she was fertile and we use timing for birth control, but she had me lay down and gave me a nice hand job after I ate her out. I was so turned on by knowing that she was filled with her black lover’s sperm that my cum fired nearly a foot in the air like a roman candle, with spunklet drops landing all over her hands.
 
   Next weekend she’s going to see Allonzo again. She says that he’s the best lover she’s ever had, with the largest cock so far. Although she loved letting him ride her bareback, she pointed out that I’ll get three more dart throws before their next date. Of course, she thinks I’ll miss again. But what she doesn’t know is that I’ve been practicing and I’ve gotten a whole lot better. I think Allonzo will be using at least one condom next weekend!
 
   THE REALITY SHOW
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   * * *
 
   “Hi Jordan!” my fiancée Abby exclaimed, running into my arms. “I missed you so much!”
 
   I’d missed her greatly over the last few months when she was filming a season of “Tropical Temptation,” where four attractive twenty-something women in committed relationships were put together with four handsome, sexy single guys at a vacation home in San Diego.
 
   Abby is a beautiful young brunette. She’s always getting hit on, so I wasn’t surprised that the producers were interested in her. But the competition was strong and the odds of any one person being selected weren’t great.
 
   When I found out that Abby had made the cut, I was happy for her but I did have mixed emotions. I knew it was a fantastic opportunity but at the same time, I didn’t want to go nearly three months without seeing her and have her getting drunk and partying with a bunch of horny, sexy womanizers. Especially since I know how wild and uninhibited Abby can get when she’s had some drinks.
 
   I knew I had to be supportive, though, so I told her that I trusted her. Abby assured me that she wouldn’t cheat. But as she was packing her things to leave, I noticed that she was taking her birth control pills with her. When I confronted her about it, she said, “I wasn’t even thinking. You’re right, honey, I won’t need them because I won’t be having sex,” and she handed them to me. As we finished packing her stuff into my SUV, I felt a lot better about things. If she wasn’t on birth control, I thought, surely she wouldn’t cheat.
 
   Over the eleven weeks of filming, I received a lot of phone calls from Abby. They forbid the roommates from using their cell phones, so Abby had to take turns using the house’s landline. She called me every day at first, telling me how much she loved and missed me. Then the calls became less frequent and she sounded less interested.
 
   “I miss you,” she said, “but I’m just thinking about how I haven’t dated many other people and how young we are. I just don’t want to make a mistake.”
 
   “Are you saying you think it would be a mistake to marry me?” I was getting pretty agitated.
 
   “I don’t want you pressuring me,” she said.
 
   “I’m not pressuring you.”
 
   The fighting went back and forth and things just escalated. Finally, at one point she was crying and said I didn’t know how hard it was to be on the show with all these attractive single guys. Especially this handsome black guy named R.J.
 
   “If you don’t want to be engaged to me, fine,” I said. “We’re through. The wedding is off.” All I heard was silence. “Abby?” More silence. Evidently she had hung up the phone.
 
   I didn’t hear from Abby again for a month. She called and told me that she missed me and she’s sorry that we fought. “I know you said that we’re through. Is that still how you feel?” We talked it over. Abby told me that she wanted to work things about and wanted us to be engaged again. She also said that she hadn’t cheated on me during the filming of the show.
 
   So when Abby came home, we were both happy to be back together. The makeup sex was great even though we had to use condoms because she was just starting back on the pill. Everything was great but then a month later the show started on television and I saw what had happened during her absence.
 
   When “Tropical Temptation” started, everything seemed fine in the first episode. Sure, the three guys were hitting on the girls and they all seemed very attracted to the guys, but nothing improper was happening. Jess, one of the blondes on the show, had a crush on a beach bum named Johnny but there wasn’t any kissing, just a walk on the beach. There was clear attraction between Abby and R.J. but it was just harmless flirting and she mentioned that she had a fiancé back home.
 
   But as the episodes aired, it soon became clear that Abby wanted to pursue a physical relationship with R.J. At one point, they went behind closed doors in the bathroom “to talk.” Although it was implied that nothing had happened, I wasn’t entirely sure. Abby swore that nothing had happened. Then, in a later episode, I saw her telephone conversation with me where we broke up.
 
   “I’m so glad that he did it,” Abby said, in the “Confession Room,” facing the camera. “I wanted to end things so that I could date R.J. but I didn’t have the courage to do it. Jordan is a sweet guy and I love him… but I really want to experience what a guy like R.J. can offer while I can. I’m not sure that he’s relationship material but I need to take that chance. And even if he’s not, I can always get back together with Jordan.”
 
   I was pretty upset when I heard that. Abby held me as we sat on the couch watching the show. She said that she didn’t really mean that – she was just venting.
 
   In the next scene, though, she was sitting on her roommate Jess’s bed talking about it. “I’m so glad that I’m single again,” she said. “I’ve felt like my sex drive was just gone. But I’ve realized that it’s not that I don’t want sex, I just don’t want it with Jordan. I need a guy who’s strong and masculine… powerful, you know? Somebody like R.J.”
 
   Abby tried to console me but as the episode ended, she was slipping in bed with R.J. Although the room was dark and they were under a sheet, I could make out the outline of what was happening. I saw her black lover’s muscular body on top of her, tossing her bra on the floor and fondling her breasts.
 
   Then the camera cut to the living room, where two of the girls and two of the guys were sitting on chairs, their faces in shock as they listened to my fiancée moaning loudly in pleasure.
 
   “Oh [bleep],” Jess said, her eyes wide. “She’s really getting it good!”
 
   “Day-um,” Johnny said with a huge grin, rocking back and forth on the bean bag chair. “I’ve never heard a girl moan like that. I mean, in real life and not in a porno.”
 
   The next scene was R.J. and Abby sitting next to each other on the bench in the Confession Room, arms around each other.
 
   “Oh my God,” she said, looking R.J. in the eye. “That was, like, a mind blowing experience. A life changing experience. It just had this epiphany that, oh God, this is how sex is supposed to be.”
 
   “Yeah, it was [bleep]ing hot,” R.J. said. The two of them kissed as I turned off the TV.
 
   I looked over at Abby, who was looking down at the floor. “You said you didn’t cheat on me.”
 
   She looked up at me. “I didn’t cheat on you. I was single. You broke off the engagement.”
 
   I was pissed but I knew she was right, and I didn’t know what to say. And for some reason that I can’t explain, my penis was rock hard from seeing her fucking her black lover.
 
   “It’s true.” Abby sat next to me. “The sex with R.J. was phenomenal. It’s nothing like what we have. But sex with him is a like a candy bar – delicious but empty. Making love with you is like a warm, nutritious bowl of oatmeal. And you can’t live on candy bars.” She took my hand. “I needed to know what it was like being with a man like that. And now I do. Now I can make an informed decision and be with you.”
 
   “Is there anything else I need to know about the season?”
 
   Abby shook her head. “R.J. and I had sex – hot, passionate, mind-blowing sex – for a few weeks. Then I found out that he was seeing somebody else on the side, a bartender he met at the club. So I broke up with him and I called you and we worked it out.” She gave me a puppy dog look. “I forgive you for calling off our engagement. Can you forgive me for dating a guy while I was single?”
 
   I nodded. We kissed, went to bed, and made love. I was happy to finally put that chapter of our lives to rest.
 
   Unfortunately, the next week, Abby had some news for me. “I took a pregnancy test. I’m pregnant.” She pointed out that I was the one who encouraged her to stop taking the pill while on the show. Since R.J. was the only person she’d had unprotected sex with during the last few months, she was certain that he was the father. Abby would never consider an abortion, so we’re moving up the wedding so that we’ll be married when our first child is born. I’m sure some people will be surprised when the baby is black. But Abby will be back for the next season of Tropical Temptation and it should make for great television!
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   * * *
 
   “I can’t make it, Jasmine,” my fiancé Kyle said. “The car broke down just outside of town. We’re walking and we should be at Homer’s Garage in about ten minutes.”
 
   I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was sitting in front of the mirror in my gorgeous white wedding dress as my maid-of-honor applied my makeup. We were just about to start the wedding. All of our families were at the church. This was simply crazy!
 
   “The wedding starts in half an hour!” I said. “You need to be here!”
 
   “I know, I know, honey. But there’s nothing I can do to get there in time. Can they delay it?”
 
   “There’s another wedding right after ours,” I said frantically. “They can’t delay it! What are we going to do?”
 
   Kyle’s mother Ginnie, who was also in the room with us, said, “When the best man can’t make it to the wedding, the best man stands in for the groom and handles all of his responsibilities.”
 
   “Really?” I asked.
 
   Ginnie nodded. “That’s the rule. It’s the tradition.”
 
   “Well, somebody needs to tell Rasheed.” Kyle’s best man was Rasheed, a handsome black playboy. Kyle and I were both twenty-one and we’d dated since we met as freshman in college, while Rasheed was in his mid-thirties and never married. He was incredibly charismatic and owned a highly successful marketing business.
 
   Kyle really admired Rasheed not only for his business success but also for his romantic conquests. There was always a different beautiful white girl on his arm whenever he saw him. Frankly, I’d always been very attracted to Rasheed but I always acted ladylike around him, even though Rasheed would flirt with me like crazy. He was so handsome and sexy, I would always feel my panties getting wet when I’d speak with him and then I’d make love with Kyle that night. He’d always remark how wet I was and I’d tell him that I was just thinking about him.
 
   “I’ll tell him,” Kyle said.
 
   A half hour later, Rasheed was standing at the altar as I walked down the aisle. I felt so beautiful as I approached him and saw his sexual attraction and devilish grin. After the vows, taken on behalf of Kyle, the minister told him that he could kiss the bride. I wasn’t sure what would happen but his black hands lifted my white veil over my head. Then he leaned in, put his hands around my waist and French kissed me. I felt electricity shooting through my body, my pussy soaking, as I kissed him back in front of our families.
 
   There were some gasps and some giggles, but then we walked out of the church holding hands. 
 
   “I can’t believe you did that,” I said. “You’re a naughty boy.” As we were speaking, there were people all around us throwing rice in the air, the ancient symbol of fertility.
 
   “It’s tradition,” he said with his black accent, squinting from the flying rice. “You heard the minister. I couldn’t let everybody down. Besides, I know you liked it. Every woman wants me. That’s not being conceited, just being a hundred.”
 
   We jumped together in the limousine and headed toward the reception hall. I tried to reach Kyle on the phone but he didn’t respond. When we reached the reception, Rasheed and I sat together at the head table. Rasheed gave his best man’s speech in honor of Kyle, even though he wasn’t there to hear it. He talked about what a wonderful guy and great friend Kyle is, and how lucky he was to marry such a beautiful woman. It was just perfect and everybody loved it.
 
   While the food was served, Rasheed and I walked around and spoke with everybody. I explained that Kyle’s car had broken down and that he would get there as soon as he could. Then we sat back down at the head table. People started clinking their glasses and I didn’t know what to do. Rasheed leaned in, held my face and kissed me. It seemed so weird but he was filling in for Kyle so I guess it was okay. About five minutes later they were clinking the glasses again. It seemed so wrong but I was so turned on, and we must have kissed at least a dozen times before the meal was over.
 
   I was incredibly horny. I hadn’t had sex with Kyle in nearly two months. I told him that it was to prepare for our wedding and I wanted our wedding night to be memorable. That was true, but I also had a little surprise for him – I went off the pill so that we could start trying for a baby on our honeymoon. As luck would have it, according to my chart, I would be fertile for about five days starting about two days before the wedding so it was a good week to try to conceive. We were staying in the honeymoon suite at the Purity Bed and Breakfast, an adorable little place on Purity Lake about ten minutes away, so we’d have lots of time to try.  
 
   When we left the reception, the limo was there to take us on our honeymoon. I checked my cell phone and was a missed call from Kyle. I called him back and he said that they were still fixing the car but the repairman’s brother was going to drive me to the bed and breakfast and he should be there in a couple of hours.
 
   “Get there as fast as you can!” I said, hopping into the white limo. “I’ll be waiting for you, honey. I love you!”
 
   “I love you, too,” Kyle said.  
 
   Rasheed sat down next to me in the limo. “Let’s go,” he said to the driver. “Get us there as fast as you can.”
 
   “You got it,” the driver said, tipping his cap. Rasheed pressed a button and a white partition rose, blocking us from seeing the driver. 
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked.
 
   “I’m going to our honeymoon,” he said, a twinkle in his eye. “Kyle asked me to fill in as the groom while he’s gone. That’s what I’m doing.” He put his hands around my waist and began kissing me.
 
   I was so horny for Rasheed, hornier than I’d ever been for Kyle. As he kissed my neck, my breathing quickened as I moaned in delight. He was everything that I wanted in a man, putting Kyle to shame by comparison. But he wasn’t my real husband. I gently resisted.
 
   “It’s okay, Jazz,” he said. “You’re not doing anything wrong. Listen to your body. You know it’s right.”
 
   I was squirming as he ran a hand up my leg. I reached over and began unzipping his black pants. I reached inside and when I felt him, I was shocked. I was expecting a penis like Kyle’s but it was so much more than that. It was a hard, thick, dark chocolate javelin. I stroked him with my hand and loved the contrast of his velvety smooth skin over the powerful hardness.
 
   When the limo pulled up at the bed and breakfast, the partition slid down. “We’re here,” the driver said.
 
   Rasheed zipped his pants back up. He stepped out of the car, pulled some cash out of his wallet and handed the wad to the driver. “Don’t go anywhere. You stay right here, got it?” His eyes glanced in my direction. “I’ll be back in less than an hour.”
 
   Rasheed reached his hand into the car for me. I slide out of the limo. Then he got our luggage from the back and pulled them behind him inside the place. Sally, the frumpy middle-aged owner, smiled broadly as she handed me the room key. “Have fun, you two,” she said with a wink.
 
   When I opened the door, Rasheed said, “Don’t move.” He brought the luggage inside, then came back out and picked me up, carrying me across the threshold and laying me down on the bed. He locked the door then slowly took off his tie and shirt. In a moment, he was down to nothing but a pair of silk black boxers.
 
   “Now to take my prize,” he said, walking up to the bed. He got behind me and kissed the back of my neck, then unzipped the dress. He had me stand up and he removed it, revealing my lingerie: a white bra and panties, and white stockings with a garter belt.
 
   He looked me up and down lustily, whistled, and then began to fondle my breasts through the bra while kissing me. I felt weak in the knees, my pussy sopping wet and swollen, my clit tingling with excitement. He unhooked my bra and it dropped to the floor.
 
   I caressed his amazing, muscular body. He clearly spent a lot of time in the gym.  Why couldn’t Kyle look like that? He was so much taller than Kyle, though, and his cock… I rubbed his cock and balls with my hand as I leaned up, kissing Rasheed. He made me feel like a woman and I desperately needed to feel that big black beast inside of me.
 
   He guided me to lay down on the red sheets that covered the heart-shaped bed. I put my feet down and lifted my hips, helping him to pull off my white panties. He moved up on top of me. I felt his thick cock pressing against my leg. “Fuck me,” I begged him. He kissed my face and my neck as he humped his groin against my inner thighs, then he moved down and suckled my nipples. I felt anxious and excited, every inch of my skin desperate for him, as my nipples hardened.
 
   Rasheed kissed his way down my stomach and then reached the pleasure pit between my legs. He licked my inner thighs and lips, everything but my clit, and I squirmed in agonized pleasure, my hands gripping the sheets to either side of me. At long last, his tongue reached my clit and began flicking over it.
 
   “Oh God,” I called out, my stomach contracting, my hips heaving as waves of pleasurable release overwhelmed my groin and shot through my body.
 
   My black lover then stood up, his thick, black weapon standing firm and proud, ten thick inches in his right hand. Rasheed smirked as he kneeled onto the bed, lined up his cock at my slippery, soaked womanhood, and pushed the head inside of me.
 
   “Oh my!” I felt my eyes pop open wide at the sensation, staring at the ceiling. With my peripheral vision I saw him move on top of me, his head to my side. He kissed me neck as he thrusted in a little more, then more still. My vagina was tight, fully filled, and my entrance tight as a drum around his cock, pulling my clit against him. With each thrust, my clit was moving, sending pleasure up and down my legs. It only took a few minutes before I was again coming. I realized that I’d never come more than once with Kyle, and here I’d already had the two strongest orgasms of my life.
 
   Kyle would only have sex in the missionary and woman-on-top positions. He said he liked to look at me as we made love. But Rasheed showed his experience by moving me into position after position. I loved when he fucked me on my side, lying behind me and spooning me, one hand holding mine and his other hand reaching around and rubbing my clit. I was groaning, grunting like a whore as he put me through orgasm after orgasm.
 
   “Yeah, baby,” he said. “I’m coming!” I felt his cock push balls deep inside of me, and inside I could feel his cockhead pressing against my cervix. I moaned as I felt his cock pulsing, and I could even feel the wetness as he filled me womb with his seed. I turned my head toward him and we kissed wildly as we rode out our mutual orgasm. His chest was sweaty, heaving, as his testicles emptied themselves, sending hundreds of millions of his sperm to find my waiting egg.
 
   Just then my cell phone buzzed. “Just a second,” I said. I rolled over and pulled my phone from the nightstand. It was a text from Kyle: “I’m almost there,” I said, reading it aloud. “I’m at the intersection near the tavern. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”
 
   “Shit!” Rasheed said. He jumped out of the bed, threw on his shorts and pulled up his pants. “I gotta get out of here.”
 
   I ran to the bathroom, panicking. I looked into the full-length mirror. My pussy hair was matted down with sperm. Pearl-colored semen filled my slit completely and was dripping down my inner thigh. “Fuck!” I grabbed a bar of soap from the sink, jumped inside the shower, turned it on and quickly washed myself.
 
   When I got out, Rasheed was long gone. I dried myself off and put back on my bra and panties. I pulled my makeup bag out of the luggage, brushed my hair and fixed my makeup as best as I could. Then I put my dress back on. I realized then that I needed another person to zip it up in back, but that’s all I could do. So I sat down on the edge of the bed, my virgin white dress opened up in back, my bra exposed.
 
   Kyle burst through the door. “Jazz, I’m so sorry,” he said, out of breath. He was wearing his all-white groom’s tuxedo with tails, sweating like crazy.
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” I said, holding my arms out to him. “It’s time to come to bed.”
 
   He started to take off his tux. I stood up and helped him undress, kissing him as I did. Finally, he helped me remove my dress. He didn’t seem to notice that it was unzipped, and when it was off I lay down on the bed, one knee bent, and he looked at me.
 
   “My goodness, Jazz, you are stunning.”
 
   His penis was erect, making a little tent in his white briefs. He climbed up on top of me and we made out for a while as I played with his cock and balls through his cotton underwear. Then, for the second time that night, I removed my white bra and panties. Kyle removed his undies. With his thin four-and-a-half inch penis standing proudly, he lined himself up at my entrance. I wrapped my white stocking-clad legs around him as he pushed forward.
 
   I couldn’t really feel much. I wanted to ask him if he was inside but I just held him close to me and breathed heavily. “Yes, Kyle. I want you so badly.” As he began thrusting his hips, I knew he was inside of me.
 
   “God, baby, you feel so wet.” As he kissed me, his tongue swirling around mine, I moaned. He had no idea that his little weiner was lubricated by Rasheed’s semen.
 
   He fucked me for a good ten minutes in the missionary position then he pulled out. I knew the routine. He wanted a little oral before I rode him cowgirl. He lay down on the bed and I lay down beside him, my mouth at his crotch. I couldn’t help but notice how tiny he was compared to Rasheed. It was so easy to take Kyle’s little tool in my mouth and pleasure him with my tongue. It was cute little Vienna sausage, nothing like Rasheed’s kielbasa.
 
   Kyle was moaning as I sucked his penis, his hands running through my hair, and I did my best to lick and play with his balls. He was fully erect again and ready for more intercourse, but for some reason I decided that tonight I would get him off with my mouth. I went at it with determination.
 
   “Oh baby, no, not--” He moved his body a bit, as if trying to take that penis from me, but I would have nothing of it. My tongue licked and lashed his penis head, going at it with full intensity. I felt his legs and body tense, and he started humping a bit at my mouth. I knew he was close. Instantly, I removed my mouth and jerked him quickly up and down with my hand and smiled at him. His face was in ecstasy as I finished him off. His weiner managed to spurt a little squirt of his juice into the air before it drooled all over my fingers. 
 
   “I’ll get a tissue,” I said. I washed my hands with soap in the bathroom and then brought in some tissues to clean him up. Kyle said he was tired and I said we should just go to sleep after a long day. When we got in bed, he soon fell asleep. While I was laying there, I felt a little pulling sensation in my uterus and I knew that my egg had dropped. The next thing I remember, it was morning.
 
   We had a wonderful breakfast that morning and were looking forward to a day of fun. Unfortunately, we both were laying out in the sun and Kyle’s alarm on his phone didn’t go off. We both got terrible sunburns and that pretty much ruined the first few days. We were so burned that we didn’t want to do much of anything, least of all have somebody touching your body having sex. But we were in better shape near the end of the week and we made up for lost time, having sex two or three times a day. Kyle did a fine job and gave me an orgasm each time. It was a great time.
 
   A few weeks after we returned from the honeymoon, I started to feel sick. The pregnancy test just confirmed what I already knew. I’m now seven months pregnant. Kyle is all excited about the baby. He already knew that Rasheed had fulfilled his responsibilities for him at the wedding and reception, but he didn’t know about the wedding night. I sat him down and told him what happened. Although he was upset at first, he understood that Rasheed was doing what he’d asked him to do.
 
   Although Kyle didn’t ejaculate inside of me on our wedding night, we did have sex and he’s still holding out a small sliver of hope that he’s the biological father. But he’s being mature about it and understands that the baby is our baby no matter the skin color. We both agreed that Rasheed should have no rights or responsibilities for the child, and that Kyle’s name will go on the birth certificate. As Kyle put it, “I’m the real husband not Rasheed, and I’m going to be the real father.” He’s such a great guy!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Elijah. My wife Savannah and I are both forty-one years old. We’ve been married for sixteen years and we have four beautiful children.
 
   Although we’ve known each other since grade school and planned on marrying right after college, our marriage wasn’t Savannah’s first marriage. Her father is Syrian and he decided that she should get married to a man from the old country, someone who shared their language and Orthodox faith. After searching, they found a family who had a son named Kostas that they wished to marry. They sent him to the United States to meet Savannah. 
 
   Although Savannah and I were a loving and happy couple, she had often told me that she wished she’d had the chance to spend a number of years single before meeting me so that she could experiment sexually. When Kostas arrived and he was a tall, muscular man of African descent, she was instantly attracted to him.
 
   She told me that she was going to spend some time getting to know him just to please her father but she wasn’t going to marry him. But I heard from her younger sister Sarah that Savannah had started sleeping with him. “She says he’s incredible in bed. He has a big African penis and it makes her come like crazy! She cried out in pleasure so loud!” I was shocked when I heard it, but worse was what she said next. “I hope I don’t hurt your ego or anything, but she said that you’re no good in bed and after having him she could never go back to you. You’re going to learn soon anyway.”
 
   I didn’t really believe her but a week later, when Kostas was about to return to Syria, she told me that she was going with him. “I’m sorry honey, but after getting to know him I’ve realized that he’s the right man for me. I hope you’ll forgive me?” I told her that I wished her the best and I gave her my blessing.
 
   Over the next couple of years, I didn’t have much luck in the dating world. Frankly, I wasn’t trying very hard because I was still in love with Savannah. She would call me every week and tell me how things were going with Kostos. Apparently he was a violent and abusive man and although the sex was great, he would force her to have sex all the time. He also wanted to keep her barefoot and pregnant, refusing birth control. They had two babies the first two years of their marriage. 
 
   Her parents were encouraging her to leave him. I told Savannah that she should leave him and come back to the United States, divorce him and marry me. She pointed out that she had two young children and she didn’t want to leave them without a father. I assured her that I would happily raise the children as my own if she would come back home. Crying, she admitted that she really had no choice. 
 
   I was at the airport when Savannah arrived home. She was there with her two babies. We had a tearful reunion and I held her in my arms, then I helped her carry them out of the airport and back to her parents’ house. I bought a beautiful engagement ring and proposed to her, and even though she was still technically married and it took a year to get the divorce, everybody knew that we were a couple.
 
   Both of our families were happy and supportive of us. My parents weren’t too thrilled that she had two black babies. And when we found out a month later that she three months pregnant with twins, they were even less happy. But I can tell you that those four kids only know me as their father, and I love those little tykes dearly. Any man can be a sperm donor but it takes a real man to raise a child. Since Kostos doesn’t pay his child support, I’ve taken on all of his parenting duties.
 
   Savannah has been on the birth control pill since she returned to the United States. Although we’ve talked about possibly having a child of our own, she feels that our four children is really enough. She’s also expressed concern that I might favor my biological child over my other children, and that wouldn’t be fair to them.
 
   For my part, I love it in bed when Savannah tells me about having sex with Kostos. She tells me about his big cock pounding her and how great it felt inside, stretching and filling her completely, and how it made her really feel like a woman. While I’m rubbing my little penis inside of her, she tells me intense her orgasms were and how she’d pray that she was being impregnated by that strong, sexy man. Just thinking of that virile black stud breeding gets her hot and helps bring her to orgasm. It’s a huge turn on for me, too.
 
   Although her black lover is on the other side of the world, he’s never far away from our bedroom. He’s still bringing immense pleasure to Savannah, but now he’s doing the same for me! 
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   * * *
 
   Over the years, I’d never been very popular with the women. I was always the boring guy who studied hard at school and got good grades, the one who thought ahead and did what was prudent. The women, though, were interested in other guys. People always told me that women are attracted to nice guys but everywhere I would look, they were dating loser assholes.
 
   But then I met Maya. A beautiful buxom blonde, I figured she could have any guy that she wanted. Although I was twenty-three and getting established in my career in technology, women wouldn’t even allow me to say a word about myself before rejecting me. But Maya was different.
 
   We met at a Starbucks. I was sitting on my laptop using their wifi, working on a project. She was sitting their crying. I learned that her last boyfriend was abusive and cheated on her, and she just broke up with him. I comforted her and then left, not expecting anything more. A couple weeks later, though, I saw her again at the coffee shop. She initiated the conversation and I was shocked that she seemed interested in me. I asked her out on a date and she agreed.
 
   I wasn’t very experienced at first, but Maya didn’t seem to care. I was so excited the first time I didn’t last long in bed before filling the condom, but she just laughed and made a joke out of it. I was an eager student at eating pussy and I soon learned how to get her off well with my tongue. We’d dated for three months and things were going great between us, I thought. I thought that she was the one.
 
   “I just want to make it clear that we’re dating,” she said, while pouring herself a bowl of Cheerios. “We’re not boyfriend and girlfriend.”
 
   “What’s the difference?” I asked.
 
   “We’re not in an exclusive relationship. You’re dating me but you could be dating other people, too. The same goes for me. There aren’t any rules.”
 
   “I’m not dating anybody else,” I said. “Are you dating others?”
 
   She shrugged, facing away from me as she put the milk back in the fridge. “There’s a guy I met at the gym and he took me out for drinks. It was only one date, so I’m not sure you’d say that we’re dating.”
 
   I learned that his name was Tyus. The way she described him, Ty was a tall, heavily-muscled black man who worked out at the gym for hours a day. He lived at home with his mother and worked as a manager at a fast food restaurant. I didn’t want to appear jealous so I didn’t ask too many questions, but the way she talked about him suggested that she was totally into him.
 
   Over the next few months, Maya started seeing Ty at her apartment a lot of the time. Not only did he have toiletries in her bathroom, but I saw his shirts in her bedroom closet. She said that he wasn’t living with her but that he stayed overnight frequently. Maya said that when they’d have sex at his place, she would moan so loudly that his mother could hear it, so they had to do it at her place. I didn’t say anything to her about it, but I’d never heard her make much noise at all in bed with me.
 
   One night Maya confessed to me that although she loves me, she’s in love with Tyus. “He’s so exciting and interesting,” she said. I thought that was a little strange because I have all sorts of interesting hobbies and opinions. My anime movies and my collection of matchbooks from closed restaurants around the country are pretty darn fascinating, if I do say so myself. And from what I’ve seen, Tyus has never said anything profound or done much of anything except work out in the gym, drink beer and have sex.
 
   Still, I admired Tyus. One time I had just shared an expensive meal with Maya at a great new restaurant. I was hoping to make love to her that night but as I was paying the bill, she told me that she already had other plans. Tyus arrived on his motorcycle to pick her up. He was well-dressed and attractive, and I could see the way that all the women at the restaurant looked at him longingly as she sat down behind him, her body pressed against his, as they rode away to her apartment. I’m too risk-averse to drive a motorcycle (and I can afford a car, unlike Tyus), so I can understand why should find that sexy.
 
   Sometimes I get angry at the way Tyus treats her, though. One day in April she came to me with bruises on her body. When I asked, she said that Tyus had gotten upset when another guy was looking at her. He hit her and left some marks, but nothing was broken. I was upset about it but she told me that she’d realized that it just showed how deeply Tyus cared for her. I just sat there steaming, knowing that I’d seen him a couple times downtown, each time with a different blonde woman on his arm. But Maya was totally into him.
 
   One time I’d left my wireless mouse at Maya’s place and I went over to get it. The door was wide open so I just walked inside. I could hear what sounded like Maya moaning in pain from the living room, though. I saw my mouse on the kitchen counter. When I stepped into the kitchen and peeked around the corner, I was shocked at what I saw. Maya was bent over the couch and Tyus was fucking her from behind.
 
   “Oh God, it’s so good,” she moaned loudly, breathing heavily. “Fuck me, baby.”
 
   He slapped her ass and kept pounding her at a fast pace. “I’m fucking you, bitch. I’m fucking you with my big black cock. You like that?”
 
   I looked at their groins. He was pulling out a long way before pushing back inside. I couldn’t tell his length for certain but his cock was far thicker than mine, and I saw a good seven inches of cock with each thrust and part of his cock was still inside of her. I wondered just how big he was. Then I realized that he wasn’t using a condom. Not only was she having sex with him far more frequently, but she was letting him take her bare.
 
   “You like it, don’t you, bitch?” He slapped her red-welted ass cheek again. “Much better than than your little geek boy?”
 
   “You’re so much bigger,” she groaned. “So much better, baby. You’re a real man. I need you, baby!”
 
   I sneaked back out of the house and left. A few weeks later, Maya told me that she’s not going to date me any longer.
 
   “Tyus isn’t happy that I’ve been dating you while still dating him. He wants to be my boyfriend so I’m going to give him a chance.” She explained that she’d always dated assholes who abused her and cheated on her, but Tyus is different. “The sex is amazing, but it’s so much more than that. He’s such a caring man. He has a heart of gold.”
 
   Although I knew better, I wasn’t going to fight over it. I wished her the best and told her that if she changed her mind, I’d be there to take her back. I knew that she’d eventually see what I saw – that Tyus was nothing but a selfish loser who can’t get a real job because of his felony convictions. Sure enough, a few months later she called me crying about how he was ignoring her and he’s “staying late at work,” even though she knew his schedule and he wasn’t really working. He was also physically abusive and he’d given her a black eye. I consoled her and comforted her over the phone.
 
   About a month after that, I got another sobbing call from Maya. She’d just informed Tyus that she was pregnant. He became irate and denied that he was the father, saying he’d never pay a cent for her baby. He called her a cheating whore, said that I’m the father and told her to go back to me. I assured her that if she wanted to come back to me, I’d take her back with open arms, and I’d be happy to say that I’m the father and I’d love the baby as if it were my own.
 
   Maya and I are now officially boyfriend and girlfriend. I’m now the doting father of a five month old black baby girl. My name is on the birth certificate, and I couldn’t love that baby any more even if I were the biological father. Tyus called Maya last week, saying that he’s not the father but he wants to date her again. She asked if I’d consider allowing her to date Tyus on the side, even though we are boyfriend and girlfriend. I don’t think it’s a good idea for Maya’s sake but I know how much she loves him. I’m sure it won’t be long before I agree to let her date him again. 
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   * * *
 
   “Ian, is there any way I can help?” my wife Brooke asked.
 
   “I’m not sure how,” I replied sadly.
 
   I was sitting at the kitchen table, my hands on my head, wondering how we were going to pull it off. Tomorrow evening we were going to an exclusive downtown hotel and presenting our technology solution to the executive team at BNET Education, a rapidly growing company providing educational software to colleges and high schools. The problem is that, no matter how we would spin it, it would be easy for BNET to see that our solution was no better than the competitions and cost a little more.
 
   And my team really needed to get this deal. We’d recently lost our second biggest account and layoffs were looming. If we could secure this deal, it would replaced all the lost income and get us bonuses.
 
   “Who is that?” she asked, looking at one of the photos in my folder.
 
   “Tremain Darvis,” I said. “He’s one of the owners of BNET. He’s a good guy but a real horn dog. He’s the reason no significant others are allowed. We’re trying to do business with him and his primary focus is on skirt chasing.”
 
   “I think he’s cute,” she said. “But I’ve always had a thing for black guys. Does he like blondes?”
 
   “He loves blondes.” I felt my penis stir in my pants. “What are you suggesting?”
 
   “I’m suggesting that you tell him that if he selects your company’s package, you’ll send over a woman to keep him company.”
 
   “My wife?”
 
   “Don’t tell him who I am,” she said. “Just tell him that your company will send over a pretty blonde named ‘Sunshine’ who will show him a good time.” My Brooke was still a head-turner at twenty-eight, with a thin, toned body and a perfect ass. “You’ve said you’d like to see me with another guy, especially a black guy. This could be the perfect opportunity.”
 
   I had my doubts about the idea, but we couldn’t afford to lose out on the BNET deal. We discussed the idea in bed and I realized that we were both very turned on by the idea. After making love, we agreed that we would do it.
 
   The next morning, we went to the mall and purchased a number of sets of lingerie. I picked out a sexy pinstriped lace bra and panties and a lace-and-mesh black teddy. She picked a number of pieces, my favorite being a white lacy camisole and matching panties and a white silk charmeuse cover-up. We then had her model the lingerie in our spare room against the wall. I took pictures with my cell phone and then photoshopped them to blur out her face.
 
   I called Tremain and let him know that on behalf of my team, I had secured the services of a blonde woman to escort him to the party. As I anticipated, he asked for pictures. I emailed him some of the photos.
 
   “You have some nice taste in pussy,” he said. “She’s got a great little body. I just hope the face is nice.”
 
   I caught myself before I said that I’d seen her. “I’m sure she’s pretty. It’s a high-end service. The faces are blurred for the girls’ privacy.”
 
   At the hotel, my team gave our presentation. I think things went pretty well, but then two of our competitors presented. We weren’t there to see it but I knew that we were likely to come in second. But what they didn’t know is that I had something special planned for Tremain.
 
   When I went back to my room on the fifth floor, Brooke was dressed up in the white lingerie she’d picked out at the mall and checking herself out in the mirror. I whistled and told her she looked great.
 
   “Here it goes,” she said, tying the belt to her black silk robe. “Your fantasy is about to come true.”
 
   We got into the elevator, rode to the ninth floor and knocked on Tremain’s door. He opened the door wide. Standing behind him was another black guy, probably about twenty-one, who was sipping on a cocktail.
 
   “Come on it,” he said to me. Then he looked at my wife. “You must be Sunshine. You’ve definitely brightened my night.”
 
   “Who is he?” Brooke asked.
 
   “Oh, this is Michael. He’s a friend of mine.”
 
   I hadn’t expected there to be another person in the room. “Is he here for the party?”
 
   “Yes, indeed,” Tremain said, taking my wife’s hand. “You’re okay with a group party, aren’t you?”
 
   Brooke looked at me. “I don’t believe I’m being paid to escort two people.” I couldn’t tell if she was trying to back out or not.
 
   I shrugged. “I don’t know how the rules are, but if you’re willing I can take care of the finances.”
 
   She smiled. “That’s fine with me.” She undid the belt to her robe, then removed it and laid it on the desk near the door. “The three of us can party.”
 
   “Damn!” Michael said, putting his drink down. He walked up to my wife and started kissing her. Michael walked around behind her, put his arms around her waist, and kissed her neck. Then Michael stopped and began undressing while Tremain unhooked her bra from behind. I saw Brooke’s hand running all over Tremain’s crotch, and there was a sizeable bulge. Michael, for his part, had a cock that was only partially erect but was hanging halfway down his leg. Soon Tremain had removed all her lingerie and his clothes as well.
 
   “Lay down,” my wife instructed the young guy. He lay down on the bed and she began to suck his cock. As she sucked on it, her cheeks pulled in by the vacuum, Tremain stepped up behind her. That’s when I saw his cock. My penis is pretty average at five inches, but Tremain’s whopper had to be twice as long and four times at thick. He walked up behind my wife’s ass, put the head at her entrance, grabbed her ass cheeks and pushed himself inside.
 
   “Mmmm,” my wife moaned, her eyes rolling back as she continued performing fellatio. She kept moaning but soon abandoned Michael’s cock, focusing solely on the pleasure she was receiving. “God that feels good. I love your cock. Give me that big black fucking cock!”
 
   Tremain looked over at me and smiled, nodding as his hips bounced against her ass. “Yeah, that pussy is tight. You picked a good one here, Ian.”
 
   Michael was moving moving his cock, making it move right near my wife’s face. She seemed to get the idea. She moved up on top of him and began riding him cowgirl. Tremain got up, knees on the bed, and pressed his cock inside of my wife’s asshole.
 
   Brooke put a hand behind her, holding his legs back, grimacing. “Go slow, baby. My ass isn’t used to something that big.” But soon the three of them were moving in unison on the hotel bed, slowly thrusting inside of her. “Oh, God, it’s amazing. I can feel both your cocks moving inside of me.”
 
   “You like that, huh?” Tremain said. He looked at me. “You want to jump in here? Put your dick in her mouth?”
 
   I could see that Brooke was totally out of it, as if in a trance, concentrating on the new and intense pleasures she was receiving.
 
   “That’s okay,” I said. “I’m going to head back to my room. I told my wife I’d call her. Have fun, guys.” I carefully opened the door just enough to get out, made sure that nobody was walking down the hallway saw anything, and went back to my room.
 
   I waited up a couple of hours but Brooke never showed. Eventually I just fell asleep. Finally I heard the room door open. I saw the sun slanting through the blinds. The clock said it was 5:52. She slipped in bed beside me.
 
   “Were you up all night?” I asked.
 
   She nodded. “You saw what happened the first time. Double penetration. The guys came inside of me at the same time. Then Michael left while Tremain and I took a shower. He got hard again and he fucked me hard in the shower. After we got out, we lay down and talked for a while. He got hard again and we fucked a third time. That one lasted forever. I thought his cock would never come.”
 
   “It wasn’t good?”
 
   “Oh, it was good,” she said, snuggling into the sheets. “His cock is fucking amazing. I mean, just the size and the way it’s angled, it’s just the best. The best part was feeling two cocks in me at the same time, feeling them sliding in and out. It was intense. Even after Michael left, I was so wet just thinking about it. Tremain gave me five orgasms and Michael gave me one.
 
   “Wow.”
 
   She nodded. “Yeah. He asked if I could party again tomorrow, meaning today. He said he’d pay for the second day. I told him that I had another client but maybe the next time he’s in town.”
 
   We dozed for a couple of hours, then Brooke got dressed and sneaked out of my room. We were pretty sure that she’d made it out of the hotel without being seen. I left a half hour later and made it back to our house. When I got there, I wasn’t surprised that my wife was in bed sleeping.
 
   That Wednesday we got the call from BNET that we were selected to provide their solution. My team was jubilant, knowing that it meant our jobs were safe again and we’d hit our quarterly bonuses to boot.
 
   Yesterday, about three months after we won the bid, Tremain mentioned that he would be in town for a convention and wondered if I could give him Sunshine’s number. Unfortunately, I told him that I’d learned that Sunshine had retired from the escort business. In reality, my wife had just finished the first trimester of a pregnancy and we aren’t sure if I’m the father or if it’s Tremain or Michael. In any case, Brooke has lost her libido and it’ll be a while before she’ll be ready to have sex again. When she is, I know we’ll both have lots of hot memories from Tremain’s hotel room to get us excited!
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   * * *
 
   The last two years, I’ve been keeping a terrible secret from my husband. Usually two or three days a week, I have sex with my black lover. It’s true – I have a black fuck buddy.
 
   I don’t mean to cheat on Mason. He’s really a great guy, sweet and caring, just a wonderful life partner. But after years of having plain vanilla sex, I just felt a void. Something was missing.
 
   It was around that time I was doing the laundry in our apartment complex’s washing room and this handsome black guy walked in wearing blue jeans and a wife beater.
 
   “Damn,” he said, putting down his laundry basket. “There some fine ass women in this place.”
 
   “Thanks,” I said. “I’m Rebecca.”
 
   He introduced himself as Ravonte. He said he was living with a girl on the third floor but she was just a friend. I told him that I was married but he wouldn’t stop hitting on me. I admit it, I was flattered at the attention. Although I appreciate my husband’s compliments, it was nice to hear it from another man. I thought it was just idle chit-chat when I told him that I work Wednesday through Sunday, but I soon realized that he was listening carefully.
 
   On Monday around ten in the morning, I heard a knock at the door. It was Ravonte standing there in a nice t-shirt and jeans, holding a bottle of Mad Dog 20/20. I could smell cologne on him and I suspected that he had something in mind, but I let him in anyway, then locked the door behind him.
 
   “You said Mason would be at work so we should have some time to talk,” he said, uncorking the wine and pouring us each a glass. “Get to know each other.”
 
   As we talked, I found myself very attracted to him. At thirty-two, he was eight years older than me and he just seemed so much more worldly than my bookkeeper husband. Ravonte lived such an exciting life working as a tow truck driver, and I was laughing at the crazy stories he told me. Soon I was feeling more than a little tipsy and I was having trouble resisting this sexy black man.
 
   When he leaned in to kiss me, I eagerly kissed him back. I’d never kissed a black man before and I loved the excitement of kissing this new guy. I reached down and unzipped his jeans, then put a hand into his crotch. When I felt how large he was I stopped kissing him and looked down, just shocked at what I felt. I’d always known that my husband was a little on the small side but this was incredible. I’d really only planned on kissing Ravonte before kicking him out, but now I knew that I needed to feel this amazing cock inside of me.
 
   I secured the deadbolt on the front door, then led my black stud to my bedroom. As we kissed, sitting on the bed, I felt myself getting so wet. With my husband I need to use artificial lubrication, but I was so turned on my Ravonte that I didn’t need it. I was only wearing a t-shirt and panties, and he had it all off in seconds.
 
   Ravonte dropped his jeans and underpants, and stood next to the bed with his cock near my mouth. I wasn’t very practiced at giving blowjobs as I usually just have missionary sex with Mason, but I was so turned on my this handsome black man that I tried my best to suck him off. I couldn’t take even half of him inside of my mouth, and I think I was doing it wrong because he told me to just lay down on the bed.
 
   When he got on top of me and lined his cock at my entrance, I was almost shaking with excitement. I’ll never forget that first time of feeling it slip inside of me. Mason often gets upset when I ask him whether he’s inside of me, but the reality is that you can’t feel much when a guy is small. But when Ravonte pushed his giant member inside of me, I felt every little bit of it.
 
   I don’t want you to think that Mason doesn’t satisfy me, though. He does bring me to orgasm with his tongue. He’s pretty good at eating pussy. But licking a woman’s clit is kind of like licking the top half of the head of his penis. The clit has a shaft, just like the penis, but it’s buried inside the upper part of the vagina. And when you’re fucked my a guy with a large cock, like Ravonte, you finally realize what sex is really all about. You’re fully filled and there’s pressure and friction against the clitoral shaft, but also the clit itself often rubs against the base of his cock.
 
   Ravonte fucked me in the missionary position, putting me through three orgasms. The whole time I was laying there just in awe, loving the full feeling of pleasure that I’d never experienced before. Then he had me get on my hands and knees as he fucked me doggy style on my marital bed, giving me two more orgasms before he shot his cum deep inside of me.
 
   After that, I couldn’t go without having sex with Ravonte. We’re not serious or anything – it’s just about sex – but it works for both of us. I love my husband and have no intention of leaving him. I still let Mason have sex with me once every week or two, and he has no idea that I’m being unfaithful because we only meet up while my husband is at work.
 
   Frankly, I’d been considering leaving Mason for somebody who could give me the kind of sex I needed, and I feel that Ravonte has saved our marriage. I wish Mason wasn’t so insecure and could accept my need to sex satisfaction to supplement our relationship, but he isn’t and so I’m forced to sneak around. If you ask me, men like Mason should thank men like Ravonte. A man like Mason is my meat and potatoes, and a Ravonte is that sweet, decadent chocolate dessert. They aren’t in competition – they go together! 
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   * * *
 
   My name is Katie. I’m a thirty-three year old mother of three. My husband Jason and I have been happily married for eleven years.
 
   I never cheated on Jason when we were dating, but I’ve always been a very sexual woman and I love getting attention from men. And the men who turned me on the most are the men who are strong, powerful, sexy, sexual and dominant – people call them “bulls.”
 
   Jason is the greatest guy in the world and a wonderful father but he’s nothing like those men. When you see a man who’s a bull, you can tell immediately. A bull is the kind of guy who gets any woman he wants, even if she’s another man’s girlfriend or wife. There’s an excitement about a bull that touches you at your very core and makes you want to have sex with them.
 
   I’ve always wondered why women are taught to date nice guys with good jobs, but we’re so much more attracted to bulls. Then I had my college biology class and I think I understand it now. Humans are animals and female animals want to breed with the strongest and best male. As it turns out, the men who give you the strongest and healthiest children, the men who have the strength to survive, aren’t monogamous and they don’t like raising children. Human women are forced to choose between weak, inferior “nice guys” who will stay with you or strong, dominant “bulls” who love ‘em and leave ‘em.
 
   Even though I was a very sexual girl by nature, I did what everybody told me to do. I agreed to date Jason even though he was pretty soft and weak because he was a nice guy. When we graduated college, we got married.
 
   Then one day I met a sexy guy at the Laundromat. He was six feet four inches tall with tattoos all over his broad shoulders, well-defined chest and huge biceps. He had a handsome, sexy face. He looked a little like Jason, but a far better looking version. I felt so incredibly turned on by him.
 
   “People call me Blade,” he said. We started chatting about our clothes and soon I felt like he was hitting on me. Blade mentioned that he’s an amateur fighter and he had a collection of UFC memorabilia in his apartment. When he asked if I’d like to see it, I couldn’t help but agree. After the laundry was done, I followed him in my car and got to his place. As soon as we reached his bedroom, he began kissing me. 
 
   I was so turned on, my pussy was so wet, and I really need to feel him inside of me. His bedroom was a mess and dirty but I ignored it. I unzipped his jeans and pulled out his cock, which was almost twice as long as Jason’s little penis. As I took it inside my mouth, savoring its size and feel, I wondered how many of these large cocks I’d missed out in college by dating Jason. His cock got larger and thicker as I sucked it, and soon we were both naked and I was lying down on his bed.
 
   When he got on top of me, kissing me, I had a fleeting thought that I should make him use a condom. I follow my cycle and only have sex with Jason during or shortly after my period. Here I was in the middle of my most fertile time, a married woman allowing this stranger to stick his thick, beautiful cock deep inside of me. But that concern was overcome by my strong sexual attraction to this amazing man, and as he pushed that thick cock inside of me, I soon felt myself having an intense orgasm.
 
   After a few minutes, we switched positions and I rode him on top. Again I came as I kissed him. I loved how his big cock felt inside of me, filling me completely. I was rubbing my clit against his pelvis, and it felt amazing. Then we switched into doggy style. I felt so beautiful, so sexy as he fucked me hard. He was talking dirty, calling me a “nasty little bitch,” and I loved it when he spanked my ass hard. Our sexy time  finished with Blade holding my waist tightly in his strong hands, shooting his cum deep inside of me as I orgasmed with him.
 
   When I went home, I acted like nothing had happened. I didn’t feel guilty at all, which surprised me. I think I just realized that I deserved to have that kind of sexual pleasure and excitement in my life, and what Jason didn’t know didn’t hurt him. A month later, when I found out that I was pregnant, Jason was happy that we had a baby on the way. And he’s been so proud that our son is handsome and popular with the other kids.
 
   After our son was born, we decided we needed a larger home. We moved into a house out in the suburbs. I was living a pretty normal married life until that fall when I met Darryl. Like Blade, Darryl was very handsome, sexy and sexual. He was married at the time and I spoke with his wife, who said that he was an unsupportive asshole and totally useless apart from having a big dick and being great in bed. 
 
   When I ran into Darryl one day at the pool in town, we chatted and the sparks were flying. We had sex and he was a fantastic lover, bringing me to orgasm after orgasm. By the spring, I was pregnant with our daughter and Jason had never came inside of me during the fertile part of my cycle. Our daughter is beautiful, the spitting image of Darryl, and Jason was none the wiser.
 
   Our daughter was nearly a year old when I met Jayshawn. I was working in the office and he was a manager in the warehouse. He was good looking with a sexy body and strut, and I’d admired him from a distance for a while. One time he was passing through the office and I struck up a conversation with him. There was clearly a mutual attraction, and I really wanted to have his baby. But there were a couple of problems. First, he was black and Jason would know that the baby wasn’t his. Second, he said that after our daughter was born that we shouldn’t have any more kids.
 
   Over the years, Jason had mentioned his fantasy of me having sex with another guy. He seemed especially turned on by the idea of me having sex with a black man. I’d always told him that I’m not the type of woman to break her marriage vows like that. But that night, in bed, I told him that there was a guy at work that I found very attractive and I was willing to give it a try. I also pointed out that our sex life had dropped a lot since we had kids and this might get things started again. Jason’s little penis was rock hard and oozing precum, and when I asked if he’d be okay with it, he gave me a squeaky little “yes.” He asked me to make sure that the guy used condoms.
 
   After that, I started sleeping with Jayshawn on a regular basis. I had him use condoms the first couple of times, then we started going bareback. His cock was the biggest one I’d ever felt – nine inches long and very thick – and the orgasms were powerful. He wasn’t an attentive lover at all, only focused on himself, but the contrast between my white body and his black body and the size of his cock resulted in him bringing me to climax easily and often.
 
   Months later, when I “accidentally” got pregnant, Jason was nervous but happy and excited. After the birth of our youngest son, I got my tubes tied. Things were a little rocky at first with Jason’s family, but he explained that it was all his idea, his fantasy, and I just went along with it. They now accept little Malik the same as the two white ones that they believe are Jason’s kids. Jason is a great father to our three kids and we have a beautiful, happy family!
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   * * *
 
   “Bye, Dominic,” my wife Alexandra said, kissing me on the cheek as she left our house.
 
   She has a hot date with Trey, one of her boyfriends. She’ll probably return home in a couple of hours with her pussy saturated with her boyfriend’s come. She knows that I’ll welcome her home with open arms and quickly take her into bed, where I’ll clean her with my tongue, bringing her to orgasm. Then I’ll roll a condom over my penis and have sloppy seconds with her.
 
   Allie and I have one child together. Our son isn’t my biological son, as anybody can see by his black skin and curly hair. But I’m her husband and I’m definitely the daddy to her children. I’m going to get the chance to father a child with her, too, but for now I’m waiting my turn.
 
   When I met Allie, she was dating a few different guys, all black. She calls them boyfriends but they don’t do the things that a boyfriend would normally do. They don’t buy her dinner – in fact, she usually pays for them. And often they don’t do anything more than just stop by her place to have sex and then leave. 
 
   When I met Allie and asked her out, she had three black boyfriends and she told me that she didn’t want to give them up. I told her that I wasn’t the jealous type and that I was okay with her continuing to date them while she decided if I was the right guy for her.
 
   Over the next few months we dated. She made me wait for nearly two months before having sex with me. When we finally did, she seemed disappointed at how small my penis was, though when I asked her she denied it. “It’s fine,” she said. “It’s a cute little thing.” I was turned on when she’d talk about her dates with her black boyfriends, and I loved it when she’d tell me the dirty details in bed. Her other boyfriends, she mentioned, used extra-large condoms while I use snug fit rubbers.
 
   Our relationship was great and soon enough we were talking about marriage. I asked if she was ready to break off her other relationships. “No, I won’t do that, Dom,” she said. “I want to keep all of you.” She agreed that she’d marry me but I would need to accept that she’s a polyamorous woman and she needs other lovers in her life. But what was worse is that she wanted to carry her black lovers’ babies and wanted me to be their daddy. Reluctantly, I agreed.
 
   Right now, Allie is trying to get pregnant by Trey. After she has his baby, it will be Desmond’s turn to take her bareback and breed her. That will be a beautiful day because I’ll finally be able to have sex with my beautiful Alexandra without using a condom.
 
   For now, I’m sitting in the living room watching the baby, looking out the window  and waiting for her car to come home. She should be home any minute, her clothes and makeup disheveled, hand in hand with Trey. He’ll take her up to our bedroom, fuck her so good that I’ll hear her moaning down here, and then he’ll leave. I’ll walk up the stairs into the bedroom and seduce her, eating out her cum-filled cunt and making her moan like a whore, making me hard as steel. Then I’ll roll a condom over my prick and reclaim my woman from her black lover. I’m so hot just thinking about it!
 
   THE STARTER BOYFRIEND
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “So Bailey,” Lucas asked, shuffling his feet, “if you’re free on Friday, maybe we could go to dinner?”
 
   I was so happy that a boy finally asked me out!
 
   All through junior high and high school, and then college, I wanted to have a boyfriend but none of the boys ever asked me out. I felt really insecure about it because I had a small group of close friends, and they would stop spending time with me when they would get a new boyfriend. Of course, those relationships would end and they’d start hanging out with me again. But I really wanted to be one of the girls with a boyfriend.
 
   And let’s face it, I wanted to have sex. There were a couple of times where I sneaked off and had sex with a boy but my sisters really look down on that. “What happens if you get pregnant?” they asked. “If guys hear that you sleep around, you won’t get a good guy to date you.” So for the most part I wasted my youth waiting around for somebody to appear that never did.
 
   Then finally, when I was twenty-two, Lucas approached me at a party. He wasn’t a bad looking guy, really, but he’s kind of dorky and silly – far from sexy. And I knew right away that he wasn’t any more adventurous or exciting than me. Still, he was a boy and I was just excited to have a chance to “get into the game.” I figured that he would be a good chance to learn how to have sex, how to date and be in a relationship. That way, when I met a guy that I was really into, I would be experienced.
 
   Of course, I didn’t tell Lucas any of this. I acted like I was totally into him, to be respectful of his him and his feelings.
 
   “Sure,” I smiled. “I’d love to go out with you.”
 
   Over the upcoming weeks, I met his parents and his brothers. He met my parents and my sisters. Things were going pretty well. On the sixth date, I finally let him have sex with me. I share an apartment with two other girls, Kayla and Taylor, and I let them know that I needed to be alone that night. They were very sweet about it and headed out together on the town.
 
   When I got Lucas into the bedroom, I reached into his pants and pulled out his penis. I’d felt it before when we’d fooled around, so I knew it wasn’t big but I was surprised when I actually had it in my hands. It had to be no bigger than four inches fully erect. One of my sisters has a husband with a small penis and she told me that it’s good for giving blowjobs and it doesn’t hurt for anal sex. I wasn’t ready to try anal that night but I definitely had no trouble fitting his entire little thing in my mouth. Lucas was so excited that he came inside my mouth after just a few minutes. I was kinda pissed at first but he soon got another erection. He rolled a condom over his weiner, crawled on top of me and slipped it inside of me.
 
   “Is it in?” I asked.
 
   “Yes,” Lucas said firmly, apparently ticked at the question. But honestly I could barely feel it. His penis is small and slender and it was just slipping in and out of me. I was laying there thinking, “I waited all this time for this?” The couple of inexperienced boys I had slept with as a kid didn’t make me cum but my boyfriend wasn’t even coming close. It was a total letdown, and I was happy when he finally squirted his little dab into the rubber’s reservoir and rolled off me.
 
   As the months went on, the intercourse didn’t get any better. He got pretty good at eating pussy but that’s about where it ended. Lucas seemed totally happy with everything but I was so disappointed. In a sense, having a boyfriend made me feel better about myself and more secure. But at the same time I started to realize that Lucas was a measure of my worth, and he wasn’t exactly a prize. There weren’t a line of women waiting to date him. He was a virgin when I met him for a reason.
 
   One of my friends – really more of a frenemy – is Jackie. She’s always a catty little bitch, making little digs and comments to bring other people down. She had a thing for black guys and was dating Demarius, a cashier who worked at the local Mobil gas station. She’d bragged about how his cock was so big and how great it felt to fuck him. I got to thinking and figured what’s the worst thing that can happen? People find out, Jackie gets pissed and Lucas dumps me. Sounds fine to me!
 
   I went to the Mobil station to pump my gas. Normally I pay outside with my credit card but I went inside to pay. Demarius was there and I flirted with him as I handed him my cash.
 
   “Jackie is a lucky girl,” I said. “You’re a really sexy guy. If you were available, I’d totally be down to fuck you.”
 
   He played it off cool, thinking for a second. “Who said I’m not available?”
 
   “Let me know when and where,” I said, leaning over the counter, giving him a great view of my ample cleavage. “I’ll be there.”
 
   “How about tonight?”
 
   An hour later, after his shift ended, we were back at Jackie’s apartment where he lived. I was totally hot, my loins on fire, as I kissed this sexy black stud and got ready to fuck him on Jackie’s bed. My shirt and bra were off and I was wearing nothing but my panties as I sucked his big, thick cock. It was no contest, dwarfing my boyfriend’s little weiner, and I played with myself as I blew him. When he fucked me, I was surprised that it was only in the missionary position. After hearing what a great lover he was, I thought there would be a lot more to it. He didn’t eat my pussy or anything. I’ll admit that his cock felt amazing inside of me and I came twice but he could have done so much more if he’d put in some effort. But it was very hot and exciting being with a different guy, especially one as sexy as Demarius.
 
   I only had sex with Demarius a few more times. I managed to discreetly date a handful of other guys over the year, all of them white. Some of them were good, some were not so good. I felt a lot better about myself having gotten the chance to try these different men.
 
   Later in the year, I got pregnant. Lucas thought it was his baby, thinking I was only sleeping with him, and he proposed to me. But I had Lucas in condoms and I was barebacking two other guys during that timeframe. Both of the guys denied they were the father and refused to take a paternity test. Frankly, both of the guys were unemployed losers so I figured it was best to let Lucas believe he was the father.
 
   Lucas is now a great father to our son. We also have a daughter on the way, and Lucas believes he’s the father of that one, too. The real father is gorgeous, sexy, and an amazing lover but there are drug and alcohol issues so he’s not somebody you’d want raising a child.
 
   I guess Lucas was the right guy for me after all. I thought he’d be just a starter boyfriend but he ended up being my husband and the father of my children. Sometimes the good guy wins in the end!
 
   SHARING A DUPLEX
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My husband Adam and I were compatible in many ways, but we could never agree on how to decorate and maintain a home. When we were ready to move out of our apartment and buy a house in the suburbs, we were attracted to the idea of living in a duplex. We would be in the same building and could share our wifi and other monthly services, but we would have separate living quarters. It seemed to offer the best of living together as a couple and living apart while dating.
 
   It was great for the first few months. But that summer, I met Tobias while shopping at a cute little clothing boutique downtown. He pulled up in a red Ferrari, which caught my attention. When he stepped inside with a beautiful young black girl in a pretty summer dress, I was intrigued. I’d always thought black guys were sexy but Tobias was especially hot. At 27, he was a couple years older than me. I couldn’t tell the brand of his button-up shirt but his sunglasses were Oakleys and his jeans were True Religion. Not only was he clearly loaded, he had an amazing body and he obviously liked me because I caught him checking me out.
 
   I’ve always gotten a lot of attention from men. As a redhead, I stand out from the crowd, and I’ve maintained my girlish figure. Just feeling that this gorgeous black man found me sexually attractive was a huge turn-on and my panties were getting wet from my arousal.
 
   A few minutes later, I saw him bend over to the floor. Then he stood up and walked over to me.
 
   “I saw you drop this,” he said, smiling. “You are…?”
 
   “Gabriella,” I said. I looked at what he’d given me. It was his business card. “Thank you.”
 
   “Of course,” he said, then walked back to his girl and put his arm around her waist. As they walked out the door, for the first time since meeting Adam, I was seriously thinking about cheating on him.
 
   I started texting and messaging with Tobias, and sometimes chatting on the phone. He had a very sexy voice and he knew just what to say to a woman. Then one night I met him downtown for drinks, telling Adam that I was going out with a friend. The music was loud and I couldn’t hear anything he was saying, but we danced on the floor near the DJ and we kissed in a dark corner for what seemed like forever. I was so horny and turned on for this amazing man.
 
   I’d had a few too many drinks and Tobias asked if he could take me home in his Ferrari. I told him that was okay but to just quickly drop me off at the door so my husband wouldn’t see his car parked in front of our duplex. When we reached my front door, I saw Adam’s car parked over on the side. I jumped out of the Ferrari and waved him goodbye. As I stood inside the living room, watching him drive away through the window, I realized that I should have suggested that we get a quick hotel room. I sat down on the sofa and started watching television.
 
   About ten minutes later, I heard a knock at the front door. I got up and opened it. Tobias stepped inside, taking me in his arms and kissing me passionately. I felt my body pressing against his, squirming, yearning to make love to him.
 
   “I parked down the road at the park,” he said, locking the deadbolt behind him. “I walked up through the trees. Trust me, nobody saw me.”
 
   “Good,” I said, unbuttoning his silk shirt. “I want to fuck you so fucking bad!”
 
   Tobias led me to the couch in the living room. He closed the blinds so nobody could see in, then he stripped naked, laying his clothes carefully down on the end table. Then he walked up to me.
 
   “Why don’t you start with a blowjob,” he said. His cock was enormous, a good eight inches long and thicker on the sides than the middle, like a double-barrel shotgun, and covered with large veins. The head of his cock was big and purple and shiny. His peehole was leaking lots of precum, actually dripping a bit onto the floor. I’d seen a handful of white penises in my lifetime and I’d never seen that much precum, so I wondered if that was a black thing.
 
   I took his cock in my hands and started licking it. I dropped one hand down between my legs and began playing with my clit as I sucked him. I was surprised at how turned on, not only because he was black but on how large and manly his cock was. He held my head close against him as I blew him, and his cock continued to drool precum. Tobias then instructed me to bend over the couch.
 
   I felt his hands grabbing my ass cheeks and the head of his cock pushing, pressing against my wet, swollen womanhood. He pushed in an inch or so and then withdrew, then pushed in a couple of inches. I moaned as I felt, for the first time, a decent sized cock entering me. “Be gentle,” I said. “You’re big.” I felt the head of his cock invading deeper and deeper inside of me, and I groaned as he began fucking me with force and speed.
 
   My face was over the edge of the couch, less than a foot from the wall, my breasts and arms hanging over. I was being filled fully, brought off hard at the whim of a sexy young black man. “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming,” I cried. Tobias kept control and continued pounding me, calling me a “nasty white whore” and a “cheap slut.” I could feel that cockhead nearly touching my cervix, so deep inside of me.
 
   Then Tobias flipped me over into missionary. He fondled my breasts and sucked on my nipples, making them harder than they already were. I could tell from his rapid breathing and quickening pace that he was nearing climax. I moaned like I was about to orgasm, but then I felt the real thing beginning. We both came hard simultaneously, and I could feel his mighty black cock pulsing as it delivered his black seed into my eagerly waiting womb.
 
   Tobia collapsed on top of me, and we both laughed and giggled.
 
   “That was some good shit,” he said.
 
   “I liked it,” I said. “I’m going to need this from you all the time.”
 
   That was the only time that I ever saw Tobias. I tried calling and leaving him messages but he changed his phone number. He blocked my messenger account and never responded to my emails. After a couple weeks, I just gave. When I started feeling nauseated a few weeks after that and learned that I was pregnant, I really wanted to speak with him but I don’t know how to reach him.
 
   I’m trying to figure out what to do because I would never get an abortion. Adam had always said that he’d love to see me have sex with a black guy. I’m thinking I should agree to do it and bring a black guy home, with Adam there or not. Then when he hears that I’m pregnant, I’ll have an explanation. I’ll let you know what happens.
 
   OUR MARITAL AID
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   When I first met Jenna, I thought that I’d hit the goldmine. Not only was she pretty, smart and fun, but she had a strong libido. We were having sex nearly every day, sometimes more than once. When I married her, I thought that it would continue. Unfortunately, as the years went by, she seemed to be losing interest.
 
   I went to a nearby adult novelty store to try and spice things up. I purchased a penis extension that added two inches as well as girth to my penis. I’m a normal sized guy, five inches long, but I thought it would be fun to see how Jenna reacted to feeling the larger cock.
 
   The next time we had sex, I told her that I had a surprise for her. I tiptoed to the bathroom, put the extension onto my fully erect penis, and I walked back to the bed.
 
   “Aaron!” she said with a laugh. “What is that?”
 
   “You’ll see.”
 
   I lubed up the outside of the penis extension with lube and began slipping it inside of her cunt. The moment it went it, her eyes popped open. “Oh my!” She put her arms around my shoulders. “Oh God, that feels good!” I couldn’t feel anything with my cock covered in thick rubber, but I fucked her good for fifteen minutes before removing it. Then she had me lay down and gave me a handjob to climax.
 
   As we lay in bed after sex, snuggling under the covers, Jenna told me how much she’d enjoyed it. “I really need sex with a cock at least that large,” she admitted. “Your penis is nice, too, but a large cock feels so much better. Thank you for getting that toy. I think we’ll be using it a lot!”
 
   Over the next few weeks, we had sex frequently again. It was almost like the old days. Her libido was back. I asked her if I should get an even larger one. “You don’t have to,” she said. “The size is good enough. The only thing is that it feels rubbery. I like to feel your real skin inside of me.”
 
   When she said that, I realized that our little marital aid only got us half way to where we needed to be. She needed to feel a real, large cock inside of her. I asked her if she wanted to try having sex with another guy for real, somebody with a large cock. “I think it would be fun, if you were okay with it.”
 
   As it happened, I knew a good-looking guy who I thought might be a good prospect. I’d met him at a work event when he was dating a hot young receptionist in our office. She’d told one of her co-workers that Zion was great in bed and had a large cock that made her “come so hard.” They broke up when she learned that he was cheating on her. Although I’d never talked with Jenna about black guys, I thought she might be into it.
 
   I had Zion’s business card and I gave him a call. We met at a bar and talked about it over drinks. I showed him some pictures of Jenna and asked if he might be interested in having sex with her. He seemed a little skeptical at first but when I assured him that I was okay with him having sex with my wife, he came around to the idea. We set a date and time for him to stop by our house.
 
   Jenna had no idea what was happening when Zion knocked on the door. I’d told her that we were going to have a romantic night together. She’d just had two glasses of wine on a fairly empty stomach, so she was pretty buzzed. When I opened the door and Zion walked in, she was surprised.
 
   “Honey, this is Zion,” I said. “He’s going to join us tonight.”
 
    Jenna quickly cut up some cheese and set out some crackers and I poured him a glass of wine. Over conversation, it was clear that there was a mutual attraction between them. I suggested that we go to the bedroom. “That’s a great idea,” Jenna said.
 
   When we reached our bedroom, I was standing behind my wife. I took her hands in mine and began kissing her neck. Zion stepped up, put his arms around her and began kissing her. She couldn’t resist with her hands held, but I doubt she wanted to. He soon slipped off her blouse, revealing her sexy black bra, while I removed her skirt.
 
   “I want to suck your cock,” Jenna said, slipping her hands out of mine. I was shocked by her language as she seldom talks dirty in bed with me. She was ravenous, pulling down his zipper and removing his jeans and underwear. Out popped a semi-erect black cock, and Jenna gasped. It had to be at least nine inches and it wasn’t even fully erect. “Oh my God,” she said, taking his manhood in her hands. “It’s amazing.”
 
   Jenna looked back at me. I wasn’t sure if she was looking for agreement or approval to suck him off. “That thing is huge,” I said. “I want to see you suck his dick.”
 
   My wife got on her knees and began servicing him, alternating between pumping his shaft and sucking his head. Jenna is an amazing cocksucker and I knew that her tongue was moving around in her mouth as she sucked his tool. Zion slowly moaned, his hands on his hips and leaning back. I admired his amazing black body, from his biceps to his well-defined abs. There was no fat on his body. I don’t know if they’re born that way or not, but I’d have to work at the gym forever to look like that.
 
   When Zion was fully erect, she smiled and looked up at him, still pumping the shaft with her hands. His cock hadn’t gotten any longer but it was so long and thick that I doubted Jenna could take all of it. “Did you like that? I love your cock. I want to feel it inside of me.” She stood up and I pulled her panties down while Zion reached around and unhooked her bra. 
 
   I quickly undressed while Jenna lay down on the bed. My penis was fully engorged, and I stood next to the bed near her face. But she was totally focused on Zion. He slowly got on top of her, lined up his big black member with her tight, white pussy. For a moment he just stayed there holding his cock, barely moving it, the cockhead marinating in her pussy juices. “Don’t tease me,” she said. “I can’t take it. I need to feel you inside of me.”
 
   Zion slowly pushed the head inside of her, then a bit more, slowly inching his way inside. “Oh God,” Jenna moaned, breathing heavily. He leaned forward and began kissing her, my wife’s cries of pleasure muffled by their kiss. He began thrusting in and out, slowly picking up speed. I could see that he was pushing fully inside of her, balls deep at the forward thrust, and almost completely withdrawing when pulling back. I heard Jenna’s moan change tone, her back arching off the bed, and I knew that she was orgasming. He stopped kissing her, lifted himself up on his hands, and continued fucking her. “I’m cumming!” she announced, her body again receiving his pleasure. She seemed almost in pain, her face contorted, out of breath.
 
   It was then that she noticed me standing there. “It feel so good,” she said, reaching over a hand to take my shaft. I thought she was going to blow me but she just held my penis while staring into the eyes of her black lover. Then she released me and wrapped her arms and legs around Zion, and they began kissing wildly.
 
   The two of them fucked in doggy style and my wife came yet again. But when she was riding him on top, scrunching her groin against his, riding up and down on his cock, that’s when Zion reached his limit. “I’m gonna come. Gonna come!” Jenna pumped her hips faster, as if trying to milk his black cock of its seed. “Aargh!” he screamed, holding my wife’s ass as he unloaded his sperm deep inside of my wife. She leaned down and the two of them kissed wildly, then she rolled off of him and they lay together side by side.
 
   “Sorry, honey,” she said, holding Zion’s hand. “I didn’t mean to neglect you.”
 
   “No, it was great,” I said. “But I’d like to take a turn.”
 
   “How about later?” she said, her hand pumping her black lover’s semi-erect, come covered cock. “If it’s okay with you, I’d like to spend some time alone with Zion.”
 
   I put back on my clothes and went to the living room. I could hear their moans through the wall. Eventually it was late and I decided to sleep in the guest room. Zion stayed the night, which surprised me, and twice I was woken up by the sounds of my wife moaning in pleasure in the other room. In the morning I heard the two of them fucking in the shower. Finally, sexually exhausted, Jenna walked him to the door wearing just a robe.
 
   Zion only stayed the night that one night. Since then, he stops by our house about three times a week. They have sex in our bed and then he leaves. I’m now making love to my bride about three times a week as well, instead of once every week or ten days as we had been. At first Jenna was reluctant to have sloppy seconds with me, but I was persistent and she allowed me to do it. Now she tells me that she enjoys making love to us back-to-back. I’m so happy that my wife got her libido back, and I have a thick, rubbery penis extension to thank for it – and, of course, her black lover Zion!
 
   REPARATIONS FOR SLAVERY
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   * * *
 
   My name is Jake. I’ve been married to my wife Emily for ten years and we have six beautiful children, with a seventh child on the way. Although my childrens’ skin isn’t as fair as mine and Emily’s, I consider them to be my children and I couldn’t love them any more if they had come from my own loins.
 
   I’d always known that our life would be unconventional because Emily is unconventional. When I met her in college, she considered herself a feminist and was also concerned with African American studies and issues. When she informed me that she was a sexually liberated woman and that she didn’t feel it was right for a woman to have to be sexually exclusive to a man, but if I wanted to date her I would need to be exclusive to her, I didn’t disagree. I shared her understanding of female empowerment. And frankly, I thought the idea of her having sex with other guys was a turn on. She liked to date the school athletes, the guys who were strong and powerful, not at all like me. She literally slept with every guy on the basketball team. And most of the guys she dated were black.
 
   Later on, when we began to talk about marriage, I realized just how radical she was.
 
   “The white race has oppressed African Americans for centuries, especially African American men,” she said. “Our government refuses to do the right thing and pay them reparations for slavery. But we don’t need to wait for the government to act in order to right the wrong.”
 
   That’s when she explained her plan. She would get pregnant by black men and I would raise their children as my own. “White women, by giving them sexual and reproductive access, can help make up for the oppression of the past.” Although I thought her idea seemed somewhat strange, I learned there are other progressive women who are doing precisely that. After college, we moved into a small town in Massachusetts where the women practice this form of redistribution. Emily was able to get a job as a social worker for the Commonwealth and I started working at a mutual fund.
 
   Not long after we were married, Emily began dating Emmar, a tall, athletic black guy she met through her work. The State was considering taking away his children from one of his baby mamas because of his violent tendencies and criminal behavior.
 
   Emily explained to me that she thought the guy was handsome and sexy. “He’s never been given a chance to have a chance,” Emily said. She began dating him while helping to guide him through the system so that he could stop the Commonwealth from taking his kids. In the meantime, she was having him to come over to our apartment four nights a week for sex. I never got to see them making love, but seeing him running his dark black hands over her milky-white skin while they kissed never failed to get me hard. I would masturbate to the sounds of them fucking while I listened from outside the bedroom door. Judging by the sounds she was making during their fucking, Emmar was able to bring Emily to orgasm easily and often, far better than I was ever able to. She didn’t neglect me, though, as we made love every week or so.
 
   Soon Emily decided that it was time to start a family. She went off the pill and put me in condoms. She was also charting her cycle, and just to be safe she only allowed Emmar to fuck her during her fertile times. It only took two months before she was pregnant with our first son. 
 
   After the birth, Emily kept me in condoms while she looked for a new baby daddy. One time we were walking downtown and we were standing next to a tall, muscular black guy. Emily started talking with him and it seemed clear that the attraction was mutual. I suspect that seeing her wearing a wedding band next to her husband, who had a brown skinned baby with nappy hair against his chest in a baby carrier, encouraged him to ask her out. The guy’s name was Cavonte and they soon began a torrid sexual affair. A few months later, she learned that she was pregnant with our second son.
 
   Although I was still fairly young, I’d had two children and I was able to find a doctor who would perform a vasectomy on me. It wasn’t too uncomfortable, with the help of a bag of frozen peas, and soon I was able to start having bareback sex with Emily again, which was wonderful. I really enjoyed feeling the slick feeling of her black lovers’ cum in her pussy lubricating our lovemaking. It wasn’t long before Emily met Patrion, another tall, sexy black man who soon fathered our first daughter.
 
   After those first three pregnancies, Emily started taking multiple black lovers at a time. On a typical week, she will go on a date with four different black men, and sex is almost always part of the equation. We never know for sure anymore which of her lovers is the biological father, but that’s fine with us because we know that Emily is the mother and I’m their dad. The other progressive couples in our community think that what we’re doing is wonderful, and they’re proud of us for helping the black community. We’re raising the next generation of strong, intelligent African Americans with enlightened, progressive values. If only more white women would open themselves up to this possibility, the world would be a better place.
 
   THE SECRET EMAIL SERVER
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   * * *
 
   “I was afraid that this would happen,” Hailey Palton said. The thirty-seven year old former governor of New Jersey took off the red-rimmed glasses that had become her trademark, set them down on the table, and looked me right in the eye. “I need you to wipe the hard drive clean. I can’t allow those videos to reach the public.”
 
   “You have nothing to worry about,” I said. “By the end of the week, every trace will be removed.”
 
   The stakes couldn’t be higher. Palton, the governor of New Jersey, was considered the frontrunner for the Republican nomination for president. Although New Jersey required all official business to be conducted using secure government email, Palton had decided to use her own private email system. 
 
   When it hit the newspapers, people had speculated that she’d done it to keep her method of running the government secret. But I knew the truth – she was trying to cover up her affairs with sexy, well-hung black men.
 
   Over her years as governor, she had sex with dozens of black men in her hotel rooms. The former beauty contestant was still very pretty in her late thirties, and she was able to attract famous athletes, including Dekarl Wilson, the star wide receiver for the Jets who is frequently seen on a popular reality show. Although publicly she was monogamous with her husband Ralph Palton, a former U.S. Senator from Missouri, it was whispered about in the scandal rags that Governor Palton had an insatiable sex drive and enjoyed a steady stream of black lovers. There was even a suggestion on an online site that Palton had gotten pregnant by one of her black lovers and got an abortion. But these rumors had never been proven, and if they ever reached the media her nascent presidential bid would be over.
 
   I would never allow that to happen.
 
   The guard opened the gate and waved me through the entrance to the lavish Palton compound. I shook my head. “Unbelievable.” Although the Paltons claimed to be average people, the truth is the political pair had unethically used their positions to enrich themselves. They’d gone as far as setting up The Palton Fund, a political superfund that was supposed to be used for helping the poor but was actually nothing but a huge slush fund to allow corporations and foreign countries to influence policy by enriching the Paltons and their friends and family.
 
   I drove over to the small 5,000 square foot building, called the “slave quarters” by the compound’s staff, an parked my car. I grabbed my bag, put the code into the basement lock, and walked down into the basement.
 
   When I sat down at the server and began to look through the files, I was shocked at what I saw. There had to be nearly two hundred videos of Governor Palton having sex with black men in hotel rooms. Her lovers were all strong, athletic, dark-skinned men with large cocks. I went through video after video, marveling at how she was able to take those large cocks in her mouth. She was such a slut for black cock! To save her campaign, I needed to ensure that none of these videos ever reached the internet. I started the removal process.
 
   Then I saw a video that I couldn’t resist watching: it was Dekarl Wilson from the Jets fucking Hailey.
 
   “You’re a hot bitch,” he said, standing next to the bed wearing just a pair of workout shorts. They were in a well-lit hotel room, with light steaming in from the window through transparent curtains. “I’ve been wanting to fuck you for years.”
 
   She sauntered up to him, wearing a pant suit, and pushed her body against this young man about fifteen years her junior. “I love what you do on the field. But what I want to know is how good you are in bed.” She dropped a hand down and fondled his cock through his shorts. As they began kissing, I looked around to make sure nobody was watching, then I began to stroke my cock as I watched the scene unfold.
 
   “That’s it, baby,” Hailey said, laying naked on her stomach and getting fucked from behind. Her lover’s black muscular body was laying on top of her, his hips thrusting. “Your cock is so big and thick.”
 
   “Yeah,” Dekarl said, grunting. “I’m fucking that tight old presidential pussy. I’m fucking you, grandma. You like that, granny?”
 
   That made me laugh. Technically she was a grandmother but she was still in her thirties.
 
   “You betcha!” she said. “Granny likes that big, black cock. Pound that white pussy!”
 
   “Fuck, bitch!” Dekarl’s face was scrunched, grimacing, gripping her ass cheeks with both hands. “I’m gonna shoot my black cum inside that white pussy!” 
 
   Right then I came, shooting ropes of semen half a foot into the air. “Oh, shit!” I didn’t have any towels to clean it up with but I reached into my bag and used some wipes to clean it up. Suddenly I came back to reality and realized I needed to get down to business. I thoroughly wiped the hard drive, using five different processes, then used software that covered the entire disc with other data and deleted it all three times.
 
   My cell phone rang.
 
   “Are you finished?” asked Hailey Palton.
 
   “Yes,” I said, walking out of the basement into the light of day. “Your secrets are now safe.”
 
   I smiled as I drove away, knowing that I’d copied all of her interracial fuck videos onto my flash drive.
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   * * *
 
   Before I met my wife Trinity, I dated her friend Julie for a few months. I was head over heels for Julie at the time but there was always a problem with our relationship. In high school, she had dated a couple of other guys and they both had large cocks. One time in bed she admitted that my penis simply didn’t satisfy her the way her previous boyfriends did. I’m not a small guy, pretty average as far as I can tell, but I understood that sometimes people aren’t a good fit in the bedroom. When she broke up with me a couple months later, I asked out Trinity. I was afraid there might be a problem with dating my ex-girlfriend’s friend but they were both okay with it.
 
   Recently my wife learned that Julie had a new boyfriend. Tatum is a tall black man in his mid-twenties, just a couple years older than us. I asked some questions and learned that he works at Pep Boys downtown and he has three children from two prior relationships. Julie wanted us to meet him so she invited us out to dinner at Applebee’s and hoped that we would be friends.
 
   Over dinner conversation, I thought that Tatum seemed like a great guy. But I couldn’t help but notice that he was flirting with my wife. Trinity never dated a black guy because her parents wouldn’t allow it but she’d admitted to me that she thought they were sexy. After dinner, she admitted that she thought Tatum was very handsome and sexy, and that Julie was a lucky girl. She also mentioned to me that Julie told her that he sported an enormous cock. That night in bed, my wife seemed especially aroused and we had some great sex. I was wondering if she was fantasizing about fucking Tatum.
 
   The next day, Trinity got a phone call from Julie. Tatum didn’t know that I had dated her before and was angry about the situation. “It isn’t fair,” he said. “He got to sleep with both of you.” Of course, Trinity pointed out that I’d dated Julie years ago before we’d started dating. But Tatum was having none of it. “If he gets to sleep with both, I should get to, too.”
 
   That night in bed, we talked about it. I asked Trinity if she thought Tatum was being unreasonable.
 
   “Sort of,” she said, snuggling her naked body up against mine. “I mean, it was years ago. But I can understand why he wouldn’t want to hang out with a guy who slept with his girlfriend.”
 
   “I’d hate to think that my past with Julie would interfere with your friendship. Is there anything we can do about it?”
 
   “Not really,” Trinity replied. “I mean, the only way to make it fair, to even the score, would be if I were to sleep with Tatum.” When she said that, my penis began to move, stiffening.
 
   “Is that something that you’d like to do?”
 
   “I’m a happily married woman,” she said. “I wouldn’t do it unless you were okay with it.”
 
   “What about Julie?” I played with her breasts, twisting her nipples as bit as we spoke.
 
   “Tatum told her that he wants to sleep with me,” she said, looking into my eyes as she slowly stroked my shaft. “And Julie is okay with it. They aren’t in an exclusive relationship and she’s not the jealous type.”
 
   At that point, I realized that there was more going on than I’d believed. My penis was now hard as steel. I rolled her over onto her back and slipped my cock inside of her. She was sopping wet and the smell of her arousal was strong. Her breathing was heavy and she seemed to be enjoying it as I pistoned my penis inside of her before shooting my load inside of her. As we basked in the afterglow, we discussed how we were going to make it happen.
 
   On Thursday night, we invited Julie and Tatum over to our apartment for dinner. Tatum was dressed up for the occasion, with spicy cologne and a nice button-down shirt. At dinner, my wife sat next to Tatum and I sat next to Julie. As we sipped on wine, talking about work and the weather, I could tell that something was going on under the table. Later, I would learn from my wife that Tatum had his hands in her inner thigh and was fingering her over her panties beneath her skirt.  
 
   After dinner was over, Trinity and Tatum kissed briefly, then walked hand in hand to our bedroom.
 
   “Trinity is going to be blown away,” Julie said, her eyes wide and grinning widely. “She has no idea what it’s like to feel a cock like that. It’s just amazing!”
 
   I laughed and told her that I hoped she had a good time. We sat down in the living room and I flipped through the cable channels but we couldn’t find anything that really caught my attention. Julie suggested that we go over to the bedroom and listen in. We tiptoed over to the door.
 
   “Oh God,” Trinity moaned loudly behind the door. “It feels so good inside of me!”
 
   “Yeah, you like that black cock, don’t you?” Tatum’s voice was deep, black and rugged.
 
   “I love it!” she said pleadingly.
 
   “Better than your husband’s little white dick?”
 
   “It’s so much better,” Trinity groaned. “Fuck me hard, baby. Fuck me with that black cock.”
 
   Julie turned to me. “You realize that it’s over for you two, don’t you? She’ll never be satisfied with a thin little five inch penis after feeling a thick nine inch cock.”
 
   I felt a pit in my stomach. Would my wife really be unsatisfied with our lover making just because her lover is bigger?
 
   “Oh God!” Trinity squealed. “Oh God… Fuck, I’m cumming!”
 
   I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Although Trinity had never orgasmed with me, she said that it didn’t really matter. She enjoyed the physical sensations and she loved just being with me. But now this black stud was giving her something that I never could.
 
   “Ahhhh!” Trinity wailed. “I’m cumming again.”
 
   Julie turned to me, crossing her arms with a satisfied look on her face. “It’s not just me, Devin. Any woman who’s had a real cock isn’t going to be satisfied with your tiny package. Trinity just didn’t know any better. Now she does.”
 
   After the noises stopped, there was mostly silence and a little laughter from the bedroom. When we heard the shower turn on, Julie and I walked back to the living room and waited for them to finish. Soon enough Tatum walked out of the bedroom fully clothed. Trinity walked out behind him wearing just panties and an untied silk robe.
 
   “That was amazing,” she said, holding him close to her as she kissed him. “You can fuck me any time.”
 
   “I’ll do that,” he said as he left the house with Julie.
 
   Happily, Julie was wrong. Trinity tells me that she still enjoys having sex with me and that my penis is satisfactory. Still, she has sex with Tatum two or three times a week, sometimes at our place and sometimes at his. She says the sex with him is mind blowing and she wouldn’t want to give it up.
 
   “But it’s not as important as the love we share,” she says, holding my hand as we cuddle in bed. “It’s not love at all with Tatum, it’s just sex.”
 
   Everybody feels better now that Tatum and I are in the same position, having had sex with both girls. He now allows me to watch, which I really enjoy. I feel excitement and happiness when I see Trinity groaning with pleasure and experiencing powerful orgasms. I don’t feel any jealousy, even when I see his black cock unloading his semen deep inside my wife. I just admire his raw physical and sexual abilities, and the way that he’s able to make women come so easily and often. Tatum is now talking about having a threesome with Julie and Trinity. I can’t wait!
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   * * *
 
   “Studying will suck, Avery,” my friend Lauren said, as we walked through campus wearing our backpacks. We’d grown up in small town Florida together, in the same graduating class, and now we’d found out that we would be roommates in the dorms. “But we’re also going to have a ton of fun!” She turned to face me, her eyes wide and grinning. “There are so many cute guys here!”
 
   “Yeah,” I said. “There sure are.” Unfortunately, my high school boyfriend Devin and I agreed that we would remain exclusive throughout college, even though he was going to college in Florida and I was in North Carolina. Everybody said that long distance relationships don’t work but we agreed to try it. Devin is a really sweet guy after all and my parents love him, so I agreed to give it a try. But I was afraid that I would go through college missing out on all the opportunities to have fun and meet new guys. “Let’s grab a drink at Topo.”
 
   We sat on the deck at Top of the Hill, overlooking Franklin Street. “I want to check out the fraternities tonight,” Lauren said, sipping on a long island iced tea. “It’s going to be packed with girls tonight.”
 
   “I’m willing to check it out for a little while,” I said. “But you know I don’t drink.”
 
   “Not a problem,” she said. “They let in all the girls. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want.”
 
   That evening, we dressed to the nines in slinky dresses and high heels. Sure enough, there was a huge crowd of girls heading toward the fraternities around dusk. We went to the Kappas and there were two guys at the door who let us right in. It was hot and uncomfortable, just a sea of young female bodies pressing against one another. I lost Lauren at one point. I looked in a number of rooms on both floors but didn’t find her. Finally I decided to leave.
 
   “Hey, Avery!” Lauren yelled, running down the front steps in her bare feet, holding her red high-heel shoes. “Wait up!” She met me on the sidewalk. “That was so awesome. I gave my number to three guys.”
 
   “Are you interested in them?” I asked as we crossed the street, watching for traffic.
 
   “They’re cute. And one of them, yeah, he’s hot.” She shrugged. “Who knows. They can call me.”
 
   When classes started that week, I was surprised at the varying class sizes. My English class had less than fifty students while economics had nearly four hundred. That was more than the size of my graduating class at high school! But I learned to adjust. The professors were great and the students were very friendly.
 
   In my psychology class, there was a guy I would notice checking me out from across the room. The guy was tall with dark black skin and a muscular body. I learned from another student that his name was Ezell Mariss, a junior and the star wide receiver for the football team. He’d been recruited from Louisiana and had a full scholarship. Although he didn’t have the handsomest face, his body was unbelievable. People said he’d be a star player in the NFL some day and the girls at the school were after him. Supposedly he’d slept with hundreds of girls, which I thought was disgusting. Even so, I was flattered to have the attention of a sexy guy that all the girls wanted.
 
   One day after class, as I was walking across campus, Ezell walked up to me. He started talking with me about what the professor had said that day. As we talked about it, I found myself getting wet. Just smelling his scent and having him so close to me was very arousing. I loved the way he walked, his dark black skin, and his muscular body. He asked if we could study together and I agreed.
 
   Sitting downtown, we sat at the Mello Mushroom. Over pizza, I told him about my boyfriend, the only guy I’d ever dated. Ezell told me that he had three kids by two different women. I was a little surprised that he already had three kids at his age. My boyfriend Devin is careful to use condoms every time we make love, knowing that we’re not ready for that. But Ezell said that he wanted the children and that two of them were planned. The more we talked, I realized he was a good father and I was attracted to that. 
 
   After studying, we walked back to campus. Ezell mentioned that he had a pet iguana in his dorm room and wanted to know if I’d ever seen one before. I told him that I’d like to see it. I followed him to his room. We walked inside and we set our backpacks down.
 
   “Where’s the iguana?” I asked.
 
   Ezell turned to me and took me in his arms, kissing me. I was totally surprised by this, yet very aroused. I know I shouldn’t have, but I kissed him back as I slipped off my backpack. I decided that it wouldn’t be cheating to just kiss this beautiful man. I ran my hands up and down his firm, muscular body. He felt so amazing compared to Devin’s soft arms and body. Ezell was breathing hard as he ran his hands over my body, caressing my ass. He unzipped zipped my shorts and pulled them down, and I shimmied out of them, wearing just my light pink cotton panties. He removed my shirt and I removed his, and he reached behind me and unhooked my bra.
 
   I felt so naughty, not only because I had a boyfriend but because Ezell was black. My friends and family wouldn’t understand, thinking that it’s wrong. A lot of the girls think that black guys are sexy but they won’t date them. I realized that it’s wrong to think that way and there’s nothing wrong with what I was doing. I was a young woman making out with a sexy guy, and that was it.
 
   He turned us and led us over to the bed. I noticed out of the corner of my eye that the shades were pulled down so nobody could see in. Ezell was wearing nothing but his boxers, laying next to me in the bed, kissing as he fingered my pussy lips through my panties. My hips were moving involuntarily, grinding against his thick black fingers, my juices flowing crazily as his tongue raced around, slithering inside of my mouth. My pussy ached for him. I realized that I was willing to do more than just make out with this beautiful man.
 
   I reached for his crotch and felt his large erection through the material. I was shocked and pulling his waistband down. His cock was enormous, at least twice as wide across and twice as long as Devin’s penis. I’m not saying that Devin’s big or anything, he certainly isn’t and he’s probably on the smaller side, but Ezell’s cock dwarfed my boyfriend’s little thing. He moved us into the 69 position, which I’d never done before, buy laying on our sides.
 
   It was so crazy. I took that thick black cock into my hands, not really knowing what to do, and began sucking it. It was upside down to me but I used the same technique I used on my boyfriend. Although the angle actually helped a little, he was so big in my mouth that I had trouble taking him without gagging. He kept moving his hips, too, pushing himself into my mouth, making it hard to suck him without gagging. But I tried my best. His tongue felt good on my pussy but I really couldn’t enjoy it, focusing on the blowjob.
 
   Ezell got up and moved up on top of me. He kneeled in between my spread legs, that huge black erection pointed toward my soaking womanhood. As he took his cock in his hand and lined it up with my pussy, I was tingling with excitement. For the first time in my life, I was about to feel a penis inside of me that wasn’t my boyfriend’s. And he was going to take me bareback. Although Devin and I always used condoms, I secretly went on the Pill a couple months before college. At some level, I think I knew that I’d either break up with Devin or that something like this could happen. Ezell took the head and slowly pushed it inside of me. It felt huge, almost ripping me.
 
   “Go slow,” I pleaded. He slowly moved it inside of me, a little at a time. I was gasping, taking large breaths as he pushed deeper inside of me. It still felt too large but I was slowly getting used to it. I didn’t think he could fit it all inside of me but I soon felt his big testicles resting against my ass cheeks. I was fully filled and while there was some discomfort, it also felt amazing.
 
   He leaned forward and kissed me and I loved it as his athletic ebony body moved on top of me. He slowly picked up the pace, thrusting faster inside of me. I was breathing heavily and moaning lightly the whole time, enjoying tremendously every movement of that huge cock. I know it sounds terrible but didn’t feel bad at all for cheating on Devin. In fact, I was glad that I’d had the chance to realize that what Devin had to offer sexually just wasn’t enough to satisfy me. I needed more, much more, than he could muster.
 
   Ezell pounded harder, faster, and I knew he was close to cumming. “Yes, baby,” I said, lifting my legs up around his, my arms embracing him close to me. “Give it to me.” We kissed wildly, Ezell thrusting madly, until he pushed in deeply. I could his cock pulsing and the wetness inside as he unloaded his sperm inside of me.
 
   As we cuddled afterward, I suddenly felt a little uneasy. “I think I should go,” I said. I got up out of bed and pulled up my panties, despite the semen oozing out of me and down my leg. Although I’d been taking the Pill every day, it did seem a little weird knowing that my boyfriend’s seed was never inside of me but now I had millions of Ezell’s sperm swimming inside of me, filling every crevice, searching for my egg. I thought that Ezell would at least ask for my number but he just shrugged as I dressed. I grabbed my backpack.
 
   “Bye,” I said, waving as I left his room. 
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   * * *
 
   My name is Brendan. A few months ago, my wife Caroline and I went on vacation at a tropical resort in Mexico. Over the years, our sex life had waned and we hoped that our vacation would help reinvigorate our love life. It did, but not in the way that I had imagined.
 
   Noticing that things had gotten bad, I tried introducing some edible paint, sex toys and porn into the bedroom. Caroline didn’t seem very interested, though. Another time, in bed, I tried to get her to open up about her fantasies. “I don’t really have any fantasies,” she said. “I just want our sex life to be better.” But she asked me what my fantasies are. Although I was nervous about it, I told her that I fantasized about seeing her have sex with another man. She was pretty well shocked at hearing that. She admitted that she does have a fantasy – she wants to be with a “real man.”
 
   Normally Caroline uses her toy after we have sex, but she just pulled it out while we were talking. She said that I never make her orgasm and she thinks the problem is that I’m just not big enough. Caroline said she needs to be handled by a real man with a real cock, and she wants me to watch while it happens. While she buzzed her way to orgasm, I jerked off in the corner listening to her. We both came hard that night.
 
   For the next few weeks, we would have sex by having me jerk off in the corner while she used her vibrator and told me about how she needed to get fucked by a real man and how I didn’t satisfy her. For some reason, this turned both of us on but we were not even having sex at all, just masturbating. We were approaching our trip to the resort and I was wondering if we could figure out how to get things working again.   
 
   When we arrived at the resort, Caroline spent a lot of time at the pool. She loves the sun and although she isn’t large on top, she has a great hourglass figure. While I was in the Jacuzzi, she got up to get a drink from the bar. I watched her walk over and sit down on stool next to a muscular black guy wearing Bermuda shorts. I couldn’t see the guy’s face but he had broad shoulders and shiny black skin. Although their backs were to me, I could tell they were talking. They were talking for what seemed like forever before she finally got her drink. She walked over with a smile on her face, holding a mojito, and said, “I have a surprise for you!”
 
   “What’s that?”
 
   “You’ll find out later,” she said, turning and laying back down on her chair.
 
   After the pool, we had a fun time walking on the beach and hanging out. The resort had a fun little musical show that we both enjoyed, and Caroline had a couple more drinks. About eight-thirty, Caroline looked at her phone briefly and said that she really wanted to go back to our room to “fool around.” I certainly wasn’t going to say no to that, so we went back to our room. We took a brief shower together, where we soaped each other up playfully, then got out and got in bed.
 
   I was in the middle of foreplay when there was a knock on our door. “That’s him,” she said. I was shocked. I heard somebody trying the door but it was locked. “Honey, go let him in,” she said.
 
   “What? We’re naked.”
 
   She pulled the sheet over her. “Get a towel and answer the door.” Wrapping a towel around me, I went to the door and opened it. Standing there was the black man in the Bermuda shorts that Caroline had spoken with at the poolside bar, but he was now wearing a white t-shirt as well.
 
   “I’m Marcel,” he said. “I’m looking for Caroline.”
 
   “I’ve been waiting for you,” my wife called from the bed. Marcel walked right past me and stood next to the bed. She threw off the sheet, showing her naked body to him.
 
   “Damn,” he said, taking off his shirt and removing his shorts. “You’re sexy little body is all ready to go.”
 
   When I saw his cock, I was shocked. The thing went more than half the way to his knees. It was soft and it was longer and wider than mine is erect! He walked over next to the bed so that his cock was near my wife’s face.
 
   “This is what I need,” Caroline said to me, taking his cock in her hands. She began to suck on it and it began growing, thickening, slithering in her hands. “This is a real man with a real man’s cock.” Her mouth bobbed up and down, taking in only the head and a little of the shaft. She’d stop every little while to lick his shaft and balls before returning to sucking. Soon he was almost fully erect. 
 
   Marcel slowly moved onto the bed, on top of my wife, with them kissing the entire way. Her body was squirming up against him, his big cock laying on top of her crotch as he fondled her breasts, tweaking her nipples.
 
   “I need to feel it,” my wife pleaded. “I need that big cock inside of me.”
 
   Marcel aimed his cock at her entrance and pushed himself halfway inside. He was already deeper than I’d ever been. “God, I’m so wet for you,” my wife cooed. He pushed again and now was balls deep inside of my wife. He had to be nine inches long and he began thrusting hard. Caroline was in ecstasy as she received his thrusts.
 
   “Yes, baby, yes! I needed this!” She looked over at me, breathing heavily, her hands behind her head. “This is what a real man looks like.”
 
   He fucked her good and hard for a few minutes, my wife groaning and grunting in pleasure with each thrust, then fucked her doggy style. I was stroking my little penis in the corner, watching intently at the beautiful scene in front of me.
 
   “Lick my clit,” she said. “Tell my husband to lick my clit.”
 
   Marcel stopped thrusting and looked at me. “You heard the lady. Lick her clit.”
 
   I didn’t know what to do. They were fucking doggy style so her clit wasn’t really available to me. “How do I do that?”
 
   “I know you’re not good at it. Just do your little boy best. Lay down with your head up and lick my clit.”
 
   It was awkward but I lay down on the mattress, my head just under her crotch. Caroline spread her knees out, lowering herself so that I could crane my neck and reach it. As I licked her, I could see Marcel’s huge black cock pushing in and out. His mighty black testicles were swinging, sometimes slapping my cheek. He pounded her harder and harder. She was bouncing forward as she received each thrust, making it difficult to keep my tongue on her love button, but I did my best.
 
   Caroline moaned loudly as her black lover pounded hard and fast. “This is perfect,” she said. “This is real sex. It’s so fucking good.”
 
   “I’m gonna cum!” Marcel said. I was tonguing her clit when suddenly I felt warm, slimy something covering my tongue and mouth. I saw Marcel, his cock in his hand, aimed right at my mouth as I received his generous load. “That’s right, white boy. You take my cum in your mouth. Now swallow it. Every drop.”
 
   I was stunned but I swallowed his load. A little dribbled down my cheek and I caught it with a finger, then swallowed it, too. It wasn’t bad tasting, though it seemed to stick a bit to my teeth. Afterward, we all lay together on the bed. Caroline was giggling. She admitted that they’d planned all along for Marcel to cum in my mouth.
 
   Over the rest of the vacation, we spent a lot of time in bed with Marcel. Caroline had me suck his cock as a way of controlling me, but honestly I really did enjoy it. I’d always wondered what it would be like to suck a cock. I also learned to enjoy taking a man’s load in my mouth.
 
   Since we returned from vacation, Caroline has taken on a boyfriend. The guy is white but he has a cock almost as long and thick as Marcel’s. He won’t even let me watch, let alone let me join in, but she says that she wants to have a number of boyfriends at once. That way, if one guy is unavailable, she can have another one service her. We’re both excited about having the chance to have a threesome with one of her boyfriends. In the meantime, I love jerking off in the corner when she returns home from a date as she tells me how he fucked her silly. I’m a lucky man!
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   * * *
 
   My name is Nicole. My husband Robert and I are in our late twenties and we’re the happy parents of three lovely children.
 
   Robert and I had been trying to conceive for years with no luck. Eventually we decided to go to go to a fertility specialist to see if there was something wrong. Sure enough, we learned that Robert’s sperm weren’t up to the task. He had a low sperm count but in addition, his sperm moved slowly and were just generally of lower quality than a man should have. Following our doctor’s instructions, Robert deposited his sperm at the facility in late summer and we planned on using in vitro fertilization that fall.
 
   Due to my work schedule, I simply wasn’t able to get into the fertility clinic for insemination. But in October, we got a call from our doctor who asked us to come in to speak with us. He said it was urgent. We met with him at the clinic and he told us what had happened. Unfortunately, there had been a mistake in the handling of Robert’s sperm and it was accidentally used to impregnate the wife of another client and she was now two months pregnant.
 
   This was quite a surprise to us both. I asked if we could meet the other couple but the doctor said that he couldn’t provide that information due to confidentiality concerns. But Robert and I agreed to allow the doctor to identify us to the other couple so that we could discuss the situation. I wasn’t really happy about the idea of Robert having another child with another woman but there wasn’t anything I could do about it.
 
   That night, I got a call on our home phone from the husband of the pregnant woman. His name was Reshard and he was a professional male model. His wife, Anna Marie, was also a model. As his wife was white, he knew that his baby wouldn’t be entirely black but he wanted the baby to be his genetic offspring. It was clear to me that he was pretty angry about the situation (rightfully so) and he was talking about suing the clinic. He suggested that maybe Robert was behind the whole thing. I assured him that it wasn’t the case but Reshard said that the situation wasn’t right and we needed to make it right with him.
 
   “What do you expect us to do?” I asked.
 
   “Since your husband’s sperm was used on my wife, I want my sperm used on you.”
 
   I was totally shocked that he would suggest such a thing. Robert, who was sitting on the couch and looking at me, made a facial expression like he wanted to know what was being said.
 
   “You want the clinic to fertilize my egg with your sperm?” I asked aloud, largely for Robert’s benefit. “So your wife would have Robert’s baby and I would have yours?”
 
   “It’s only fair. Anna Marie doesn’t really want kids. She’s getting her tubes tied as soon as the pregnancy is over, so now I’m out of luck. If your husband ever wants to see his baby, he’d better be willing to make it right with me.”
 
   After I got off the phone, I talked about it with Robert. I was a little surprised but he seemed to think Reshard’s suggestion made sense. “If we did that, each of the four of us would have one biological kid and would live with the mother. And the fathers could visit.”
 
   The more I thought about it, the more sense that it made to me. I looked up Reshard and Anne Marie online and they were both very attractive people. There were some videos of Reshard and I realized that I thought he was very handsome and very sexy. I realized that it wouldn’t be a bad idea to have a child with this beautiful male specimen. Robert isn’t a bad looking guy but he really comes up short when compared with a guy like Reshard. I told Robert that if he wanted to do it, I was willing to go along with it.
 
   Reshard was happy when I told him that we were on board. He explained that money with tight with them at the moment so we would need to pay for the artificial insemination. When I explained that we weren’t going to pay for it by ourselves, Robert suggested that we just go ahead and do it the natural way. I told Reshard that my husband had suggested that and he laughed. “Just a second,” he said, and the sound on the phone became muffled. Soon he came back and said, “That works me me. Anne Marie is okay with that.”
 
   Over the next couple of months, I met with Reshard for sex four or five times a week, usually at our house but sometimes at a nearby motel. I hate to admit it, but honestly it was the best sex that I’ve ever had in my life. Robert’s penis is six inches long but it’s pretty thin. Reshard’s cock is only a couple of inches longer but it’s so much thicker, and it really felt good slipping in and out of my vagina. Just making love with such a good looking man, and seeing the contrast between my white body and his ebony skin, got me so turned on. I have to fake orgasms with my husband but with Reshard the orgasms came quickly and easily. And it was just so exciting having sex with a virile, sexy man knowing that you are trying to make a baby.
 
   Although I knew that Robert couldn’t get me pregnant, I didn’t have any sex with him during those two months. I can’t explain it but it just didn’t feel right to me. When I found out that I was pregnant, I was overjoyed. And it was even more amazing when we were at the doctor’s office looking at the ultrasound and learned that we were expecting triplets – twin boys and a girl! Reshard was simply proud as peaches. In order to prevent peeclampsia, I knew I needed to take the biological father’s sperm inside of me frequently, so I continued making love to Reshard until I delivered.
 
    
 
   As you might have expected, after seven months of pregnancy, I gave birth to three beautiful black babies. The doctor tied my tubes after the birth, and a few days later I was released from the hospital to go home. A week later, Robert and Reshard were at the hospital when Anna Marie gave birth to a beautiful baby girl. To everyone’s surprise, though, the baby was also black. Apparently, even with Robert’s sperm being given a huge head start through the artificial insemination, and despite Anna Marie’s tilted uterus and other obstacles, Robert’s weak little swimmers were simply outgunned and outclassed by Reshard’s potent, virile sperm.
 
   On the bright side, Robert doesn’t need to worry about spending time visiting Anna Marie’s baby. That had been our plan but now that we knew the baby was Reshard’s, we agreed to just let them raise their baby. In exchange, they agree to not get “involved” and let us raise our three babies in peace. Robert is a great father, changing diapers and doting over our three little bundles of joy.
 
   I still think about sneaking out and meeting up with Reshard. After giving birth, my sex drive has pretty much dried up for my husband but I still desire the sex I shared with my black lover. Now that my tubes are tied, there’s no need to worry about pregnancy and I’ve already had sex with him before, so Robert has no reason to be opposed to it. I’m not sure if I will ask my husband for permission or just sneak around, but one way or the other it’s only a matter of time before I experience what I felt with Reshard again.    
 
   THE BLACK GYNECOLOGIST
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   * * *
 
   I’m Dr. Kolanti Williams. I’m a forty-six-year-old black man married to a beautiful black woman I met in college. We have five wonderful children. I’m a gynecologist and a respected member of the community.
 
   Growing up I knew that I would need to marry a woman of my own race, but I’ve always been attracted to white women. It’s nothing against my own race, it’s just that white women look so much more feminine to me. The way they look, the way they act, the way they move. Everything about them just announces femininity. One of my biggest regrets is that I didn’t spend more time dating white women before I met my wife.
 
   That’s one reason that I established my office in a wealthy suburb. Many of the most beautiful white women end up married to wealthy men and they move there for the great schools and to be around other successful people. And when they need a doctor to examine their lady parts, they come to me.
 
   I have a secret. When I’m behind the curtain, I don’t just examine the patients. I fuck them.
 
   In April, I had a very beautiful patient. She was twenty-three and her fiancé is in medical school. They’re getting married in June and she’s gone off the pill, already trying to conceive. She came in for a routine exam. She has a gorgeous face and long, wavy black hair. With her legs spread in the stirrups, I got the chance smell the scent of her young fertile pussy. It never fails to turn me on, and my cock began to harden, slithering inside my boxers. Personally, I’m not a fan of the fully shaved look and unlike so many women today, her public hair was neatly trimmed but voluminous and largely intact.
 
   I told her that I needed to do an internal probe to examine her cervix. Knowing that she couldn’t see what I was doing behind the curtain, I walked over to the sink. I opened the drawer and pulled out a Magnum condom. I made small talk with her as I quietly ripped it open, removed my boxers and rolled the rubber over my stiff, straining member. I then coated my cock with lubricating jelly and told her that the probe should give me a preliminary indication as to whether her reproductive system was in good working order.
 
   I walked up to her and aimed my cock right at her soft white vaginal opening. Her juices were warm and inviting as I slowly moved it around and in, nuzzling it into the entrance of her love nest.
 
   “Here we go,” I said. I heard her hold her breath as I pushed forward, putting a good four inches inside of her. I heard her gasp and whimper a little. Her pussy was very warm and snug, gripping my cock like a vise.
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked.   
 
   “Yes,” she said. “Please go slowly. I’m not used to something so big in there.”
 
   I pulled back a bit, then pressed deep. I’d ignored her plea and pushed in eight inches of my thick cock, with only a couple of inches outside of her. She whimpered again. I quietly held my breath as I slowly began to thrust in and out of her. I tried to maintain normal conversation as I thrust in and out of her, but the pleasure I was feeling was incredible. Her white legs were spread up in the air, generously offering her love to my dark black body. I could tell by her moaning that the patient was getting intense sexual pleasure from me. In less than five minutes of silent, gentle thrusting, I could hold back no longer. I felt the pressure welling up inside my balls, my sperm desperate to fire inside that young white womb. I hoped she didn’t feel my cock pulsating as my testicles launched volley after volley of sperm, blasting out of my barrel right toward her cervix, caught only at the very last millisecond by the condom’s reservoir.
 
   I pulled out the “probe,” cleaned it off and threw away the condom and wrapper. I told her that her cervix appeared healthy and normal. She thanked me, got dressed and went on her way.
 
   Like any doctor, my greatest pride is when my patients refer me to other people. The women who come to my office recommend me frequently to their friends. Quite a few have brought in their college-age daughters, so I perform my services on multiple generations. I’m pretty sure that my female patients know that I’m having sex with them, and quite a few like to schedule weekly “exams.” That’s fine with me. If their husbands can’t give them what they need, or as frequently as they need it, I’m happy to take care of their gynecological needs. I have the best job in the world!
 
   GOING NATURAL
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   About six years ago, I began making changes to my life to “go back to nature,” to cut out the artificial and live organically. My friend Bella was the inspiration. She’d been living this way and suggested it to me. One of the changes she urged was to reject society’s view that a woman should only sleep with her husband. This is a form of slut-shaming and control, repressing women’s natural sexuality.
 
    “Look, Faith,” Bella said. “Monogamy is just unnatural. You’re living a lie. There are so many other relationships you should be having.” She told me that her husband got off on her having sex with other lovers and he loved to have sex with her right after she’d been with another guy. I told her that I’d talk with my husband Isaac about it.
 
   I sat down Isaac and told him calmly that I loved him but I felt it was unnatural to only have sex with him. We continued to discuss the situation over the next couple of weeks. He knew that I loved him and he agreed that I should do what comes naturally to me, rather than living a lie.
 
   I already had a few guys in mind that I wanted to sleep with, and soon I was dating a guy named Andrew. He worked in sales for one of my company’s partners and I interacted with him at work a couple days a week. He’s a very sexy man, divorced from his wife for a couple of years (after she caught him cheating), and I’d always wondered what it would be like to date him. Many times he’d approached me but I’d always rebuffed his attempts. He was surprised when I accepted his latest request.
 
   My first time with Andrew was at an industry event in Cincinnati. He asked to take me to dinner and I accepted. I dressed in a lacy black bra and panties, high heels, and a sexy evening gown that really showed off my hourglass figure and my ample breasts. I brushed my shoulder-length brown hair, added a few sprays of perfume, and met him at an exclusive restaurant. He asked what had gotten into me. “I’ve just decided that life is too short to deny yourself all relationships but one.”
 
   After dinner, we went back to my hotel room. As we kissed, I took off his boxers and pulled out his large cock. Looking back, it was really only about seven inches long but it seemed huge at the time because it was much bigger than my husband’s penis. Although I hadn’t performed a blowjob since my marriage, I gave it my best and sucked on his manhood. I was out of practice but he really seemed to like it. Soon he had my clothes off (though he insisted I keep the heels on), and I bent over the bed. When he penetrated me, it felt amazing to feel its size filling me, and he was hitting it just the right way for my g-spot. I was so excited and wet for him, and his cock felt so good inside of me that I climaxed in just a matter of minutes, moaning loudly like a whore. He lasted a lot longer than I did, and finally shot his semen inside of me. We had sex a few more times before the event ended and I flew back home.
 
   When I got home to Isaac, he was very excited and wanted to make love to me immediately, just as Bella had predicted. As we lay there in bed, he said he was worried that I might be pregnant.  I had already told Isaac that as part of living a natural lifestyle, I wasn’t going to use birth control with my lovers. I don’t like the idea of pumping my body with hormones and I’d stopped using the birth control pill not long after college. Ever since I’d met Isaac, we had used condoms for birth control until our son was born, at which time Isaac got a vasectomy. He said he was worried that I’d get pregnant and asked me if I would watch my cycle and only make love with other guys when I wasn’t fertile. I took his hand and told him that I felt the strongest desire when I was fertile and reiterated that I wanted to live honestly and naturally. I assured him, though, that whatever happened would be okay, and we would get through it together.
 
   About a month later, I met a handsome young guy when I was shopping at the local co-op. Almost everybody who shops there is white but I saw this tall, handsome black man in dreadlocks looking at some of the prepaid foods. I walked up next to him and started a little conversation. I learned that his name was Murphy and he worked for a nearby public radio affiliate. There was definitely mutual attraction and it was clear that we shared the same political outlook. We exchanged numbers and agreed to meet at his house for drinks.
 
   When I told Isaac that I’d met Murphy, he was very turned on but also scared. His penis was rock hard, oozing its juice, and I didn’t have to tug on him long before he blasted his come all over my hands. Although he wouldn’t say it, I think he was scared that I might get pregnant by him and have a black baby. I told him that there are blended families all around the world and we’re lucky enough to live in an accepting part of the country, so if that were to happen we’d be just fine.  
 
   It turned out that Murphy had a cute little brick studio overtop a little coffee shop. When I reached his place, we sipped on some white wine but the attraction was so strong that it quickly turned into sex. I’d been taught in college that the rumor that black men have larger penises is simply a way of oppressing black men, over-sexualizing them in culture as a form of oppression. So when I saw Murphy’s impressive ten inch cock, dark and thick with a purplish head, I was surprised. I had trouble taking much of it in my mouth and I started to gag. At least when it comes to oral sex, a smaller guy like my husband would be better.
 
   We continued making out on his bed. Soon I was completely naked. He ate my pussy, which I loved, and then lined up his enormous cock at my soaking, swollen entrance. I was afraid that I wouldn’t be able to take him but he slowly pushed his way in. It felt intense, a mixture of pleasure and pain, as my body stretched to accommodate his large equipment. I didn’t think I could take all of him but soon I felt his large testicles slapping against my ass cheeks. We continued kissing, making love as we fucked hard in the missionary position. Although I normally need to use my vibrator or play with my clit to climax, I found myself cumming powerfully and easily. We had sex in five different positions and I came in every one of them. By the end I could feel my clit pounding with my heartbeat, it had been so overused. Finally, he shot his load deep inside of me.
 
   When I got home, Isaac was very excited. He wanted to have intercourse with me but I told him that my black lover had filled me with his semen and he needed to clean me out nice and good with his tongue if he didn’t want me to get pregnant. Isaac seemed a little reluctant at first, but soon he was eagerly lapping up my pussy juices and Murphy’s seed, sticking his tongue deep inside for every drop. Then he got on top of me and slipped inside of my gaping hole. I barely felt him as he took his pleasure and shot his juice.
 
   Although I’ve had many lovers over the last six years, Murphy has been a mainstay. I call him the “maintenance man” because one of us will give the other a call or text for a booty call. He usually stops by my house late at night. Isaac moves into the guest room for the night and Murphy joins me in bed, and after sex we cuddle and talk. He’s the only black lover I’ve had but I don’t feel the need for any others.
 
   Over the last six years, I’ve had three more children. Two of the three are black, so we know that Murphy is the biological father. I don’t know the father of the white baby, but it doesn’t really matter because I have a husband who is the father of all my children. I’m pregnant right now with what will be my fifth child and I don’t know who the father will be. My primary white lover right now is Jackson and he’s married. I’ve told him that he wouldn’t be responsible financially but he’s worried that his wife might find out about it. But even if the baby is white, it’s not necessarily his; there are two other men we know that I’m sleeping with and who might be the father.
 
   Honestly, I’m thinking about getting my tubes tied after this birth. I think it’s natural for some women to be infertile and I can have sex whenever I want, with whomever I want, and not need to use an artificial barrier or chemicals to stop a pregnancy. Isaac and I love our babies but I don’t want to spend the rest of my life changing diapers. But I’ll miss having sex knowing that my lover may be impregnating me at that very moment. Having baby making sex with a man who isn’t your husband is the best!
 
   HE SAID HE’S SNIPPED
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   For years, my husband Max had asked me if I would be interested in having sex with another man. Although I was kind of interested in the idea, I didn’t want to risk screwing up our marriage so I said that I wasn’t interested in anybody but him. Eventually, though, I found a guy I met in line at a store and I ran it by my husband.
 
   “You’re serious, Erin?” he said excitedly as we lay in bed. “I think it’s great!”
 
   I told him that the guy I had in mind, Saunders, was black and asked if that was okay.
 
   “It’s fine with me,” Max said. “In fact it makes it even hotter to me. Of course, he’ll have to use condoms.”
 
   “That won’t be necessary,” I said. “He was tested last month and he’s free of any STDs. And he’s snipped so we don’t need to worry about pregnancy.”
 
   When we first got married I was on the birth control pill. But about a year later, I went off to start our family. After the second baby, we began using condoms just in case we decided to have another. But now we were both thirty years old and we’d been using condoms for nearly four years.
 
   “Okay,” Max said. “I guess it’s okay then.” He got up on top of me, began playing with my tits through my pajama top, and we made love. Max never takes too long to ejaculate but his little four-and-a-half inch squirt gun went off in record time, filling the condom. “Boy,” I said, “you’re really turned on!”
 
   
  
 

I spoke with Saunders and set up our first rendezvous. We decided to do it at a motel on the highway, and he agreed to let Max come along and watch. It was supposed to be a threesome but Max spent almost the whole time standing there in his poorly-filled boxers, recording everything on his cell phone. Saunders has a gorgeous, muscular body and he spent a good five or ten minutes kissing and caressing me, which I adored. Then I gave him the best blowjob I could. His cock was only about seven inches long, not giant by any measure but it was the longest one I’d seen since I began dating Max exclusively nearly ten years ago. After that, he rolled me onto my back and slid up inside of me.
 
   I smiled at Max as he recorded us. “Do you like this, honey? Do you like seeing this big black cock thrusting inside of me?” My body was rocking with the rhythm, my legs up in the air and bent at the knee. “Does it turn you on to see this black man fucking your wife’s little white pussy?”
 
   Max didn’t say anything. He just kept recording with one hand stroking his little boyhood.
 
   “Bring that penis over to me,” I instructed him. He didn’t move at first, but then I ordered him. He finally came over next to the bed and put his penis near my face. I was enjoying the feeling of my black lover’s cock pushing inside of me, stretching me, hitting the right places. I took my husband’s weiner in my hand and stroked it as I watched Saunders hunching, humping over me. Max was aiming his phone between my legs, recording the magnificent thrusting I was receiving. I moaned and groaned, partly from pleasure but also for the camera. “God, he feels so much better than you, baby. It feels so much better than your little penis. Your little penis does nothing for me. Yes, Saunders, that’s it. Fuck me hard, baby. Fuck me with a real cock.”
 
   Saunders flipped me over and began fucking me from behind. I moved so that my face was at the end of the bed and I sucked on Max’s penis as he recorded everything. Soon Saunders grunted, announced he was coming, and pushed deep inside of me. I felt my husband’s weiner sprinkle inside of my mouth right as Saunders’ cock pulsed inside of me.
 
   I rolled over onto my back and turned so that my legs were at the end of the bed. I spread my legs and there was a tiny stream of white cum oozing out. “That’s for you, Max,” I said, fingering my clit. “Go ahead and lick my pussy. Clean me with your tongue.”
 
   “I’ll hold the phone,” Saunders said. Max handed the phone to him and got between my legs, lapping up my sticky love nest and putting me through two orgasms in the meantime. As great as it felt to get fucked by Saunders’ cock, he hadn’t made me come. Between the two men, though, I had it all. Max ripped open a condom wrapper, put on a rubber, and slipped inside of me. He only lasted a few minutes before shooting off again.
 
   I had a lot of great sex with Saunders, both alone and with Max present, over the next two months. Then I started feeling strange and found out that I was pregnant. When I confronted him, Saunders admitted that he wasn’t snipped and he lied just to be able to have bare sex with me. I broke up with him and haven’t heard from him since. I was already four-and-a-half months along when I found out so I knew it was too late for an abortion.
 
   My due date is next month. Luckily, Max is excited and not angry. Obviously we’re going to have to explain to our friends and family that I was having sex with another guy. We’re going to tell people that I did it with Max’s knowledge and permission, but I’m still very embarrassed about it. Max says it’s a blessing because now I can have other partners out in the open. He even says that he’d be okay with me having more babies, including black ones. After all, we already have one so what would be the harm in another. I’m not sure I want any more kids but he does have a point.
 
    
 
   LEVELING THE FIELD
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   * * *
 
   I’ve been in the hotwife lifestyle for nearly eight years. When I told my husband Riley that I wanted to have other lovers, he agreed that I could have them but wanted me to share all the details of my encounters with him, and perhaps even let him watch. As we established our ground rules, we talked about the possibility that I might get pregnant by a lover. The idea of this happening was a turn on for both of us, and we agreed that if it happened that I would keep the baby and that Riley would raise the child as his own.
 
   Over the years, I ended up getting pregnant twice. Both times I discussed going off the pill with Riley and he was supportive of having each child. Each time I had unprotected sex with Riley and my lovers. We’re pretty sure that our oldest daughter is Riley’s but our youngest daughter is the spitting image of one of my lovers.
 
   Recently I started dating Leonell, a handsome black man who loves his wife and his five children. In making love with Leonell, I began to feel the desire to have this man’s baby. When Leonell asked me if I would go off the pill, I told him that I liked the idea but I’d have to speak with my husband first.
 
   “I don’t know, Amanda,” Riley said. “If you have a black baby, everybody will know that it’s not mine.”
 
   “There are lots of blended families these days,” I replied. “People adopt children and have kids from prior relationships. Anybody who has a problem with it is a racist.”
 
   Riley and I had some serious discussions about it and finally agreed that this was something we should do. One thing that Leonell pointed out, though, is that I make love with my husband usually three times a week but due to his work and family commitments, I’m only able to see Leonell about once every week or two. That gives my husband an unfair advantage in trying to impregnate me. I agreed and discussed the situation with Riley. Considering the large advantage Riley had in the number of encounters, we agreed that the only fair thing to do would be to put Riley in condoms to level the playing field.
 
   It was a little difficult at first. Riley didn’t like having to wear rubbers and complained that he couldn’t feel anything. Frankly, I’d gotten him Lifestyles Extra Strength with Spermicide so they probably didn’t feel as good as some of the thinner and more sensitive brands so he probably had a point. But I didn’t mind that it took him longer to ejaculate, often twenty or thirty minutes of intercourse. We also brought some water-based personal lubricant from the drug store and as long as he kept us well-lubricated, it was fun to have sex for a longer time and in different positions.
 
   For his part, Leonell made more time for me. He made excuses to get away from his family and even took some time off of work. In addition, whenever he could sneak out of his apartment at night, he would drive over to our house and slip into bed with me for a quickie. Sometimes Riley would wake up in bed to the sounds of me having sex with Leonell, moaning about how great his thick cock felt inside of me. When that would happen, Riley would kiss me and excuse himself to the guest room. All in all, I was having sex with Leonell about three times a week.
 
   It only took two months for the pregnancy test to come back positive. I’m now seven months along with our first baby boy, and Riley and I are very excited about the upcoming birth. Leonell is very proud and excited as well, and he says he’s confident that the baby will be his. Frankly, given that none of the condoms had broken or slipped off, I think he’s probably right. In a couple of months we’ll know for sure. In any case, Riley will be raising the baby and I’m getting my tubes tied at the hospital, so our beautiful family will be complete.
 
    
 
   RIGHT IN FRONT OF MY HUSBAND
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   * * *
 
   My name is Kate and I’m a hotwife. When I was in my early thirties, my husband Chase and I didn’t have any kids even though we’d been married for eight years. I went on the pill several years before that when it seemed that my husband was not going to give me kids and I started taking lovers.
 
   I took my first lover after about four years of marriage. Hubby was into friendship and companionship rather than an all around relationship so I started to cuckold him. After about a year I came home one night and told him all about it. Chase was upset at first but I described what I did to my lover and my lover did to me. He got all upset and jealous and humiliated, but also excited. Finally he masturbated. Since then I’ve told him all about my dates. He met one of them and they got on famously. That kind of upset me for some reason, I don’t know why.
 
   About that time, Chase started talking about me coming off the pill. I had three guys who I saw regularly, one black and all with respectable sized equipment. I really wanted to have a baby but when I started talking seriously to hubby he started to get cold feet. I think he was scared that it would be the black guy who would get me pregnant. (That wasn’t a fear of mine. For me, black impregnation had a sense of excitement!)
 
   Chase knew about my lovers and he met one of them. He never watched me with another man but I tell him about it afterward.  I’d always felt that the idea of having another man’s baby growing inside of me would be amazing. I don’t know if that’s being mean to hubby or not, but that’s how I feel. I’ve fantasized about having a baby by each lover as a sort of reminder, including the black one. And I definitely hate condoms! I love the feel of semen spurting into me with those grunts that most men make when they’re cumming.
 
   I’d had to learn that being mean to hubby would be to NOT give him the cuckold experience. He got so hot and stiff when I told him about my dates, especially with the black guy. I could see his little cock just come alive.
 
   So one day I threw away my birth control pills. The next night, I had some pillow talk with hubby and played a fantasy, pretending that I’m pregnant and had him imagine watching my lover impregnate me with such great sex that I become totally abandoned in his arms. Chase got really excited by that. He became so excited that he literally leaked semen out of his little dick. And then he masturbated. I suggested to him that he could have even stronger reactions if it happened for real! He was still doubtful, though, even when I sucked him off. I figured it wouldn’t take too long to convince him, though, as I couldn’t remember the last time he was able to ejaculate twice in a row like that. (BTW, that was a very special treat for hubby. I don’t let him inside of me anymore, only my lovers. I usually just masturbate him by hand if he’s been an especially good husband. If he’s been really, really exceptional I give him an oral treat. I think he lives for those, the big lug!) 
 
   I realized around that time that I didn’t want hubby getting his satisfaction from our little nightly chats. I wanted his satisfaction coming from watching a lover plant his seed in me, watching the moment of fertilization. I was chatting with another hotwife online and she explained to me some things I needed to do. The first thing she taught me was to take control of his “satisfactions” and only allow Chase to have one at my option. She said to talk to him while massaging him, and when he was ready to cum he has to tell me to stop.
 
   “Promise him that if he’s a good hubby and tells you in time,” she said, “you’ll reward him and let him finish when you feel that he deserved it. But if he fails to tell you in time, you give him a punishment. My hubby was very good and always managed to stop me before it happened, and once or twice a week I’d reward him by letting him cum. One night I was feeling extremely naughty, and when he told me to stop, I continued anyway and his little dick squirted. I scolded him for not telling me in time, and for the next week he was not allowed to touch himself, nor did I touch him. By the end of that week he had love stones that I would never let him be free of again.”
 
   What a good idea about telling to stop before he came! A couple of nights later I tried that for the first time. I promised Chase that I would suck him if he told me to stop before he came three times during the day as I masturbated him. Since he lives to be sucked off by me he did very well. I eventually told him that since he hadn’t fixed the screen on a window and had the furnace serviced he was a bad boy and i would not suck him. It worked like a charm! I told him he couldn’t touch himself either until I felt that he was a good boy. Boy was he horny!
 
   I really wanted to have my black lover totally humiliate my husband. My black lover at that time was too nice and shy for that scenario. But then I met a younger guy Ted at a party that my black lover took me to, and the guy was full of himself and really assertive. Ted was quite the stud and we exchanged phone numbers. We talked and he said he liked the idea of humiliating a white person, especially a white husband. He said he’d be willing to make love to me in front of hubby without a condom and fill me with his seed. I got so hot just thinking about it. I was getting used to the idea that hubby's sexual humiliation was actually a way of creating an intense sexual experience for him – much more intense than he could get any other way.
 
   I slept with Ted to make sure that he was good and that he had respectable equipment, and that he could humiliate my hubby during his breeding of me. I was still having a hard time adjusting to the idea that to love my husband is to hurt him. But I’d spoken to other hotwives and I knew that while there are many ingredients that make a happy cuckold husband, two of the most important are pain and assurance. The anguish of the stinging pain mentally, in conflict with the physical burning ache in his groin, would bring him a sexual intensity that would cause him to tremble in delight. And as much as I love him, that’s what I wanted for him.
 
   “Your husband doesn’t have any stronger doubts right now than other husbands during their training,” a hotwife friend explained. “And right now you are training him to be a cuckold. You have to remember that he’s surrendering his most valuable possession in life to another man. Don’t be ashamed to shower him with all your loving assurance now, and don’t be afraid to baptize him in the pain of humiliation when the time comes.”
 
   Ted left me a voicemail saying that he wanted to breed me and give me a black baby. I played the voicemail for Chase. He was very turned on by the idea but also very scared. That night, in our nightly chat, I let him rub his little dick in between my pussy lips while we talked about what it would be like to have Ted breed me. Of course, I made sure not to let hubby inside of me and not to let him cum. I told him that I was ovulating and I would invite Ted over to our house tomorrow night. Although he wasn’t permitted to cum until then, I would allow him to cum while masturbating to the scene.
 
   The next night, I made hubby sit in the corner and watch me totally surrender myself to Ted and beg him to impregnate my white womb. My lover and I both teased and taunted hubby (verbally) and he was speechless. I was moaning loudly, praising Ted for his large cock and his great skills as a lover. Although I was being especially verbal for hubby, Ted’s cock really did make me moan out loud. Chase was so humiliated, and so excited his little white dick was a continuous ooze of sperm just watching.
 
   I became pregnant that cycle. Looking back, I feel that my hubby being there and being a part of it in that way helped make him the wonderful dad he became. We now have three children, two of whom are black. Our marriage and our sex life have never been better. I encourage all wives who have ever thought about this lifestyle to think about it carefully but if it’s right for you, give it a try!
 
   BREEDING ATHLETES
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “Blake, we need to talk,” my twenty-four-year-old wife Skylar said when she got home from work. I was in the kitchen beginning to cook dinner.
 
   “Is something wrong?” I asked.
 
   “No, everything is fine.” She went to our bedroom, changed into her regular clothes, then walked up next to me. “Are you familiar with Anderius Johnson?”
 
   “Of course,” I replied. Anderius Johnson was arguably the greatest running back in the NFL, playing for the New York Jets. Although I’m not an NFL fan, we lived in New Jersey, not too far from the stadium where the Jets played. And Skylar’s father was himself one of the greatest NFL running backs of all time.
 
   “I got a call from Anderius’s agent.” She put her hands on my arms as I stood at the stove and sauteed diced onions and garlic. “He knows about how great a running back my father was, and how I was a star runner in college. He wants to have babies who will have his athletic ability and hopefully play in the NFL one day. His wife doesn’t have the right genes.”
 
   Yeah, I thought, his wife Angelique isn’t an athlete. She’s a gorgeous supermodel on the cover of beauty magazines. 
 
   “He wants boys who can play the game,” she said. “And he’s willing to pay us for the chance.” She pulled my arm and faced me. “Two hundred thousand dollars per baby.”
 
   I was stunned at the number, but I knew that Anderius was good for it. That kind of money would be life changing for us.
 
   “Will we have to pay for the IVF out of that money?”
 
   “He wouldn’t use IVF,” she replied. “He wants to do it the natural way. I’ll go off the pill and you’ll have to use condoms. He’ll come by when he has a chance or I’ll stop by his hotel room.”
 
   The idea caused my penis to stir. From some reason the idea of that handsome, muscular black stud breeding my wife was frightening but at the same time a real turn on for me. As I cooked dinner, Skylar told me that she called her father first to see what he thought about it. She’d been concerned that he wouldn’t want to have black grandchildren, but he was actually very excited about having a grandchild who possibly could play in the NFL and he encouraged her to do it. We discussed it all night and the next day, and finally decided that this was the right decision for us. She met with his agent and signed the paperwork he’d proposed. It required me to put my name on the birth certificate and to take full legal responsibility for the babies or else there wouldn’t be any further payments.
 
   Over the next few months, Skylar would have sex with Anderius usually twice a week. Most of the time she would go over to his house. When he was playing on the road, he would bring her along to his hotel and my wife got to watch the Jets games from the best seats. And on a few occasions, when she was ovulating and couldn’t make it out, Anderius would come to our house to breed my wife. When he did, I liked to stand at the end of the bed and watch.
 
   I loved watching Skylar taking the running back’s huge black cock inside of her mouth. He was so much bigger than me, both in length and width. It looked like a horse cock. She couldn’t take him all the way but each time she got a little better. Skylar didn’t perform oral sex on me, just handjobs but Anderius really liked that and she was becoming quite an experienced cocksucker. Seeing her sucking and licking one of his balls while eagerly jerking his shaft was a sight to see.
 
   When Anderius had sex with Skylar, she was very vocal in bed, crying out in orgasm and moaning loudly, telling him how much she loved his thick cock. She was always so quiet in bed with me but I began to realize that she was really a sexual animal who just needed the right man to awaken her. I especially loved watching him fuck her doggy style, pulling my wife’s hair back and slapping her ass. Skylar was never able to orgasm during intercourse with me but he always got her off with doggy style, and sometimes with missionary. I loved watching him fucking her in the spoon position, her face flush and her ample tits hanging down as he kissed her neck while fucking her from behind. I felt no fear or jealousy, only admiration for Anderius. At some level I knew he was a superior male, and it was right for him to breed my wife, even a compliment to me. I trusted and respected him without question.
 
   Soon Skylar became pregnant. When we found out the baby was a girl, we were disappointed to learn that the contract specified that we’d only get the $200,000 if the baby was a boy. The agent suggested abortion but Skylar was adamantly opposed to that. She gave birth to a beautiful baby girl, who we both love to death, and I happily put my name on the birth certificate. She had four more babies by Anderius and two of them were boys, and he was true to his word. Although the $400,000 didn’t go as far as I’d expected, it did allow us to pay off our house and educational debt.
 
   We’re now the happy parents of five black babies. Skylar went back on the pill after the last of Anderius’s children were born. While we’d talked about Skylar having my baby some day, she’s really cooled on the idea. She’s concerned that I might favor my own child over our other children, and the last two pregnancies were very difficult. Also, the kids are now potty trained and she doesn’t want to go back to changing diapers. “We have five children,” she said. “That’s more than enough.” She has a tubal ligation scheduled for next month.  
 
   We’re all eager to see whether the plan worked, and whether one or both of our boys will make it to the NFL. The oldest is ten and the youngest is five, so there’s a long way to go. In the meantime, Anderius and Angelique had two children, both boys. I bet at least one of them will make it!
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   * * *
 
   I had a “date” last night and was tired when the night was done. He was one of my regular lovers. My husband Seth always loves me after him, and I made sure he got his feeding. I was going to give him a little something else, but he was so excited he couldn’t last for it, but that’s another story. But I want to tell you about the feedings.
 
   When I first started out as cheating on my husband, I didn’t really know what I was doing. But I was lucky to soon get some help from an experienced woman in the lifestyle, in the form of his Aunt Amy. 
 
   “McKenna,” she said, “I know what kind of woman you are.” His aunt (not blood) didn’t have any children, and when he was born my hubby became the apple of her eye. Amy and Mike would keep him overnight half the time. He had his own room in her house with his own toys, and their house was his second home. When he became interested in girls and needed advice, she became his mentor. Seth spent many nights with them as a teen, and especially after a date he didn’t score on (he didn’t have many of those, only with me). When he enlisted in the Army, she was just beginning to teach him restraint. 
 
   I didn’t get to meet her until we got out of the Army and I was carrying my first son, by another man, and no, hubby didn’t know. She pegged me within fifteen minutes (she should have, I was just a young version of herself) and wanted me to take a walk with her. God, I didn’t want to take that walk. She wasted no time letting me know how much she loved her nephew, and would not want him hurt. Then she stopped looked me right in the eye, and told me, she knew me. And she knew I was the woman that would make him happy, and she would be there to help me. 
 
   Aunt Amy began coming by our house for coffee when hubby was working for little chats. I could tell she was sincere, but I was having a hard time believing some of the things she was sharing with me about my hubby, and my new uncle. She was slut, and Uncle Mike knew and loved her that way. Some of their very close friends were the same way, and later she would introduce us to them. She taught me quite a bit in that next year. 
 
   It didn’t bother her when she asked me if the baby in my womb was her nephew’s. When I told her no, she just smiled. Later, she would introduce me to the young man that I would for the first time “openly” cuckold my husband with. Though the cuckolding scene we had planned didn’t work out, she made it possible for me to have my affair with him anyway, and our second son would be his. 
 
   Amy’s husband was well-trained, very docile and very much in love with her, and if it worked for her I was sure going to listen. Whether it worked for me or not, she accepted me as the cheating slut I was, and I loved her for that. 
 
   She knows everything I’ve done to/with her nephew, approved of everything I did (including the children), and most of it was at her suggestion. My hubby knows all about his aunt’s participation, and loves her for that. 
 
   Yes it was his AUNT, and it may come as an additional surprise that his FOSTER MOTHER (the same type woman, a little older) also recognized and loved me, and offered her help more than once. But I would caution you, though, about those family members – our first son was the product of an irresistible brother-in-law. But I guess that didn’t matter too much since our second, third and fourth sons were not by my husband, either. I guess you can tell that I do love the risk sex!
 
   Although I started off as a cheating wife, we had some talks in bed after sex and I agreed to become a hotwife for my hubby. I said I would bring my lovers home and let him watch. The very first lover I ran into wouldn’t go for that, and hubby had to decide whether he could live with me “dating” my lovers then coming home and sharing with him. Luckily, he is an agreeable man, and accepted me dating then coming home and sharing. Had he not, I would have gone on cheating because I was going to have that lover.
 
   Surrendering (I don’t know why we call it surrounding, women are always in control) to your lover on your husband’s bed is always erotic, and becoming pregnant by your lover on hubby’s bed is unforgettable. Only one of my children was conceived on a lover’s bed. The other four were all conceived on our marital bed. Seth only got to watch the last one, but it was incredibly hot and it made up for all the others.
 
   When my “mentor,” Aunt Amy, was discussing our “planned” initiation of Seth in cuckoldry, she discussed the feeding to me. Aunt Amy explained that you should feed hubby your lover’s cum. It was a great piece of advice, along with the wonderful lover she was setting me up with. The feedings did seem to help bring hubby around to increased acceptance, if not a subtle desire for me to have other men.
 
   When she first mentioned the feedings, though, being a very naive twenty three year old my reaction was, “eeeeew, gross!” But she took the time to explain to me that it wasn’t for me; it was for “him.” She told me that by ingesting the hormones of another male in me, his body would become addicted and he’d always need that taste. And when he would do it, by knowing he was drinking another man’s cum from me, in his mind, he would be realizing one more act of submission to my control. 
 
   It was still hard for me to handle that one, but I did “finger feed” hubby the cum of the lover she introduced me to without his knowledge. He took to it like a child in a candy store. And, though I can’t explain why, I began to get a tingling thrill every time I dipped my fingers inside and he sucked them clean. The night I had my first date (that he knew of), I was so excited when I got home I pushed his face down, and told him he had to do that before I told him one thing about the date. 
 
   Hubby was a little reluctant at first, but he “submitted,” and that night he got his christening. From that night on, he was more interested in doing that when I came home than anything else. And I have to admit that I get an unexplainable high knowing he is tasting my lover. Though it may be for him, darn I love it, too.
 
   Aunt Amy was right - having him kiss you after your lover is when he’s finally happily and totally your anxious, willing cuckold. The first time I pushed his head down there and made hubby do that. After the first moment of reluctance, I never knew his tongue could be so long or he could get it so deep inside me. And for me, and him, it was another moment that we’d never fail to do again.
 
   Although I majored in Accounting, that’s stuffy work and I didn’t want my job taking away from my play time. That’s why I became a Cocktail Waitress for the first fifteen years of my work life. I enjoyed meeting new people, and the entertainment industry gave me an inexhaustible supply of handsome “passionate” young studs.
 
   Seth was a “nice guy,” and I always felt that he was ripe for the plucking, and when I was a cheating wife I had only begun with him. I never felt bad about it because I knew I was “not” doing anything he didn’t want me to do. And the things I told him, the shows I put on for him, only made the moments more intense for him when he’s downstairs lying on the couch stroking his hard dick, while listening to me upstairs screaming at my lover lover to give me his baby. I took all the power knowing that he wanted it that way. He wanted me to exercise my imagination, to explore my sexuality, and “use” it on him. I’m not saying some of things I did didn’t hurt him, but husbands need that ounce of pain to intensify the ton of pleasure they’re going to receive at our soft feminine fingers. It’s a very important ingredient of this lifestyle. The “risk” is just as (maybe even more so) intoxicating for a husband as it is for the wife, and a caring wife owes him that pleasure.  
 
   When I began sleeping with the lover that Aunt Amy set me up with, it was hubby who asked me to go off the Pill. He wanted me to get pregnant. And when I brought my first black lover home, Seth was beside himself when he opened the door and invited him in. He nearly came right then, and knowing my lover was upstairs filling his wife’s fertile white womb with his black seed, by the time I was done hubby didn’t have a drop left. 
 
   My brother-in-law was the second largest man I’d ever had, my black lover being the biggest. When I met my BIL at an October family party, I danced with him. During a slow dance, he made me know how large he was, and I knew I had to have him inside me. I could never got him out of my mind, but it would be two years before the opportunity would present itself. And the second week after we moved back to town, everything I had imagined about him was true, and he gave me my first son. We had an affair that ran over two years, but it was only after his death that I could finally share the truth with Seth. 
 
   With most husbands, it isn’t important that they sow the seed in our wombs. In fact, I think most would prefer to love us as our bellys swell with our lover’s seed. I know that Seth loved me with the first two he “thought” were his. But the last three he knew belonged to my lovers, he worshiped my bulging belly. 
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   * * *
 
   “I just don’t want to have sex anymore,” our friend Donna said to my wife Kennedy over a glass of wine. She’s a beautiful black woman, twenty-six years old and married to Jeremias, a handsome personal trainer. “Ever since the children I’ve totally lost my sex drive and his drive is so strong.”
 
   “It’s okay,” Kennedy said. “It happens.”
 
   Donna was crying. “I’m afraid I’m going to lose him.”
 
   As they talked about their sex life, it was clear that Donna just wasn’t able to take what Jeremias had to offer. His cock was too large for her, for one thing, and he was just more adventurous in bed. Their differences had always been a problem, but now that Donna had lost her sex drive it was threatening to tear them apart.
 
   “He has women throwing themselves at him all the time,” she said. “If I can’t satisfy him, I know he’s going to cheat on me.”
 
   That night in bed, my wife and I talked about what we’d heard.
 
   “Brandon, you know how you’d always wanted to see me with another man?” Kennedy asked, curled up under the blankets. “How about if I do the heavy lifting for Donna? I could keep her man sexually satisfied until her desire comes back.”
 
   “You want to sleep with Jeremias?”
 
   Kennedy nodded. “He’s a very sexy man. I’ve always fantasized about having sex with a black guy. And he keeps his body in such great shape.”
 
   “I think what you’re really interested in is that big cock of his,” I said. Kennedy just smiled. She’d always commented that my penis wasn’t as thick as she would like, and she’d used dildos that were long and thick.
 
   After talking about it for a couple of hours, we agreed that we would run it by Donna. When we did, she was surprised but not against the idea. “I just don’t want this to affect our relationship,” she said. We assured her that we’d continue to be friends with them as we always had.
 
   Kennedy got a call from Jeremias the next day. He was very excited and said he’d always admired my wife’s body and wanted to ride her bubble butt. They both talked provocatively over the phone and agreed to meet at our house for sex that night.
 
   Jeremias arrived at 8 pm, while Donna was still putting their children to bed. He was dressed in a t-shirt and jeans, and I could see a large bulge in the front of his jeans where that black weapon was hiding. Kennedy walked down the stairs wearing nothing but a white slip and black panties, and took him by the hand and led him up to our bedroom.
 
   I walked up and looked through the doorway. Jeremias was naked and his big black hands were roaming over the slip, feeling Kennedy’s body. She was softly moaning, her hands up around his neck as she leaned up to kiss him. She threw off the slip and began kissing his chest, wearing nothing but a pair of panties. After a moment, she slowly dropped to her knees and took his cock in her hands.
 
   When I saw it, I understood why Donna had so much difficulty taking his manhood. It was about seven inches long and as thick as one of my wife’s dildos. Kennedy pumped his shaft with her hands and it stiffened a bit. She slowly licked the cockhead with her tongue then took the head inside of her mouth. Jeremias moaned as he held my wife’s blonde hair out of her eyes. She cupped his ball sack with one hand, slowly running her fingers over it as she pumped and sucked. Soon he was fully erect, and Kennedy I saw lay back on the bed.
 
   Jeremias stepped between my wife’s legs, his thick, mighty weapon aimed at her crotch, her vulnerable womanhood shielded only by that sheer pair of black panties. He reached down and grabbed the panties, my wife lifting her hips to assist him, and he slid them down her legs and tossed them on the floor. He leaned forward and lay on top of her, kissing her, his hands in her hair as his large athletic body pressed against her delicate white frame. He was humping his hips, his cock laying on top of her groin, and I could see just how huge that thing would be inside of her. I wondered if she could take all of that.
 
   He lifted himself up on his arms, placed the head of his thick black battering ram at her soaking blonde entrance, and pushed himself inside. Kennedy’s body pulled back and she moaned. She kept a hand against his hip to keep him from going too far. “Go slow,” she said. And he did, slowly inching himself inside of her. It took a good thirty seconds before he was all the way in.
 
   “Damn, that’s good,” Jeremias said, his head just above hers, looking down into her eyes as he thrusted slowly inside of her. “You’re so warm and wet. Is it good?”
 
   She nodded. “You’re so big. It feels awesome!”
 
   I could see her wet blonde pussy hair holding onto his shiny black cock as he pushed in and out of her. His testicles were large, one hanging lower than the other, as he pounded inside of her. They were both breathing heavily. I saw Kennedy’s white hands running up and down his black ass cheeks. Soon he picked up the speed and was pounding her fast. Kennedy cried out in orgasm, and I saw her body bucking on the mattress, her head going from side to side.
 
   “I’m gonna cum,” Jeremias said.
 
   “Cum inside of me,” Kennedy pleaded, locking her legs around his waist and putting her arms around his back, holding him close. He gave a deep guttural groan and he pushed deep inside. I saw the base of his cock jerking, his heavy balls contracting, as he filled my wife with his seed. The two of them kissed, then he rolled over onto his back.
 
   “That was amazing,” Kennedy said, her face glowing as she looked into his eyes as she slowly stroked his slimy cock. “You’re so sexy and handsome, and I just love the contrast, seeing your black body against my white body. It really turns me on.”
 
   “Yeah, I like that, too,” he said, catching his breath.
 
   “I’ve never climaxed just from sex before. I always need oral sex or a vibrator, but your cock is so thick. It just feels amazing!” She kept pumping him and soon he was erect again. She rode him cowgirl, and I could see his semen dripping down from her blonde fuzzy cunt as she did. They had a powerful simultaneous orgasm and then collapsed on the bed. They held hands and talked for a few minutes, then he got dressed and left. Kennedy walked him out the door wearing just a robe, kissed him and said, “You can fuck me anytime!”
 
   For the last seven years, Jeremias has come over to our house three or four times a week. Donna’s sex drive has still never returned, even though their kids are older, but she’s glad that Jeremias isn’t out cheating on her with random women to satisfy his needs. We now have two kids of our own, and given that one of them is black it’s not hard to figure out that little Jerry is his son. Kennedy didn’t intend on getting pregnant with Jeremias’s baby but we weren’t unhappy about it, and I feel it’s helped bring us all closer. Thankfully, my wife hasn’t lost her sex drive. Kennedy still has sex with me about once every week or so, so I’m not being deprived in that way. It’s worked out great for both of our families!
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   * * *
 
   “The only thing that can save him is a bone marrow transplant,” the doctor said.
 
   My wife Emma, 32, was heartbroken. We have two children together, but technically my son isn’t mine. He was born when Emma was a teenager, with a black guy named Dereece. He was twelve years older than her and a criminal, going in and out of incarceration. He was the love of her life but she knew that their relationship was toxic, and he was constantly sleeping with other women, so she ended it.
 
   When we got home, we talked about the doctor’s prognosis. Unfortunately, our daughter didn’t have the right bone marrow to save her half-brother. He really needed a fully blooded sibling to save his life.
 
   “Aidan,” Emma said, “I know we said we were done. But if we have another baby, it could save our son’s life.”
 
   “You want to have another baby?”
 
   “Yes,” she said. “I talked with Shawn,” she said, referring to Dereece’s brother. “He’s out of prison right now. We need another baby and I want to know that you support me in this.”
 
   I didn’t like the idea of her getting back together with Dereece, even if it was just for sex. Emma was addicted to him, even though he was a total loser. He’d been violent to her many times and she’d had to get restraining order at one point. But I understood that it was necessary. I promised her that I would support her decision. Emma went off the pill that day. And soon, she was texting and messaging with Dereece. I invited him to come over to our house, when the kids were in bed, to have sex with my wife.
 
   I’ll never forget that first night. He showed up wearing a hoodie and jeans hanging down, with a bandana wrapped over his head. I saw Emma’s face light up as she saw him for the first time in years. Still, for a man in his forties he looked impressive, with a ripped body. I guess when you spend all your time locked up in prison, you have a lot of time to work out. The two of them kissed passionately near the doorway before she led him upstairs to our bedroom.
 
   I waited downstairs for them to do the deed. I was surprised, though, that I was able to hear so much. Emma was moaning loudly, and I could hear the headboard banging against the wall. “Fuck, I’m coming,” she moaned deeply. They had sex for nearly an hour and in that time I heard her call out an orgasm twice. Finally, they came downstairs, Dereece fully dressed and Emma wearing just a bra and panties. They both looked sweaty and well fucked.
 
   “I missed that big cock of yours,” she said, smiling as she pressed her body up against him. She held up four fingers. “You made me come four times.”
 
   “Yeah, bitch, you always loved black cock.”
 
   The two of them kissed passionately, then Dereece went home. After that night, Dereece began stopping by regularly to take care of my wife’s needs. After he left, I would go up to the bedroom and reclaim my wife. She would insist that I ate her pussy clean before I could have intercourse. I was a reluctant at first, but I soon began to enjoy tasting her black lover’s cream. Of course, I had to use condoms with my wife because she was trying to get pregnant by Dereece, but I was so turned on that I didn’t mind it. One time, while taking my sloppy seconds, she confessed to me that the sex with Dereece was hot and amazing, far better than the hubby-wifey love making we do.
 
   It only took a couple of months for Emma to get pregnant. Unfortunately, when the baby was born we learned that he wasn’t a match, so we had to try again. And the second time we had better luck. Later that year, Emma gave birth to triplets and two of them (twins) were a match. It saved our oldest son’s life.
 
   We now have six children, five of whom are black. Emma loved the sex so much that she refused to give up Dereece as a lover. She got a tubal ligation, though, so we don’t have to worry about any further pregnancies. Now I get to take her bare, feeling my cock marinating in her semen-soaked snatch as I follow Dereece in bed. We’re tired from changing all the diapers but otherwise we’re very happy together. I just hope that Dereece doesn’t get sent back to prison and ruin what we have going because our sex life is better than ever!    
 
   HER OTHER CO-WORKER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   When I first saw Emily, I was in love. She’s a cute young redhead who works at my plant in the main office. I finally got up the courage to talk with her.
 
   “I’m sorry, Jacob,” she said. “I just got out of a relationship and I’m not really interested in dating right now.”
 
   Although I was disappointed, I believed her and understood why she might feel that way. I had a girlfriend for two years in high school and it was hard when we broke up. I didn’t want to see anybody else, but eventually I moved on.
 
   But then a couple of weeks later, I heard from some guys on the line that Emily was dating Kunal, a black guy who worked the third shift.
 
   “Yeah, he’s giving it to her good,” my buddy Charlie said, chuckling with a big smile on his face as he pulled the lever. “They say he has a big cock and she loves getting fucked by it.”
 
   I hadn’t told the guys that I was interested in Emily, and it was tough listening to them. From the stories going around the plant, the sweet looking girl from the office was a total slut, taking his black cock up her ass and doing ATM (ass to mouth), licking and sucking his shit-covered cock until he blasted his cum down her throat. One of the guys said that Kunal passed her around to his friends.
 
   I was totally shocked by the stories and figured they weren’t true. But about a month later, I was sitting in my car and saw Emily inside of Kunal’s truck in the parking lot. I saw him lean back and looking down, while Emily looked out the window to see if anybody was watching, then her head went down to his lap. Soon her head was bobbing, and there was a look of sheer pleasure on the black man’s face. I’m not sure if I ever saw the tip of his cock, but I could tell that her hands were moving furiously just below the dashboard and she had her tongue stuck out. Shots of white fluid landed all over her tongue and face, and she squinted as some of it seemed to hit her eye. She managed to smile, though, as he handed her some napkins and she wiped herself clean.
 
   Things went badly for them, though, when Emily got pregnant. Kunal became angry and she had to get a restraining order against him. Soon he quit his job and he moved away without telling anybody where he went. Once again there were rumors on the line. According to Charlie, Kunal was pissed because Emily didn’t know who if he was the father of the baby but she wanted him to be the father anyway, and he decided he’d rather just split than deal with it. I had no idea whether it was true. 
 
   A few months after giving birth to a black baby girl, Emily returned to work. I asked her out and this time she accepted. She told me that Kunal was just an immature man who would accept his responsibilities. After dating her for a couple of months, she finally allowed me to get her in bed. When we did, I found out that she’s very vanilla in bed, only missionary and doggy style, and she claimed that she doesn’t do blowjobs because “it’s disgusting.” Of course, I’d witnessed her giving a blowjob to Kunal but I didn’t mention it. She was nice enough to say that my penis, while much smaller than Kunal’s horse cock, is almost better because he was so big that intercourse was often painful. With me, she says it never hurts; in fact, she usually can’t feel me at all.
 
   Emily and I are now engaged to get married. I’ve decided to do the right thing and had my name added to the birth certificate as the father. Kunal isn’t in her life and it’s not our daughter’s fault, so it was the right thing to do. Emily had only planned on having one child and now that our daughter is potty trained, she loves having her freedom back and doesn’t want to go back. I do see Emily eyeing attractive black men and sometimes she flirts with them, and I wonder if she misses Kunal’s big dick. Sometimes I see them typing into their phones and wonder if she’s giving them her phone number or email address. But then I remember how much we love each other and how I’m a good provider, and I realize there’s no reason for me to be afraid or jealous.       
 
   KISSING BOOTH AT THE COUNTY FAIR
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife volunteers for the 4-H program in our area. This past summer, they were having a presentation at the county fair and one of the leaders asked if my wife Peyton would work the kissing booth. She’s a beautiful blonde and at 32, she looks like she’s in her mid-twenties. She agreed and we took the whole family there.
 
   I was taking the kids around to the various rides and getting them cotton candy and other junk food. They were having a great time. But after a while I walked over to see how Peyton was doing. When I arrived at the booth, I saw a tall black man standing there. He was definitely in shape and I could tell by his shirt and jewelry that he was a wealthy guy. Peyton was standing inside the booth, looking calm with her hands in her jean back pockets and rocking on her heels. Her good friend Lindsey, who was helping run the 4-H booths, was standing by with a sly smile. He was saying something to my wife, then handed her quite a few bills. It was strange because a person is supposed to pay with tickets rather than case. Then he leaned in and she leaned forward, and they began to kiss.
 
   The black man put one hand behind her head and another behind her back. He was kissing her long and good, and I could tell they were definitely French kissing. Then I saw her head angle to the other side and her hands reach behind his back, holding him against her as they kissed. I was shocked. From what I’d been told, it was supposed to be limited to a kiss on the lips.
 
   Just then my youngest daughter told me she had to go to the bathroom and it was an emergency. I took all the kids to the port-a-potties and took care of business, all the while I couldn’t get the image out of my mind. As soon as I could, I took the kids back to the kissing booth. When I got there, Lindsey was standing there with a shit eating grin on her face. I asked her where Peyton was and she just shrugged, saying that she’s on break and she could be anywhere.
 
   I turned around and walked up to the guy at the lemonade booth. He was also grinning. I asked him if he’d seen where the blonde in the kissing booth had gone. He pointed toward the big barn and she walked that way with a black guy. I was pretty pissed at that point. I asked Lindsey to watch my kids while I went after my wife.
 
   I walked through the grass and, behind the big barn, I heard some sounds coming from the empty animal stalls. I walked in through the main entrance and I could see the naked torso of the black man I’d seen earlier, and his hands going down in front of him, his hips moving back and forth. I could see about half of my wife’s head popping up above the top of the stall, her delicate hands on either side of the stall, as she moaned in pleasure. I could see her eyes rolling inside her head. For some strange reason, the sight was turning me on.
 
   I sneaked around to the side of the stalls to get a better view. I could see his muscular black ass pumping as he fucked my wife doggy style, her jeans down around her ankles. His hands were on her ass and he would smack her ass every once in a while, not slowing down his thrusts for a moment. Peyton had gotten looser downstairs after having our kids but his large cock was filling her tight as a drum, and if her groans of joy were any indication, she was loving it. His big black balls were rocking, swinging with each thrust.
 
   Soon the black guy grunted and stopped fucking her, and then slowly pulled out. I saw a large glob of semen slide out of her cunt.
 
   “Shit,” she said, wiping away his seed with her hand. “I hope I don’t get pregnant.” She pulled up her panties and jeans.
 
   “You ain’t on the pill?” he asked.
 
   “No, my husband has a vasectomy. I don’t normally cheat on him and I wasn’t planning on this happening, so I didn’t bring my diaphragm.”
 
   That surprised me. I didn’t know she had a diaphragm.
 
   The two of them kissed some more, then the black guy walked out of the stalls alone. A couple minutes later, Peyton walked out by herself and returned to the kissing booth. 
 
   I never mentioned to my wife what behind the big barn. But I noticed she seemed pretty worried when her period didn’t come. About a month later, she started complaining of nausea but her period finally came a week later with a heavy flow. I don’t know for sure, but I think the black guy impregnated her and she had a miscarriage. I wonder if Peyton thought the same way, and whether she was happy or disappointed that she didn’t have his baby. Whatever the case, thinking about what I saw at the county fair never fails to get me excited. Peyton has noticed that I’m more sexual around her now but she has no idea why! 
 
   MY DAUGHTER’S BLACK BOYFRIEND
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   We were excited when my daughter Emma, who is majoring in communication at State, told us that she was bringing home her first boyfriend. She told us that Foster was black and asked if that was an issue. Of course, we’d always raised her that it’s okay to date anybody of any race but my husband wasn’t exactly thrilled with the idea.
 
   “I don’t know, Jess,” my husband Michael said. “There are a lot of black college girls who need men. Do you really think she should be taking their men?”
 
   Honestly, I think he just didn’t like his little girl dating a tall, athletic, dark skinned black man. Besides, from what Jess tells me, Foster isn’t the kind of man those girls are interested in. He’s thirty-eight, two years older than me, and he didn’t go to college. In fact, he dropped out of high school. He said he worked in building maintenance and “somehow” got enough money to buy three apartment buildings, and now landlording is his full-time job.
 
   Emma asked if Foster could stay the night at our house. I talked it over with Michael and we agreed that he could stay at our house, but he couldn’t sleep in the same bed with her. Emma agreed. We had a lovely dinner with my sister and her kids, and that night Emma slept in her room and Foster had a pillow and blanket on the futon in the spare room.
 
   That night, while trying to sleep, I heard some noises coming from the direction of Emma’s room. I heard quiet talking and her moaning, and I wondered if they were violating our rules. I looked over at Michael, who was asleep, and I tiptoed down to the hallway in my nightgown and slippers. When I reached Emma’s room, I could tell from the noises that they were having sex.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right,” I heard him say. “Suck on that black cock.” I could hear slurping sounds, then a popping sound.
 
   “I got more than half of it down,” Emma whispered proudly. “I’ve never taken that much before.”
 
   “Yeah, you’re getting good at cock sucking,” he said. “Suck it, bitch. Take that cock down all the way down your throat.”
 
   I was shocked at what I had heard. I turned the handle on the doorway and slowly opened it a couple of inches. The lights were off but between the moonlight and the nightlight on the near side of the bed, I was able to make out what was happening. My daughter had her hands on his meaty black thighs, her head slowly moving towards his body and back. Foster’s hands were on the back of her head, holding her in place. Then she pulled away from him, gagging.
 
   “That’s good, baby,” he whispered. “Black cock ain’t easy to take, it’s so big. You’re doing real good.” When I saw his package, I was shocked. Michael’s penis is a little more than four inches long and about as thick as a ballpark weiner. This black man, though, was sporting a cock that was almost as thick as a beer bottle and probably eight or nine inches long. My pussy was getting moist just looking at it, aching to feel it inside of me. 
 
   Emma quickly returned to her task and soon Foster had her get on her hands and knees on the bed. He got behind my daughter’s naked body. Emma winced as he pushed himself inside of her, and she reached back a hand against his thigh to slow him down. “Go slow,” she pleaded.
 
   “I like that nice, tight college pussy. Tight little white pussy.” He put his black hands on her ass cheeks and held her as he bounced, slowly going deeper and deeper inside of her young womanhood. I could hear the bed creaking and smell the scent of Emma’s arousal as he began pounding her faster, harder.
 
   “Mmmm,” Emma moaned as he pounded her. I could tell that she was enjoying it, her hands gripping the bed sheets, her face showing ecstasy. I wondered what it would be like to be with a man like that, so physical and powerful with a huge cock, pushing himself deep and taking whatever he wanted. He was so confident and proud, knowing that he could have any woman he wanted, and his confidence was incredibly attractive.
 
   “Shit, bitch,” he whispered, pistoning quickly inside of her. “Shit, I’m gonna cum!” Emma moaned quietly, calling Foster’s name. He pushed in balls deep and groaned as he filled my daughter’s cunt with his seed. He pulled out and presented his slimy cock to Emma. Millions of his sperm were swimming inside of my daughter’s womb, determined to find and fertilize her egg, while Emma licked up the remaining sperm, cleaning his cock with her mouth. Finally they cuddled together on the bed, my daughter’s body pressed against this black man who is old enough to be her father. I sneaked down the hallway back to bed and played with myself, quietly fantasizing about fucking my daughter’s sexy black lover. I gave myself three orgasms that night.
 
   That was two months ago. Emma missed her period and took a pregnancy test, confirming what she already knew. Foster denies that he’s the father, even though he’s the only guy that Emma ever slept with. But he sleeps with a lot of college girls at State and he assumes everybody else is sleeping around, too. We’re going to make him take a paternity test but he’s not involved in the lives of any of his other children and doesn’t pay his child support, so we’re not expecting very much. I was thinking about possibly having a secret roll in the hay with him myself, but now I doubt we will ever see him again. At least I’ll always have the memories of the night I watched him in Emma’s room!
 
   HELPING HER FRIEND’S MARRIAGE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife Madison is a beautiful blue-eyed brunette, and at twenty-six with two kids, she’s managed to keep herself in great shape. She has a nice hourglass figure with an ample bosom and a round butt. Men are always checking her out. Some guys might be offended by that but I’m proud of it. It’s really a compliment, as I see it.
 
   Her best friend is Heather, an attractive if somewhat trashy blonde who is married to Rakim, an aspiring rapper who wears dreadlocks and baggy jeans. I’ve heard some of his music and it sounds great to me, but so far he hasn’t gotten a contract from a label.
 
   A few years ago, something happened that changed our lives in a significant way. Heather was caught possessing prescription painkillers, among other crimes. She took a plea deal that allowed her to get out in eighteen months. It sounded like a good deal but Heather was in tears.
 
   “He’s going to leave me,” she said to my wife, sitting in our den. “Rakim says he won’t go eighteen months without sex. He’s talking divorce. He says he’s going to take the children.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” Maddie said. Heather and Rakim had three kids together. “Have you thought about leaving the kids without your mother?”
 
   “She won’t take them,” she replied. “And I don’t want to lose Rakim. There are groupies who are all over him, at the studio and events. Honestly, I don’t even know if he’s faithful as it is.”
 
   We’d all heard rumors that Rakim had impregnated other women. He denied it, of course, but we didn’t know the truth.
 
   “Let me talk with Ethan. I’ll see if there’s something we can do.”
 
   That was all I overheard until I walked outside to the garage to start the lawn mower. But later that day, Maddie sat me down.
 
   “Honey, you know that Heather is going to spend some time in women’s prison. She wants somebody who will fill her role while she’s gone. Would you be okay with that?”
 
   “You mean take in her children?”
 
   “Yes, that.” She paused. “She also wants me to take care of Rakim’s sexual needs.”
 
   I was stunned at what she’d said, but as she explained the whole thing, it made sense to me. Maddie would act as a temporary wife for Rakim, satisfying all of his needs and keeping the family together until Heather could resume her duties. She promised that she would still have sex with me and that it wouldn’t affect our relationship. We spent a few nights talking it over and finally agreed that we’d help her friend in this way.
 
   As soon as Heather began to serve her sentence, we moved her two boys into the guest room and her daughter into the spare room. Rakim moved into the master bedroom, and we bought a bunk bed for the guest room so that I could sleep with the boys.
 
   We learned that Rakim was quite a sexual animal, making love nearly every day. We could hear the sounds of their lovemaking through the bedroom wall. I would lay in bed listening to them making love, my wife calling out in orgasm as he pounded her hard. “It’s so big,” she would say. “It feels so much better than Ethan’s little penis.” I don’t know if she was aware that I could hear some of the things she said, but when Rakim was done he would throw on boxers and a robe and head downstairs to raid the refrigerator. I would go into the room behind him, the room smelling like sex, my wife looking fully spent with her legs spread and her vagina dripping his come, beckoning me to eat her pussy clean. At first I was reluctant, but I’ve grown to like the taste. Eating her cream pie is now my favorite thing to do with Maddie.
 
   One thing unexpected happened. Although she was on the pill, Maddie ended up getting pregnant. When the baby was born black, we had to explain to our family and friends what was going on. There were a lot of hard questions, some judgment, and we lost some friends over it but now we’re able to live our lives out in the open. And we have new friends who aren’t racist and judgmental.
 
   When Heather finally was released, Rakim and Heather’s kids moved back to their house. But Maddie didn’t want to give up her sexual relationship with her black baby daddy. Heather was pissed off at first but they managed to work it out. Rakim stops by our house a few times a week at night, usually just for sex and seldom staying the night. When Maddie became pregnant last year, we weren’t surprised that our second child was also black. Rakim is a great father, spending time with both of his families. He’s still pursuing a recording label but sexually, in my wife’s eyes, he’s already a star!
 
   THE BLACK LOVERS DATING CLUB
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Earlier this year, my friend Alissa confessed to me that she cheats on her husband. I was surprised because she seems like your typical suburban wife with two kids and a happy marriage. She seemed to have it all. But she informed me that a number of her friends like to use a service called the Black Lovers Dating Club, which they call The Club for short. I learned that there are Clubs near all of the major cities around the country. The women go out with their friends “to the Club” to have drinks, but they’re doing more than having drinks – they’re having sex with attractive black men.
 
   “You’re gonna love it, Kaitlyn,” Alissa gushed. “The men are incredibly attractive, well hung, and great in bed. And before they have sex with you, they play these videos that really set the mood.” I asked what was so great about the videos but she said I’d need to see them for myself.
 
   A couple months ago, I told my husband Nick that I was going out with the girls and he stayed at home watching the kids. When we reached the club, the entrance was a non-descript door in the alley. The bouncer was a tall, fat black guy who knew Alissa and let us through. Once we got inside, we were brought up to a lineup of sexy, handsome black men to select. Alissa picked one named Kareem and I picked Kadrick, a thinner but still muscular black guy with dreamy eyes.
 
   A older blonde woman, Gail, brought me to the room and instructed me to strip down to just my bra and panties. I noticed there was a large flatscreen not far from the bed. Gail said that Kadrick was getting ready and in the meantime I should watch the movie. “One rule, though,” she said. “You can’t discuss anything you see in the movie. You don’t talk with him, you have sex with him.” She pressed a button on a black box beneath the set, and she walked out as the movie began.
 
   “Kadrick is one of the country’s most successful surgeons,” the narrator said, showing the city’s skyline. “His practice is widely regarded as the best in our region.” The video showed Kadrick wearing an expensive Italian suit and driving a blue Bentley convertible, pulling up in front of a Ritz-Carlton. “He was recently voted the city’s most eligible bachelor for the third time in five years,” the narrator said. Briefly it showed Kadrick dressed like a surgeon, saying, “There’s nothing more rewarding than saving people’s lives.”
 
   The scene switched to a gorgeous young brunette in her early twenties, sitting with a handful of equally stunning friends in a high-end restaurant. “Kadrick is so charismatic,” she said, her eyes lit up. “When he talks to you, you just swoon. Everybody is just drawn to him like a magnet when he speaks, wherever he goes. He always knows the right thing to say and he’s so sexy. I have a boyfriend and I never have sex outside of a relationship, but I would definitely make an exception for Kadrick.” Her friends smiled and nodded. The camera moved to her blonde friend who said, “Really, I mean, every girl wants him. He’s so fucking hot!” They all giggled.
 
   The movie then showed Kadrick driving his Bentley up to an incredible mansion. As he walked inside, the women who worked for him looked at him adoringly, and he ordered the men around and they obeyed, as the narrator noted that this 3 million dollar home is just one of his five homes, including a penthouse in New York City and a mansion in Miami. Then the movie faded to black.
 
   I have to admit, I was very turned on by what I saw. Kadrick was obviously quite a catch. For a woman in her thirties with a wonderful but average husband in the suburbs, the chance to be with a man like that was very attractive. I was all wet just thinking about it. Just then, from behind the black curtain on the far wall, stepped Kadrick. He was wearing nothing but a pair of red silk boxers. He slipped into bed with me and began kissing me.
 
   I was so turned on, my pussy aching for him. He slowly ran his black hands over my bra and my panties, teasing me with his touch. I was writing on the bed, hot as a pistol for him. I caressed him, feeling his strong, muscular legs and back. Nick used to be in decent shape when I met him but he’s let himself go, and it was so nice to feel this strong, fit body against me. I could feel his manhood pressing against me through our underwear, and I needed to see it.
 
   He lay down while I got on my knees and removed his boxers, freeing his large equipment. My husband is a little on the small side at four inches when erect, and Kadrick was twice that length while seme-erect. I took his large tool in my hands and began sucking him, twirling my tongue around his cockhead. Kadrick was groaning in delight. I placed one hand under his big black balls, the other pumping his shaft as I sucked him. Soon he was fully erect.
 
   Kadrick had me lay down on the bed and he put his head between my legs, licking me. My body tensed as he licked my clit, and bringing me to a solid orgasm. “I need to feel you inside of me,” I pleaded. He moved up between me, lined his thick member with my eager entrance, and leaned forward to kiss me as he pushed inside. I’d wanted to watch him penetrate me but I kissed him wildly as I felt that huge cockhead pushing me apart, tearing me open, making me his woman. He pushed himself deeper with each thrust. I feared I couldn’t take it all but soon I felt those black balls slapping against my ass cheeks.
 
   My pussy felt full and the pleasure was intense. Somehow, I felt my clit getting pleasure with each stroke without being touched. I felt electricity welling up from my lower back, then shooting up my entire body and washing back down, and I cried out as I experienced the most incredible orgasm of my life. I looked in awe at this amazing man, honored to have the chance to have sex with him. He put me through a second orgasm before he switched to doggy style and gave me yet another. We finally finished spooning, and I loved hearing him groan in my ear as he shot his semen inside of me. He pulled out of me and gave me his sperm-coated cock to suck on and lick clean, then we cuddled for a few minutes before he told me he had to leave.
 
   That was my first experience with the Club. I went back one other time and spent some quality time with Delander. According to the video, he’s a businessman who owns nearly half the property in the city, and all the young women are after him. I don’t know how somebody as busy as that can keep himself in such great shape, but I’m glad to get the chance to get a taste of what he has to offer. It’s expensive and I have to pay in cash, but luckily my husband makes enough money that I can afford to go there once a month. I’ve never felt so sexually alive in my life, all thanks to the Club!  
 
   GIRLS TRIP TO CANCUN
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Lucy. Last winter, when I went with three of my college friends on a trip to Cancun, I thought it would be a lot of fun but I had no idea what would happen. We’re all in our mid-twenties but my friend Jenna and I are both married. Our friends Erin and Charlotte, though, are both single.
 
   “We’re going to have a great time,” Jenna said when we were waiting in line for security. She smiled. “I have a hall pass.”
 
   I smiled back but I realized now that there were three women who were going to party without restrictions. I didn’t ask Matt for a hall pass and highly doubt he would have given me one – he’s really a traditional, monogamous kind of guy. But I figured that I could still spend some time dancing with some hot guys and that would be fun.
 
   When we arrived at Cancun, Jenna and I checked into our room. Our single friends decided that they would put on their bikinis and hit the resort’s beach. Although I’d gained about twenty pounds since the birth of my two kids, I dieted before this trip and was happy to put on my bikini and join them.
 
   It was the week before spring break but apparently some of the colleges were on break and the beach had dozens of college-age men and women drinking and dancing. The resort was playing tropical music and everybody was having fun. There was also a bar on the beach and we each got a cocktail, clinked our glasses and cheered.
 
   “Let’s talk with some of the college boys,” Erin said with a mischievous smile, a mostly-empty pina colada in her hand. “Maybe they’ll buy us some drinks.”
 
   I was a little hesitant, so Erin and Charlotte both walked over to a group of guys and started talking with a couple guys wearing straw hats.
 
   “Check him out,” Jenna said, turned her back to the guy and sipping her drink. “The guy in the red shirt.” I slyly checked him out. I saw a white guy in a red shirt standing next to a black guy in a white shirt, and both were scoping out the crowd. The guy she was interested in was a good looking, muscle-bound guy with a buzz cut, probably a jock. Although Jenna married a computer guy, in college she always liked to sleep with jocks.
 
   “Yeah, he’s cute.”
 
   “I’m going to sleep with him,” she said. “Mark my words. I’ll talk with him while you talk with his friend.”
 
   We both walked over to them and started a conversation. The white guy introduced himself as Cody, and the black guy was Owen. As I chatted with Owen, I learned that they were both offensive linemen on the college football team. The guys bought us drinks. Owen started telling me about their team but I had to admit that I don’t know anything about football. He was handsome and really cocky, which I thought was cute in a young boy way, and I thought he was very attractive. I looked over at Jenna, who was now standing against a tree and kissing Cody.
 
   “Are you feeling all right?” Owen asked. Between the jet lag and the drinks, I started feeling a little woozy.
 
   “I’m okay,” I said. “I’m just feeling tired.”
 
   Jenna walked up to us, hand in hand with the white boy. “Cody is going to show me in his room,” she said. “We should be back in a half hour or so.” Obviously, she was about to make good on her promise. “I have my phone with me.”
 
   “Okay, have fun,” I said. Then suddenly I realized that I’d left my cell phone in the room. I turned to Owen. “I need to go back to our room and get my phone.”
 
   “I’ll go with you.”
 
   On the elevator ride, it occurred to me that Owen probably thought that I was taking him back to my room for sex.
 
   “You know I’m a married woman,” I said. “I’m just going to get my cell phone in case Jenna calls me.”
 
   “Understood,” Owen said, pursing his lips and nodding.
 
   When we got inside the room, though, he immediately took me in his arms and began kissing me.
 
   “Oooh!” I said, surprised. I loved feeling those strong arms around my body, though, and due to the drinks I allowed him to stick his tongue in my mouth. He was a great kisser, and although I wasn’t going to have sex with him, I figured there wasn’t any harm in kissing him back.
 
   Owen was aggressive, pushing me toward the bed and getting on top of me, kissing me crazy as his hands caressed my body. I felt my body bucking up against him, my pussy aching to be fucked, and loving the look and feel of that strong black body enveloping me. The room was a little cold and I briefly thought about getting under the sheets, but I thought this wouldn’t last much longer before I told him that we had to stop.
 
   He rolled us onto our sides and we continued kissing. I felt his hands reach behind my back, untying my bikini top. When he pulled it away, my breasts were exposed to him. I felt awfully naughty, my bare chest up against his. I held his face in my hands as we kissed, and soon he pulled off his shorts and out popped his cock. It was a lot longer than my husband’s penis, which frankly isn’t saying much. It wasn’t like a porn star’s cock or anything but it was big, and I was eager to take it in my mouth. As he put it inside my lips, I realized that I’d already “cheated” and I might as well go ahead and have a good time. I sucked his cock as best as I could, my head bobbing up and down on his black cock.
 
   When Owen put his cock inside of me, it was unbelievable. Part of it was simply feeling another man inside of me, and part of it was that he was black and just so sexy, but everything about it was just magical. My legs were up in the air, bent at the knees against his waist, Owen kissing my neck as he thrusted over and over inside of me. I seldom reach an orgasm with my husband unless he’s using a vibrator or performing oral on me, but Owen was able to bring me off twice without really even trying. I think I was just so excited to be with this amazing guy that the whole experience brought me off. Minutes later, he grunted and came inside of me.
 
   As we cuddled in a post-coital embrace, somebody knocked on the door. We quickly threw on our clothes and Owen opened the door. It was Jenna. She looked at me with her mouth agape, then looked over at Owen. “Oh my, Lucy. I didn’t know you had it in you. Good for you!”
 
   After knowing that I’d been caught, I realized that I might as well just let loose. That week I slept with five more young guys, one black and one Mexican. When I returned home, I felt completely reinvigorated and ready to resume monogamy. My husband was happy that I was so sexual when I returned and our sex life improved dramatically for months before settling back down again. Maybe I should go to Cancun more often!
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   * * *
 
   When my husband Ryan and I decided we were ready to have a baby, I told him that I thought it would be best if we had a sperm competition.
 
   “But Isabella,” he said, “when we agreed that you were going to sleep with other guys, it was just for sex.”
 
   “I know honey,” I replied. “But sperm are designed to race, block and even kill each other. Sperm competition is natural. It’s the way that nature intended it. May the best man’s sperm win!”
 
   I had two other lovers at the time, Roger who was white and Somondre who was black. Ryan seemed very concerned about this, especially about the possibility that I might get pregnant with a black baby.
 
   “Honey, I thought you were better than that. I don’t support racism and I’m not going to discriminate against my black lover.”
 
   Ryan claimed that he was just concerned for interracial children, that they aren’t fully accepted by either community, and that people might look down on us if we had a black baby. I explained to him that it’s racist and using those kinds of arguments helps to prevent societal progress. He was hesitant about it, but he understood and agreed with me.
 
   I knew that giving two white guys a chance but only one black guy would be inherently unfair. So to make it fair, when I went off the pill, I decided that my black lover Somondre would get the “first slot” – he’d take me bare during the days immediately prior to my ovulation and then the first two days of my ovulation. The “second slot,” the next two days of ovulation, would go to my white lover Roger. The “third slot” would go to my husband, who would get to take what was left of my ovulation up through my period.
 
   Somondre was even more excited that usual, knowing that they were trying to make a baby. My husband Ryan was masturbating furiously in the bathroom, listening to the sounds of our lovemaking in the bedroom.
 
   “That’s right, bitch. I’m gonna give you a black baby. That pussy husband of yours is gonna raise my black babies.”
 
   “Give me your baby, Somondre,” I pleaded. “I love your black cock, baby. It feels so good in my pussy.”
 
   My husband and I had a simultaneous orgasm – him inside the bathroom grunting as he came into a sock, and me climaxing as my sexy black lover filled me with his virile seed.
 
   “That’s it, baby,” I said, writhing in climax. “Your black bazooka shoots sperm so much further than my husband’s little squirt gun.” Somondre was staring ahead blankly, the last of his sperm spilling from his cock and filling my crevice completely. He gave me a quick peck on the cheek, got dressed and left. Then Ryan came in from the bathroom and at my pussy.
 
   I knew that my husband was cheating. He was licking and sucking up Somondre’s sperm, his tongue digging deeply to remove every drop. But I knew that his efforts were ultimately futile. My insides were coated with Somondre’s seed. Not only were his egg-seeking sperm searching for my egg at that moment, but other sperm were taking station in every nook and cranny, prepared to block and kill any other man’s sperm that might arrive. Still, Ryan enjoyed licking me clean and he brought me to a modest orgasm in the process. Of course, I did not have any sex with my husband that night.
 
   Somondre visited me again the next night, and then Roger came the next two nights to take his opportunity. Roger’s cock is only seven inches long but it’s much longer and thicker than my husband’s little thing, and it’s quite enjoyable. Like Somondre, he’s a dominant and arrogant guy, and no matter how much I love “nice” I really want a strong man to take me in bed. Roger and I were both very excited to be trying for a baby, and judging by Ryan’s squeaky groans behind the bathroom door, he was loving it, too. I came hard each time, with my husband eating my sperm-soaked pussy for additional pleasure.
 
   Finally, it was Ryan’s turn. His five inch penis had been pulled and jerked relentlessly the last four days, but he still managed to get it up and to stick it inside of me. It wasn’t anywhere near as hot as the sex I’d had with my lovers but we both enjoyed it. When he finally came, he pushed in balls deep but that little Vienna sausage couldn’t go in all that far compared to the kielbasas I’d been taking. I also knew that he’s been masturbating so much that he wouldn’t have much ammunition to fire, just a few little drips dribbling out the end. I knew that if my egg had not yet been fertilized, whatever few soldiers Ryan could manage to drop into the battlefield would be facing countless battalions of my lovers’ sperm, hopelessly outnumbering and overpowering them, easily blocking and killing my husband’s seed.
 
   Sure enough, I found that I was pregnant after that week of lovemaking. We were all on pins and needles wondering who had succeeded in giving me a baby. We were all very excited. When the baby was born with dark skin and nappy hair, we knew that Somondre had won the competition. My white lover Roger was understandably disappointed, and said that it was unfair that Somondre got to go first. But I agreed that for our next and final baby, I would make it up to him by allowing him to have both the first and second slots. My husband would still get his chance with the third slot.
 
   I’m now pregnant with my second and final baby, as I’m getting my tubes tied at the hospital. Both my lover and my husband are very excited, eager to learn who won the competition. I’m excited, too. Either way, though, my husband will be raising the babies as his own. He’s already the father one baby that’s black and soon will be the father of a white baby. It’s a balanced and diversified family! 
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   * * *
 
   When I met my wife Olivia, we were both twenty and she’d only dated one other guy before me. In our mid-twenties, after two years of marriage, she confessed to me that one of her regrets was never getting the chance to date a black guy. There was a guy who liked her back in high school and she wanted to date him but her father made it clear that he thought women who did that were the lowest of the low. But she’d always thought black guys were hot and wondered about what it would be like to sleep with one.
 
   Olivia’s friend Angelina was dating a black guy at the time and from how she described it, the sex was fantastic. Her boyfriend Qwantez was an unemployed carpenter who was living in her apartment. We thought he was just using her for money but Olivia denied that.
 
   “I’m getting something out of the relationship,” Olivia said. “The best sex of my life.” Although she had always been pretty promiscuous and had the chance to sample quite a few guys, she claimed that Qwantez had a large cock and he knew how to use it. “It’s not just the cock, though. He’s a handsome, sexy man and I just love the taboo of being with a black man.”
 
   Olivia kept hinting to me that she would like to try out a black guy like Qwantez. I never really answered her, just saying that I thought our sex life was pretty good. But one day we were at party at a mutual friend’s house and Angelina had to leave early to address a work emergency. Qwantez wanted to stay and we agreed to drive him back to his apartment. But it wasn’t long before he got my wife alone and began hitting on her aggressively.
 
   “What should I do, Tyler?” my wife asked. She was inebriated but also clearly aroused. Although she was pretending to be concerned about it, I felt that she was really asking for my permission. I told her that if they wanted to have some fun in the guest room, I would be okay with it just this one time. Olivia smiled and said, “Thanks, I think I will.”
 
   I went back to the kitchen and mingled, but as I sipped my wine and dined on cheese and crackers, I couldn’t help but wonder what was going on in the guest room. So I sneaked over there and opened the door.
 
   “Oh, God, baby,” Olivia moaned, her face red and flush, on her hands and knees. They didn’t even remove everybody’s coats, which were piled on the left side of the bed as they fucked doggy style. Her hands were firmly grabbing the thick fur blanket on the bed as she faced the window. “Your cock feels so good inside of me.”
 
   “I love your tight pussy,” Qwantez said, his red button-up shirt still on. “I love feeling that tight, wet pussy. That white pussy on my bare cock.”
 
   I was already surprised that they would have sex without locking the door, knowing that people had their coats in there and could walk in at any time. Who knows, maybe that was a kink of his. But hearing that my wife was allowing him to take her bare just stunned me. Olivia had gone off the pill when we had our first baby and we’d been using condoms ever since, as she didn’t want to breast feed with hormones and also figuring that we’d try for another baby soon. She carried some condoms in her purse just in case, so that she’d always be prepared if we decided to have some unexpected sexy time. But now my wife, fertile and unprotected, had her tight little white cunt overstuffed by this virile black man’s cock. His hands were on her hips, pulling her toward him with every thrust.
 
   “Oh, God, I’m almost there,” he said.
 
   “Pull out, baby,” Olivia moaned, looking back at him, her right hand reaching back beneath her and diddling her clit. “Shoot your stuff on my ass.”
 
   “I will,” he said, speeding up his pace. That made me feel relieved. “Oh shit, baby. Here it comes!”
 
   “I’m cumming, too!” Olivia moaned loudly as her black lover pushed in all the way, impossibly deep, gripping her hips hard and holding my wife against him as he ejaculated millions of his sperm right inside of her. They both grunted as they rode out their climaxes. Then he pulled out his cock and a bunch of semen gooed out of her and landed on the fur blanket beneath them. 
 
   I closed the door and went back to the party. About fifteen minutes later, Olivia walked up to me.
 
   “How’d it go?” I asked.
 
   “Great,” she said, though she looked a little distracted. “His cock was as good as she said.”
 
   When we got home that night, I was eager to get Olivia in bed. We had some hot sex and I was so excited by what I’d seen earlier that night, I came hard into the condom. My wife’s period was late and soon she took a pregnancy test and it confirmed that she was pregnant. As I hadn’t came in her unprotected in years, we knew that I wasn’t the father. But a month later, Olivia had a heavy period which we believe was a miscarriage. Both of us were very relieved but also a little sad that she wasn’t going to have a black baby. Given her parents and especially her dad, we know it was for the best, but I can’t get the image of her breast feeding a black baby out of my mind. Who knows, maybe we will do it intentionally some day? 
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   * * *
 
   While I was going to college, I spent my summers working as a counselor at Camp Whitebush, a girls’ summer camp. I’d gone to the camp as a kid and I loved everything about it, and I’d always looked up to the camp counselors so when I had the opportunity to become one, I jumped on it. It’s only an hour away from my parents’ house so I was able to live in my old room. Also, my then-boyfriend Jack (now my husband) also lived nearby so he was able to visit me sometimes.
 
   Although there were cabins at Camp Whitebush, it was primarily a day camp. The kids only stayed the night for the final week of the summer. It was my final summer after college before getting a real job. Jack and I had agreed that we’d get married after college and I was expecting a proposal in the fall, so it was my last summer as a single woman. And that summer, there was a new male counselor at Whitebush. His name was Najeem and he was tall, handsome, dominant and sexy. He was also a dark-skinned black man, which really stood out in our nearly all-white part of the state. All of the girls were attracted to him but most of us had boyfriends.
 
   There were a couple of single counselors, though, who hooked up with Najeem and they’d shared their stories with us. From what they said, he was very well-equipped, with a penis that dwarfed the white boys’ penises they’d been with. The largest that any of the girls had been with was seven-and-a-half inches but the guy was very thin. Najeem’s cock was a couple inches longer than that and very thick. Marianne, one of the younger girls, said that having sex with him was a totally different experience than her ex-boyfriend. Najeem’s  whopper felt amazing the way it filled her up, almost too much for her, and it rubbed against her g-spot the entire time, giving her almost constant orgasms. The other girls agreed that the sex was just incredible with him.
 
   For some reason, Najeem seemed to take a liking to me. He would flirt with me in the lunch hall, and he’d compliment me a lot. One time, after having a fight with Jack, I was standing on the east dock looking out at the lake and thinking about my relationship. Najeem walked up to me, put his arms around me and held me in his arms and told me that everything would be all right. I felt so safe in his powerful arms, his body was so big and strong, and his body scent was simply intoxicating. I felt myself getting wet from him holding me, and while we didn’t kiss, it was obvious that there was intense mutual attraction.
 
   In that last week, when the younger kids were staying the night in the cabins, I was one of the four counselors tasked with watching the tents with the older kids. The other counselors were Tammy, Marianne and Najeem. Tammy was in a committed relationship like me, and while Marianne and Najeem had been lovers something had gone wrong between them and things were really icy. So, we split the watch in half, with Tammy and Marianne watching the tents around one campfire while we watched the other.
 
   We had thirty teenage boys sitting in rings around the bonfire. Najeem sat in front and told them a ghost story that had everybody’s rapt attention. I loved the story but also seeing the way the boys looked up to Najeem, it just made me so hot. He was so strong and arrogant, and the boys respected him totally. After we got the boys in their tents, in their sleeping bags, we went around to each tent making sure they were going to sleep.
 
   Once we had them turn all their lights out, Najeem and I sat around the fire in the pure darkness of the night. He sat down right next to me, looked around to make sure that we were alone, and pulled out a metal flask. He took a swig and handed it to me.
 
   “Rum and coke,” he said. “You want some?”
 
   “Thanks.” I took it and drank a few swallows. It was strong but delicious, and I tasted a little coconut flavor in there. We sat together and stared into the fire, passing the flask back and forth.
 
   “This is our last chance,” Najeem said.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “I mean for us,” he said, the fire flickering in his eyes. “You know we’re made for each other. My body is meant for yours.”
 
   I laughed. “I have a boyfriend. I think you’re very attractive but I can’t.”
 
   “You’re not married,” he said. “You’re not engaged. You’re a single woman. We both know that if you deny me, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life. You’ll always wonder what it would have been like.”
 
   I sat there silently for a moment. I knew what he was saying was true, already regretting the opportunities I’d missed out on by getting into a relationship so early. But I didn’t want to cheat on Jack.
 
   Suddenly, Najeem leaned over and began kissing me. It took my breath away, my body on fire as I kissed him back. I didn’t want to live the rest of my life never knowing what it would be like to make love to strong, dominant man like Najeem. His body was strong, ripped with muscles, unlike Jack’s soft body. My boyfriend was nice but I wanted more than nice – I wanted a man. I felt his package and my God, it was big. It really was much larger than my boyfriend’s penis. I worried that I might not be able to go back after experiencing a real man, but I couldn’t stop myself.
 
   Najeem was aggressive, pulling off my shirt and exposing my bra. If I hadn’t been drinking I’m sure I would have stopped there, but he kept at it, removing my bra and undoing my jeans. I looked at the tents which were all dark. The other tents were beyond the hill, and they couldn’t see us. I’d heard about a camp counselor who was fired for having sex but it was our last week and there really was nothing to lose. I went with it, following my body’s needs, and removed Najeem’s shirt. I smelled his intoxicating scent of his sweaty chest, with the smell of camp smoke on his body and rum on his breath. Soon took me about ten feet away, laid down a thin blanket, and we lay down together with his naked body on top of mine. We kissed passionately, my hands running all over his beautiful physique.
 
   I thought he’d have wanted a blowjob first, but he just went straight for it. He got on top of me in the flickering light, lined his cock up at my entrance, and began pushing it inside of me. I could hear the crickets and my black lover’s breathing as his thick dick slowly inched its way inside of me. I held my breath. “Go easy,” I whispered, looking into his eyes. He just smirked and kept at it. I didn’t think I could take it all. Inch after inch, he pushed in relentlessly, pulling out only to push in deeper than before. Finally, I felt his legs against me, fully penetrating me. The feeling was so different, so full, and it was just beautiful and strange and delicious.
 
   My breathing was picking up and I moaned quietly as I held his body against mine, his hips thrusting inside of me, his mighty cock going miles deeper than Jack’s little thing ever could. As Najeem had predicted, my body was made for his and it was just so beautiful, the bright moonlight and the fire illuminating the black Adonis on top of me. With Jack I can only orgasm from his tongue, and I don’t know how or why but I began to feel an orgasm building. He hadn’t touched my clitoris but an orgasm coursed through my body and I struggled to suppress a deep, delightful moan, my head next to his, my grateful lips near his ear.
 
   “That’s right, Hannah,” he said. “Don’t fight it. Your body wants this.” As my orgasm subsided, he stopped thrusting and began kissing me, then flipped us over. Najeem then fucked me doggy style. As he fucked me, he played with my tits and it felt so amazing. He put me through a second orgasm and, just as it subsided he began pounded faster, holding my ass cheeks firmly.
 
   “I’m cumming,” he whispered tersely. He pushed in deep and unloaded inside of me, filling me with semen. I could feel his magnificent, muscular body against my back, his arms holding me in place as his cock pulsed, shooting gobs of sperm right to my womb. I knew it went against convention but it was perfectly natural and right, and I could feel it in every inch of my body. I was a young, fertile woman and my body rightfully belonged to this man, this real man.
 
   I slept with Najeem every night for the rest of the week, but after it was over I never saw him again. My boyfriend proposed that Valentine’s Day and we were married the following summer. Although Jack often satisfies me in bed, he can’t in any way compare with the amazing sex I experienced with Najeem. I don’t regret anything and I feel great knowing that I can be a wonderful wife to Jack but also have the memories from that beautiful summer in my past. 
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   * * *
 
   When my girlfriend Makayla confessed to me that she’d had sex with another guy, I was totally shocked. We had both been virgins, waiting until marriage for sex, yet she’d allowed another man to take her virginity and to have unprotected sex with her. Although her words hit me lick a kick to the gut, I was also very turned on by what she’d told me.
 
   Years later when we married, she confessed more to me. “It’s true, Josh. There were others. I was actually very faithful to you but not perfectly faithful. I only made a few mistakes.” She told me about a time when she had sex with a relative stranger that she met at a party with one of her girlfriends at college, and another time when she had sex with two guys at the same time. After hearing that and feeling the strong reaction in my groin, I had a talk with her one night where we agreed that she should have sex with whatever men she liked, as long as she told me the details. “Oh goodie!” she exclaimed.
 
   We had three children together, and all three were conceived during times when she was sleeping with other guys. I can’t say for sure whether I’m the father because I was having sex with her as well. She’s told me that out of the married couples we have as friends, there are four wives who have cheated on their husbands with other men and one of them had a baby by her lover. If I had to guess, I would say that both of our daughters were fathered by her lovers. I’m not sure about our son. He looks more like Makayla’s side of the family than anything else, and he likes some of the foods that I like. I’ve thought about getting a paternity test but in the end it doesn’t really matter – they are all my children.
 
   What I really love is that I’ve been able to be honest with my wife about her desires. She’s confessed that I don’t really satisfy her in bed and that she prefers men with larger penises, around eight inches long and very thick. When she comes home from her dates, she tells me everything that happened as we make love. Unlike the other husbands, I’m was in on it almost from the get-go and I’ve enjoyed it immensely.
 
   One thing that’s concerned me a bit is that Makayla now is dating a black man. I’m not racist or anything but the idea of her having a black baby is scary, even if it’s incredibly hot. I always get a hard-on thinking about it but I’m concerned about it actually happening. His name is DeRian and he refuses to use a condom. My wife asks him to pull out when she’s fertile and usually he does, but twice now he’s cum inside of her. I just don’t know how I’d explain it to our friends and family. People often tell me that my children look like me or act like me, and Makayla gives me a slutty little knowing wink. But if the baby is black the whole world will know that I’m a cuckold. Makayla says she’s met a few of DeRian’s children and they’re beautiful, and she thinks they’d make really beautiful babies. I have a pit in my stomach just knowing that it’s only a matter of time before it happens.   
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   * * *
 
   I own a small technology company in Silicon Valley and we work with some of the most prominent tech companies in the world. Five years ago, I had an issue where one of the key engineers was in danger of being deported. His name was Sambulo Achebe but he went by Sam, and he said he was from the royal family in Swaziland. Not only was he a great engineer but he was charismatic and had strong connections, and we really couldn’t afford to lose him. We hired an immigration attorney but ultimately we were told that unless he had a green card he would have to leave the country. If I lost him, we were in serious danger of losing my company and my six-figure salary.
 
   “You know, Drew,” my then-girlfriend Ava said as we lay in bed, “I could marry Sam. That would get him his green card.”
 
   I chuckled and so did Ava. “No, I’m serious. I’m willing to do it. What do you think?”
 
   We discussed the matter in detail and I realized that this might be an option. We discussed the fact that she would need to pretend to be in a full relationship with him, and that they’d need to be married for three years before he could become naturalized. I also pointed out that from the rumors I’ve heard, he’s not a one woman kind of guy and he has quite a sexual appetite.
 
   Ava was undeterred. “I’ll do it, honey. I love you enough to do it.”
 
   I showed my girlfriend’s pictures to Sam and ran the idea by him. He was very grateful and willing to do it. Once everybody agreed this was really going to happen, we acted like Ava and I had broken up and now she was dating Sam. Just six months later, we had a small wedding for Ava and Sam. Ava’s family did not approve of Sam and refused to attend, so I gave her away at the wedding. It was a beautiful ceremony and then they flew to the Virgin Islands for their honeymoon. When they returned, she moved into Sam’s condo.
 
   Ava confessed to me that the honeymoon was amazing. “It’s true what they say about black guys. His cock is so big that I can barely take him. It takes a couple of minutes just to fit it all inside of me and I’m stuffed full.”
 
   “That doesn’t sound pleasurable,” I said.
 
   “Oh, it’s pleasurable,” she said. “It’s really, really good. He really gets me off with that big cock. I’ve never had so many orgasms, or such strong ones. I hope I’m not hurting your feelings, honey, but sex with Sam is so much better than making love with you.”
 
   She did hurt my feeling a little but I appreciated her honesty. We only had sex about once a month since she was living with Sam, but our sex sessions were very enjoyable. She felt looser than she had before but I guess that was to be expected given the big cock he was using on her.
 
   Not too many months later, Ava informed me that U.S. Citizenship and Immigration Services wouldn’t simply believe their marriage was legitimate. They would assume their marriage was fraudulent, and probably would consider it suspicious that they were married so quickly (and not long before Sam was facing deportation). In order to throw off the scent, Ava decided that having children together would help show that their marriage was real. I was a little worried about that possibility happening by accident, but now Ava wanted to do it intentionally. We decided that she wouldn’t put his name on the birth certificate so that, later on when they divorced, I could take over as the father.
 
   We agreed and a few months later, Ava announced that she was pregnant. She gave birth to a black baby girl in the summer, and that autumn she was pregnant with a boy. The following year, Ava accidentally got pregnant again and they had a set of twin black boys – a total of four black babies in three years. The ruse seemed to work as they were able to get Sam naturalized after just three years. And three years later, after six years of marriage, they divorced due to irreconcilable differences.
 
   Working with Ava to keep Sam in the country worked out wonderfully for my business. I went from making just over $100,000 a year to nearly $250,000, and added eight employees. And it also worked out great for our personal life. We sold my old house and bought a much larger one near Sacramento. I told my family that Ava and I had reconciled and we had a huge wedding, with one of our black sons as the ring bearer and our black daughter as the flower girl. As we’d agreed, I signed affidavits of paternity and put my name on the birth certificates for all of the children, making me their legal father.
 
   We now are a beautiful family of six. Sam is in our life, too, stopping by a couple times a week to visit the children and to have conjugal visits with my wife. We’re all happy with the arrangement. I love to masturbate in the room next door, hearing the sounds of Ava crying out in ecstasy from our bedroom as Sam pounds her with that thick black cock of his. I honestly had no idea that Ava could be so vocal in bed, and it gets me so hard when she coos about how great he is sexually and how much better he pleases her than her husband. Sometimes that’s all it takes for my little penis to squirt a foot into the air, sending little white droplets onto the carpet!
 
   THE BLACK LAWYER’S ASSISTANT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife Abigail and I had the misfortune of graduating college right as the Great Recession was hitting. I was an aspiring engineer and at the end of my summer internship they said they couldn’t offer me a position. Abby wanted to become a paralegal and she was applying everywhere but we couldn’t find any law firms willing to take on an inexperienced new paralegal. Luckily, we were sharing a small studio apartment and my parents were helping pay the rent, but it was still nerve wracking to be unemployed and not seeing any light at the end of the tunnel.
 
   One day, as luck would have it, Abby was at the offices of one of the top ten law defense firms in the state. It was only her second job interview and she knew the odds were long, but at least it would give her interview experience. While she was waiting in the lobby, a plaintiff’s attorney showed up at the office for depositions. Abby told me that he looked very handsome and dapper, a tall and well-built black man in an Italian suit. He couldn’t keep his eyes off of her, which isn’t surprising as my wife is a beautiful brunette in her mid-twenties with a great body. Men are always attracted to her and often hit on her, despite her wedding ring.
 
   The attorney soon introduced himself as Jantez Murray, a sole practitioner who specialized in personal injury and product liability. As she spoke with him, she felt an incredible attraction to him and made sure to mention that she was married. He replied that he’s married as well, and that made her feel more relaxed. Jantez explained that his legal assistant had gotten pregnant and left to stay at home with her baby, and he was in need of a young assistant to help him. He gave her his card and encouraged her to send him her resume, and she smiled and promised she would.
 
   When Abby went to meet him in his office, she was surprised to see that he wasn’t there in a suit. He was wearing shorts and a cutoff shirt, which he explained by saying his receptionist had failed to calendar the interview and he was just about to go to the gym. Although Abby laughed it off, she was impressed at the man’s firm muscles and chiseled physique. Everything about him, she confessed, was masculine and appealing. They had a great conversation and he offered her the job, which she accepted.
 
   I wasn’t thrilled to be unemployed but I was happy that Abby’s career was finally taking off. She would soon have a paycheck which would help pay the bills and relieve my parents from the responsibility. I was shocked, though, when she told me the size of her salary: $60,000 to start. Jantez explained to her that for that amount of money he expected her to work “very closely” with him and to provide any and all services he might desire, with no limitations. She asked what he meant by that and he replied that sometimes he has to travel outside of the state for court, educational seminars and discovery, and he would expect her to attend. He also stated that he sometimes goes on vacation but those are usually working vacations, and he would expect her to accompany him to help with anything he might need.
 
   We talked about it and we both believed that Jantez was suggesting that he wanted to sleep with Abby. She asked how I felt about that, and whether I thought his expectations were fair for $60,000. Although I’d always thought that we were going to be strictly monogamous, I told Abby that we really did need the money, and if she liked him and thought this was the right decision I would support her choice.
 
   Jantez began giving Abby some normal office work, from filing to preparing court documents. She was very excited when she came home from work and felt like she was learning a lot. Two weeks later, though, he took her to Victoria’s Secret to buy her lingerie. He was going out of state for a four day conference, he explained, and he wanted her to accompany him. She modeled various sets of bras and see-through panties, stockings and garter belts, and some baby dolls. He eyed her hungrily, complimenting her on her great body, and he spent over $600 on buying her naughty under things. Abby told me that she felt awkward wearing that kind of clothing in front of her boss, but at the same time she found herself desiring him sexually and she loved seeing the way he adored her body.
 
   When they flew out on Wednesday night for the conference, I was texting with Abby to make sure everything was okay. I felt very nervous but also excited, and I masturbated twice just thinking about what was going to happen. She told me that she’d need to turn off her phone during the conference but she’d try to contact me when she had a chance at night. But all night I heard nothing, and nothing on Friday. But around eight on Friday night, she sent a quick text saying, “Everything is great. Talk tomorrow.”
 
   On Saturday at seven, I finally got a call from my wife. “The conference is great,” Abby said. “I’m sitting with Jantez and taking notes for him.” Of course, I wasn’t interested in the conference itself but what they were doing together outside of it. “Well, obviously we’re sharing a room together,” she said. 
 
   Finally, she started opening up. She said that she’s having sex with Jantez three times a day. “He’s very sexual,” she said. “Just an incredible libido.” According to Abby, he’s a great kisser and loves to play with her breasts. The only downside is that he doesn’t eat pussy, which is her favorite thing. “But his cock is really big and sex with him just feels awesome. I can’t even explain it but he’s so good that I don’t really need him to lick me down there. I got brought off just by the sex. I didn’t even know that was possible.” She claimed that he was giving her at least three orgasms from intercourse each t time they had sex, and by the end of the day she was physically and sexually exhausted. “Oh, and he likes it a little rough. He pulls my hair, spanks my ass, and one time he kinda choked me in missionary.”
 
   The entire time I was listening to her talk, my penis was erect despite having already masturbated twice that day. The image of her sexy black boss fucking her with a big cock and giving her lots of orgasms really turned me on. I didn’t hear anything from her the rest of the trip, but she did send me a selfie of her standing in front of a full-length mirror wearing sexy lingerie while Jantez was in the background sitting on the bed in his boxers. I jerked off to that picture many times since then.
 
   Abby has been working for Jantez for a year and a half. She’s now saying that we’re in a good place to start a family and wants to know how I feel about having a baby. Although I’m okay with that, she also floated the idea of having sex with both me and Jantez, and having the baby no matter who is the father. The idea of Abby having her black lover’s baby is a turn on to me but I just don’t know if I can do it in real life. She says that Jantez will pay her extra money if we’ll have his baby and raise it for him. I’m still on the fence. What would you do?
 
   NOT READY YET
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   When I first met Sarah, she was literally “the girl next door.” We lived in a duplex and our apartments were right next to each other. She was beautiful, smart and sweet, and worked as a secretary downtown. I was really attracted to her and I thought she was attracted to me, too. I got up the courage to ask her out but she said, “Mike, I like you as a friend.”
 
   As we got to know each other better, I understood where she was coming from. Basically, she thinks there are two types of guys: the kind you marry and the kind you date. Sarah looks at me as being “the kind you marry” but I simply didn’t have what she was looking for. I lacked a graduate degree and a six-figure job. But I was working my way toward both of those goals. I’d graduated college with a degree in engineering, started working as an engineer at a technology company, and I intended to get my MBA. At twenty-two, I simply was too young to have accomplished all that. On time at Starbucks, I decided to ask her where I stood.
 
   “What if I get my MBA and I have a high paying job? Would that make a difference?”
 
   “You know I like you, Mike,” she replied. “As I said, if a guy has what I’m looking for, I’ll give him a chance.”
 
   I really loved Sarah and I didn’t have a problem waiting for her. I knew, in the end, that she would realize what I catch I really was. I was certain that one day she would be my wife.
 
   Sarah sometimes dated guys who were in their thirties and forties. They often had sports cars and other signs of wealth, but those relationships never seemed to go anywhere. It might have been the age difference or the fact that they had kids almost her age. In quite a few cases, she was surprised to learn that those men were still married and just cheating on their wives. I always felt worried that one of those guys would steal her heart but those encounters never seemed to go anywhere.
 
   While waiting for Mr. Right to come along, she spent most of her time with “the kind you date”: good looking stylish guys with great bodies who had nothing going for them, other than being sexy. There were aspiring musicians, rappers, artists, and guys with dead end jobs who lived with their parents and spent all their money on cars and clothes. I’m not gay but I have to admit that I understood why she was into those guys – they were really great looking. I’d see her walking hand-in-hand with those guys into her apartment, especially on Friday and Saturday nights, but also sometimes during the week.
 
   There’s one guy who started dating her frequently, though. He’s a black guy named “Magic” Marteese, an aspiring rapper. He certainly looked the part of a famous rapper, obviously working out all the time and wearing fashionable clothes. Normally her bedroom was a revolving door, but she kept bringing him back and I was curious why. 
 
   Our bedroom windows face behind the duplex and they’re covered by bushes, but there’s a good two feet between the bushes and the building. Sometimes at night, when it’s dark, I like to sneak out behind the window and listen to her making love with her bad boy lovers. The windows are small and high up, and they slide to the right, so you can’t see through them just standing on the ground but her bed is near the window and she usually keeps her window open, and that allows me to hear everything, even if she has some mood music playing.
 
    “Oh God, baby,” she’d moan in the midst of an orgasm. “It feels so good. Fuck me with your dick.” I hear her heavy breathing and her dirty talk and it would get me so excited. Usually I’d go back to my apartment and masturbate, but a few times I’d done it right there in the dark. I tried to time my ejaculations so that right when her stud is shooting his sperm inside of my sweetheart, my own seed would squirt against the concrete side of the duplex.
 
   After seeing Marteese stop by a few times, I decided I needed to hear them in action. I hid behind the bushes with a bottle of Astroglide, listening to them.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right,” he said, breathing heavily. “Suck that black cock. You like it, don’t ya? Tell me you like it.”
 
   “Mmm Hmmm, I love your big black cock. It’s so fucking big.”
 
   Then I hear more sucking and moaning sounds. I’d wondered if that was why she kept bringing him back. She’d complained once that the guys she dates who are marriage material often have small penises, but she pretends to enjoy sex with them to be a good partner. Since my penis is just under five inches, I worried that I wouldn’t be able to satisfy her.
 
   “Oh, God, baby,” she grunted. “Go slow.”
 
   “You like that big cock, don’t you?”
 
   “I love it, Marteese. Go slow, baby. I need time to take it.”
 
   Then I heard a slap and her moaning. “Yeah, you like that. I’m gonna slap your nasty, slutty ass. You’re a nasty whore.” Another slap.
 
   “Yes, I’m a nasty whore,” she moaned breathlessly. “Pull my hair.”
 
   I could hear the bed squeaking and their bodies slapping, so they were fucking fast and furious now. I was masturbating fast myself, jerking my little boyhood quickly with my pinky finger stretched out to brush against my balls with each stroke. “I’m cumming!” she cried out. I had to be quiet but in my mind I called out her name, “Oh Sarah!” I couldn’t go any longer and I sprayed like a squirt bottle, splattering the wall beneath her room. Even after I was spent, I stayed and listened to the hot sounds of their lovemaking.
 
   “Take it baby,” he exclaimed. “Yeah, suck my black cock. Suck every drop there, bitch. Swallow it. Swallow every fucking drop. Yeah, that’s a good little white whore.”
 
   That was years ago. After I got my MBA and got a new job making more money, Sarah agreed to date me, even though I was only making $88,000 at the time. Even though I wasn’t making as much money as she wanted, she said I had potential. We dated for months before she let me make love to her, and when we did it was all quiet and gentle, nothing like what I’d heard happening from outside her bedroom. She said she enjoyed our lovemaking, though, and she didn’t need to orgasm to enjoy our time together. “It’s the closeness that’s most important.” Last year, we got married. You see, the nice guy wins in the end!
 
   ENCOURAGED TO GO BLACK
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   For the longest time, I’d had the fantasy of seeing my wife Hailey have sex with another man. The thing that turned me on most, though, was the idea of her sleeping with a black man. I’d approached her about the possibility a number of times but she’d always said that she wasn’t sure about it, that it just seemed wrong because we’re married. I figured that it would never happen in real life until one day when, in bed after having sex, she brought it up.
 
   “Connor, you know how you asked me to sleep with another guy? Preferably a black guy?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Do you still want me to do that?”
 
   “Yeah, why?”
 
   “I think I’m ready to do it.” Hailey then explained that she’d met a guy who she really wanted to sleep with. His name was Darryon and he was a fuck buddy of Kendra, one of her female co-workers. Although Kendra complained that he wasn’t willing to commit and would only meet up with her for sex, calling her at the last minute at night, she admitted that he was great in bed and wouldn’t give him up. She showed Hailey a picture of him naked and my wife was shocked not only at how handsome and well-built he was, but also at the size of his penis. “It was thick as a rope and it had to be a foot long, and it wasn’t even hard!” She’d found his profile on social media and wanted to contact him.
 
   We talked about it for a couple hours and ended up making love a second time. We were both very hot and excited about the very idea of it. We decided that Hailey would contact Darryon on social media and see how he reacted. If he was up for it, she would go on a date with him. We also discussed birth control. Hailey wasn’t using anything since I’d gotten a vasectomy after our second child was born, and she suggested that they use the pull-out method. I thought they should use condoms in case he had any diseases. Hailey agreed that it was a good idea but she wasn’t making any promises, and said she’d just have to see things played out.
 
   Sure enough, Darryon soon reached out to Hailey and they were communicating online. For a few days, they were doing a lot of messaging. Finally he asked my wife what time she was having dinner.
 
   “About seven o’clock. Why?
 
   “Great,” he said. “I’ll pick you up around eight.”
 
   We made sure to finish dinner a little early so that Hailey could get ready for her date. She dressed up in a tight skirt and white top, and brushed her curly brown hair and dabbed on some perfume. Beneath it all she was wearing no bra and a pair of see-through panties. I told he she looked great as she left, jumped in his car and drove off. I put the kids to bed and it was a long night, wondering what was happening. I had my phone with me but I didn’t hear anything until she came in through the door just before one in the morning. Her lipstick was smeared, her clothes were in disarray, and she was barefoot with her shoes in her hand. She looked well fucked.
 
   My cock was so hard that I was desperate to get her into bed. I told her that I wanted to have sex with her while she told me what happened but she said she was tired and very sore, and she really couldn’t handle any more sex than she’d just had. But she agreed to let me masturbate next to her while she told me what happened.
 
   Darryon took her to a nice restaurant on the strip overlooking the ocean. Since she’d just had dinner, he bought each of them a drink, then he said that his office was right across the street and asked if she wanted to see it. She agreed and they went over to his place. It was a fancy building and they had to go through security to get inside, which she found impressive and a turn on. His office had a beautiful view of the ocean and the strip, with a large screen TV and a pull out couch, which was already set up as a bed.
 
   Darryon didn’t spend much time showing her around before he began kissing her. He was undressing her quickly and she felt his large manhood pushing against her through his pants. Soon they were naked and having sex in front of a large picture window, but between the light of the moon and the stores on the strip and the beautiful view, Hailey felt entirely comfortable yet turned on to be doing it in front of a potential audience.
 
   She explained how hot it was to see his black cock in person. Although it didn’t get as hard as mine, it was hard enough. She took his cock in her hands and gave him a blowjob, slowly licking it and twisting her head with each suck. He held her head in his hands, his muscular body illuminated from the outside light, as he moaned in pleasure. Laying on the bed, he put his mouth between her legs and ate her pussy, and he made her cum. Then he got on top of her and the bed was creaking as they had sex in the missionary position. She was concerned that she wouldn’t be able to take such a large cock but he managed to get all but a few inches inside of her, and she loved how his thickness stretched her open. He was pounding her hard, and she had to slow him down and hold him back so that his cockhead didn’t pound against her cervix.
 
   They switched into doggy style and then female superior. While she was riding him, she had her hands on his shoulders and was looking out at the amazing view. Just knowing she was fucking a guy who could afford a place like that had her totally wet, and he was holding her ass with his hands as she rode up and down, carefully not to take too much. She dropped down and kissed him, still hunching her groin against his, when he moaned and gripped her ass more tightly. When she felt his cock twitching, she realized that he was shooting his seed inside of her. At that point it was too late, and she didn’t resist as he rolled her over onto her back, continuing to kiss her as his balls blasted her womb with his sperm. They lay together, talking and kissing, and soon he was hard again. They fucked a second time and he added a second load deep inside my wife’s cunt.
 
   As I heard Hailey’s description of what happened, I couldn’t help but reach a powerful climax, shooting a rope of sperm a good six inches into the air. Hailey giggled. “Wow, honey, you really shot a good one!” I went to the bathroom to wash my hands and my penis off, then I got a fresh pair of underwear and we cuddled and went to sleep. The next night we made love and we were both very turned on, having some of the best sex we’d had in years.
 
   Soon Darryon was having sex sessions with Hailey two or three nights a week. Usually she would leave after the kids were in bed. They would go to a restaurant in the same area, then have sex at his office. Hailey asked if they could go to his home some time but he said it was being renovated and wouldn’t be ready for the next few months, and in the meantime he was living in his office. (Personally, I think he was living full-time in his office but who really knows.) After her sex sessions, she would return home and I would reclaim my wife, having sloppy seconds with her.    
 
   Everything was great for about eight months. Then, Hailey started feeling ill. I suggested that she take a pregnancy test. Sure enough, she’s pregnant and she’s now two months along. I wasn’t surprised when Hailey said that she’d never get an abortion. I’m nervous, though, as everyone will know that the baby isn’t mine. But for now I’m just turned on seeing her belly slowly expanding, her breasts getting larger, as our third child gets ready to appear. I can’t wait!
 
   SECURING THE INHERITANCE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I can’t believe it either, Kaylee,” my wife’s brother Preston said to her. “But it’s right there in the will.”
 
   Kaylee’s parents had recently died with a multi-million dollar estate, leaving behind their 25 year old daughter and 27 year old son. Their deaths weren’t entirely unexpected, given that her father was in his eighties and her mother had terminal cancer, but it was still shocking and heartbreaking for all of us. But was even more shocking was what we found in the will.
 
   “It says we each get $100,000 for each child we have by age thirty-five,” Preston read. “In addition, if we have at least seven children, we get two million dollars. If we don’t earn that portion of the money, it goes to the university along with the rest of the money. It’s all right there.”
 
   Kaylee’s father had loved his alma mater and it wasn’t surprising that they’d give a substantial amount to it. But the fact that they were giving their children nothing unless they had children was surprising. And requiring seven to inherit millions seemed over the top.
 
   “I guess they really wanted grandchildren,” Kaylee said.
 
   “Yeah, I guess so.” 
 
   That night, I discussed the situation with Kaylee. We’d already tried to have a baby but had no luck. Eventually we went to the doctor and learned that I’m sterile. Obviously, this was a problem for getting the inheritance.
 
   “You know, Caden,” she said. “It doesn’t stop us from having a family. If I can’t have your baby, then I can use another man’s sperm.”
 
   “We could use a sperm donor, sure,” I replied. “We can find a guy who’s smart and who looks like me.”
 
   “That’s not what I had in mind,” my wife said. She explained that she wanted to explore her sexuality and she’d always had a thing for black guys. “I know my parents would hate seeing me with a black guy but now they’re dead. They’re the ones who created these stupid rules, so it would be especially fun to give them black grandchildren.”
 
   I didn’t really like the idea of that, but the more we discussed it the more I realized that this was a good option for us. If they’re not my children anyway, what does it matter?
 
   It turned out Kaylee already had somebody in mind. While interning at her father’s law firm, she knew an attractive young blonde who worked in mailing. One time she brought in her man Keantay, a sexy, well-built black guy who worked in finance. He hit on her and while she added him to her social media accounts, she told him that she couldn’t date him because she was married. However, she loved checking out his half-naked selfies and hearing the blonde brag about how great he was in bed. Now that she needed somebody to father her children, she let Keantay know she was available.
 
   Judging by my wife’s reactions in bed, the sex with Keantay was incredible. He made her moan like a whore, fucking her with strength, speed and power. Kaylee loved sucking his big cock, too. It was too big for her to take to its base but she kept working at it, getting better and taking more into her mouth. Sometimes she would suck him to completion, greedily sucking every drop from his ebony schlong as she played with his balls. Then she’d open her mouth, showing her tongue coated with semen, before swallowing it down.
 
   Early the next year, Kaylee gave birth to our first son. After that she met another black guy, DeTrall, who fathered our second son the following year. She moved from black man to black man, having a baby with nearly every one of them, and hit the full seven babies in nine years with a year to spare. Although the children aren’t cheap, we have the money to take care of them from the inheritance and I couldn’t love them any more if they’d come from my own loins.
 
   You might be wondering about my brother-in-law, Preston. His wife Cindy loved what Kaylee was doing but she didn’t want to have black babies. Preston was fertile so she put her husband in rubbers and began going out to bars and meeting guys online, sleeping with handsome, sexy bad boys. Cindy did even better than us, managing to have eight children under the deadline. I must say that she chose wisely because between her good looks and the good-looking studs she chose, they have a beautiful family. Of course, Preston is on the birth certificate so that they’re officially his children (and the biological fathers aren’t the kind of guys to raise kids anyway), and he’s turned out to be a great father with a beautiful family.
 
   The whole situation really spoiled Cindy and Kaylee. They’re unwilling to give up their open sexuality, maintaining a number of different lovers at any one time. But Kaylee keeps me satisfied, too, and she tells me all the details of her dates, which I adore. She recently told me that she’s pregnant again. This one won’t make us any money but we’re both happy to have another child on the way. Preston is excited because Cindy just got her tubes tied, so now Preston can take his wife bare for the first time in nearly ten years. It’s hard to imagine a happier ending!  
 
   BLACK DADDY FROM THE DAY CARE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   After giving birth to my son, my love life with my husband Jayden dried up. We weren’t getting much sleep, which didn’t help. But I was just so focused on my career and taking care of our young child that we didn’t have as much time for each other. So as we focused on our family, we started to drift apart as a couple.
 
   Then something changed in our relationship. One day, while dropping off my two-year-old at day care, I noticed a guy who was dropping off his daughter. He was a tall, handsome black man and his infant daughter was lighter skinned, a mulatto. (Later I would see his daughter picked up after work by his wife, a blonde knockout.)
 
   I think he saw me checking him out and he smiled in my direction. He walked over and introduced himself as Novian. His wife worked at a bank in the opposite direction so she had trouble reaching the daycare in the morning, he said. He was unemployed at the time so he was able to drop off his daughter. He said he’d have been happy to pick her up from daycare but his wife wanted to do that, to feel that she was a good mom.
 
   “What about you, Maddie?” I told him about my job at a photographer at a private school. I explained that the pay is just okay but the real advantage is that when our son is older, he’ll be able to attend for free. Novian nodded and as we talked, it was obvious that he really understood my situation. His love for his daughter and wife was obvious, and that made him seem all the more attractive.
 
   Over a period of weeks, I would often see him at the daycare and we would talk in the parking lot after dropping off our kids. At one point, when I had the day off work, he asked if I’d like to continue our conversation at his house. “My wife is at work, so we’d have the house alone.” He was such a sexy man but I knew it would be taking a risk. Still, I agreed and followed him to his house.
 
   He lived in a cute little house about a half hour outside the city. When we walked inside, he immediately turned to me and kissed me. I was surprised at how quickly it happened but I kissed him back, allowing his tongue to slip inside of my mouth. I ran my hands over his firm, muscular ass and back. I was so turned on by him, my panties were so wet I felt like I’d peed my pants. Novian was so sexy and my body wanted him, needed him.
 
   He led me into the living room and we began to undress in front of the couch. As I slipped my panties down my legs, I felt sexier than I had in years. I felt like a woman again, alive again. When he removed his pants and I saw his black cock, I gasped. It had to be twice as long as my husband’s penis. I’d always known that Jayden was a little on the small side but this cock was so large, thick and beautiful. It screamed masculinity and power. I felt in awe as I held it in my hands and began sucking on the end. I could only take about a third of it inside my mouth and I worried that I might not be able to take all of it inside of me. Novian was breathing hard and praising me, though, and I gave it my all.
 
   He had my lay down on the couch. As I did, I expected him to lick my pussy but he didn’t, just moving on top of me. I was a little disappointed because I’d never been able to orgasm from intercourse, only from oral sex, but I was eager to feel that big cock inside of me. I felt that large cockhead pressing against my slick, wet folds, then he pushed forward a couple of inches. It was stretching me apart and I caught my breath. “Go slow,” I pleaded. He pushed in deeper and deeper, very slowly, until he finally had the whole thing inside of me. He leaned down and we kissed while my pussy got accustomed to his girth. 
 
   Then he slowly began moving his hips, picking up speed and soon was pounding me hard and fast. I’d been scared of how it might feel but it was absolutely fantastic, far better physically than anything I’d experienced with my husband or my old boyfriends. I realized that it was actually the perfect size for me, that I was finally being filled by the right man. I started to zone out, concentrating on the immense pleasure I was feeling in my loins. I felt his lower abdomen rubbing against my clit, and soon I felt an intense orgasm gripping my body. I groaned loudly, arching my back as the strongest climax of my life shot up and down my spine and through my limbs. I was simply in awe of this amazing man and the pleasure he could give.
 
   Novian pulled out and instructed me to get on my hands and knees. Although it was a little uncomfortable on the couch, with my knee pushing against some springs, I complied and leaned against the back of the couch. I felt him penetrate me from behind and he fucked me good and hard before finally cumming, filling my cunt with sperm. As he pulled out, there was semen dripping down my legs and a glop hit the couch. I picked it up with my finger, licked it up and swallowed it with a smile. We kissed some more, then we got dressed and I returned home.
 
   After that, I started to see Novian whenever I could, sometimes during my lunch breaks and other times before or after work. The sex with him was divine and addictive, and I didn’t feel any shame or regret. I wasn’t doing anything to my husband, just getting the physical affection and pleasure that I needed as a woman. I still have sex with Jayden every month or so, and he seems satisfied with that. I’d always planned on being sexually satisfied within a happy marriage. I didn’t see it happening quite this way but I’m not complaining.
 
   DURING THE SEPARATION
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Kaitlyn. I was so happy when I first met my husband Nick. We were both in our early twenties and I hadn’t had a boyfriend before. People always told me that I was pretty but the boys weren’t asking me out, so I was pretty insecure. Then I had this nice boy ask me out. He had just graduated college and was working downtown in marketing at a major clothing company. I thought he was decent looking and he treated me right.
 
   When we first slept together, I was a little disappointed that his penis was only four inches long but I tried not to show it. The sex was fine, I guess, and in less than two years we were married. My family thought it was great, my friends loved him, everything seemed wonderful on the outside.
 
   But I felt that something was missing. Although he had a college degree, he was working a job that didn’t require a degree. He was only making $15 an hour which isn’t much at all in the city. And he’s just so unmotivated. On social media, he posts that a picture of our DVR and brags about the TV show he’s watching. He’s just so boring and lame that I couldn’t stand it anymore. And frankly, I wanted a better sex life. I loved him but I wasn’t in love with him anymore.
 
   After talking about it with my friends, I decided to tell Nick that we needed to separate. I hated to have to do that because he loves me and he’s a good guy, and I broke his heart. I told him that I wanted him out of the apartment in two months, by the end of May. He agreed to leave by the end of April. I didn’t know where he was going – I didn’t ask and didn’t want to know. Although I still kept the thought of us getting back together in my head, I didn’t say that to him because I didn’t think it would be fair to keep that hanging over his head.
 
   As soon as we were separated and I let people know about it, I was surprised at how many men started approaching me for sex. During our marriage, probably because I was unhappy, I’d put on some weight. I was forty pounds overweight but I didn’t have any trouble getting guys to want to have sex with me. Married guys, single guys, all over the place. The guys were in better shape than me, sometimes even guys who work out all the time!
 
   The first guy was Mark, a single guy who rides a motorcycle and works for a water system company. He would come over twice a week just for sex, then we’d have dinner and he would leave. The sex was different and great – not only did he have a six inch cock but he ate my pussy, too. He said he didn’t want anything more than sex and he didn’t want to be exclusive. I told him that it was fine with me, as long as I didn’t know about the other people he might be seeing, and that if I dated others I wouldn’t tell him about it. It seemed like a great arrangement.
 
   I worried that I was starting to get feelings for Mark. One of my girlfriends suggested that I wouldn’t have that problem if I were dating more than one guy. That made sense to me, and when I was approached by a sexy black guy at the supermarket, I didn’t hesitate to give him my number. His name is Rasaun and he works in sales at one of the store’s wine vendors, delivering wine to the grocery stores in the area. Rasaun said he was single, though I later learned he had two women that each thought he was their girlfriend. I worked him into the rotation so that I would see Mark on one day and Rasaun on the next. I was having sex at least four times a week and I was loving it!
 
   Rasaun was good in bed, too, and his cock was a little bigger and thicker than Mark’s. I measured it and it was just under eight inches long. Nothing crazy but it did feel really good. I was laughing at how pathetic my husband Nick’s little penis was and felt. I know it isn’t right because he was born with that and can’t change it, but a girl really needs something bigger to enjoy intercourse, at least I do. And if you don’t have a respectable penis you should at least eat pussy and be good at that. Nick hardly ever ate my pussy, and when he did he wasn’t good. When I’d only been with Nick I thought he was okay because I didn’t know better, but now I realized just how far he fell short.
 
   Then I met Kevin, a really sexy guy who all the women wanted. He actually worked as an underwear model and also a bartender. I figured he was just a player but I was okay with that. Soon I was sleeping with him as well, usually once or twice a week when he’d call late at night. I figured that he was only calling me if he struck out at the bar but I didn’t really care because I wasn’t exclusive to him, either. Sometimes I’d have sex with Mark or Rasaun in the evening and then Kevin would come over late at night. I was having sex twice a day sometimes, and neither guy was my husband! Kevin really loved doggy style and spoon fucking, which weren’t my favorites but I love how each guy likes different things and they act differently as they grunt, shooting their cum deep inside of you. I was so happy and satisfied.
 
   But everything changed earlier this year when I found out that I was pregnant. I was on the pill but I wasn’t perfect about taking it, and I hate condoms. I didn’t know which of the three guys was the father but obviously I couldn’t count on any of them for anything but sex. I realized at that time just how great of a guy Nick was, and I contacted him. Luckily he was still single and he was willing to take me back. He’s moved back in with me and he’s agreed to raise the child as his own, even if the baby is black. He’s such a great guy!
 
   ONE BABY FOR EACH LOVER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   During my teens and early twenties, I had a lot of fun dating different guys. There are simply a lot of opportunities out there for an attractive young female. Guys about your age, guys a little older, a lot older – good looking, sexy guys are always hitting on girls. And I figured that you’re only young once so I might as well live it up. The one problem, of course, is that the kind of guy that girls want to have sex with isn’t the kind of guy who will stick around and be a good husband and father. But I figured that the best way to handle things is to have fun while I’m young, and then settle down with a nice guy later.
 
   When I reached the age of twenty-nine, I realized that it was time to get a guy while I was still attractive. There were a lot of geeky guys who weren’t able to get a girl when they were younger and they were being snatched off the market by the other girls doing the same thing as me. So when I was asked out online by a nice guy who worked in high-tech, I agreed to the date. His name was Noah. I learned that he was almost a virgin, having only had sex once when he was a teenager. He seemed like a good provider and real husband material, so I dated him.
 
   “How did I do, Ella?” Noah asked, laying next to me after filling the rubber during our first time in bed. He was terrible, of course. He tried his best to eat my pussy but he was inexperienced and it was more annoying than pleasurable. And his little penis was neither long nor thick, and if he hadn’t been moving his hips I wouldn’t have even known we were having intercourse. But I told him that he did a good job, knowing that over time with some direction he would get better at eating pussy and learn to get me off.
 
   At the time I had a group of four men that I would see for sex. Most of them I’d been seeing for years. Two were white, one was latino and one was black. They were all strong, muscular, sexy, arrogant and well-equipped. They were great lovers but it wasn’t just what they did in bed, it was who they are. They’re the kinds of guys that women desire and men naturally respect and defer to. They’re the kinds of men that women want to father their children. But a number of them were violent and had drug addictions, and none of them would be good husbands or be trusted to raise a child.
 
   Although Noah was a good guy and would make a good father, I didn’t want him fathering my children. I’d told him that I wasn’t exclusive to him at that point in our relationship and he was fine with that, but over time I began slowly letting him know just how sexier and better my other lovers were. It seemed to bother him but at the same time he got turned on by it, and his little boy-sized weiner would just come alive and ooze pre-cum. It wouldn’t take him long at all to fill the rubber.
 
   Finally one night in bed, I made it clear to him that if he wanted to be my husband, he would need to continue to be open to my other lovers. He told me “yes.” At that point I agreed to marry him, and soon we were engaged and married the following summer.
 
   Once we were ready to start a family, I let him know that I wanted to have a baby by each of my lovers first. Noah was all agitated over this, and I learned that his real concern was about my black lover  Everson. He was scared that I would have a black baby and everybody would know that it wasn’t his. I explained to him that Everson had babies with lots of white women, some married, and their husbands and boyfriends all raised his babies as their own. “You’re going to be a great father to Everson’s baby,” I assured him.
 
   Although I was on the pill, I’d always insisted that Noah wear a rubber when we had a sex. He’d never had sex without a rubber so it wasn’t a problem when we were married and I went off the pill. I tried to time my lovemaking sessions so that each lover would get the chance to have one baby. The first year I had Drew’s baby, then the next year a baby by Harry. I waited a year in between before having a baby by Gustavo, my latino stud. The baby was born with a darker complexion and a little bit flatter nose, but nobody in the family said anything about it. They all believed they were Noah’s babies. They may have wondered how a soft, nerdy guy like Noah could have such attractive babies but if they did, nobody said anything.
 
   And the sex had been great for Noah. He was so excited when he knew my lovers were breeding me. His little penis would get so hard and he’d fuck me so hard. He wouldn’t last long at all, pushing in as deep as he could (which wasn’t much) and firing his load futilely in the direction of my womb, his sperm caught helplessly inside the rubber. But it was so exciting for him, trying to compete with the big boys, trying to stop them from fertilizing his wife’s eggs. 
 
   But now Noah was very worried. The next baby would be Everson’s and he’s very dark skinned, tall and strong. There was no question that the baby would be too dark to possibly by Noah’s baby. He was very worried about what his family and friends would say. Would they begin to question the paternity of our other children? Would they think less of him, that he can’t satisfy his wife in bed? I assured him that he had nothing to worry about and the fact that we stay together as a couple proves that he’s keeping me happy. No matter how I tried to assure him, he was worried.
 
   Sex with Everson was always amazing, as he’s so attractive and masculine with an intoxicating scent, and his big cock never failed to give me multiple orgasms. But I was especially turned on, knowing that he was putting a baby inside of me. Noah was outside of the room, listening to our lovemaking, with his mini-penis hard and ready. He’d become excellent at eating pussy and as soon as Everson finished his job, Noah would run into the room and place his face inside my crotch, licking up every drop of my lover’s cum and giving me a few orgasms before strapping on his rubber and getting his own pleasure. I was in heaven as Noah’s tongue searched deep inside of me for every drop of semen, as I knew that he couldn’t reach the seed near and inside of my cervix. That mighty black man had given me his precious seed, and he would soon give me a strong and attractive child for my husband to raise.
 
    After our black son was born, there were some questions by friend and family. We both insisted that Noah is the father. And he is the father, as his name is on the birth certificate and he’s responsible for paying for the child and raising it, just like any other father. In the end, the topic just seemed to go away with everybody knowing that our son wasn’t Noah’s biological child but realizing that it doesn’t really matter. As long as there is a husband there to raise the child, that’s all that matters.
 
   After a few more years, I decided to allow Noah out of condoms to have a baby of his own. He was so excited to be bare inside of a woman that he came in no time flat. We tried for many months to no avail. We then went to a fertility clinic to see if there’s a problem and we learned that Noah is infertile. At that point, we realized how lucky my husband was to have had other men to step up in the areas where he is weak, giving his wife sexual pleasure and also children, and that’s allowed Noah to have the joy of being a parent. I think every cuckold husband should thank the wife’s lovers for everything they do, and for enhancing their lives and marriages!
 
    
 
   JUST A ONE TIME THING
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   * * *
 
   Three years ago, my wife Grace and I were attending an Octoberfest party at her friend Jenny’s house. The weather wasn’t too chilly for mid-October and we were having a great time. Since it was near Halloween, a couple of people came dressed in Halloween costumes. I wasn’t good friends with any of the guys there but I’d met most of them before and we had some idle conversation while sipping on seasonal craft beer.
 
   One guy who I hadn’t seen there before was Karver, a black guy who had just broken up with his girlfriend. I’d heard rumors about him and supposedly he’s quite a ladies’ man. As we were chatting out on the deck, I noticed that he kept glancing in the direction of Jenny and my wife who were walking near their fire pit. I gathered that he liked what he saw but I wasn’t sure which woman he was looking at. Jenny is a 34 year old with black hair and in great shape, while my wife Grace is in her late twenties with brown hair and a killer body. But when Jenny walked over to their shed to get some sticks, I could tell that it was Grace who had caught his eye. Frankly, I was flattered that this tall, handsome black man found my wife so attractive.
 
   Later on, dinner was served and it must have been obvious that Grace was my wife. Karver introduced himself to her but was a perfect gentleman. After dinner, the guys went over to the TV to watch the game while the women were hanging out in the kitchen. I guess I got caught up in the beer and conversation but after a while I realized that I hadn’t seen my wife in a while. I got up and asked Jenny where my wife was at. She claimed she didn’t know and looked a little nervous, then claimed that Grace had offered to start the bon fire so maybe she was still in the shed. Jenny offered to accompany me outside to see if she was all right.
 
   Jenny and I went to the shed but there was no trace of Grace. She started a conversation with me outside about my relationship and asked if something was wrong. I told her that things were fine as far as I knew. But Jenny said that she’d been talking with Grace and she’d mentioned that I hadn’t been paying enough attention to her and she felt neglected. She suggested that I might buy her some flowers occasionally and give her more attention. It suddenly occurred to me that Jenny was stalling. I returned to the house to look for my wife.
 
   I went around the house, room to room, looking for Grace. Finally I stepped over the gate at the bottom of the stairs and went up. Sure enough, I could hear some sounds coming from up there, a man’s voice and woman’s that sounded like Grace. I tiptoed down the hallway until I reached the master bedroom.
 
   “Oh God, I’m cumming again!” Grace’s voice. She was clearly inside the bedroom. Did he really make her cum more than once? She’d never done that with me! I could hear the bed springs creaking, the headboard tapping gently against the wall.
 
   “I’m cumming, too.” That was Karver’s voice.
 
   “Oh yes, baby. Give it to me!” my wife moaned eagerly, desperately.
 
   I opened the door just in time to see the climax. Karver’s magnificent, athletic black body was tensed up. Grace’s white body was beneath him, her legs around his and her hands gently caressing his ass cheeks up and down, as he came inside of her. I could see the base of his cock twitching as he ejaculated, his balls scrunching as he filled her with his seed.
 
   Was he wearing a condom? Grace always insisted that I use a condom but I couldn’t see if he was wearing one. But he pulled out and his thick black cock slithered out of her, coated in semen. At that point there was no doubt that he’d filled my wife’s womb with his sperm. Grace saw my face and she had a look of sheer terror on her face. “It’s not what it looks like,” she said, pulled a sheet up over her.
 
   Grace and I had a big fight after that. She explained that she’d felt neglected by me and that she really needed the attention by Karver. Grace apologized for letting things go too far, but the thing that bothered me the most was that she allowed him to cum inside of her without protection. I knew that Grace had done that with a few guys she’d met before me, but that was when she was on the birth control pill, before she realized that it was causing her mood swings. She wasn’t using anything for birth control except for condoms now. We made up, though, and when she found out that she was pregnant I agreed to stay and raise the baby as my own.
 
   Things are good now between us. “Uncle Karver” stops by every few months to see his daughter and catch up with Grace. I allow them to spend time alone because I trust my wife, and she promises that she will make him use a condom. What happened at Jenny’s house was a one-time thing. The next baby will be mine.  
 
   IT’S OKAY BECAUSE
 
   WE’VE DONE IT BEFORE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   My name is Mia. After five years of marriage, I was bored with our sex life. My husband Alex is a good guy in a lot of ways but he’s not exactly exciting in the bedroom. Part of it is that he’s really only interested in having sex in a couple of positions and that he’s just not great at it. Part of it is his penis size – he’s a little small, to tell you the truth. But the biggest problem is that he just isn’t a sexy guy. He’s got everything you would want in a friend and partner, but he’s lacking as a lover. Before I’d met him I’d had quite a few different lovers and I knew that there was better sex, and I deserved better sex.
 
   I knew it would be wrong to cheat on Alex, so I wasn’t going to sleep with any new guys. But if I’d already slept with a guy before, there really wasn’t any harm in it. It wouldn’t be a new lover, and if we’d wanted to get married we would have. And in most of those cases, the relationships were purely sexual. Honestly, I prefer to have more than just a sexual relationship. I enjoy knowing a guy and going through life with him, living vicariously with him. It’s almost like getting to live another life. By having boyfriends in addition to my husband, I could live life to the fullest.
 
   I contacted a couple of guys who I’d been dated in the past. One was Joe, a mechanic who kept in great shape. Another was Gino, a guy I’d dated in college who was now working on the line at a machine plant. I also contacted a third guy but he was married now and never responded. But Joe and Gino were both interested in rekindling our romances.
 
   Joe was really great at sex and enjoyed a lot of different positions. His cock was just six inches long but he knew how to use it, and I never felt cheated. He would play with my clit during intercourse and he’d get me off that way. We started meeting at a hotel near his work. During our lunch breaks we would enjoy a quickie, and we would chat during the day using a messenger app. He was married with two kids, loved his wife, and he loved having another woman to spend time with.  
 
   Gino was divorced and living alone. He also had two kids but they lived with his wife and only came to his house every other weekend. At nights when I could get out, I would drive over to his house for sex. Sometimes he’d come to my house and we’d have sex on my marital bed. I always got a thrill out of that, knowing that Alex and I slept on that bed. Gino had a large cock, just over eight inches long and very thick. It felt great but sometimes it was almost too much. Still, I’d came hard like a whore from his big cock when we were dating and I was happy to learn that it still did it for me. Actually, it felt better than ever. After having had my son I was a little looser and I really needed a larger man like Gino. Alex had almost been adequate before the baby but now his lack of size really stood out.
 
   But the best thing that happened was when I got a request on social media from an old friend, Markael. He was a stunning black man who had an eye for white women. I’d slept with him a couple of times in college and the sex was the best I’d ever had. He wasn’t a one-woman man, though, and he loved to sew his wild oats. When I saw his request I was flattered and I started talking with him. We met up for sex a dozen times last year and I loved experiencing his big cock. He’s such a great kisser, too, and I love seeing and feeling his dark body against mine.
 
   Alex doesn’t know anything about my other lovers, but the truth is that my number hasn’t climbed. Since I met my husband, I honestly haven’t slept with any new men. We make love about ever two or three weeks and he seems happy with the relationship we have. I think there are a lot of other wives who are doing the same thing as me, enjoying their sexuality without hurting their husbands, and the ones who haven’t are thinking about it. We live in a new world these days with social media and cell phones. You can multi-task and take care of more than one man at a time and there’s really no reason not to.
 
   A PAIR OF HUSBANDS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Riley, you need to break it off with Stan,” my mother said. “It’s not fair to Logan.”
 
   For years, I’d had an on-again-off-again relationship with Stan, a lead singer in a local band that’s trying to make it big. I met Stan when his band was playing at a fair downtown. He saw me in the crowd and when they were done playing, he invited me to join him for a drink. There was real chemistry there and I felt a strong connection to him, and the sex was amazing. But he never had any money because he was always waiting tables during the day and playing at night. We fought all the time about priorities. The makeup sex was great but I just couldn’t see how I could have a family with him.
 
   Then I met Logan. He was everything that Stan was not – steady, supportive, a good listener and good provider. I didn’t feel that intense connection with him, though, and while I was dating him I was still occasionally seeing Stan on the side. Logan knew about it and he accepted it. In fact, sometimes he would drive me to Stan’s house for my dates or he’d pick me up in the morning. He’s such a great guy!
 
   The sex with Logan wasn’t bad. He was an attentive lover and always worked to make sure that I reached an orgasm. He couldn’t do it with his penis, which was less than five inches long and not very thick – about the same size as one of Stan’s thumbs – but he enjoyed cunnilingus and could get me off that way. Putting his penis aside, I just didn’t feel the strong attraction, excitement or sexual chemistry that I felt with Stan. With Logan, sex was almost a chore, more about a personal connection than a physical experience, but sex with Logan was incredible and a privilege.
 
   As time went on, though, I just couldn’t decide between them. Logan had everything that Stan was missing, but Stan was strong in every area where Logan was weak. Logan and I were talking about marriage, and my friends (and my mother) all suggested that I dump Stan. But I really loved Stan and it just didn’t seem right to throw away the amazing relationship we had. I wasn’t sure if his group would ever hit it big and I knew he wasn’t faithful to me, but we had something very special between us that you only find once in a lifetime.
 
   Happily, I met Lucy Anne. She’s an Episcopal priest at a church a few towns over. I met her at a friend’s party and I explained my dilemma to her. She listened carefully and gave me some amazing advice.
 
   “You don’t have to choose,” Reverend Lucy Anne said. “You can marry both of them.”
 
   I was dumbstruck. “Isn’t that illegal?”
 
   “It wouldn’t be a legal marriage,” she said. “But you can have a ceremony in our church. We’re very progressive and we support non-traditional choices. If the three of you have a relationship that works for you, and you are all consenting adults, we will support your choice.”
 
   I realized that she was right. When I ran the idea by Stan, he thought it was a great idea. Logan was a little uncertain and probably hurt. He’d thought I would break it off with Stan but he was mature about it and realized that it was what I needed.
 
   We had a beautiful ceremony. On paper, I became Logan’s wife but the ceremony said that the three of us were becoming a family. My father walked me down the aisle and gave me away to my two husbands, Logan and Stan. There were some friends and family who didn’t attend but honestly I didn’t care. It was the start of a new life for us. On the honeymoon, I got a room for each guy and I went back and forth, making love to each man.
 
   We’re now one big happy family. Logan and I share a bedroom together, and Stan has a room in the basement. I have two boys now, both fathered by Stan but raised by Logan as his children. I’m planning on having a baby by Logan, too, but first Stan wants to try for a girl. Logan hates condoms but he understands why he has to do it until we have a girl.
 
   I spend most of my time with Logan and the boys upstairs. Stan practices downstairs in the basement, which we’ve soundproofed, and he’s still working on becoming famous. We fight a lot but, like I said, the makeup sex is amazing. He comes upstairs for sex about four times a week, and I still sleep with Logan once or twice a week as well. I think all of our needs are being met. I know Stan sleeps with groupies and other girls that he meets when he’s working, but our relationship is special and I’m the mother of his children.
 
   I’m so glad that Reverend Lucy Anne made that suggestion because having two husbands is the perfect situation for me. I have two wonderful husbands who fulfill my needs and we have a beautiful, growing family.
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   * * *
 
   “Sam, this is gonna be so much fun!” Cady said as we drove off toward Georgia.
 
   Cadence had been married to her husband for four years and I’d been married for three. Her great grandmother Helen had passed away. Although she hadn’t been close to Helen, she wanted to be there for her mother and also to see a lot of her family that was coming in for the visit.
 
   As we drove, it was also a great time to talk with Cady. Although she was happy with Drew, she was a little bored in her marriage. I felt the same way – it wasn’t that anything was wrong, it’s just that something was missing.
 
   On the first night was stayed at a Radisson. On the second night, though, we were running low on funds and Cady suggested that we stay the night at a local motel in North Carolina. The place looked like it hadn’t been renovated since the 1960s but there weren’t any bars on the windows and it was getting dark, so I said okay.
 
   When we went inside to get a room, the guy behind the desk was black. Not blacks like most of the ones in the north, with light chocolate skin, but African dark. We also saw maids working at the motel who were similarly dark skinned. We were hungry and asked the guy behind the desk about restaurants. He told us that nearly all the restaurants on the strip were fried chicken establishments but they also served some northern food. 
 
   Although I was a little nervous about it, Cady wanted to experience the “southern thing.” So we went to fried chicken shack in walking distance to the motel. The street was well lit but I felt a little scared walking there, but we made it safely. Once inside, I was surprised to see that the entire place was filled with dark-skinned black people. It was like a time warp with them wearing bright colored clothes. We ordered fried chicken, collard greens and mashed potatoes with gravy, and sat down together.
 
   I couldn’t help but feel that we were unwanted. Everybody was staring at us while we ate. But then two tall, somewhat overweight men in jeans and suit coats hobbled over and introduced themselves as Bubba and Tyrain. They welcomed us to North Carolina. Bubba said, “Don’t worry. The black ladies just don’t like competition from the white ladies.”
 
   Bubba reached under his coat and pulled out a flask. “I have some Southern Comfort for you.” Cady took a swig and I figured I would go along with it. While we chatted about the area and our plans, we’d taken quite a few swigs and we were all laughing. I stopped even thinking about the other people in the diner and just had a great time.
 
   When we’d finished eating, Cady and I were pretty drunk. I stumbled a little when getting up from the table and the guys offered to walk us back to our motel. “It’s dark out there, you know,” Bubba said. Cady took them up on the offer and they walked us back. When we reached our room, Cady asked them if they wanted to come inside. I opened my eyes wide and said, “Cady?” But I think she was even more drunk than I was.
 
   We got into the room and soon Bubba was kissing Cady and they began undressing. Tyrain started kissing me and I wasn’t sure how to react, but I didn’t want to appear racist so I kissed him back. He was so much taller than my husband, but also thicker with muscle and fat. The guy was just big all around.
 
   Soon Bubba and Cady were undressed and she was on her knees, sucking on a big, thick black cock. The thing had to be eight inches long and thick, like one of those huge pickles at the butcher shop. Cady went at it like a pro, sucking and licking that mighty black weapon. Tyrain was only wearing boxers and this point, but with the huge bulge in front I knew I had something similar in store for me. When I reached down and took a hold of it, I gasped. I pulled down his boxers and I was holding on a cock even bigger than Bubba’s. It was nearly a foot long and every bit at thick. I was scared that I couldn’t take it all.
 
   I got on my knees and took Tyrain’s cock in my mouth. It was much harder than sucking on my husband’s erect boyhood. This was a man’s cock and I had trouble fitting it inside of my mouth. I had to just suck on the head, and then lick up and down the shaft while playing with the balls. The guys were moaning in pleasure so we were doing something right. 
 
   Unfortunately we’d only gotten a room with a full-sized bed. It was big enough for me and Cady but not for four people to have sex. But Bubba took Cady and bent her over the bed near the pillows and penetrated her doggy style. “Oh God, it’s big,” she said, catching her breath. “Please go slow.” His dark black fingers were on her ass cheeks as he pushed himself deeper inside, far deeper and better than her husband ever could. Soon he was pounding deep hard inside of her, pulling her hair as he fucked her. But I noticed that there were a couple inches that weren’t going inside. I think he was just too big for her. 
 
   Tyrain had me lay down at the other end of the bed. As he put his knees on the bed on either side of me, his big thick weapon aimed on top of me, I felt scared. He leaned down and kissed me, though, and I was definitely wet for him. He took his cock in his hand, placed the tip against my delicate married womanhood, and began to push inside of me like a black burglar breaking inside a white man’s house. I felt myself being stretched wide, ripped open. There was some pain and I wondered if there was blood. It was like losing my virginity but this time it was for real. Real sex with a real man with a real cock, pushing himself inside of me and taking what he wanted, stretching out my insides for his pleasure. I was holding my breath with each thrust as he went deeper and impossibly deeper. Finally I felt his testicles pressing against my ass and the tip of his cock against my cervix. I felt proud that I’d managed to take all of him.
 
   Tyrain fucked me good and hard. The whole experience was erotic, getting fucked in an old run down motel in North Carolina by two black guys, my friend Cady moaning in pleasure next to me. But physically it was amazing, too. His cock was so big and it felt amazing as it slid inside of me, touching me in places I’d never been touched before, rubbing my g-spot with each thrust. It was incredible feeling so full inside, like my white vagina was the perfect size for this black man’s beautiful cock. As we kissed, his big belly was rubbing against my stomach and it was tickling my clit, helping to bring me to three screaming orgasms. After the guys reached their climaxes, they got dressed and said goodbye.
 
   We didn’t talk about what happened on the drive down to Georgia. I could tell that Cady was embarrassed about the whole thing when she said, “You know I was drunk, right?” There was no other mention of our stay in North Carolina. However, after visiting with her family in Georgia, on the way back we stopped again at the same hotel in North Carolina. We didn’t see Bubba and Tyrain again, but we met three new black guys and I had my first threesome of my life. It was amazing! 
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   * * *
 
   I grew up in a trailer park in Missouri. Most of my life, though, it was all white people. But then when I was twenty-two, that all changed.
 
   I married my boyfriend Noah when I got preggers with our first baby. We had three kids in three years so he got a vasectomy. He worked as a manager at Dunkin Donuts and works a lot. We had enough money but not enough to just keep having tons of kids.
 
   A few years ago a new family moved into the park. It was a black family that moved in from Mississippi. The mom was Thelma and she had seven kids, the oldest twenty-four and the youngest was seven. One of her boys was JeReese. He was twenty and he was playing football in college. They said he’s going to play in the NFL after college. He didn’t come by very often because the fall semester just started and he lived at college but he was the handsomest of the boys. I like tall boys and he’s 6’4 and very muscular with a good looking face.
 
   A lot of people in the park just whispered about the black family and said they shouldn’t live here. But I thought it was nice to have some new people around and they seemed nice enough. One time when JeReese was there I stopped by and introduced myself. They were all very friendly and I could tell that JeReese liked what he saw. I told him that my husband works a lot of hours and my mother has her own trailer on the other side of the park and she watches the kids for me sometimes. I wanted him to know that if he wanted to spend some time alone with me that I could have my mom watch the kids but I don’t know if he picked up on that. I asked him why his mother Thelma wears a scarf on her head and he said that they are Pentecostal and its part of the rules, she can’t cut her hair and has to wear a hat or a scarf. I thought that was strange but okay. He asked for my phone number and I gave it to him.
 
   The next week he called me and asked if we could be alone and talk. I told him when my husband was working and said that I would get my mom to watch the kids if he wanted some privacy. We agreed to meet on Wednesday in the middle of the day. He came over wearing jeans and his college jersey and carrying his football. When he walked inside he said it was pretty but wanted to make sure my husband wasn’t home. I told him no, he won’t come home early and if he does he will call.
 
   We were sitting on the sofa in the kitchen and JeReese was telling me about his games on television and all the girls who throw themselves at him, and the scouts who were talking with him and how he’s going to be a millionaire in the NFL. Then he leaned over and started kissing me. I felt a tingle through my body and my pussy was so wet. He was so handsome and so successful, and I really wanted to have sex with him. He ran his hands all over my body, really turning me on. Soon he had my shirt off and I was just wearing my jeans and bra, so we walked back to my bedroom.
 
   I think he was wearing Tommy Hilfiger cologne but whatever it was I loved the smell. He just smelled so much better than Noah, and looked so much stronger and manly. My body desired this handsome black man. All the girls want to be with a guy like this and he was with me, pulling off my jeans and removing my panties, putting his tongue on my pussy. My clit was throbbing with anticipation, and when his tongue hit my clit it felt amazing. He didn’t pull back the hood, just licking up and down right there, but then he stopped. I was disappointed at that but then he pulled off his white briefs.
 
   My husband’s dick is seven inches and pretty thick but this was a couple inches longer and much thicker. I crawled over to the edge of the bed where he was standing and began to suck on his cock.
 
   “No, bitch,” he said. “Put your head upside down.”
 
   I didn’t know what he meant but he said if I was upside down, I could take his cock deeper. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that but I’ll try anything once. I laid down on my back, my head hanging down, as he dipped his cock inside of my mouth. I was going to give him a normal blowjob but I thought he was trying to fuck my mouth so I just covered my teeth and opened up. I felt his big cock press inside of my mouth. It was so big I was afraid I would gag but he stuck it inside and it slide right down. I felt the head slipping into my throat and I tried not to gag.
 
   “Yeah, bitch,” he said. “Take that black dick down your throat.”
 
   He kept thrusting in and out. I was holding my breath and eventually I started to gag. He pulled out and I breathed and got ahold of myself. He started fucking my mouth again, my head hanging upside down next to the bed. I could feel the big piss vein thing pressing against my throat as he slid deeper inside of me. I kept gagging but he kept at it, and he was going in deeper and deeper.
 
   “That’s good,” JeReese said. He got up on the bed and turned me onto my side, and he started to fuck me from the spoon position. His cock felt so much thicker than my husband’s, it was so fucking good but I was only taking in about half his length. But he was reaching around and playing with my tits and then he started diddling my clit with his hand. I was totally loving it and moaning loudly. I hope the neighbors didn’t hear it!
 
   I cum pretty loudly and he got me off good in the spoon, then he turned me over into missionary. Then he started pushing himself in deeper, soon slipping in all the way. My pussy was able to take him with one slide in, all the way deep. It felt real good, really filling me fully up and my pussy was so wet that it just felt great. I often need to use lube with my husband but not with JeReese, I was so wet and horny for him. I loved feeling filled so deep and feeling his balls slapping against my ass. I knew I was taking all of him inside me. “Oh shit, baby. I’m fuckin’ cumming!” I wailed, my body all tensing up as this black stud fucked me good and right. I came twice before he finally reached his own climax. He pressed in fully deep, his cockhead deep inside me and he shot his load right into my womb. I knew I wasn’t on any birth control and I should have been worried but I wasn’t. I just loved making love to this amazing black man.
 
   I had sex with JeReese a handful of times over the next month. Then I found out I was pregnant. Noah got pissed and said I was fucking around on him. I told him I wasn’t but he hit me and gave me a black eye. I kicked his sorry ass out of the trailer and now he’s paying me child support for all of our kids. Yes the baby was born black but Noah is on the birth certificate as the daddy and I’m making his take responsibility for his children.
 
   JeReese stops by my trailer about once a week to see his son. We still have sex and it’s amazing. But now that I’m divorced I’m having sex with other guys, too. I’ve even had sex with his younger brother who is legal age. I’m on the pill now though so I don’t need to worry about getting preggers again. But Thelma is a good grandmother and if I had another black baby it would be fine by me. I have two grandmothers in the park who take good care of their grandbabies, a trailer all paid for and Noah paying support. If another man wants me to be his baby mama, I will consider it. There’s nothing hotter than having baby making sex with a man who isn’t your husband, at it is to me!   
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   * * *
 
   When my wife Sydney and I moved to the New York area, we wanted to find something cheap enough to afford but close enough to work that I could get there in a reasonable amount of time. Ultimately we settled on Jersey City because it’s just outside NYC and there is public transportation (the PATH) to take us to the subway.
 
   “This place is nice, Nate,” my wife said, as we looked over the apartment. It overlooked the Hudson River and supposedly had a view of the Statue of Liberty in the far distance on a clear day. The only downside was that Jersey City, while nice in places, was still pretty ghetto in large parts and had a very high violent crime rate. But Sydney was excited. “Let’s take it!”
 
   Soon we were taking the PATH to the subway to work every day. Everything seemed fine for the first few months but then I noticed that our sex life was starting to dwindle. Sydney just didn’t seem as interested in sex as she had in the past. Normally we’d have sex once or twice a week but it had gotten down to one or twice a month. I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it, figuring that it was just a natural ebb and flow. But one day I came home from work early and I realized what was really going on.
 
   I came through the doorway and I could hear music playing in the bedroom, along with some voices and some laughter. It was a man’s voice who sounded black and my wife’s voice. They weren’t talking loudly and even though the music wasn’t so loud, I couldn’t make out what they were saying. But the kitchen was dark. I slipped off my shoes, tiptoed over to the stove and looked over the counter.
 
   The bedroom door was open and my wife was standing there holding a wine glass. Next to her was a tall, dark skinned black man wearing sweats and a t-shirt.
 
   “It’s that sexy body of yours, Keldron,” Sydney said. She seemed a little tipsy.
 
   “I think it’s that big black cock,” he replied.
 
   She giggled and put a hand on his chest. “You know I love that big cock of yours.”
 
   He kissed her and I saw her arms go up and around his broad shoulders, her empty glass still in her hand. They kissed passionately for a moment, then they both quickly took off their clothes. I was jealous at what I was seeing but my penis was hardening in my pants. Soon Sydney dropped to her knees and began sucking on her black lover’s cock. The window in the bedroom was wide open, with a beautiful view of the river in the background. The back of Keldron’s ripped body obstructed much of the view but I could see that his cock was very thick in her mouth and she had her eyes locked on his as she sucked on the first few inches of his cock. That cock had to be huge.
 
   Then Sydney rose to her feet and she got on her hands and knees on the bed. They were fucking at an angle away from me, but I could see enough. “Oh God, it’s so good,” my wife moaned as he pushed that big cock inside of her. He was holding her hips and pushing himself in deeper and deeper. He spanked her hard and then pushed further. Sydney was groaning in pleasure at her black lover’s touch. When he was fully inside of her, he began to pound her at a furious pace, then reached forward and pulled her hair.
 
   “You like that black cock?” he asked, slapping her ass.
 
   “Oh yes,” she cooed. “It feels so good. So much better than my husband’s little pin prick.”
 
   “Yeah, it fills you up all good and nice. It’s made for white pussy.”
 
   I started to stroke my little penis in the kitchen as I huddled in the darkness, watching them make love. They switched to girl on top and she was fucking him nice and slow, and I had a nice view of her tits as she rode him. Even though it was dark, I tried to keep my head low so that if they looked my way they wouldn’t see me. Soon they switched to missionary and as they kissed, I saw his pinkish red tongue slipping inside my wife’s mouth as his thick cock pounded relentlessly inside of her.
 
   “I’m gonna cum,” he said.
 
   “Cum inside of me, baby,” Sydney moaned. She wrapped her legs around his, her arms around his back, pulling him close to her as he exploded, his body jerking as he flooded my wife’s womb with his seed. I was pulling on my penis the whole time and the sight of his climax caused me penis to shoot off, squirting juice against the kitchen cabinet.
 
   I’ve never told Sydney what I saw that day. But I installed some cameras in the bedroom and now I have lots of videos of Sydney having hot sex with her black boyfriend. But what Keldron doesn’t know is that she’s sleeping with other guys, too. She has two other regulars, all black with large equipment, who she sees every week. There are other guys, too, but those appear to be mostly random hookups. I’m a little worried that she’s going to get a venereal disease and give it to me, but I’m so turned on by the situation that I’m more afraid to let her know what I know. Around me she acts like the perfect wife. And honestly, she really is!
 
   SHE’S A COAL BURNER
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   * * *
 
   Even before I’d met Lauren, I’d heard that she was a “coal burner.” That’s the term some of the guys use for a white woman who likes to sleep with black men. They called her other names like “slut” and “whore,” too, but I never had a problem with a woman enjoying her sexuality. What’s wrong with that?
 
   When I met Lauren, she already had a toddler who was black. The biological father, Cedrick, had left her and their son right after he was born, so she had to raise the child alone. I didn’t have a problem with any of that. I loved her sexiness, her sexuality, and her openness to new things. Even though I normally like girls with no tattoos, I liked them on her. It just showed the way that she was honest about life and willing to do what she wants no matter what society thinks.
 
   I asked her out and she accepted. “Sure, I’ll go out with you, Jackson,” she said. “But I’m also dating other people.” I was okay with that, figuring that it would only go on while we were getting to know each other. She was dating at least a handful of other guys and they were all black. Sometimes I’d see them driving away before I’d pull up to her house for our date. Other times I’d be going home for the night when one of her black lovers would arrive at her house.
 
   Lauren was very open about her sexuality from the start. There was never any question that those black guys were having sex with her. Often times I’d see a tall, muscular black man leaving the house right as I was arriving. She’d take me right to the bedroom and we’d make love. She would always want me to eat her pussy first. I could see and taste her pussy filled with semen, and I could smell her lover’s scent and cologne on her. She would groan in pleasure, telling me that nobody eats her pussy like I do. Then she would return the favor, giving me a fantastic blowjob until I came in her mouth. She always swallows, too. One time she jokingly said that I’m hung like a chipmunk. Ever since, she calls me Chipmunk in the bedroom. “Your little penis is so much easier to blow than those black guys, Chipmunk,” she would say. “They’re so big that it’s uncomfortable for me.” (Honestly, I’m five inches so I’m pretty average I think. I can’t help it that her black lovers are hung like horses!) Sometimes, instead of having me finish in her mouth, Lauren would get on top of me and ride me. Just before I cum, she would move off and jerk my shaft so that my load would squirt onto her lower belly.
 
   When we got engaged, my family wasn’t too happy that I was marrying a woman with a black child. They’d also heard the rumors around town and didn’t think she was a good woman. But I told them that she’s a perfect woman and that I love her and trust her implicitly, and they would need to accept her if they want me in their life. And her black son was “our” child and I was raising him as my own.
 
   People have now grown to accept us. Tara, my friend’s wife, actually introduced Lauren to Keraun, one of her favorite black lovers. She recently gave birth to a baby that we believe is Keraun’s child, though we’re not sure. We’ve been married for seven years and in that time she’s given birth to four babies, all black, and every time she was sleeping with more than one black guy at the time. She knows our oldest son was fathered by Cedrick but the other kids are anybody’s guess.
 
   When we walk down the aisles at Wal-Mart, people give us some funny stares. A happily married white couple with five children, all black, looks a little strange. Sometimes Lauren will check out a good looking black guy and he’ll ask her out right in front of me, as she’s obviously open to having black lovers and she has a white husband to raise the children.
 
   I’ve always wanted to watch Lauren having sex with her black lovers, but she’s never let me do it. Sometimes I sneak over near the bedroom door and listen, though. I’ve heard her moaning like a whore. “God you’re so big,” she says. “You feel so good inside of me.” I hear her cry out in climax, like she does when I eat her pussy. “Cum inside of me,” she begs them as they fill her with sperm. Later, when they towel off and leave, I know that she will spread those legs and present her creamy snatch to me. My penis gets so hard as I lick her pussy clean. Then she gives me an amazing blowjob. I squirt my load inside of her mouth and she swallows it, and gives me a big smile. “I love you, chipmunk!” 
 
   SHE FINALLY DID IT!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   A number of times I’d brought up the idea of my wife Mackenzie having other lovers. She’d said that she thought it sounded good in theory but she didn’t want to risk ruining our marriage. But then I saw her texting with somebody and I asked her who it was.
 
   “Don’t worry, Bill,” she said. “I met a guy who I would like to date, like you asked me to. His name is Bayden. Is it okay with you that he’s black?”
 
   She showed me a picture of the guy. He was twenty-something, tall and thin, wearing a backwards ball cap, t-shirt and long jean shorts. In his hands were lots of hundred dollar bills and he was holding them out in a fan shape at the camera.
 
   “What is he, a drug dealer?” I asked.
 
   “That’s so racist,” she said. “He works under the table doing odd jobs. He says he’s a hard worker, always hustling.”
 
   I told her that I didn’t have a problem with her dating a black guy. But I insisted that he use condoms. Mackenzie agreed and soon she had her first date with him, going to dinner at a nice sit-down restaurant before going back to his house for “Netflix and chill.” She was texting with me the whole time and I was very excited, wondering what was going on. Later that night she came home and she clearly had feelings for this guy. She said they just made out on his couch and he’s a great kisser. She also mentioned that she’d tugged a bit on his cock and it much bigger than mine. They had another date planned for Friday night, where she planned to have sex with him. I ate her pussy while she told me all the details, and I gave her two nice orgasms.
 
   On Thursday evening, the day before her date, we went shopping at the mall. We bought her a pretty blue dress, a new turquoise bra and matching crotchless panties, along with a garter belt and stockings. When she modeled them for me, I whistled and said, “Bayden is going to love them.”
 
   I was up late all night waiting for her to come home. Finally she arrived, her dress messed up and her makeup smeared, with a well-fucked look on her face. “It was so good,” she said, still a little tipsy. We went to the bedroom and I quickly removed her dress. Her garters were unattached and her white stockings in her purse, along with her panties. Her pussy and inner thighs were wet, her neatly-trimmed pussy hair flecked with cum.
 
   “You didn’t use a condom?”
 
   
  
 

“You’re right!” she said with a giggle. She spread her legs wide and held her pussy open with her fingers. “I’ll tell you all about it. Eat my pussy, honey.” I was a little reluctant. But when I tasted it, it wasn’t bad. I began licking and lapping up her lover’s deposit, and she moaned as she told me what happened. 
 
   For their date, he took her to a club downtown. They had a couple drinks at the bar but most of the people there were around twenty-one and Mackenzie thought it was a little too young for her tastes. After that he drove her out to a nearby woodland and pulled over the car, and they made out. Finally they went back to his place and they went straight to his bedroom.  His cock was very large and she sucked on him as best as she could, but he was so long and thick that she couldn’t take it all. Then she asked him if he had condoms.
 
   “Fuck no, I hate rubbers.”
 
   She went to her purse and pulled one of mine out. But my condoms, which are “snug” for guys a little smaller than average, simply wouldn’t fit over his big cock. Finally she gave up and told him that she wasn’t on birth control and he’d need to pull out. He agreed and he had her get on her hands and knees on the bed. Bayden got behind her, grabbed her hips and began pushing that big black cock inside of her.
 
   “I just said, ‘wow.’ It was so big and it really stretched me out as it slipped inside of me. I just kept saying, ‘wow’! It was so amazing the way it felt. I mean, your little penis feels good, too. But Bayden’s just so big and it felt so full inside. I could feel him rubbing against my g-spot with every thrust. I was cumming so hard and he wasn’t even touching my clit!”
 
   I’d pretty much cleaned out all of the semen and now my tongue was flicking over her clit. Mackenzie’s hands were running through my hair, pulling my head tightly against her box as I put her through a strong orgasm. Then she continued with her story.
 
   “He made me cum in doggy style and then we did it in missionary. I didn’t cum in missionary but then I rode him on top and I came. Finally we did the spoon and I heard him grunting that he was going to cum. I felt him push in deep and I just groaned in pleasure. I felt his cock moving as he shot his cum inside of me. Only then did I realize he was supposed to pull out, but it was too late. I said, ‘oh shit, you were supposed to pull out.’ He said he forgot.”
 
   Mackenzie got up, reached over on the night stand and ripped open the condom wrapper. She put the rubber on the top of my cock and slowly rolled it down, then she kissed me and pulled me on top of her. I slipped it inside of her and began fucking her in missionary. I was so excited that I only lasted a few minutes my cock exploded inside the prophylactic, filling the rubber with my seed.
 
   Since that time, Mackenzie has been seeing her black lover regularly. We were both so turned on by his semen inside of her that we decided that he didn’t need to use condoms. She now allows Bayden to cum inside of her when she’s not fertile, but during her ovulation she asks him to pull out. He’s generally pretty good about it, but he’s cum inside of her a few times when he was supposed to pull out. Right now Mackenzie is going on three weeks late. She’s really worried because I always use condoms with her, so if she’s pregnant we know that the baby will be black. Bayden denies that he has any children but there are three women who claim to have his babies and he denies them all, and she’s worried that he won’t take care of his baby. I assured her, though, that any baby she has is mine and I’ll raise it no matter the baby’s skin color.
 
   “You’re such a great husband,” she said. “I love you so much!” 
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   * * *
 
   A few months ago, my friend Taylor was driving to the grocery store to pick up a couple things and I was riding shotgun.
 
   “Hey, Chloe,” she asked. “Would it be okay if I stop by a friend’s house and buy some weed?”
 
   “Sure,” I said. I love getting high as much as anyone. She turned down the street on the right and went down bumpy dirt roads until she reached a house in the back of the neighborhood. The house looked pretty new but it was one of those manufactured houses, so it had a kind of flimsy look to it. She pulled in the gravel driveway and we both walked past the fence and around back.
 
   “He has his own entrance,” Taylor said, smiling. We walked down the stairs to the basement. It was dark and the sweet smell of marijuana filled the air. At the far end of the basement was a couch and a couple chairs, and sitting in a chair was a tall black guy with a bandana on his head, sitting playing a video game.
 
   “Hi, Trey,” Taylor said.
 
   “Hey, babe. You want a hit on this?” He had an hookah filled with weed and an open bottle of Jack Daniels with a shot glass. We each took a shot of Jack and then sucked on the hookah.
 
   Taylor, sitting on the couch next to me, held the smoke in her for a long time. Then she slowly let it out of her nose. “I was hoping you might have a dub for me.” The shit was good and it was hitting me hard.
 
   He nodded. “Sure, I have some good shit. You got the money?”
 
   “No, I’ll hit you back next week.”
 
   He shook his head and paused his game. “You know I don’t play like that. It’s cash or ass.”
 
   Taylor looked at me, her arms crossed. “Can you loan me some cash?”
 
   “All I have is my debit card.”
 
   Trey was looking me up and down, and seemed to like what he saw. “What’s your name?” he asked.
 
   “Chloe.”
 
   He nodded. “Have you ever seen a black man’s cock before? I’ll give you two dubs for a blowjob.”
 
   I folded my arms. “I’m engaged to be married,” I said. “I’m not going to cheat on Evan.”
 
   “It ain’t cheating, baby. You ain’t married yet. Besides, everybody knows that eating ain’t cheating.” He stood up and pulled down his sweatpants and underwear. In his left hand was a semi-erect cock that was huge, way bigger than Evan’s or the boys I’d been with. “You don’t want to get married without every trying this, do you?”
 
   I knew I really shouldn’t but I was high and one thing just led to another. I got down on my knees on the shag carpet and began to suck on his cock.
 
   “You go girl!” Taylor said. “Suck that black cock!”
 
   The thing was huge but I played it off like I’d done it a million times. I flicked my tongue over the head, then suck on the few inches I could take inside while I tugged on the rest of the shaft. I also played with his balls. Trey was groaning like mad.
 
   “Yeah, bitch. You suck that fucking black dick. You take that cock in your mouth.”
 
   I pulled off my shirt and jeans, down to just my purple leopard-print bra and panties. I was getting so turned on by Trey’s ripped body and big cock, and I figured that I’d already gone this far so I might as well go all the way. I got back on my knees but he immediately pulled me back up.
 
   “No, that’s good.” He leaned down and kissed me, unhooking my bra and pulling down my panties. “I want to fuck you like a dog.” He bent me over the side of the couch with Taylor still sitting there on the other cushion watching me.
 
   “It feels really good,” Taylor said, her eyes wide and smiling big. “I love his cock.”
 
   Trey’s hands caressed my body and played with my tits, and then I felt his cockhead pressing against my slick, wet pussy. I felt him press inside and I gasped at his size. “Wow,” I said. “Oh my.” He kept pushing it in a bit deeper with each thrust. “Wow, that’s good.” It really felt amazing. I’d been worried that it might hurt but it didn’t at all. There was just pleasurable pressure all along the inside of my vagina as he filled me, his manhood slipping deeper and deeper. When I felt his head tap against my cervix, I put a hand behind me and pushed back against him.
 
   “Too deep,” I said. 
 
   “All right, baby. I’ll be careful.”
 
   He started thrusting faster, deep but not hitting my cervix. I was feeling the most incredible pleasure. I felt really awkward with Taylor staring right at me, and I felt better when she finally went back to sucking on the hookah. That big cock was rubbing against my clit with each thrust and soon I couldn’t help but moan loudly. “Oh God…. Fuck it’s good… I’m cumming!” The orgasm was strong, intense, and I blacked out for a moment.
 
   When I came to, I felt Trey’s hands on my hips, holding me tightly as he pounded hard and deep. The tip was hitting my cervix. It hurt and I bit my lip, trying not to cry.
 
   “I’m cumming, bitch. I’m cumming, you slutty little whore!” He pushed in deep and I felt his cock pulsating as he shot his sperm deep inside of me, right into my womb. He was pushing against my ass cheeks with hard little thrusts, and my face was down in the cushion. After a moment, he finally finished and pulled out of me with a little “plop” sound. He pulled up his jogging pants, wiped his forehead off, and said to Taylor, “I’ll get you the bags.” He walked through the door behind him while I put back on my bra and panties, then my jeans and shirt. He came back out with two bags of weed.
 
   “Your pussy is nice and tight,” Trey said, smiling at me. “Real wet, too. That’s good shit.”
 
   I kissed him and told him that it was a one-time thing because I had a fiancee.
 
   “Yeah, we’ll see about that.”
 
   After having been with him, having sex with my fiancée really wasn’t any good anymore. I realized just how small Evan’s penis was compared to other guys, and I found myself needing more than he had to offer. I thought about going back to see Trey for more action but then I started to feel nauseated. You guessed it, I was pregnant. Although Evan is responsible and uses condoms whenever I’m fertile, they aren’t one hundred percent and I’m definitely hoping that Evan is the father. We’re getting married next month and I’ll be six months pregnant. I’d hate to have a black baby and have to explain to Evan and his family how it happened. But that’s what happened when you mix alcohol and weed!  
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   * * *
 
   From the time that I’d met him, I’d always been faithful to my husband Joe. He’s a really good guy and a great provider, and I’d thought that our sex life was a little ho-hum but satisfactory. That all changed, though, when I was taking our young son to the YMCA for swim lessons. I met the swim class instructor and I was totally enamored by him.
 
   “Hi Alyssa,” the twenty-five-year-old black man said in a gorgeous British accent, shaking my hand as he stood there dripping wet and wearing nothing but a speedo. “My name is Terrance. I am the instructor for this class.”
 
   “Pleasure to meet you,” I said. And it was. The thing that really struck me, aside from the large bulge in the front of his speedo, was his accent. I loved everything about him – the fact that he was a couple years older than me, his dark black skin, his trimmed facial hair, his tall muscular body, his handsome face – but I really just have a thing for a foreign man’s accent. It’s not ladylike for a married woman to fawn over a man like that but that’s exactly what I was doing. I felt wetness between my legs, my body instinctively easing the way for this beautiful black man to put his manhood inside of me. 
 
   As I sat up in the stands watching him, I loved the way that he seemed like a father to the children. It made him seem even more attractive to me. And I loved watching his ripped body moving through the water. I certainly had no intention of cheating on Joe but I didn’t see any harm in looking. There were other mothers there, too, and we all traded naughty comments as we admired the handsome instructor. 
 
   Over the course of the semester, I would always come and watch the swim lessons. Most of the time at the end, Terrance would find a reason to walk up to me to chat about my son’s progress. We also spoke about things outside of the swim class, and he said he found me quite attractive. Honestly, I’d managed to get rid of the baby weight and to regain my girlish figure, and I’d never had any difficulty attracting attention from men so I wasn’t surprised that the attraction was mutual.
 
   At one point near the end of the semester, though, Terrance said he would like to speak with me privately about my son’s progress. He called over one of the female instructors who watched the children while we went back to his office. I wondered what exactly he might have to say.
 
   As soon as we were behind the door, he locked it and turned and put his hands around my waist. “Alyssa, you are so beautiful. I must have you.” He began kissing me and I felt his cock pressing against my waist. My pussy was wet, my clit tingling with excitement, as our tongues danced. The windows to the room were turquoise and opaque, so nobody could see in. The only thing that concerned me was that I’d gone off the pill. Joe and I were using condoms for birth control until we were ready for the next baby. I counted the days since my last period started and it was two weeks and three days. It couldn’t have been a worse time as far as the risk of pregnancy was concerned.
 
   “I’m not on birth control,” I told him. “Do you have a condom?”
 
   He shook his head. “That’s okay. I’ll pull out before I come.”
 
   He quickly removed my dress, then my bra and panties. When he removed his speedo and I saw his cock, I was stunned. His cock was huge! I wasn’t sure that I could take all of that inside of me. My husband’s penis is less than five inches fully erect and nowhere near that thick – this thing looked like a fire hose! He led me over to the couch and we got into the sixty-nine. The couch was uncomfortable but I loved feeling his tongue on my pussy, and I enjoyed sucking on his cock. I used the technique I’d learned from a girlfriend, sticking out my fingers to brush against his testicles as I slowly jerked the bottom of his shaft while I sucked the top. It was hard taking something so large in my mouth but I did the best I could.
 
   “Okay, get up,” he said. He pulled me to my feet and bent me over the couch. I really prefer missionary with my husband but with Terrance this seemed so dirty that I really liked it. He was fucking me like and animal, like a horse when that big cockhead began pushing its way inside of my slippery vaginal walls. I knew it was wrong to cheat on Joe but it felt so good as he pushed himself inside, deeper and deeper. I moaned and reached back beneath me, rubbing my clit. As he fucked me, the couch was banging against the wall and his balls were slapping against my ass. It didn’t take me long before I came hard, my pussy clenching around his mighty schlong and bathing it with girl cream. I was almost at a second one when he rolled me over onto my back.
 
   “I’m so hot for you, Alyssa. You are so pretty,” he said, then leaned in to kiss me. My neck was at a weird angle against the couch and it hurt as he was pounding into me, but I tried to ignore it. His body was so strong, so beautiful and dark against my fair skin. Soon I erupted into a strong orgasm and I saw stars, nearly passing out. I heard Terrance grunt himself and he pushed in deep, then collapsed on top of me. 
 
   Suddenly I realized what had happened. “Oh my God, Terrance. Did you just cum inside of me?”
 
   “Yes,” he said sheepishly. “Sorry.” He got up and put on his speedo. “I’m sure you’ll be fine.” Then he walked out of the office. I got dressed, fuming and worrying about what might happen. As sexy as he was, and as hot as the thought of having his baby might be, I had a white husband and I didn’t want to fuck up my marriage.
 
   Sure enough, a few weeks later I was late and a pregnancy test confirmed it. I confessed to Joe what had happened and I asked him what he wanted me to do. He was angry at first but also turned on, and he wanted to know all the details, like the size of Terrance’s cock and how amazing it felt inside of me. I didn’t want to share because I didn’t want to hurt him, but he insisted. And then he masturbated. To his credit, he was mature about it and after a long conversation, we agreed that I should have the baby and that Joe should raise the baby as his own. Eight months later, I gave birth to a beautiful, healthy black boy. Two years after that, I had second baby (my husband’s) and got my tubes tied.
 
   I’m lucky that my husband was so understanding about it. People often ask us if we adopted our black son and I tell them that it’s my biological son. They give us strange looks but most people don’t ask too many questions. Joe is a great dad to all three of our children and our family couldn’t be any better if we all had the same skin tone.      
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   * * *
 
   Ever since we were kids, I’d always had a crush on Lily , a beautiful blonde girl who lived in the front part of the neighborhood. Growing up in small town Indiana, I had a pretty normal childhood and like every boy, I had a girl I was sweet on. I would see Lily on the school bus and wish that I could be her boyfriend. She was such a sweet girl, so beautiful, and everybody liked her. Her mother was a school teacher at the elementary school on the far side of town and her father was an electrician, and they always seemed so nice when I saw them at school functions. I felt it was our destiny to be together.
 
   Unfortunately, although Lily liked me as a friend, she didn’t look at me as a boyfriend. “You’re such a nice guy, Ben,” she said one day, standing by her locker. “But there needs to be chemistry. I need to feel passion. Don’t you understand?” Even though I said I understood, I really hoped that she would change her mind.
 
   When we were seniors in high school, I thought I lost her forever. She met a guy named Nolan, a black guy who was visiting from Germany. I’d heard a lot of the girls talking about how handsome Nolan was and how they all wished he would be their boyfriend, but I’d never met him. Then one day I saw him playing high school basketball. Our team, the Trojans, got crushed by the Gorillas, the team from two towns over, and their star player was none other than Nolan, a tall muscular guy with dark black skin. I saw Lily in the stands, watching him with rapt attention, as he manhandled our team.
 
   I don’t know how the two of the them met but soon I heard the rumor that they were dating. I asked her about it and she confirmed it. “It’s true,” Lily said with a big smile. “Nolan is my boyfriend.” I’d heard rumors that Nolan was quite a stud and never was faithful to any of his girlfriends but I didn’t want to bring that up to her. I just told her that I was happy for her. My friend Jack said he’d heard from Nolan that Lily was really wild in bed, that she loved sucking on his big black cock, that her favorite position was doggy style and she liked to have her ass spanked, and that she was incredibly orgasmic from Nolan’s big cock. I wondered if that was true but I never brought it up. She seemed like such a sweet girl, it just didn’t seem right to me.
 
   After we graduated, I went to college about a half hour away. I was only there for a semester when Lily told me that she was moving to Germany. She said that it was Nolan had a criminal record and now had a warrant out for his arrest. He was going to return to Germany and then switch his name on his passport to his mother’s last name so that they could return back to Indiana without getting arrested. I wasn’t sure that it would work but I gave her a hug and wished her the best.
 
   I didn’t hear from Lily for years. During my college experience, I didn’t manage to get a girlfriend. I went to some parties but I never really clicked with a girl. Part of it was probably my lack of game but also I just kept thinking of Lily.
 
   After graduating with my computer science degree, I got a job with a technology company in Indianapolis. I worked there for a year and was doing great, but my love life was still lacking. That’s when I saw Lily send me a request on social media. I accepted her request and I learned that she had just returned to the States and was living with her parents. Nolan decided to stay in Germany and her visa ran out, and Nolan wouldn’t marry her. She had no choice but to return to the United States. She said that she missed me and she wanted to see me. I agreed.
 
   When we met for lunch at Panera, I noticed that there was a little spark between us. The conversation flowed freely and she seemed to look at me like a man now, not just a brother. At the end I asked if I could see her again. She agreed and we kissed.
 
   As we started dating, I learned that her life had changed. While she was in Germany, she’d had three sons by Nolan and her kids were at her parents’ house. I met them and they seemed like great kids. Lily explained that she’d thought that Nolan would marry her, especially with three kids, but he just kept refusing. He was working off the books for his uncle so he wouldn’t need to pay child support. I swelled with pride, realizing that I could provide where the deadbeat Nolan fell short. I could step up to the plate and take care of her children.
 
   After we dated for three months, Lily and I finally had sex. She insisted that I wear a condom, which I was fine with. Frankly I would have been happy to wear a raincoat and galoshes if that was what it would take to be with Lily! I remembered the rumors that Jack had told me years ago and worried that my four-and-a-half inch penis wouldn’t satisfy her. But she didn’t give me a blowjob, so I started to believe that the rumors weren’t true and she just wasn’t that kind of girl. When we had sex she seemed a little uncertain of what was wrong and asked me to try pushing in harder and faster. I tried but it was clear from the look on her face that something wasn’t quite right. I’d jerked off that morning so I was able to last a good ten minutes before cumming. Lily didn’t orgasm but she smiled and said that it was okay, that she didn’t need an orgasm to enjoy our lovemaking.
 
   We were having sex pretty much once a week and I was burning through those condoms. The more experience I got, the more I started to wonder about those rumors. Lily admitted to me that her favorite position was doggy style and she liked to have her ass spanked. I tried that and she seemed to like it, but again acted like something was wrong and asked me to thrust harder and faster. I did as she asked but she still seemed unsatisfied. I asked her what was wrong and she just smiled condescendingly, saying, “Don’t worry about it, Ben. It’s fine. You’re doing the best you can with what you have.” 
 
    We had dated for just under a year when I proposed, and we got married the next summer. I adopted her three boys and I consider them my children. Lily and I are now thirty-eight years old. I’ve been using condoms every time since we first started dating. Although I wanted to try for a baby, Lily said that she didn’t want to go back to changing diapers and three kids is enough. I told her that I wanted to take her bareback and she understood. Three months ago she got her tubes tied and I’ve finally got the chance to take her raw. It feels just amazing having my penis bare inside of Lily and I have to struggle to last even a few minutes. I’m having the best sex of my life and I couldn’t be any happier! 
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   * * *
 
   “Okay Alexis, fine,” Jim said, exasperated as we talked in the bathroom. He’d just had his shower and was wearing only a towel. “I don’t understand why our love life isn’t good enough for you, but if--”
 
   “It’s fine,” I replied. “I never said--”
 
   “But if you feel that you need to sleep with other guys and get it out of your system, fine. You can have a sabbatical for a year.”
 
   “What’s a sabbatical?”
 
   “It means you’re free of your responsibilities for a year. You can act like a single woman. Date whomever you want. Live out your fantasies.”
 
   “Thank you, honey,” I said, giving him a kiss. He’s such a great guy, so understanding. We’d married young because I was so afraid that I would end up alone, without a family. But now we were in our mid-twenties with a three year old daughter and I was worried that I had missed out on all the fun and adventure. Your twenties should be your time to try new experiences, to date new people like my friends were doing. Instead I was with the same guy I’d been with since we’d started dating in college. Sure, Jim was a great husband and a wonderful father but I felt that I really needed to try other men to fully appreciate him – and to feel that I hadn’t wasted the best years of my life being married.
 
   I had a friend, Tasha, who was an active dater. She had a number of guys that she sees, one guy in particular named Mike who she says is great in bed, but a few other guys that she sleeps with when Mike isn’t available. She’d always said that her relationships were just physical and she knows that Mike sleeps with other women. I kind of hinted that maybe I could have Mike as my first extramarital encounter but she surprised me by getting offended. “That’s disgusting,” she said. “I’m not dating the same guys you date.”
 
   But Tasha had somebody for me. She knew a guy Chad who had dated her sister a few years back. “He’s not boyfriend material. He rides a motorcycle, drinks a lot and uses drugs. He was violent and they had to break up because of safety issues. But he’s great in bed.” She showed me a picture of Chad sitting on his bike and he did look dangerous, a middle-aged guy with a strong jaw, black t-shirt and tattoos, but he also looked very attractive. I told her that I’d like to meet him. She gave me his number and I agreed to meet him at O’Malley’s.
 
   When I saw Chad walk into the bar, I was totally attracted to him. His handsome but rugged face, his swagger in his walk and his confidence were huge turn-ons. I knew that I was going to sleep with him. We had some drinks and he drove me on the back of his bike to his apartment. I was scared to ride with somebody who had been drinking but he managed to get us there safely. His apartment was totally a bachelor’s pad but I didn’t really care. We immediately started removing our clothes and soon I was sucking on his cock. It wasn’t that much bigger than my husbands, between six and seven inches, but his body was muscular and well-toned. When we had sex, he didn’t kiss me but he had just a great rhythm in fucking. I played with my clit while he fucked me and he brought me to three orgasms. I’m not sure it was even so much what he did but just the way he did it, or maybe because he’s older, or just that he’s so goddamn sexy. Whatever it was, he brought me to orgasm with ease. I told him that I definitely wanted to see him regularly. Soon I was seeing him once or twice a week.
 
   Not long after meeting him, I was hit on by a guy at the supermarket. He was a black guy named Freddie. He was in his thirties and married. He wasn’t wearing a wedding ring but I could see the mark on his finger. When I pointed it out to him, he said that his wife is stationed overseas and she’ll be gone for another year. “We have an understanding,” Freddie said, shrugging. “I don’t ask her and she doesn’t ask me. It works for us.”
 
   He was very charming and handsome, even though about ten pounds overweight, and I was curious about being with a black guy. I gave him my number and the next week I went over to his house to watch a movie. We didn’t watch much of the movie, though – soon he was kissing my neck. My pussy was awash with cunt cream, I wanted him to bad, especially after feeling his cock through his jeans. It felt huge and I couldn’t wait to get his pants off. His cock was as big as I’d hoped. I didn’t measure it but I wouldn’t be surprised if it were nine inches long and very thick. When he stuck it inside of me, I totally loved the way it felt inside of me. The way it slipped easily inside of my soaking wet pussy while stretching me to the max just felt heavenly. We fucked in every position imaginable and I had four intense orgasms. When we were finished, my pussy felt warm and sore, and my clit was throbbing. I soon started seeing him a couple times a week, too.
 
   Although my needs were largely satisfied by Chad and Freddie, I wanted variety and needed to experience everything that the dating world had to offer. I used Tinder to meet guys just for hooking up, sometimes one night stands and others became regular fuck buddies of mine. Each guy was different with different strengths and specialties, like Kevin who loves to eat pussy and Caleb who likes to pull my hair and spank my ass while fucking me from behind. All of them are different and I loved them all.
 
   Of course, I didn’t have any sex with my husband during the year. We were pretending that I was a single woman so he contented himself by jerking off to my stories of sexual escapades. On some occasions I would bring home a guy and let Jim watch us fuck. I always made an effort to moan and groan extra loud for him, giving him a good show. I’d maintain eye contact with him while I sucked on my lover’s cock, and then while I was getting fucked I’d tell my lover how much better in bed his is than my husband, and how much bigger and better his cock felt inside of me. Jim’s little weiner would just come alive from that, his penis rock hard and oozing precum as he watched and listened, then he would jerk on his little stub until it squirted down his fingers. Afterwards he liked to lick my pussy clean, which I permitted him because I enjoyed it, too. But no intercourse for him for the year, that was the rule.
 
   When the year was over, I felt sad that I was going to have to return to our normal, boring married life. But I was thankful to have had the opportunity to try everything that’s out there. I managed to work in sixty-seven guys over the course of the year, and I did it without contracting any diseases even though most of the guys went bare. But there was one little reminder – near the end of my sabbatical, I got pregnant. I don’t know the name of the father or even the race of the baby, but I know that Jim is totally supportive and ready to help raise our second child. We’d always decided we would have two kids so it wasn’t really a problem for us. When the baby is born, Jim has agreed to get a vasectomy so this will be our last child - unless, of course, Jim is willing to let me have another crack at freedom and there’s another accident. Yeah, it’s probably asking for too much but you can’t blame a girl for hoping, can you?
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   * * *
 
   My name is Bella. When I was in high school, I was a cheerleader for the football team. The most popular player on the team was Tremaine, the wide receiver. He was handsome, tall, strong with broad shoulders, just a perfect black specimen. Everybody had a crush on him but he was very popular, getting all the girls numbers. I knew he liked me, too – he has a thing for white girls, especially blondes like me – but we never did anything more than flirt.
 
   Being a pretty girl myself, I also attracted a lot of interest. One in particular was a boy named Nate. He was a little short and not very athletic, but he made the football team as a backup. (From what I heard, he was so eager and such a hard worker that they let him on the team, even though he wasn’t good enough to play.) I wasn’t all that attracted to Nate physically, even though he was a nice guy, so I turned down his advances. But when he asked me again in college, I agreed and I realized that I liked being his girlfriend. When we were seniors, we became engaged to be married. But something happened that made me question everything.
 
   I was cheering at the college level when our team played against Ohio State. A little school like ours doesn’t often get that chance in those games but it gets us attention and the players say that it’s a learning experience. The other team was filled with big, athletic, dominant black players while our team was filled with noticeably smaller and less-talented white kids. The game ended 63-0.
 
   What made the game so great for me is that my old love interest Tremaine was the star wide receiver for the Buckeyes, just as he’d been at high school. It was amazing to watch him play at the college level. He humiliated our cornerbacks, instinctively knowing where the ball would be. He outran, outreached and just plain outclassed our team.
 
   That night, after the game, I got a call from Tremaine.
 
   “Hey baby,” he said. “I saw you on the sidelines at the game. You still have that amazing body.” He asked if we could meet up at a popular bar on Main Street.
 
   “Sure,” I replied. “But I’m engaged to be married. Do you remember Nate?”
 
   “From high school football? That little scrawny dude?” He laughed. “Yeah, he was always into you. I guess now he’s really into you.”
 
   We both laughed at that. But the truth is that we were waiting for marriage to have sex. Although I’d slept with quite a few guys during high school and college, I’d managed to keep that quiet. Nate thought that I had only had sex once. I’d been on the pill since I was in high school and I’d only recently gone off, with the expectation that we’d try to get pregnant on our wedding night the next summer.
 
   We sat at the bar on the second floor, looking down on the street. Tremaine told me that he’d always wished that we’d dated because there was a strong connection between us. I didn’t say it out loud but I knew it was true – I never felt the kind of raw sexual attraction to another man that I’d felt with Tremaine. But my parents were conservative and I grew up in a conservative all-white church, and I was pretty sure that they wouldn’t approve of that kind of relationship even if they couldn’t admit it. He invited me back to his motel room to talk further. 
 
   I felt Tremaine brush his leg against mine. I wasn’t sure what to do but I didn’t move. He leaned in for a kiss. I hesistated, knowing it was wrong because I was engaged. Maybe I wasn’t thinking straight because of the two strong Mai Tais. But my body yearned, ached for a man like Tremaine and I kissed him. I loved feeling his tongue penetrate my mouth, thrusting inside of me as our mouths made love. He put his powerful hands gently on my thigh, up my waist and under my shirt. My pussy was so wet I felt like I’d pissed my pants, and my clit was erect and tingling. Society said it was wrong but my body knew that it was right. It was so right, so very natural, and I didn’t need to fight it. I didn’t want to fight it.
 
   “Get a room,” a guy down the bar said.
 
   “That’s a great idea,” Tremaine said. “Let’s go next door.”
 
   We walked down the block to a cheap motel and he got us a room. Once inside, Tremaine took off his shirt, exposing his gorgeous ripped body and broad shoulders, then removed his jeans. I walked up behind to him, put my hands around his stomach and began kissing his neck. He turned around and began kissing me while unbuttoning my shirt. Soon I was laying on the bed in just my panties, kissing tenderly as we enjoyed the build-up. Tremaine’s cock was obviously large and straining against his underwear. I pulled back the elastic, reached down and felt his massive manhood. I’d been with some boys with eight inch cocks before but this one was an inch or two larger, not to mention much thicker. 
 
   Although we were waiting for marriage I had given Nate some handjobs and I knew that his penis was only about four inches long and about as big around as a hot dog. Tremaine’s equipment was so much bigger, so much greater, that they couldn’t even be compared.
 
   “I really need to feel you inside of me,” I said, stroking the shaft of his weapon.
 
   He pulled off his underwear, then got in between my legs. I lifted my hips off the bed and he pulled off my panties. He put his mouth on my pussy and licked it. I started to moan but then it ended just as quickly. He moved up on top of me, aimed his thick, turgid cock at my entrance and pushed inside. “Oh God,” I moaned, and began to climax within seconds. It filled me fully, almost too much, as he slid deep inside of me, in and out. He was pounded deep inside of me and bringing me intense pleasure with his perfectly-sized penis. It was like he’d been created especially for me, like his manhood was destined for my womanhood.
 
   He gave me three intense orgasms before we switched to doggy style, where he gave me two more. Finally I could tell by his breathing that his climax was nearing. “Do it, baby,” I pleaded. “Cum inside of me, Tremaine. Fill me with your sperm.” He was pounding harder, incredibly fast, his hands holding firmly on my hips. Then I felt him reach up and grab my hair. He pulled my head back hard and it hurt a bit, only enhancing the pleasure between my legs. Finally he grunted and pushed in deep, followed by short thrusts as he shot everything he had inside of me. I knew I was fertile and unprotected, and although I know it’s wrong, I truly hoped that he was giving me a baby. We kissed for a while on the bed, then we got dressed and left.
 
   A few weeks later, I learned that my prayer had been answered. I learned that I’d gotten pregnant from my encounter with Tremaine. I confessed everything to Nate, who was obviously very hurt but he forgave me. He wanted to know all the details, including Tremaine’s cock size and how it felt inside of me. I told him everything because he insisted, even though I knew I was humiliating him by comparison. But he seemed to want to know the details and he masturbated after hearing them.
 
   Our wedding is next month. I’m seven months pregnant with a boy and I’ll look a little silly wearing all white, but that’s what girls do these days. Nate and his family have accepted the situation. He’s going to raise the baby as his own. He’s such a great guy! Honestly, there are a lot of guys raising kids who aren’t their biological children, whether step parents or guys who don’t even know. At least Nate knows the situation and he’s man enough to be a father to our baby – a gift that lasts a lifetime.
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   * * *
 
   “It’s the only way, Chris,” I said to my husband. “Guys aren’t just going to whip out their dicks for measurement. The smaller guys won’t feel comfortable showing their penises unless they’re dating a girl. You understand that, right?”
 
   Of course he did. Chris was always embarrassed that his penis was just under five inches long. I’d had a few bigger guys before I met him but I’d never complained about it, and he was always able to get me off using his tongue. I needed to randomly test one hundred black men to find out their penis size to see if it’s true that black men have larger packages.
 
   “Natalie, you know I believe in science. I just don’t like the idea of you having sex with other guys. Especially black guys with big dicks. What if they’re better than me?”
 
   “Oh honey, they could never be better than you. What we have is special. Our love life is special because we love each other. It’s always the best when you’re with the person you love. I probably won’t orgasm. I doubt I’ll enjoy it at all.”
 
   I had trouble not laughing when I said that. Clearly it was bullshit but Chris seemed to buy it.
 
   “Okay, honey,” he said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “For science.”
 
   I had the list of black students at the nearby college and I removed the female names from the list. Then I went through the material and began looking at their pictures. At first I thought I should just select the best looking guys – they shouldn’t be any bigger or smaller than the less attractive guys, right? – but then I realized that I needed to do this randomly. I selected two hundred black men out of the list and figured that, as some would have girlfriends or otherwise be unavailable, it would be enough for me to get one hundred samples. I sent out my first batch of ten emails and was surprised that all ten guys replied. The first to reply was a guy named Owen.
 
   “Yeah, I’ll meet with you. What’s this about?” he asked.
 
   “I’ll explain everything when you get here.” I told him that I was working out of my home office. He was able to meet me between classes, while my husband was at work and our children were at school. He arrived at my house wearing blue jeans and a hoodie, with a blackpack over his shoulders.
 
   I walked up to the door wearing a silk black robe. Underneath I was wearing lacey red lingerie. I opened the door and his eyes widened.
 
   “Come in,” I said. He followed inside. At thirty-six, this college boy looked so young to me but also so delicious. I took him by his hand and led him to our bedroom. “We’ll do this in the bedroom.” When we got to my bedroom, I asked him to put down his backpack and take off his hoodie, and he did.
 
   “I’m conducting a scientific experiment to see the average penis size of black males.”
 
   He smiled and nodded slightly. “Jeez. Yeah, so that’s what this is about?”
 
   “Mmm hmm.” I walked up to him and put my hands around him. “How do you feel about that?” I could feel his cock pressing against my crotch.
 
   “I’m good with that,” he said. He began kissing me and taking off his shirt and jeans. Then he removed my robe and admired my lingerie. Although I was quite a bit older than him, he seemed to like what he saw.
 
   “Damn, you look beautiful,” he said.
 
   “Thanks, handsome,” I replied. I pulled down his briefs and freed his cock. I was surprised to see its size. It was definitely very long and thick. I grabbed the measuring tape. After giving licking and tugging on it, I was satisfied that it was full length. It came out to 8.8 inches long.
 
   “Excellent,” I said, beaming. “It’s a beauty.”
 
   After that, we had sex on my marital bed. He wasn’t very sophisticated, just missionary and doggy style, but he was young. I totally enjoyed the feeling of his big cock inside of me. It filled me fully, and I had three orgasms before walking him out the door.
 
   An hour later, my second prospect arrived. Rashaad was really thin and wore glasses, and he studying to be an engineer. He told me that he’d only been with black girls and he’d always wanted to try a white girl, and he really liked blondes. He measured at just 7.6 inches and not as thick as Owen, but he did a great job of eating my pussy, giving me three orgasms that way. Unfortunately, he only lasted a minute inside of me before coming. He was embarrassed but I told him that he did a great job and I was quite satisfied. I walked him out the door and then took a shower.
 
   That evening, when Chris came home from work, he wanted to know all the details. Even though his penis is tiny, I could see the bulge in his pants. We normally have sex at night but the kids were out of the house and he was so horny that we went to bed right then. He went crazy eating my pussy, licking and sucking like a wild man. He was disappointed that he couldn’t see any semen in there. I told him that I’d showered.
 
   “From now on, I don’t want you to shower,” he said, looking up from between my legs. “I want you to take you when you’re still filled with their cum.”
 
   I agreed. Chris then mounted me and lasted only a couple of minutes before losing control inside of me. I then pulled out my vibrator and got myself off.
 
   That’s how it went as I met with the black college boys. Often I would have sex with two or three of them in a day and take my measurements, then Chris would come home and immediately ravish my cum-soaked body. In just three months I got my full sample. Some of the guys were very large and some quite small, with average coming out to just 7.1 inches. That’s bigger than white guys but not by as much as I’d imagined.
 
   “You know, honey,” Chris said, as we cuddled in bed after sex not long after I’d finished my test. “You didn’t really test black men. You tested college black men. I mean, don’t you think that it’s possible that the guys who go to college have smaller packages than regular guys? Maybe they are going to school to make more money to compensate for what they’re lacking?”
 
   “You mean like you did?” I asked with a smile, holding hubby’s shriveled little white penis between my fingers. “Show the girls that you have something to offer?”
 
   “I’m serious,” he said. “You need to sample a hundred black guys who didn’t go to college and see if there’s a difference.”
 
   I think he just loved knowing that his sweet wife was fucking well-hung black men, and wanted to eat more cum from my pussy. But he did have a point. 
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   * * *
 
   “I don’t understand,” I said to my friend Teri. “It just doesn’t feel as good as I thought it would. Cameron is an attentive lover and really tries but I never orgasm with him.” We were both virgins when we met and I figured that we just didn’t know what we were doing.
 
   “Let me ask you, Taylor,” she said. “How big is his penis?”
 
   I held my fingers up about three inches apart and scowled. “Not very big. He’s smaller erect than I thought a guy would be soft.”
 
   Teri looked shocked. “Oh my! If I’m dating a guy I’d always check to see his penis size first. If he’s small, we’re not having sex. I just walk out of there and he never hears from me again. Damn… Well, that’s your problem. You married a guy with a small penis.”
 
   “So there’s nothing we can do about it?”
 
   “He should learn to eat pussy, that’s for sure. But no, you’re not going to get pleasure from intercourse with a guy who’s that small.” Then her eyes lit up. “You need a guy like Akuma!”
 
   Akuma was an African guy who worked for Cameron’s company and he was staying with us for two weeks. One time I’d noticed him walking out of the shower and his cock went most of the way down his leg toward his knees, and I told Teri about it. She said that she’s dated a few black guys and they had large packages. Akuma was attracted to me and he hit on my a couple of times but I always turned him away.
 
   “Well, I’m a married woman.”
 
   “You need to ask your husband,” she said. “Sit him down and explain to him that he’s not big enough to satisfy you and you want to try Akuma.”
 
   I followed her advice. When I talked with Cameron about it over dinner. I explained to him that I loved him and that I think he’s the most wonderful husband in the world, but I need to experience sex with a man with a large penis. I told him that I wanted to have sex with Akuma and I felt like I was going to end up sleeping with another man at some point because I’m unsatisfied, but I didn’t want to cheat on him. I wanted his permission and blessing.
 
   Cameron seemed hurt by this but we talked about it. He admitted that he has a small penis and he knows he’s not bringing me to orgasm in bed. He expressed his concern that I might fall in love and I pointed out that he was only in the country for one more week, so he had nothing to worry about. I also assured him that I would still have sex with him. In the end, we agreed that it was the right thing for our relationship.
 
   That night I slept with Akuma for the first time. It was so amazing – his dark black skin against my white body, his tall strong body against my soft body – but everything he did was different from Cameron, even just the way he kissed. It was great. I wasn’t very experienced at giving a blowjob but I was so turned on by the size of his cock that I fingered myself while sucking him. After a few minutes of that he bent me over and fucked me like a dog. I can’t do that position with my husband because he can’t penetrate me and thrust in and out with slipping out every time, but there wasn’t a problem with Akuma. It was like spending years cutting through a watermelon with a butter knife and finally getting the chance to use the right tool for the job. My pussy was dripping wet for him as he pressed that mighty black cockhead against the delicate folds of my womanhood and pushed himself inside. The feeling of his cock slipping inside of me was a revelation. “This is sex,” I thought. “I’m finally having real sex.”
 
   My pussy was fully filled. With Cameron sex was so awkward, like a small child slipping his hand inside of an adult-sized glove, impossibly trying to make do. But with Akuma’s thick cock it felt so natural, and even though I felt some discomfort when the head of his cock touched my cervix, I loved knowing that I was truly filled, both in length and width. My pussy was a like a woman dying of thirst that had finally gotten a large glass of pure water. The physical sensations were amazing, and just knowing that I was being fucked on my husband’s bed by a strong black man sent me over the edge.
 
   “Oh God, I’m cumming,” I wailed as incredible sensations of pleasure shot through my body. It felt different than using my vibrator, and I could feel my pussy contracting around his black cock, as if my body were trying to milk him to extract his precious seed. He then flipped me over and we fucked in the missionary position. I lifted my legs up and wrapped them around his coal black body, kissing him wildly as that thick battering ram pounded my pussy. I had two more orgasms before he reached his climax, and I began to orgasm as well. I could feel a fluttering sensation in my uterus, and I knew my body was sucking up his sperm, carrying his millions of sperm to my egg. After he came he collapsed next to me, and we kissed for a while until he fell asleep. After a few minutes he woke up and returned to the guest room.
 
   I didn’t have sex with my husband that night, but I told him we would the next day. In fact, that morning I woke him up with a blowjob and switched over to a handjob, telling him all the details of my encounter with Akuma. I could tell that what I was telling him was getting him rock hard. I felt bad to hurt his feelings but it was clearly turning him on, and he wanted all the details about how much better Akuma’s cock felt and how much more attracted I was to my black lover than Cameron. He only lasted a few minutes before his little stub popped off, shooting about six inches into the air twice. “Wow,” I said, still masturbating him with my hands as his juice drooled from shriveling penis, “you really made a big boy mess!” Then I went to the bathroom and washed his sperm down the drain.
 
   I had sex with Akuma every day until he left. I didn’t think anything could top that first encounter but it actually got better each time. And later I would give Cameron a great hand job while describing what Akuma and I did in bed. It was sad to see Akuma leave at the end of the week, but he left us with memories that really helped our love life. And he also left us with something else. I found out that I was pregnant. Given that I was fertile that week and I’d only been giving my husband hand jobs, I was pretty sure that Akuma was the father. Sure enough, nine months later when our son was born, the baby was black and almost as dark skinned as Akuma. And Cameron is a great father to our son, doting over him. 
 
   Cameron is also helping me on social media to find a new lover in our area. I’m looking for somebody handsome, intelligent, strong, well-hung, and preferably black. Cameron is pushing me to get multiple boyfriends but I’m not sure I’m ready for that yet. The plan is to go on a number of dates but to pick just one guy as my boyfriend. I don’t know if I could handle two or three boyfriends at once but you never know!
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   * * *
 
   Ashton was just about to knock on the dorm room door of Christina, the beautiful and sweet girl that he’d had a crush on all through college, but he noticed the “DO NOT DISTURB” sign hanging around the doorknob.
 
   “Oh baby, it’s so good.” Christina’s moans were audible through the door. He could hear the faint sound of the bed springs creaking and the headboard tapping against the wall.
 
   “That’s right, bitch. You like that black cock, don’t you? You like that big, thick nine inch cock in your pussy.”
 
   It was Rakeem’s voice. She’d supposedly broken up with him for good but now she’s clearly back together with him.
 
   “Yes, baby, you know I love the way your big cock feels inside of me,” she cooed. “A big cock feels so much better inside, so good, baby. I need a big cock.”
 
   Ashton felt his stomach drop. He had always felt a little sensitive about his penis size. He’d measured it with a ruler and it was only four-and-a-half inches long. Christina had been his friend for years and they went to church together on Sunday mornings at the Baptist church off campus. Although they were just friends, they would sometimes talk about their romantic problems. Ashton’s problem was that the girls didn’t seem interested in him. One time he confessed to her that he was a little small. (He rounded it up to five inches, but it was basically the truth.)
 
   “Don’t worry about that,” Christina told him. “Guys worry about that, but girls don’t really care about that. They all feel the same. One day you’ll meet the right girl for you and she won’t care about your penis size. You’re such a wonderful guy, Ashton. You’re good looking, really smart, and so nice. There’s a nice girl out there for you, I just know it.”
 
   He’d been hoping that she would realize that she was the right girl for him. Now, of course, he realized that penis size mattered to her after all. But really, even before that, she’d shown no interest in him other than as a friend. As a romantic partner, she’d shown no interest in him at all. She had other romantic problems, though – the guys she picked were always treating her poorly and cheating on her. 
 
    
 
   That was especially true of Rakeem. He had two prior girlfriends at college before Christina – both white girls – and the rumor around campus was that he was cheating constantly on all of them. In fact, he was still dating Anna when he started dating Dee, and he was still Dee’s boyfriend when he began dating Christina. So it’s not like she didn’t know what she was getting herself into. Like most girls, Christina liked the bad boys.
 
   Hanging his head, Ashton turned and walked out of her dormitory and drove back to his dorm across campus. He needed to get a good night’s sleep, then he’d be back home to visit his family. His uncle Mark was coming for dinner.
 
   * * *
 
   “It’s amazing,” Uncle Mark said of his red Jaguar convertible. “And the girls love it,” he added before taking a bite of mashed potatoes.
 
   “That’s wonderful,” Mom said, passing the green beans to Dad. “But when are we going to see you with a wife and children? You know, you’re not getting any younger.”
 
   Uncle Mark laughed, a twinkle in his eye. “I have a lot of women in my life. Beautiful college-age girls. I’m not going to give that up for anything. I like my wife just the way it is.” He gave me a wink.
 
   “That’s not the kind of lifestyle that we believe in,” Dad said. “I don’t live that way.” He looked at Ashton. “And I hope that my son will marry a girl and start a family.”
 
   “Nothing wrong with that,” Uncle Mark said. He lifted his glass as if making a toast. “Family is a wonderful thing.” Then he took a sip.
 
   Ashton had always admired him. Uncle Mark worked on Wall Street and he seemed to have everything that he desired – lots of money and beautiful women. And it wasn’t all about the convertible. Even when Uncle Mark was younger, he was always getting numbers from beautiful women. He seemed to be the only person Ashton knew who understood how to attract women.
 
   After dinner, Uncle Mark said goodbye and he walked out through the garage. Ashton stepped out and walked down the driveway. Uncle Mark was already in the driver’s seat, starting the car.
 
   “Uncle Mark, stop,” Ashton pleaded.
 
   “What’s wrong?”
 
   “I need you to help me,” Ashton said, putting his hands on the driver’s side door. “I need help with girls.”
 
   “With girls?” He laughed. “You heard what your father said. He doesn’t want you living this kind of lifestyle.”
 
   “I’m not trying to date hundreds of women. I’m just trying to date one. Will you help me?”
 
   Uncle Mark paused for a moment, then slowly nodded. “Hop in.”
 
   They went for a drive around town. As they drove, everybody was looking at Uncle Mark sitting in his beautiful new convertible. Ashton could feel the confidence, the power that he exuded.
 
   “No matter what I do, they just aren’t interested in me,” Ashton complained. “They say they want a nice guy but they date guys who are jerks. They date guys who hit them or who cheat on them. Like Christina, this girl I like. Christina is always complaining to me that she doesn’t understand why she can’t find a nice guy, why all the guys she dates treat her badly. But I’m a nice guy and I’m right there, and she doesn’t want me. She wants these… these jerks!”
 
   “Let me translate what she said into English,” Uncle Mark said. “She doesn’t want to date a nice guy. She wants to date an asshole. She’s trying to find an asshole with a heart of gold, a jerk who will treat her well. And you’re not an asshole. You’re not a jerk, so you never get the chance.”
 
   “But how can an asshole have a heart of gold? If he did, he wouldn’t be an asshole?”
 
   “Bingo,” Uncle Mark said. “What they’re looking for doesn’t exist. That’s why they get burned and burned. They want a guy who is sexy on the outside and a nice guy on the inside. The outside comes first. You first have to prove that you’re strong, dominant, selfish - even downright evil. That makes you sexy. But you? You’re failing right from the outset.”
 
   “But they say they want a nice guy. Why don’t they date nice guys?”
 
   “I don’t think you’re listening to what I’m telling you. There are two types of guys – assholes and nice guys. First, they eliminate the guys they think are sexually unattractive. Bye bye, nice guys. Then, out of the pools of guys that are left, they try to find one who will treat them right.”
 
   “So a nice guy doesn’t even have a chance,” Ashton said. “They will just date bad boy after bad boy.”
 
   “Only for a while. Eventually they will realize that there aren’t any assholes who are nice guys, and they will settle for a nice guy. In their mid-thirties, when they’re getting older, a little wrinkled, having a little trouble keeping off the weight, then they’ll marry a nice guy.” Uncle Mark smiled. “See? The nice guys win in the end.”
 
   “So there’s no hope for me?” Ashton asked. “At least not until I’m in my mid-thirties?”
 
   “There is hope,” Uncle Mark said. “I’m going to teach you how to do it.”
 
   * * *
 
   “Christina, I really don’t want to get involved in your business,” her roommate Shannon said. “But I was talking with Kyler and he said that Rakeem is cheating on you. Rakeem has been hooking up with Anna again for the past two months.”
 
   Christina felt shell shocked. Shannon and her boyfriend Kyler were her friends. They wouldn’t lie to her. Would Rakeem really do that to her?
 
   “And Anna isn’t just talking about it, she has evidence. She posted on Facebook pictures of her in Rakeem’s bedroom. The bedroom of his new apartment, that he’s only had for three weeks now.” She paused. “Look, Christina, don’t take this the wrong way but really, he cheated on Anna and he cheated on Dee. You know what they say, ‘once a cheater, always a cheater.’ You should know that he’s going to cheat on you.”
 
   Christina didn’t know what to do. Yes, Rakeem had cheating on his ex-girlfriends. Sure, every boyfriend she’d ever had was a cheater. But Rakeem was the kind of guy she needed. He was tall, handsome, and sexy. He was muscular and athletic, and women were always after him. What other choice did she have? Some pathetic wimp like Ashton? Sure, he’s a nice guy and he’ll probably have a good job some day, but that’s where it ends. A relationship needs to start with a strong physical attraction, with passion. The only guys you should date, she thought, are the ones that give you butterflies – the guys that make you feel that intense reaction. If a guy can’t create that reaction in you, then he might be a great friend but he’s not boyfriend material.
 
   But for years she’d dated guys like Rakeem and it just never worked out. Sure, they gave her amazing sex, giving her powerful orgasms and making her fall in love with them. They had always treated her poorly, then they would apologize and promise to change. Then she would forgive them, take them back and they’d go right back to their evil ways. Was there no way out of this romantic prison? Did she really have to choose between sexually attractive devils and nice guys who are weak and unattractive? Ashton sighed. She thought she’d had something special with Rakeem but apparently not. She pulled out her cell phone and called him.
 
   “Rakeem, you piece of shit, I know what you’re doing.”
 
   “What the fuck you talkin’ about?”
 
   “I know you’re fucking Anna. Ashley saw the pictures of her in your bedroom on Facebook.”
 
   As Christina talked with Rakeem about it, she heard his side of the story. Apparently Anna had asked if she could stop by his house just to talk with him about what happened in the past. He said okay to that. At one point, she said she was going to the bathroom while he was in the living room. She sneaked into his bedroom, stripped down naked and took selfies of herself lying in his bed.
 
   Shannon rolled her eyes. “You’re believing that shit? Are you fucking gullible?”
 
   Christina didn’t know who to believe. But the more they talked on the phone, the more she believed Rakeem. Shannon was just judging him because of his past. Yes, he’d made mistakes in the past but Anna is a different person and Dee is a different person than her, and Rakeem had never done anything to make her distrust him. Shannon threw her hands up into the air as Christina told him that she loved him and missed him.
 
   “I miss you, too, baby.”
 
   * * *
 
   “First, you need to change your look.” Uncle Mark pulled a shirt off the rack. “How about this?”
 
   “It’s really nice but it’s not my style,” Ashton replied. Obviously his uncle had expensive tastes.
 
   “Well, it’s going to be your style. You need to look rich and cocky, with an evil streak. You’ll need to change your hair and your clothes first. Then we’ll work on the rest.” He pushed the shirt into Ashton’s hands. “Try it on.”
 
   After they left the mall, Uncle Mark had bought him three new outfits. Between shoes, jeans and shirts, Uncle Mark had spent over a thousand dollars. Ashton wasn’t sure about how he’d look in them, but he had to admit that they looked really sharp.
 
   “You’re also going to need to change up that hair,” Uncle Mark said he watched Ashton put the bags into the car. “You need something a little edgy. Personally, I like the goatee. It says, ‘This guy is a prick,’ you know? And you need to work out at the gym. Put on some muscle. Broaden those shoulders, you know?”
 
   “I’ll try that, I promise,” Ashton said, hopping into the passenger seat. “But I can’t afford a car like this. I know the girls like it.”
 
   “Some of them do. A lot of them don’t.” He started the car and they drove out of the parking lot. “Besides, you just need to get past the initial attraction. That’s your problem. You need the right look and the right words. Once you get a girl that far, you’ve got her hooked. Then she’ll start looking at the rest of you and see that you’re a guy with a lot to offer.”
 
   “You said I need the right words. I need your help with that how do I just start talking to a girl?”
 
   “How do you open?” He looked over at Ashton. “I’ll show you. We’re going to a bar I used to go like downtown.”
 
   Ashton felt great. For the first time in years, he felt like he might have a shot with a girl he’d like. He knew that Uncle Mark had the answers. About five minutes later, they pulled into the parking lot of a TGI Friday’s.
 
   “This is it?” Ashton asked.
 
   “Yeah, this is it.” He hopped out of the car. “I love this place.”
 
   “TGI Friday’s? You want me to try here?”
 
   “Listen, my boy,” he said, leaning toward his nephew. “This place is filled with young single women. They don’t have a lot of money so they aren’t looking for a millionaire or anything. They’re here alone or with their friends after work. They want to buy some cheap appetizers and well drinks, and maybe meet a guy. I had a lot of success here in my day.” He started walking toward the restaurant. Ashton sighed, then jumped out of the car and followed him.
 
   “Okay,” Uncle Mark said as they stood in the lobby. “We’re going to sit at the bar. When we’re there, we’re just going to talk to each other at first. Talk to me, talk to the bartender, but don’t talk to the girls. They want attention and they can’t stand it if you ignore them. While we’re talking, I’ll find some girls that I like. Then you watch how I do it.”
 
   The pair sat down at the bar and Uncle Mark ordered them each a whisky on the rocks. The NFL Network was playing up on the screen above them, and they made some talk about the Cowboy’s coaches. Then Uncle Mark leaned in and whispered, “Over there, the redhead and the brunette.”
 
   At the far end of the bar were a pretty redhead and a beautiful brunette with long black wavy hair. They were sipping on cocktails, looking in their direction and whispering.
 
   “They know I looked their way. We have move immediately,” Uncle Mark said, standing up. Ashton followed and they walked over to the women.
 
   “Hey, my nephew and I were having a little disagreement,” Uncle Mark said, speaking primarily to the brunette. Both of the women appeared to be in their mid-twenties. “He has a friend at college who thinks her boyfriend is cheating on her. So she went through his cell phone to see if he was texting another girl. I think that’s wrong, that it’s an invasion of privacy. But Ashton here thinks that it’s okay to do that. What do you ladies think?”
 
   “I don’t see anything wrong with that,” the redhead said. “I mean, if she already has reason to think he’s cheating.”
 
   Uncle Mark nodded. “All right, that’s one.” He glanced at Ashton. “One agrees with you.” He turned back to the redhead. “I’m sorry, what’s your name?”
 
   “Megan,” she replied. “And she’s Alyssa.”
 
   “Megan and Alyssa,” he repeated. “I’m Mark. Nice to meet you. Can we buy you some drinks?”
 
   Ashton was surprised at how easily Uncle Mark had opened the conversation. He’d started the conversation with a controversial question and it seemed to break the ice pretty well. As Uncle Mark talked with Alyssa, Ashton worked on Megan. After a few minutes, Uncle Mark said they needed to leave and asked Alyssa for her phone number. She took out a pen and wrote down something on a napkin and handed it to him, and he stuffed it in his pocket. After paying for their drinks, they left.
 
   “Did you get her number?” Uncle Mark asked as they exited the restaurant.
 
   “No, I didn’t ask.”
 
   He shook his head. “You always gotta ask. You’ll get turned down nine out of ten times. It’s just part of the game. But you always have to ask.” He pulled out the napkin and looked at the number. “Who knows, it might not even be her real number. But if I still lived here, I’d give it a try.” He threw the napkin into the trash as they returned to the car.
 
   “That’s how you open,” he said, driving down the road back to Ashton’s parents’ house. “You start with some easy conversation, let her express her opinions and listen to her, you know. Pretend like you care. You buy her a drink, then you ask for her number. It’s that simple. Now, she was with another girl. That makes it tough. When a number of girls are out together, you really can’t get them to separate. That means you get the number for another night. It’s really just a numbers game. You ask out a hundred girls and you get thirty phone numbers and that gets you ten dates.”
 
   As his uncle continued, Ashton tried to listen but it all sounded so easy. Apparently for Uncle Mark it was that easy, but it wasn’t for him. It seemed like the women could just sense weakness. Their lack of interest in him hurt his confidence, and his lack of confidence repelled them.
 
   “Okay, let’s say it works and I get a girl who likes me. What do I do then?”
 
   “You? I don’t know what you’d do, but I’ll tell you what I do.” Uncle Mark smiled. “I want them to have be tipsy, after a drink or two. Then I take them back to their apartment or to my hotel room if I have one. I like to be forward about it. I’ll say I want to show them the brochures from my latest property acquisition or something else that sounds interesting. The moment they hit the room, I put the moves on them.”
 
   “And that works for you?”
 
   “Yes it does,” he said, pulling into the driveway of Ashton’s parents’ house. “Most of the time, yes.” He patted his nephew on the shoulders. “Show confidence and show an edge. You’ll be fine.”
 
   As his uncle drove away, Ashton decided that he would try his uncle’s advice. But he still had his heart set on Christina. Was there some way that he could use his uncle’s tactics to get Christina?
 
   * * *
 
   “You know I’d never cheat on you,” Rakeem said, standing near his unmade bed. His shirt was off, exposing his large biceps and ripped chest. “I love you with all my heart, baby.”
 
   “I know, honey,” Christina said, unbuttoning and removing her blouse. “I’m sorry I ever doubted you.”
 
   Soon Rakeem had her pants down around her ankles and his long, black fingers were down inside of her panties, rubbing her clit. Christina felt waves of electricity shooting through her body, entranced by his magical touch. He removed his pants and underwear, and stuck his big black erection into her face. Christina responded obediently, dropping to her knees and taking his massive member inside of her mouth and sucking on it. Just seeing his pitch black skin, his muscular body and large menacing cock thrilled her and got her pussy dripping wet. Her clit was eager to be pleased, and she rubbed her clit with one hand as she tugged on his shaft with the other as she blew him. His powerful black body towered over her, holding her head in his strong hands and groaning in pleasure as he received what she was offering. He slapped her face.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right. Suck on that cock. You want every drop of a black man’s come, don’t you?”
 
   “Mmhmm.” Christina’s mouth was full, her cry muffled as she sucked on her black lover’s cock. She sucked it sloppily, her saliva dripping down his cock onto the floor. Rakeem slapped her face again. “Suck it, bitch. Suck on that cock.” 
 
   Rakeem picked her up and pushed her onto the bed. Then he got on top of her, lined up his big thick cock at her tight young entrance and pushed inside. She was so wet for him that he slid in easily in just two thrusts, his heavy black balls resting against her ass. Christina’s was moaning like a cheap whore as Rakeem fucked her good and hard, focused only on his own pleasure and, in the process, giving Christina the pleasure she desperately craved. A few minutes later, Rakeem could last no longer and he exploded, filling her fertile womb with his virile African seed.
 
   * * *
 
   A month had passed since Ashton had met with his Uncle Mark. He’d grown out a goatee and bought some cologne with a strong, manly scent. He’d begun dressing like a man with means and he was getting used to the look. He felt confident in himself, and he wanted to try it out his new look and approach with Christina.
 
   Ashton had spoken on the phone with Christina during the month, and she gave her familiar complaints about Rakeem and how he ignored her, mistreated her, and didn’t want anything from her but sex. In the past he’d felt sorry for her, but now he felt a bit of anger. He realized that Christina wasn’t simply an innocent victim. She made a conscious choice to reject him, and guys like him, in favor of men like Rakeem. She didn’t look at him as a sexual being, as somebody who wanted and needed sex. He was little more than her “gay friend,” somebody she could share her feelings and romantic issues with.
 
   But during their most recent call, Christina was crying. Something was clearly wrong and he didn’t know what it was. She said she missed seeing him and wanted to talk to him face-to-face. Ashton agreed, knowing that he’d changed in that time and things had changed. He was going to ask her out, no matter what the consequences. Instead of worrying that it might destroy their friendship, he felt that it was something to be desired. Either they would become a couple or their “relationship” would end, freeing him to date others. He could only win.
 
   When they finally met at the pizza shop, Ashton could tell that Christina had been crying. She complimented him on his new look, then they sat down and ordered. In their conversation, she confessed that she’d just gotten some bad news – she’d caught Rakeem in bed, in the act, with a young blonde waitress who works at the Iron Platter. The reason she’d gone to his place unannounced was that she’d just found out that she was pregnant with his baby. Although Rakeem supposedly had four children by three different women and denied them all, she hoped that he would treat her differently. After all, she knew him personally and whatever happened between him and those other girls was different. They were different women with different relationships with him, and Rakeem told her that he loved her and she could tell he meant it. Still, when she told him about the pregnancy, he denied that he was the father, called her a “cheating white whore” and a “fucking slut,” and told her never to contact him again.   
 
   Ashton’s heart broke as he heard her story. He confessed his feelings for her and offered to marry her and raise the baby as his own. To his surprise and joy, she said yes. They agreed to wait for marriage for sex, in accordance with their Christian values, but Ashton didn’t mind knowing that he’d finally get the chance to be with Christina. And when the ultrasound came back showing that she was pregnant with twins, he wasn’t deterred. After the babies were born, a few months later Ashton got to slip his four-and-a-half inch penis inside of Christina’s pussy. True, her vagina wasn’t tight anymore after giving birth to the babies, and between that and his smaller-than-average penis there was little friction, but the warmth and wetness was enough that he only lasted two minutes. Although she’d lost some weight in the birth, she had an extra forty pounds of fat that she would never lose, but Ashton was ecstatic to finally get inside of his beautiful dream girl. Like his Uncle Mark had predicted, the nice guy won in the end.
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   * * *
 
   “Oh Brianna,” my husband Christian said as he thrusted his little hips forward. “I’m going to come.”
 
   I started to moan, faking an orgasm as I held his soft, frail body against mine. “Do it, baby. Come inside of me.”
 
   His face squinted and he pushed in balls deep. That isn’t saying much considering that he’s hung like a chipmunk, but he pushed that little pinky finger of his inside of me as far as it could go. “Unghh,” he grunted as his little pop gun went off, then he rolled off of me.
 
   “Was it okay?” he asked.
 
   “Don’t worry about it,” I replied. “It was fine.”
 
   Ever since I’d met Christian, we’d had problems with our sex life. The biggest problem is that his penis is tiny. All of my other lovers have cocks that are longer and thicker when soft than Christian’s penis is fully erect. And when he tries to make love, it ends up being all awkward. The way he moves in bed is all strange and just weird, and his little penis actually kind of tickles me in an annoying way. Christian was a virgin when we met and I thought that he might improve with practice, but at a certain point I realized that it really wasn’t about a lack of experience. Whenever we’d try to have sex, he would end up getting all embarrassed, angry and down on himself, knowing that he simply couldn’t do it right. He would brood for days and we’d try it again, but again Christian would accomplish nothing but failure and frustration.
 
   After many months of that, we decided that Christian would just perform oral sex on me and I would either give him a hand job or he would masturbate. It worked for us. But honestly, I’d had great sex before I met Christian and I wasn’t going to give up that aspect of my life. The only time that I still have intercourse with Christian is when we are trying to conceive. Christian was man enough to recognize his own shortcomings and to allow me to have other lovers. And frankly, he enjoys watching me have sex with other guys. Often times he will sit in the room and watch, masturbating in the corner. Other times the guys wouldn’t let him watch and I’d just tell him what happened afterward. He gets so excited seeing those strong, virile men using my body perfectly, giving me incredible pleasure and amazing orgasms. Afterward, Christian eats my pussy clean while I praise my lover’s prowess and skill.
 
   I tell Christian that when we’re trying for a baby, I stop having dates with my lovers and only have sex with him. He believes that. But I have a little secret. Early on, I went to the doctor and got fitted for a diaphragm. When I’m fertile, I have one of my lovers take me bareback during my fertile time. I slip in the diaphragm with Christian, though. That’s the great thing about using a diaphragm for birth control – you can be fertile with the man you want to father your children and be protected from pregnancy by your husband. I guess you could do the same thing with condoms but then the husband knows he can’t impregnate you. With a diaphragm, only the wife knows what is really happening. The wife is in total control.
 
   Our first son was fathered by a lover named Todd. He was a beautiful man, with chiseled features and a great body, charismatic, and he was very sexy and sexual with an eight inch cock to match. He was one of my favorite lovers and I really wanted to have his baby to start our family. He wasn’t the kind of man that you’d want as a partner or a dad, but he was exactly the kind of man you want as a lover and he makes beautiful babies. Todd looks like a much stronger and much better looking version of Christian, so he never suspected that his son wasn’t his.
 
   Our daughter was fathered by one of Christian’s best friends, a guy named Devin. He owns an apartment complex and has a lot of money, and the rumors say that he’s always dating a new woman. I’ve also heard that he’s sometimes violent with his girlfriends. I don’t know about that but with me, he’s a great lover and also a close friend. When I told him that I was using a diaphragm with my husband and that I’d let him get me pregnant, he really loved that idea and he seemed to fuck me with even more force and determination. I took that first month and while our daughter has a lot of Devin’s features, Christian always notices little things that he and my daughter have in common, like they both love strawberries. I go along with it, telling him that certain behaviors she gets from him. Of course, Devin and I know the truth.
 
   Some people will look down on me for this, but my second son was fathered by Christian’s brother, Benjamin. Christian takes after his mother, who is small, timid and unsocial. Benjamin takes after his father, who was taller with a strong personality. Although he isn’t well hung, at least he’s got six inches which is more than I can say for my husband. The great thing about it is that our second son actually does look a lot like a cross between Christian and me, and he really is related to Christian. 
 
   Currently, I’m trying to get pregnant by a guy who works for the company in the office next to mine. His name is Brandon. He’s handsome, sexy, and he’s known to be quite a “ladies man.” He got one of the girls in my office pregnant, and when she learned that I was seeing him on the side, she warned me that Brandon doesn’t even see their baby and doesn’t pay his child support. I’m not concerned. The way I see it, a man shouldn’t be responsible for raising a child just because of some great, amazing sex. I mean, if a girl is single I think its fine, but if you have a husband then you know who will be raising the child. My husband believes the children are his and he raises them, and I wouldn’t expect Brandon to have his life turned upside down over something like that. Besides, he does a lot of drugs and drinks, and I don’t think he’s somebody I would want in my children’s life.
 
   I married Christian because he’s the most wonderful man in the world. He listens to me when I’m angry and upset, and he puts up with my bullshit. He’s a good provider and a great partner and father. I have no regrets in marrying him. At the same time, though, you shouldn’t just accept whatever is given to you in life. Just because one man is the best partner doesn’t mean he’s the best lover or that he’d make the best babies. You need to be selective and choose the father’s wisely. I know I do.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Kylie. My fiancé Gavin and I are both twenty-one. Gavin is a virgin and we decided to wait until we’re married to have sex with each other. I just don’t want him to think that I’m not a virtuous girl.
 
   That being said, I’m not a virgin myself. I’ve slept with a number of guys before we met, and I’ve also slept with a lot of guys during the time that we’ve been together. Gavin feels a little bothered by this sometimes but I remind him that we both know that we don’t want to ruin what we have and we need to wait. And I don’t just leave him hanging. I often give him hand jobs and sometimes, when he’s been a really great boyfriend, I give him a blow job. I think Gavin really lives for those treats.
 
   Neither of us are ready to get married quite yet. Gavin needs to get his career going and bring in a consistent income that can support a family. As far as I go, frankly, I need time to sew my wild oats. As great a guy as Gavin is, he’s not the kind of guy that I really desire sexually. I like a guy who is big, strong, and dominant. I love confidence, even arrogance – it just gets me totally wet. And in a few years, when I’ve had my fun, I’ll be willing to settle down with Gavin.
 
   For now, though, I have two boyfriends – Hunter and Namion. Both of them are strong, sexy and dominant. I’m really pretty alpha around Gavin but with guys like Hunter and Namion, I’m totally submissive. Around guys like that, a woman just feels like a real woman and I want to please them. Not only please them, but just allow them to use my body for their own pleasure. Neither guy is somebody you’d want for a full relationship. Hunter is a druggie and covered in tattoos, and he lives in his mother’s basement. Namion is unemployed and black. Personally I don’t think there’s anything wrong with dating a black guy, but my parents would never accept it. Both guys have really big packages, which I love but I realize that it’s not all about size. That’s why I’m willing to accept a guy like Gavin who is on the small side.
 
   I’m using rhythm and pull-out for birth control. Hunter and Namion are usually pretty good about pulling out during the more fertile times of my cycle, but sometimes they’re not very careful. Gavin gets really worried when that happens, and we’ve had a few pregnancy scares. But so far, so good. Gavin has promised that he’ll step up and raise the child if I get pregnant, and having to worry about this mutual concern has really brought us together and strengthened our relationship. I feel confident that Gavin is the right guy for me because I know he will be there no matter what happens when I need him.
 
   Sometimes Gavin whines that he’s still a virgin. A couple times, just to help him, I’ve let him get up between my legs. I lube up my hands with Astroglide, put them in the shape of a tunnel on my stomach just on top of my pussy. Gavin gets to thrust inside of my hands, like he’s sticking it inside of me, and it’s almost like the real thing for him. He gets so excited to almost be inside of me that he shoots his little dab in just a couple minutes.
 
   A lot of couples are having sex before marriage but I think it’s a mistake. Waiting for marriage not only gives the girl the chance to play the field and have all the sexual experiences she needs before settling down, but it ensures that the husband knows that a woman isn’t just about sex. True love waits.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Luke. My wife’s name is Cindy but I always spell it “Sindy” or call her “Sin” because she’s my naughty little sinful imp. I’m an accountant for a major international accounting firm and she’s not the kind of girl that people would have expected me to end up with but we’re really a great couple. I met her four years ago at a work event in Boston. There were a lot of other women who were hanging around us, trying to meet the successful single accountants, but Sindy was so beautiful and sweet that she just stole my heart. 
 
   We hit it off great and we really clicked, partying hard together. In six months we were engaged and we got married two years ago. I wasn't the jealous boyfriend type because I’d watched her do the girl-girl thing a couple times and I’d always enjoyed seeing other men look her way, and I haven’t been a jealous husband during the time that we’ve been married. I consider Sindy to be a hot piece of ass, and judging by the looks she gets, I know most guys would agree. She’s 5'8", 112 pounds, and she’s in great shape with nice legs, ass and tits. Sindy loves wearing swimsuits, and she’s done wet tee-shirt and bikini competitions at the local gentlemen’s club and won. She’s never stripped or pole danced, just the contests, but she loves to show off her stuff and loves getting the attention.
 
   Anyway, our neighbors in our neighborhood are pretty friendly, despite what you might have heard about New Englanders. One of our neighbors in particular likes to have people come over to his house for bonfires in his back yard. In April they invited everybody over to their house, and it seemed like there were more people there than there are people in the neighborhood. One guy who was there was Jared, a mutual friend of ours who lives a couple streets over, and sometimes the guys from the neighborhood go out with him for drinks – what we call the “guys night out.” He was there with a friend of his that I’d never met before, a guy who works at his gym as a personal trainer named JeWayne. He introduced himself and he seemed like a good guy with a strong grip, and I didn’t think much of it. So we all had a great time roasting marshmallows, chips, drinks and had some laughs. As I was talking with one of our neighbors about their great Easter decorations they’d put out, I noticed that JeWayne seemed interested in Sindy and chatted her up a few times. Other times, when he thought nobody was looking, he’d be checking out her body. I wasn’t jealous at all, and in fact the idea that an attractive black guy was looking hungrily at my wife was a turn on to me. As we walked back home, I asked Sindy whether she had a good time at the party and she said it was great, and she liked meeting the new people. I asked her what she thought of Jared’s friend JeWayne. She said that he was a very good looking guy with a great body, but not as great as mine. Obviously she was being kind because, although I work out regularly, JeWayne was four or five inches taller with really broad shoulders and totally muscle bound. Still, the mere fact that she’d noticed him made my little penis stir. I’d always fantasized about Sindy fucking a black guy. 
 
   The next month we were at the neighbor’s bonfire and sure enough, so were Jared and JeWayne. It went just like the last party, with him talking to her a little and checking her out from afar. We left a little later and I decided not to ask her about her interactions with JeWayne. Then the next weekend we were downtown at one of our favorite bars and JeWayne was there. He was all friendly and talked with Sindy while I was ordering drinks, then he invited me to play a game of pool. While we played, he asked how things were with me and Sindy.
 
   “You’re lucky to have such a beautiful wife,” he said, lining up a shot.
 
   “Thanks,” I replied, feeling myself getting a chubby at that.
 
   After a couple drinks, Sindy and I went drove home. During the ride, I asked her what they’d talked about.
 
   “Oh, not much. Just small talk,” she said, looking out the window. “But he complimented me on how sexy and pretty I dress, and he wished that he had a girlfriend, especially one as pretty as me.”
 
   “That was very sweet of him,” I said.
 
   “Yeah, he’s a real charmer.”
 
   “Could you imagine him with a sexy white girl?”
 
   “Oh, I sure can,” she said, smiling.
 
   That conversation must have been on my mind because, during the night, I had a dream about Sindy having sex with JeWayne. In the dream, Sindy’s BMW convertible was stuck on the curb by our house and it needed to be pushed off. I tried to move it but it wouldn’t budge. She knew JeWayne was nearby at the gym and could get there quickly to help out. He got there from just working out in a tank top, all dark-skinned and ripped up. Like nothing he easily pushed her car off the curb. She loves her convertible and she was impressed at JeWayne’s strength, and she was very thankful for him helping her. Sindy told him that I wasn’t anywhere near as strong as him and she knew that there was no way I was strong enough to get the job done. After doing the heavy lifting for me, JeWayne was sweaty and thirsty, and she asked him if he wanted to come inside for a drink of water. They went inside our house and he dried off. The two of them started drinking beers and they both had a few and chatted for a while. Soon they were both buzzed and they were complimenting each other. She pointed out that his clothes were a little dirty from moving the car and asked JeWayne if he wanted to take a shower and clean up. He agreed and went upstairs to shower. While he was in there, Sindy couldn’t help herself. She peeked through the crack in the door and watching him lather up and rinse off his big, ripped African body. I could tell she was getting excited just watching.
 
   When JeWayne stepped out of the shower and noticed her peeking in through the door, he just smiled at her and continued slowly drying off, letting her get a long look at his body and huge manhood. Sindy closed the bathroom door and walked down the stairs to the living room. She’d given him a pair of my shorts and a grease-stained tee-shirt I pretty much just use when I’m cooking bacon. He put on my clothes and came out of the bathroom, telling her that he’s too big to fit in my clothes. When she looked up, Sindy saw that my shirt was very tight on him, really showcasing his ripped muscles, and my shorts were so tight that she couldn’t help but notice his huge cock bulging beneath them. Sin couldn't help herself and moved closer to him. JeWayne pointed towards her crotch and I noticed there was a small wet spot there – obviously she was hot for him. My wife tried to play it off but he walked right up to her, putting on hand on her shoulder and another on her thin, sexy hip. He moved that hand down slowly down and slid his fingers beneath her running shorts and felt just how soaking wet she was for him. JeWayne rubbed her clit with his fingers for a while, and I could see her body moving with and against him. Finally she groaned, “Oh God, I’m coming,” and she came so strongly that she fell down to her knees in front of him. She tugged down his shorts, eager to taste his black meat, and it sprang forth. He grabbed the sides of her head with those black hands, pulling her mouth towards and pulled her mouth towards his thick black manhood. He forced her mouth onto it and made her bite at it through the shorts. It was now throbbing and really huge. She sucked on his dick ferociously, like a woman possessed.  JeWayne was pulling her onto his black cock rhythmically and she was moaning, in awe of this black Adonis and his mighty manhood. He flexed his huge guns, tensing his washboard stomach and chiseled chest, and he let out a loud roar. Soon his cock began to throb, his balls tightening and releasing, and Sindy moaned receptively. I knew he was pumping his black sperm deep down my wife’s throat and she was gobbling up every drop.
 
   Just then, I woke up from the dream. I realized that it was my little white penis that was coming, and I was squirting my boy sauce all over the sheets. I felt embarrassed, like a teenage boy having a wet dream. Sindy woke up a little and asked if I was okay. I told her I was fine, go back to sleep, and she did. 
 
   In the morning as we were getting ready for work, I told Sindy about my dream. I changed the story just a bit, though. Instead of JeWayne I just said that it was a handsome black guy with a ripped body and they didn’t have sex, they just slow danced naked. I admitted to her turned on I got watching her with him, and said that his cock was huge and erect as they held each other close, and how he slowly caressed her body. Sindy just listened with a smile on her face and didn't say anything, she just sat there. Honestly, I think she was expecting me to go on with my story, to tell her more. But I said that I woke up at that point, with my penis erect and coming.
 
   “That was really hot to you, wasn’t it?” she asked.
 
   “I loved it, obviously,” I replied.
 
   That’s all we said about it before we left to go to work, but I think it really put the idea of her fucking JeWayne into her mind and I knew she’d be thinking about it. She loves to get attention from guys. She’s the kind of girl that comes out of a dressing room to show off her bikini and ask you how it looks, but then she’s looking around to see if there are any other guys who are looking. She’s loves attention from other men and the idea of a sexy black man giving her that kind of attention would surely get her hot.
 
   A few weeks later, we went over to Jared’s house with a few friends. I wasn’t surprised that JeWayne was there, too. The weather report said it would be a nice day and I encouraged Sindy to wear a nice sundress that was fairly short. It took Sindy a while to get ready but she looked she looked super hot with her curly blonde hair, pink sundress and white sandals. We said hello to everybody when we walked in, and I noticed that JeWayne simply couldn’t keep his eyes off my wife. It got me turned on and I felt my penis starting to stir. Sindy started talking with Jared’s girlfriend Ava in the kitchen while the guys watched a baseball game in the great room. Everybody was already raiding the liquor cabinet making drinks and cracking open bottles of Sam Adams.  
 
   JeWayne came up to us and was very friendly. He seemed a lot more confident, and didn’t mind talking flirtatiously with Sindy right in front of me. But I wanted to leave them alone to talk, so I said I was going to pour myself a drink and left them chatting. When I came back fifteen minutes later, they were talking about the cardio class that she does at the gym. Right about then, Ava said that dinner was being served and we all walked over to the dining room. After dinner the guys lounged around in the living room while the women chatted around the dining room table. Some of us stepped outside onto the deck, and I decided to bring Sindy outside with me. I sat her down next to JeWayne, hoping that they’d talk some more. Once again, they started talking about the gym stuff.
 
   Sindy has competed in a lot of bikini contests at the Golden Banana club over the years, and she must have mentioned that to him because JeWayne encouraged her to start up again. I knew that she’d wanted to start doing that again, and she seemed excited as they talked about it. It was getting late at that point and people were starting to leave the party, so I indicated to Sin that it was time to head out. Riding home, I wanted to ask her whether she was attracted to JeWayne but I didn’t want to seem like I was jealous or perverted or anything. But she soon brought up her desire to start doing the bikini contests again, and she mentioned that JeWayne had offered to provide her with personal training so that she can get back into competition shape. My little white penis got instantly hard just thinking about my lovely bride working out with that big black beast. 
 
   The next day I was home working on my laptop in the den when I heard the phone ring. I picked up the receiver but I heard Sindy say hello. I was just about to hang up when I heard JeWayne’s voice.
 
   “Is Luke there?” he asked. I secretly hit the mute button.
 
   “He’s still working,” she replied. “What’s up?”
 
   The two of them engaged in small talk, then he asked if she was planning on starting back in the bikini competitions again.
 
   “I haven’t talked with Luke about it yet. I need to make sure that he’s on board.”
 
   That wasn’t really true. Many times she’d asked about it and every time I encouraged her to do it. Although Sindy always has great tits and a hot ass body, having her work out for competition keeps her that much sexier. He pushed her to ask me, though, and to make sure I was okay with him training her. Just listening to her talking with this black stud had me so turned on. JeWayne offered to switch to our Gold’s Gym if she wanted, and it seemed like he was awfully eager to train her. He told her that her body is the perfect shape and she just needs a little work in a few areas and he would give her the push she needed to get it done. She said he was right and she’d talk to me about it.
 
   I finished up my project, closed my laptop and walked upstairs to Sindy. I walked up behind her, put my arms around her and asked how her day went as I kissed her neck. She said everything was great. I mentioned that I’d heard the phone ring and she said it was JeWayne. She said he was calling for me and just wanted to say hello.
 
   “I mentioned to him that I’d like to get back into bikini competitions,” Sindy said. “Since he’s a personal trainer, I’m wondering if he might be the right person to train me.”
 
   “I don’t know,” I said. “He obviously knows his way around a gym but he works for Club Fitness. That’s about a half hour away. Can’t you find somebody a little closer?”
 
   She hesitated. “Yeah, it’s too bad that he works so far away. But I want to start working out again.” Then she spun around and told me that she loved me. I knew that kissing her neck really turns her on, and I started caressing her body because that gets her really horny. But I could tell that she was already super horny for some reason, and it wasn’t long before we were in the bedroom naked and going at it like horny teenagers. Sindy’s body is amazing and it’s hard for me not to come right away when we fuck. I especially get excited thinking about her having sex with tall, strong, handsome black men with big cocks. As I was fucking her, I asked her to pretend that I was the black guy from my dream fucking her.
 
   “You’re suck a dirty little boy,” Sindy said. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’d like to see a strong, powerful black man fucking me with a big black cock. That gets you so hot, doesn’t it?”
 
   “Yes, it gets me really hot. I’d love to see you fucking a black guy.”
 
   We flipped over and she rode me cowgirl. “I think that would be totally hot,” she said. “And if you’re a good little white boy, when he’s done using me, I might let you have sloppy seconds.” She started kissing me while grinding her hips faster. It was all I could take. I’d been trying not to come but I couldn’t hold off any longer. My little white penis spit up its wad and shriveled inside of her. Afterward, we lay there together kissing.
 
   “You’re a nasty little boy, aren’t you?” she asked.
 
   “For you I am,” I said.
 
   The next day I was leaving for work and Sindy was already up. She was wearing only her bra and panties and checking herself out in our bedroom full-length mirror.
 
   “Do I look toned enough to compete?” Sindy asked, pouting her lips. “Do I still have it?”
 
   I told her that she looked great.
 
   “Should I try competing again?” she asked.
 
   “I think it’s a great idea.” I replied. “I’m behind it one hundred percent.” Then I kissed her and left for work.
 
   That weekend, Sindy and I went out to McGurdey’s for drinks. She dressed up in a hot little red dress with matching high heels, and she could have caught the place on fire. Every guy’s eyes were on her at the lounge and she loved it. Sin always loves it when she gets male attention, and I could tell she was getting a rush from all the looks. I sat on one of the leather seats in the back and she took a seat at the bar. All night long guys were hitting on her, buying her drinks, and I just sat back and watched without stopping them. It’s something I’ve always done with Sindy and we’ve both enjoyed it. She enjoys getting hit on and getting free drinks, while I love seeing them flirt with her. One guy in particular seemed to have her attention. He wasn’t all buff like most of the guys she likes but he had broad shoulders and was in decent shape, with some tattoos visible on his arms and up his neck. He asked her to dance and I watched them in the corner, and he kissed her passionately, caressing her ass and back with his hands. In the end, they had a little conversation and he left. Then she walked over to me, her lipstick smeared, and we kissed and left.
 
   During the ride home, Sindy was horny as  hell. She took off her high heels, spread apart her legs and was diddling herself with her hand. My wife was clearly buzzed, and when we got into our house she took me straight to the bedroom and slipped out of her dress. We went right at it and she was very vocal, telling me that Derek (the guy at the lounge) was so hot and she really wanted to fuck him. I asked her if she wanted to fuck a black guy, like the guy in my dream.
 
   “I want a big cock,” she said. “I want to fuck lots of cocks, white and black cocks. Big thick cocks.” Then she said she wanted that black guy to fuck her good and hard, to fuck her right now with that big black cock of his. I was on top of her in the missionary, pushing my little white weiner as fast as I could. She kept talking about cocks and she was coming hard, over and over again. I wanted to bring up JeWayne and his big black cock, but I didn’t want to risk ruining anything. But just the thought of that got me so hot that I couldn’t last any longer, my little weiner failing to go the distance and spilling prematurely. 
 
   Over the next weekend, I had a business trip in New York City for four days. While I was gone, Sindy called me and said that JeWayne had showed up at her gym and was helping her train. I thought that was a little strange because the guy had to drive over half an hour out of his way to get there, and it was a competitor’s gym. She said she was about to go walk into the doctor’s office so she had to go. I decided that I’d talk with her about it more when I returned home. In the meantime, I had a new piece of information to think about while jerking off in my hotel!
 
   After my business trip, Sindy mentioned that she’d been thinking about hosting a party at our house and wondered how I felt about it. I said I thought it was a great thing to do, since our friends and neighbors hold a lot of parties. She said she was just thinking about something fairly small, with just our friends and neighbors. Sindy also mentioned that she had a great time working out with JeWayne and he’s really the guy to get her into shape for competition.
 
   “He’ll work me really hard,” she said. What she didn’t know is that I was hoping he’d do her real hard! I told her that I was behind it one hundred percent.
 
   A couple days later, Sindy told me that she’s working out with JeWayne three times a week. I really liked the idea of it, just imagining her getting all sweaty while working out with JeWayne, her blonde hair all messed up, her body smelling like JeWayne's cologne and sweat. Who knows, maybe her pussy lined with his creamy sperm, tossing her soiled undies into the hamper. She undresses and shows me her used body, all flush from exertion, looks into my eyes and tells me it was awesome and she can’t wait to do it again. Sindy smiles at me, winks, and then steps into the shower. 
 
   We had our house party on Saturday and it went better than expected. Of course, Sindy made sure to invite JeWayne. He came to our house dressed in an Italian suit and Sindy sure noticed. Honestly, I was kind of surprised at how nice he looked when dressed up. Everybody had some drinks and barbeque, and we all had a great time. Of course, JeWayne was staring at Sindy a lot, in part because she was wearing a short skirt. I couldn’t help but notice that Sindy was also checking out JeWayne and talking a lot with him, and I was getting turned on just seeing their budding relationship. After the party, Sindy was very horny. During foreplay, I suggested that she have JeWayne take some before and after pictures of her in her bikinis to show her progress. That really seemed to trip her trigger and she fucked me good and hard!
 
   Well I decided that this Friday or Saturday night it's time to tell my wife how I've been fantasizing about seeing her with another guy. I know this takes the fantasy out of the other way I wanted it to happen and I think knowing my wife like I do she will probably be okay with it. I mean she has messed around with other girls and we have full around with couples when we first met, so this isn't far from it. It's just thinking of her being a nasty little slut all on her own is what was really turning me on and driving me crazy. I'm going to mention my dreams to her and how it's driving me crazy and see how she takes it, then maybe down the line mentioned JeWayne and tell her I think it would be hot some sort away if they were to hook up and I watch or join. The way they've been connecting at the family get-togethers I don't think that would be too hard and in the long run that might be what she wants anyway.
 
   On that note I dont think I can stop things from the path they are going and what I have already seen and thought about. Last night she brought it up while we were drinking and watching tv on the sofa. It was around 10:30 and I had a few beers and she had a couple glasses of wine. She did seem a little spunky and in a happy mood. She told me she wondered if we could call or meet JeWayne and talk in detail about how the training would go and how long and all that. I could tell she was excited about it and not just from her asking me. She usually doesn't wear a bra and last night was no exception. She had on a tight open neck top she wears around the house. When she started to talk about training with JeWayne I noticed her nipples got really hard! I pretended I didn't notice and I didn't think she even knew. I know when she gets turned on and horny those thing stand out. So we kept talking and there were on for the full conversation about 15 minutes. 
 
   On Monday, before they did their workout, Sindy modeled in a bikini for JeWayne and he took her pictures. When she came home, she was horny and started rubbing my leg and brushing against my penis. I responded by caressing her back and soon she pushed me onto the sofa and started sucking on my penis, acting more dominant than usual. After about ten minutes of fellatio, I tried to sit up but she kept pushing me back down, and then she took off her shorts and just rode me cowgirl. She was definitely turned on by what had happened earlier with the photo shoot, or maybe just thinking about guys getting turned on when she’s doing her contests again. I told her that I love it when she shows off for guys in those bikinis, and they all want her so bad that they’re fucking her with their eyes. She really loved that.
 
   “There were two guys at the gym who were totally checking me out,” she said, riding on my cock.
 
   “Can you blame them? You’re just so fucking sexy.”
 
   “And JeWayne was checking me out, too,” she said. “When he didn’t think I was looking. I saw him in the mirrors.”
 
   I said that JeWayne is getting her into perfect shape and she’s going to be my hot little slut. She was already moaning and that sent her over the edge, and we came simultaneously.
 
   The next week, Sindy sent me a text that she was going to meet up with two of her friends from college who were in the area. They were going to a sushi bar and then they’d hit some of the clubs downtown, so she wouldn’t be home until late. I told her that’s fine, have a good time and text me later. When I got home she’d already left the house, and I could smell her perfume and this coconut-type oil that she puts on her skin that gets me so aroused. I also noticed that her black high heels and little black dress were missing, so I had a good idea what she might be wearing. Around ten o’clock I get a text from her saying she loved me. I texted back, asking if she was having a good time. She asked if she looked sexy and I replied that every guy thinks she looks great, even black guys like JeWayne. At first I thought I’d gone too far but after about five minutes, the reply came back: “I’m sure ;-)” and it gave me a hard on.
 
   When she came home, she was definitely buzzing and quite horny. She came into the bedroom, got undressed and showered, then got into bed naked. I could see in her eyes that she was horny.
 
   “I bet you drove all the boys crazy with the sexy little body of yours.”
 
   Sindy laughed and jumped right on top of me. I ate her pussy and made her come, and then she pushed me off of her and rode me cowgirl.
 
   “All the guys wanted you, didn’t they?” I asked. She stared fucking me harder, faster, saying “Yes, they wanted me.” She was riding me hard and finally came, then rolled off to my side and we cuddled for a while then went to sleep. 
 
   In the morning, I got up early and she was still asleep. I started to caress her body and she knew what I wanted. Although she was pretty much sleeping, she moved her leg and gave me access. I fucked her from behind and I didn’t last long before I shot my load inside of her tight pussy. 
 
   A couple days later, Sindy told me that her friend Hannah was going to a resort in the Bahamas next month for two weeks to celebrate her twenty-fifth birthday. A few of her other girlfriends were going, too, and it was going to be an all-girls vacation. I said that going there in June didn’t make a lot of sense to me weather-wise, but she said that the rates were cheaper and besides it was Hannah’s birthday.
 
   “Would you be okay with me going there with her, with the other girls?”
 
   “Sure,” I said. “It sounds like you’ll have a great time.”
 
   Although I thought of the possibility that something sexual might happen while Sindy was down there with her single friends, it was an off-hand comment by Jared that really got my juices flowing.
 
   “Yeah, JeWayne’s gone the second and third week of June. He’s going to an all-inclusive resort in the Bahamas.”
 
   At that point I wasn’t sure if Sindy was going there with her single friends and JeWayne had arranged to be there at the same time, or if she already knew about it. Heck, for all I knew it might have nothing to do with Hannah at all and she was just going down there to vacation for a week in paradise with her black lover. Whatever it was, I wasn’t going to say a word.
 
   When she packed her luggage, I took a look at what she was taking with her. She was bringing all these sexy sundresses and miniskirts, evening gowns and high heels, not to mention those bikinis of hers. But one thing that caught my eye was her birth control pills. Why would she need her birth control while on vacation? Just to make sure that she didn’t cheat on her wedding vows, right after she made her final check of her luggage, I slipped her birth control pills out of her makeup bag and put them back into the medicine cabinet. I drove her to the airport, lifted her bags out of the trunk and kissed her goodbye. I gave her a long hug.
 
   “I only have one rule for your vacation,” I said. “Do whatever you want, just make sure that you have as much fun as you possibly can.”
 
   Her eyes beamed. “I will, I promise.” She hugged me back, gave me a peck on the cheek, waved goodbye and pulled her luggage through the airport doors.
 
   It was crazy waiting those two weeks for her to return. The whole time I was masturbating multiple times a day while fantasizing about that tall, muscular black stud giving his thick black cock to my delicate white wife. They were just so much alike, both beautiful and concerned about their physical appearances, loving the attention. He was a perfect physical specimen, strong, black and virile, and she was a perfect female, thin with a bubble butt, big tits and a gorgeous face. I wished I could see the two of them together!
 
   When they returned from their vacation, Sindy’s body looked changed. She seemed exhausted, fully content and satisfied, and her skin had tanned, having taken on a darker color after being pounded by those gorgeous rays for weeks. We made love the night that she returned but things seemed different now. Although she was definitely horny, she didn’t seem satisfied with what I was giving her.
 
   “Faster, baby,” she said. “Fuck me faster.” I fucked as fast as I could but she looked disappointed. I think she’d realized that the problem wasn’t my lack of speed but my lack of size. But I still managed to give her an orgasm and I came inside of her, then we cuddled and fell asleep.
 
   A couple weeks later Sindy started to feel sick. I had a strange feeling what it was. Sindy seemed very distant for a couple of days, then she asked me one night, “How would you feel if I had sex for real with a black guy?”
 
   “Like JeWayne?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah,” she said. “Would you like that?”
 
   “I think it would be really hot,” I said.
 
   “I do, too,” she replied, holding my hand. “I just don’t you to be unhappy with me.”
 
   “I’d never do that. I’ll support you one hundred percent.”
 
   I wasn’t surprised at all what happened next. Sindy had sex with JeWayne “for the first time” that week. A couple weeks later, she found out that she was pregnant.
 
   “I’m pretty sure that it’s JeWayne’s baby,” she said. “I’m going to keep it, even if the baby is black.”
 
   I told her that I was totally okay with it, that it was all my idea and that I would support her decision. When we learned that it was going to be a boy, JeWayne was proud as peaches. He came to the hospital and cut the umbilical cord. He named the baby JeWayne Junior. I didn’t want him having any legal rights to our son, though, so I put my name on the birth certificate as the father.
 
   The whole situation has worked out great. I stay at home with the baby while Sindy works out with JeWayne. She’s back on the pill so we don’t have to worry about pregnancy. She’s gotten back into great shape, and although her hips are a little wider after giving birth, she’s still stunning. Last week she had her first bikini contest in five years and she won first place. I loved watching all the guys on her as she strutted her stuff on the stage, every man fucking her with his eyes. I’m so proud to be married to such a naughty little girl!
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   * * *
 
   For the better part of a year, my husband Gabe had been talking to me in bed about having a threesome with another guy. It’s always been a fantasy of his and it was starting to become a fantasy of mine, and eventually I agreed that I would do it if I could find the right guy. Then, as luck would have it, a my friend Tara’s friend Emily broke up with her boyfriend. The guy’s name is Keshawn and I’d been attracted to him from the first time that I’d met him. He was handsome and buff, and he just had a way about him that oozed sexuality. I knew from Tara that Emily had mentioned that Keshawn was very well endowed, nine inches and very thick, and that Emily couldn’t take all of him. I’d been with a guy who was eight inches long before without a problem and it felt heavenly, so I wanted to see if I could take all of him.
 
   “That’s fine, Ashley,” Gabe said. “But I don’t want him coming inside of you.” I don’t take the pill, and Gabe and I use the pull-out method for birth control. “You could do him orally or anally, but if he’s going to cum inside of you vaginally he needs to use a condom.” That sounded reasonable to me and I agreed.
 
   When I contacted Keshawn I worried that he might not want to do a threesome but he was very receptive. He sent me a dick pic showing his package, holding it in his hand fully erect, and it was everything I’d imagined. My husband’s penis is just under five inches long and it’s not thick at all. It’s fine and all, but I was eager to feel a real cock inside of me again.
 
   We invited Keshawn over to our house. After a couple beers, we headed up to the bedroom. I asked both guys to take off their clothes, and I was standing in between them kissing them as they removed my clothing piece by piece. I was so turned on, my pussy awash in cunt cream, eager to have my first threesome. The contrast between the two guys couldn’t have been stronger, and not just in their package size. Keshawn is dark-skinned, tall and buff, and he obviously works out regularly. Gabe is pasty white, soft with no muscle on him, and half a foot shorter than Keshawn.
 
   I had a hand on each guy’s package and I started going back and forth, sucking on one and then the other. My husband’s penis is so small and thin that it’s easy to handle, and I’d forgotten just how difficult it can be to blow a guy with a real cock. I can take all of Gabe’s little thing in my mouth and pleasure him easily, but it doesn’t really work with a man-sized cock like Keshawn’s. Still, they both were fully erect and ready for action.
 
   Keshawn had me lay down on the bed and he spread my legs apart, aiming his gloriously giant cock at my sopping wet entrance. He pushed the head inside of me and I started moaning in pleasure. With each thrust he went deeper. I doubted I could take all of him, but soon I felt his ball sack slapping against my ass cheeks. The feeling was stunning and I was in ecstasy, having really missed that experience for years.
 
   That’s when I felt a tongue on my clit. I looked down between my legs and saw Gabe’s face on my clit, his tongue incredibly close to that thick black cock slipping in and out of me, licking my love button. It felt so great getting stimulation clitorally and vaginally.
 
   “Oh fuck, that’s good,” I groaned. “Oh God… oh fuck, I’m coming!” A wave of intense pleasure gripped my body and I bucked up. Gabe, the expert clit licker that he is, moved with me and kept the pleasure going as I came hard, my pussy clamping down on my black lover’s seed rod. When I couldn’t take any more, Gabe came up and started sucking on my tits, then he kissed me. Kissing one man while another is pounding your pussy is just awesome!
 
   Keshawn flipped us over and now I was on top of him, riding my black lover in the female superior position. I leaned down and kissed him, riding him slowly as my tongue danced inside his mouth as his hands caressed my body. That’s when I hear the sound of a bottle opening and felt cold lube being placed on my asshole. I looked back and there was Gabe lubing up his little peener, about to take me anally. Whatever limitations he had vaginally, my husband is perfectly hung for doing anal, barely large enough to feel it but nowhere near large enough to hurt. I’d played with a big, thick dildo that had a tiny little stub near the bottom for anal stimulation, and now I was experiencing that in real life – the best of both worlds. 
 
   When Gabe pushed his little thing inside of me and held my hips, I was in heaven. I could feel Gabe’s body pressing on top of me as I lay on Keshawn’s ripped chest. They were both moving, thrusting inside of me, and the pleasure was amazing. I was enveloped by their bodies, with Keshawn kissing one side of my neck and Gabe kissing the other. Physically, the pleasure was intense, with my black lover’s mighty cock rubbing just right against my g-spot and filling me completely while my husband’s finger-sized tickler slipped in and out. I was coming over and over, but mostly just riding right on the edge of orgasm for minutes at a time before crashing over.
 
   Keshawn started bouncing up and down on the bed, trying to get more movement. I figured he was nearing his climax, and that’s when I felt my husband slipping his thing in and out faster. “I’m coming,” Gabe whined. He pulled out and I felt his drips squirting onto my lower back.
 
   With Gabe off me, my black lover rolled me back over and began pounding me fast and furiously. His face looked angry, menacing, and I knew he was nearing his climax. I ran my fingers through his hair. “That’s it, baby,” I said, his powerful black body moving like a machine, his great cock pistoning inside of my sopping-wet cunt. “Fuck my white pussy. Give it to me, baby.”
 
   “I’m gonna come,” Keshawn said, gritting his teeth.
 
   “Come inside of me,” I pleaded. I wanted him to in that moment, even though I was fertile – or maybe because I was fertile. Something in the core of my being needed to feel this amazing man finish his task and deliver his precious seed to my eager egg. When he grunted, pressing that powerful body against mine as he pushed in balls deep, I had my own orgasm as felt his cock getting even larger inside of me, pulsing as he shot his seed right at the entrance of my womb. I felt certain at that moment that I was being impregnated, dreamily running my fingers through his hair, sure that one of his millions of virile black sperm would fertilize my white egg.
 
   Keshawn kissed me briefly, then said he had to run. He got up, got dressed, and left me alone with my husband. I’d forgotten about Gabe, who was sitting on the edge of the bed. He crawled up next to me and kissed me slowly, gently. “That was amazing,” he said.
 
   I asked him if he was upset that I’d allowed Keshawn to come inside of me.
 
   “That was the best part,” he replied.
 
   When my period was late, I felt certain that I’d gotten my wish. I took a pregnancy test and it confirmed what I already knew. I gave birth to a beautiful black girl last spring, and Gabe has been a wonderful dad, doting over our little bundle of joy. When I was able to have sex again, I called up Keshawn and we’ve resumed our activities. Sometimes I make love to him alone, other times with Gabe there. Keshawn has been good about pulling out, too. But now he’s started pressing me to let him try for a boy. Gabe thinks it’s a great idea and he’s encouraging me to let him. At first I was totally against it, happy with just our daughter, but I’m starting to warm to the idea.
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   * * *
 
   “You’ve been accepted into the program,” the white-coated doctor said to my wife Elizabeth. She’d applied for a study to test a new form of birth control pill. “In order to ensure the efficacy of this new drug, you will need to have sex at least three times per week during the two-year trial.”
 
   “There’s something I need to tell you, doctor,” I said. “I had a vasectomy after the birth of our daughter.”
 
   The doctor looked at me. “Really? Obviously, we can’t tell if the pill is an effective form of birth control if her partner is sterile.”
 
   “It’s okay, doctor,” Elizabeth said. “Mason won’t be my only sex partner during the study. I have somebody else in mind. It should be noted in your records.”
 
   The doctor looked down at his clipboard. After a second, his eyebrows raised. “Ah, yes, I see. Who is ‘Andres’?”
 
   Elizabeth looked back and forth between us. “This is kind of awkward. I mean, I haven’t told my husband yet. But Andres is African-American. He’s very strong, virile and very sexual. And he’s definitely fertile. He has six confirmed children and there are rumors that he’s the biological father of fourteen.”
 
   “I see,” the doctor said, scanning his notes. “Ten inch penis? Really?”
 
   Elizabeth blushed. “I don’t know that for sure, but I know another wife who cheated with him and she said he’s ten inches long and thick as a fire hose.”
 
   The doctor lowered the clipboard. “Very well, then. As long as you are having sex at least three times a week with a fertile man, we can go forward.” He looked at me. “Are you willing to allow your wife to have sex with this man Andres, for science? This is critical scientific research.”
 
   They were both looking at me. I didn’t know what to say but I had to say something. “Of course, doctor.” I shrugged. “Anything for science.”
 
   On the way home in the car, I had a pretty heated discussion with Elizabeth. She said she’d planned on telling me soon, and besides I had to know that she’d be having sex with somebody else because of the nature of the drug. “You knew I couldn’t just have sex with somebody who’d had a vasectomy to test a birth control pill, right?”
 
   “I guess, now that you say it like that, but I hadn’t really thought about it.”
 
   “You wanted me to do this,” Elizabeth said. “It was your idea for me to sign up for it.”
 
   “I know but I just… I guess I wasn’t thinking.” I hesitated, looking down the road. “And I didn’t know you were going to pick a black guy with a big cock.”
 
   “Really, Mason?” My wife’s mouth was agape. “That’s so racist. What’s wrong with a white woman sleeping with a black man?”
 
   “I just… you know how sensitive I am about my penis size.” I’d always been embarrassed that my penis is only four inches long. Elizabeth said it didn’t matter, even though her previous boyfriends all had at least six inches and a few of her hookup partners were quite large.
 
   “Honey, I’ve told you that penis size doesn’t matter to women. It only matters to men who are obsessed with it. The vagina only can feel the first few inches anyway, and the g-spot is only a couple inches in. It’s all about the clitoris, anyway.”
 
   “I know,” I said. “I just… I’ll have to get used to the situation, that’s all.”
 
   Elizabeth invited Andres over to our house to tell him the good news. When he stepped inside, I was immediately intimidated by him. It wasn’t really because he was a dark-skinned black man, covered in tattoos. He was just so physically imposing, standing 6’4” and built like a tank. I don’t know how a guy has time to work out to look like that, but obviously he’d done it.
 
   As we spoke, standing at the kitchen counter, I could feel the intense physical attraction between Elizabeth and Andres. When we first met, Elizabeth didn’t seem particularly attracted to me. “It takes time for a girl to build an attraction from getting to know a guy,” she said. Yet strangely, with this guy Andres who she was meeting in person for the first time, she had a clear look of lust in her eyes and I could tell by the way her body was moving that she was eager to sleep with him. I just felt so small and intimidated by Andres, and it was obvious that he was a superior male.
 
   “That’s great,” Andres said. “I hate condoms and I love raw sex.”
 
   Elizabeth, her eyes gleaming as she smiled at Andres. “And since I’m on the pill, there’s nothing to worry about.”
 
   Andres kissed her and her body just melted onto his. They kissed and caressed each other’s bodies, and soon he took her hand and walked her into our bedroom. It was like Elizabeth had just forgotten I was even there. I heard some giggling and moaning, so after a while I walked to the bedroom door. It was cracked open, so I peered inside. They were both naked and Andres was on top of her, his muscle-bound body ripped as he slipped his huge cock inside of my wife’s cunt.
 
   “Oh my!” she said happily. “Damn, that feels good.”
 
   “You like that?” he asked.
 
   “God, it’s so big,” she said breathlessly. “It just feels so wonderful, spreading me open and filling me. Damn, it’s good!”
 
   Elizabeth lifted her legs up against him, and as they fucked I could see the look of ecstasy on my wife’s face. “I’m about to come,” she said, then she groaned through what sounded like a powerful orgasm. She announced four orgasms like that, each one more powerful than the last, before Andres could take no more and he blasted my wife with his seed. The couple lay together, embracing and kissing in the afterglow.
 
   Andres came over to our house to service my wife three or four times a week for six months. Then Elizabeth learned that she was pregnant. Obviously the pill had failed. After giving birth to our son, the trial was nearly over anyway and they didn’t allow her back in. It didn’t really matter anyway because Andres really wanted to try for a girl. Elizabeth gave me the news that she’s pregnant again two months ago. We were disappointed when the ultrasound revealed that Andres had fathered another boy, but we’re excited to welcome another child into our family. Elizabeth says this is the last baby but Andres still wants a girl and I think he’ll get her to change her mind. I’ll let you know what happens.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Ryan. I’d like to tell you about my relationship with my wife Kaitlyn. She was nineteen years old when we met, a virgin with no sexual experience at all but she was very curious and willing. When she was younger she’d had an ordinary face and body, but as she’d matured she’d blossomed. But Kaitlyn wasn’t aware of her looks and how they’d changed, which I found refreshing because she wasn't conceited. 
 
   After we’d dated a couple months, she was ready to explore her sexual side with me. We’d had unexpected sex one night, and she immediately went to a clinic and got on birth control pills. The effect they had on her figure was amazing and her breasts became large full D cups with no sag or fold. She had long, dark hair down to her shoulders with beautiful skin that tanned into an olive gold tone and felt velvety smooth when you touched her.  She’d blossomed into a beautiful woman almost in front of me, it seemed. But in many ways she was shy and insecure about herself. We dated for five years while we both finished school then married.
 
   Because Kaitlyn had no previous sexual experience before me, I saw a chance to make her into the woman I had always dreamed of sexually. She was a very willing student and open to new things which we explored together. She’d been in nursing school, and by the time we got engaged she was an RN. She’d developed desires about some of her patients after seeing their bodies. We used to talk about these desires but the first ones she expressed were about other women, which of course turned me on a great deal. We used her desires as a spark to our own sex and it was HOT! We kept it on the fantasy level for five years but as time passed the fantasy changed and we loved exploring them.
 
   As a nurse, Kaitlyn was exposed to all kinds of people and she’d often come home with good stories about things that’d happened in the hospital and about some of the patients. As time passed I noticed that her stories about attractive male patients seemed to become more frequent, and she told their stories with a more excited tone.
 
   One night we went out for pizza and beer with two married friends of ours. The other woman was a nurse at the same hospital. Her name was Samantha and she got quite tipsy and talkative as did Kaitlyn. Sam brought up a patient she’d  had cared for that week and how large his cock was. Kaitlyn seemed to get very excited about hearing about it and the conversation went to sex and Sam's comments about having to redo the guy's catheter twice and how his size excited her so much she was wet the rest of the day. We all laughed and had a great time about their stories. Kaitlyn made a comment or two about large cocks she’d seen while caring for her patients. Although I have just an average, six-inch-long penis of average girth, I felt no insecurity about where they were going with their stories.
 
   Sam and her husband left and Kaitlyn and I had another beer and talked. I asked her a question, which, as I look back was a pivotal moment in our relationship.
 
   “You’re a very sexual woman and I am the only man you have ever had sex with, as far as I know."
 
   Kaitlyn agreed.
 
   “Do you ever have the desire to sleep with other men?”
 
   “NO!” she said adamantly.
 
   “If you did, that’s totally a normal desire and understandable. You know, maybe you’re wondering what you missed out on.” Kaitlyn had been in a girls academy and wasn't able to date until she graduated high school, and I knew that she’d felt deprived. Her other younger sisters never had to endure the academy’s curfew and had normal junior high and high school years. My wife bitterly resented that. When she’d met me she was fascinated by my reputation as being dangerous guy to date. I never realized that until much later when I heard it out from several girls after we had all gone on in life. I was twenty at the time and I’d slept with 24 girls before Kaitlyn.
 
   “If you ever had those desires and you felt you needed to act on them, I’d want you to be honest with me about it.”
 
   “Of course I would,” she said, brushing it off.
 
   We left and went home and had great sex twice. She was so wet and passionate I wondered if the conversations that evening had fired her up more than she knew. I dismissed it as the alcohol and forgot about all of it. 
 
   The conversation we’d had that night was soon forgotten. Our life together was fun and our sex life only got better. Kaitlyn was quite willing and I had a rather creative imagination. Those were the days before internet pornography, so there was a level of ignorance of sexual matters compared to today. One day I went to an adult store and saw a vibrator shaped like an egg. To describe it, it had an egg with a thin wire about 2' long leading to a battery pack with off/on and intensity control knob on it. We decided one Saturday afternoon to go to a disco and have some fun. Suddenly it occurred to me what to do with the egg.
 
   “Do you have any old jeans that you don’t wear anymore?” I asked.
 
   “Yes,” she replied. “Why?”
 
   She had no idea where I was going with that, but she got the jeans and snipped off the end of the pocket. I told her that tonight you need to wear panties under your jeans. She got dressed and I took out the egg vibrator. I told her to fish it through the hole and put the egg inside the edge of her pussy. She grinned and said "I'm wet already that won't be a problem". Once placed, she put the battery pack into the pocket that had been snipped. I said ok now you can turn it on/off whenever you desire and to test it. She turned it on.
 
   “Oh my God!” she exclaimed. “This is going to be fun!”
 
   That was a memorable night. It was fun trying to guess when she had it ON by her facial expressions and actions. We were at a club with loud music, and there weren’t any breaks in the music until the DJ made a mistake between two songs and there was a pause that lasted a few seconds. When it happened, I could hear a light hum coming from her. She looked at me and smiled, and I grinned back at her. Kaitlyn and I danced, drank and had a great time. She danced with two other guys as well.
 
   When she got back from a dance, I asked her how often it was turned on.
 
   “It’s on more of the time than it’s off!”
 
   Around 2 am we left the club, walked out next to our car and began kissing. Kaitlyn was very fired up. I reached down and felt her crotch to see if the egg was buzzing. Yes, it sure was. But I got a surprise. Her jeans were soaked halfway to her knees!! I said no way we're going to make it home and unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them down to her knees. I looked around to make sure nobody was watching, then I had her turn around and put her hands on the trunk. When I stepped up beside her, my penis hard as steel in my hand, I was as excited as I've ever been in my life. I entered her and she started moaning. She was the loudest I’d ever heard her during lovemaking. People walking out of the club had to have heard her and looked over, but at that point we didn't care. She had several strong orgasms and I felt her pussy clenching my cock. When I came it was one of the strongest orgasms I've ever had, so strong I felt like my insides were pouring into her. We then got into the car and drove home for a night of total debauchery.
 
   As I look back now, I realize that the events of that night set up a level of trust between us. We were having fun together, but it also showed me that my sweet little wife had the potential to be a “bad girl,” and that turned me on tremendously.
 
   Kaitlyn continued with her nursing career, becoming a surgical nurse involved in very complex operations, everything from brain surgeries to heart transplants. I was working in marketing and it required me to leave town for two or three days a week. We were both happy with each other and with our careers. We decided to put off having children for a few years.
 
   One day Kaitlyn came home from work very excited. “You won’t believe the operation we did today,” she said excitedly. There was a new operation for impotent men that involved surgical implantation of two balloon-like implants, and a doctor at her hospital performed the first one ever in our state that day. Two incisions were made lengthwise on the underside of the man's penis, and the balloons were placed along the length of the shaft on either side. Then the doctor placed an air pump inside the man's scrotum and grafted the balloons to the pump with a short tube. Then they closed the incisions with stitches on both sides.
 
   Kaitlyn explained that then they did a test by the surgeon pressing on the valve on the pump inside and he began to squeeze the pump several times. As the doctor squeezed, the man's penis began to rise and became fully erect. The doctor then turned the valve the other direction and the erection collapsed as the air left the balloons. It was a fascinating operation and she was excited to have been part of the first one, and they continued to perform them over the following months.
 
   One evening my wife came home very wound up. She said they’d done another balloon implant that day and the man was a diabetic who was only thirty-eight years old but totally impotent. When the other nurse took the sheet off of him at the start of the procedure, Kaitlyn gasped. The doctor laughed.
 
   “What are the largest balloons in the box?” the doctor asked.
 
   “Four inches,” the other nurse replied.
 
   The doctor said he thought he could graft two together on each side because it would take that much. They performed the incisions on the underside of the man's penis. The surgery went as the others, the grafts as planned and they stitched the man's penis closed. Kaitlyn said, “That poor guy has so many stitches.” She then talked about the rest of it, and I saw that she was quite excited. She was standing near the patient’s head and said as they pumped it up, it looked like an arm rising.
 
   “How big was it?” I asked.
 
   She picked up the glass Coke bottle on the table and picked it up. “It was this big!” She turned the bottle down on its side. “And it was this thick!”
 
   I felt my penis begin to stir in my pants. “A really big cock turns you on, doesn’t it?”
 
   “Oh yes,” she said, slowly nodding with a big smile.
 
   “Was I the length or the thickness that turned you on the most?”
 
   “Both!”
 
   I knew then that a really large cock is what she would want if she ever decided to find out what she had missed.
 
   A few weeks later, when we were laying in bed, she asked me if I remembered when I’d asked her to be honest with me if she ever had the desire to fuck another man. I said I did. She told me that the other morning she’d been on the way to work and saw a guy waving for help. He was dressed in a nice suit and very handsome. She said she knew it was a stupid thing to do but she stopped and rolled the window down. He asked her if she could take him to work because his car had died. She told him that she’s a nurse and needed to get to the hospital, but would call him a tow truck once she arrived. (This was before the days of cell phones). The man thanked her and she drove to the hospital.
 
   As she drove to work, she was tempted to turn around and take the stranger to our house and let him use the phone. She said she’d been extremely horny and probably would have seduced him if she’d done that. She’d resisted the temptation, though, and went on to work.
 
   “I know that you wanted to know if I ever felt tempted to do that, though,” Kaitlyn said.
 
   I thanked her for telling me. I realized, though, that sooner or later she’d give in to her curiosity and I told her so. We talked about wife swapping, which was rampant at the time. I told her there were clubs and many people go to swap parties. But the more we talked about swapping, the more we realized that it simply wasn’t her style, nor mine. We were both wary about other people finding out or running into someone we knew, so swapping was ruled out. Kaitlyn emphasized that while she wanted to have sex with another man, she wouldn’t want it to hurt me in the process. I told her I wouldn’t be hurt by it, and we’d figure out how to do it safely as a couple. So over the next couple months we were thinking about it, knowing that one way or another it was going to happen, whether I was involved or it was her going alone.
 
   Eventually we decided we should explore her desires far from our home, somewhere where we didn’t know anybody. She was a beach fanatic and we spent several weekends a year at the beach, which was a five hour round trip. There were several nice places to go there at night for fun. Kaitlyn was still very shy and uncomfortable with the idea of picking up a man at a club.
 
   “With your looks, you won’t have to pick up anyone,” I said reassuringly. “Men will come up to you and pick you up.”
 
   “Well, men don't hit on me for some reason.”
 
   “It’s a vibe thing. You’re shy and some people may take that as being, you know, a little stand-offish. The more confident you become, the more guys will approach you.”
 
   We continued to go out to our local clubs and I’d ask her if she saw any men who she found attractive. I was surprised how picky she was. On most nights, there were only one or two men who met her standards. She learned from this experience to look at men in a different way than she normally did, as a possible sexual experience instead of just a good looking guy. We built her courage up gradually and decided that our next trip to the beach she would make a first attempt.
 
   Kaitlyn is 5'6, 118 pounds, with long shapely legs and beautiful golden brown tanned skin. Her hair was shoulder length dark brown and full. Her breasts were 34D cup and her waist was 22". She liked to dress to show her figure, and as this game went on I’d go shopping with her and find things that made her look smoking hot.
 
   We went to the beach and got a motel room. That Saturday night we had dinner at a restaurant and talked about the things we were planning to do. I asked if she felt nervous.
 
   “Yes,” she admitted. “But I want to do it.”
 
   We left the restaurant and went to a club. She had worn a red halter top with no bra and tight white jeans. We got a table two rows from the dance floor and ordered drinks.
 
   “Do you see anyone you like?”
 
   “No,” she said.
 
   We had another drink and she kept looking and making comments about the men. Suddenly her eyes lit up.
 
   “Hey, I like that guy standing next to the dance floor.”
 
   I saw a good looking guy with long hair standing by himself and watching people dance.
 
   “He looks okay,” I said.
 
   Kaitlyn leaned in toward me. “What should I do?”
 
   “Wander over near him and watch the dancers. If he turns and looks at you just smile. If he does what I think he will, he’ll start talking with you.”
 
   Kaitlyn got up, walked over in his direction, then stood about five feet to his left. He kept watching the dancing at first, but a few minutes later he saw her. She smiled at him. I could see everything from where I was sitting. The stranger moved over next to her and they started talking.
 
   I felt far more nervous than she seemed to be. I was unsure suddenly that what we were doing was right for us. He asked her to dance and they went out on the dance floor. They danced a slow dance and I heard the waitress asking me if I wanted another round of drinks so turned my head. I told her sure. When I turned my head back and looked I got one of the great shocks of my life, Kaitlyn and the guy were kissing deeply and she was pressing her body into him as they moved. This went on until the end of the song. My head was swimming with different thoughts and emotions. He asked her to go to his booth, which turned out to be elevated. There were a couple of his friends sitting on the one side of the booth so Kaitlyn and the guy slid into the other side. She was turned towards him and after a couple minutes they began kissing again. I looked and saw that she had her hand in his crotch and was rubbing his cock through his pants! Now I was really reeling with conflicting feelings. Things had gone a lot faster than I’d imagined. I wanted it to slow down.
 
   We had arranged a signal either could give to the other when we needed to talk, which was simply rubbing our nose. I walked over near their table and after a minute she saw me. I rubbed my nose. She nodded slightly and told the guy her brother (that was another part of the arrangements) wanted to talk to her and she would be right back. She came back to our table and sat down. I said "Wow that happened fast". She said it went just like I’d said it would, he talked to her and asked her to dance. She asked if I was angry and I said no, just a bit shocked how fast it was.
 
   “Well, I could feel he had an erection and it turned me on.”
 
   She then asked me if I thought we should leave. I said maybe we need to process all of this, so yes let's go. We left and got into the car and started back to the motel. She wasn't pleased but went along with it. I now realize that her having to build up her courage to do this and then having the air let out had a huge letdown for her. I also realized there would have to be another time or she would make sure she did it without me interfering. There was no going back until it happened.
 
   Over the next few days we talked about what happened and agreed that the next attempt it would be her decision how far to take things. The only reason I would interfere was if I felt she was not safe or there were red flags about the guy. Our next trip to the beach happened to be a very busy summer weekend and getting a motel room proved difficult, but we finally found an old motel that had vacancies and got a room. It wasn't ideal, the room was small and had no windows. I wasn't sure I wanted to watch the first time anyway, so that was ok. I did want to know what happened in detail and told her that afterwards I would want that, and she agreed. We also took our radio/cassette player and I told her to turn on the recorder so I could listen to the tape later.
 
   We went to a large club that had thre bars and sat at one. The place was super crowded. We each had a drink and she looked at the men that were in the area. For over an hour she just looked and made comments about nothing suiting her. Finally she asked if I saw a guy in an aqua shirt with blonde hair and pointed towards him. I said yes. He was sitting on the other side of the bar. She asked me what did I think about that one? He was good looking and looked sober, and seemed to be alone. I said he looks ok. She said she liked his looks and was going to wander over there near him. She left and I remember thinking she doesn't seem unsure or nervous, and hadn't asked what she should do. But she knew what to do.
 
   She went over to near him and in a couple minutes he noticed her. When he looked at her she smiled. They began talking and he offered to buy her a drink. She accepted. They talked and had their drinks, then he ordered another round. I was watching his demeanor and all seemed fine and she seemed very comfortable. It was getting near midnight and they continued chatting. Then I saw her do the nose signal towards me, indicating she wanted to talk to me. I wandered back towards the bathrooms and she came around the corner. She said he seemed fine but said he was leaving the beach to head home because he had to work the next morning. She seemed disappointed.
 
   I have the ability to think on my feet, and knew she really wanted to have this time work, so I told her to tell him you are leaving also, and to ask if he would be a gentleman and walk you to the car? I said at least maybe you can have some fun that way before he leaves. It wasn't ideal, and not part of our plan, but she said ok that's better than nothing I guess. So she did exactly that, and he said he would walk her to the car. They left and I followed them staying behind a good distance. When they got to our car they stood there and immediately began kissing. He was running his hands over her ass and pulling her into him. She unlocked the car and got in and he went around and got in the other side. They immediately began kissing. I was standing behind the car next to another row of parked cars and watched as they made out for maybe 10 minutes. Then they separated and the guy opened the passenger door and got out. He closed the door and began walking away towards wherever he had parked.
 
   I waited until he was gone and went to the car and got in the drivers side. Kaitlyn scooted over (yes it was bench seats). As we drove she said well that went okay.
 
   “Did you have any fun?”
 
   “Oh, yessss,” she replied. “And there will be more. He’s coming to our motel room in thirty minutes.”
 
   I don't know what I had expected, but that info surprised me a bit. I asked what they had done in the car and she said he played with her breasts inside her top and rubbed her crotch. I asked if she had played with him and she said she had rubbed his cock through his pants. I wanted to see how turned on she was and told her to unzip her pants and pull them down halfway. She did. When I reached down to feel she was soaked and I played with her while driving. She had an orgasm and then pulled her pants back on. By that time we were almost back to the motel and did a quick review. I reminded her to turn on the cassette player and said have fun. I had parked where I could see the front door of our ground floor room so I just sat in the car and waited, almost being at the drive-in movie or something. After about ten minutes I saw a car drive up and park, and saw the guy jumped out. He went directly to the room and knocked. The door opened and she let him in.
 
   I remember thinking, well this is really happening now! Lots of thoughts run through your head as you wonder what is happening, wishing you could see it, yet not sure you are ready to. I sat there for 45 minutes with all those thoughts racing through my head, not knowing exactly how long I would be sitting there. Suddenly, to my total surprise, the door opened. I saw them do a quick kiss and then he turned and walked to his car. He drove away and I went to the room and did a light tap. Kaitlyn opened the door.
 
   I looked at her. “Are you okay?”
 
   “Yes.” She seemed very calm. She said she needed to pee and I said don't clean up after you pee, I want you like he left you. I had not planned that, it just came out. She said ok and went to the bathroom. When she came out we lay on the bed and kissed. It felt like an "I still love you" kiss and was nice.
 
   “Come on, tell me what happened.”
 
   Kaitlyn said when he knocked she opened the door and he came in. She closed the door and he immediately took off his shirt. She said he had a great body, muscular and tanned and she was very turned on. They began kissing and he pulled off her top. They remained standing and kissed for a couple minutes then moved over to the bed and got onto it. She was on her back and he undid her pants and unzipped her and pulled her pants off. He said "God you have a great body" and started sucking her nipples while fingering her pussy. She was VERY turned on. By this time, from listening to her story, I was rock hard and she began stroking my cock as she talked.
 
   “Did you cum while he was playing with you?” I asked.
 
   “No.” That surprised me. She was ready and told him she wanted his cock. She said he unzipped and pulled down his pants. What she saw shocked her. His cock was hard and 9-10" long!
 
   “You’ve gotta be kidding me!”
 
   She said no, it really was. She said the problem was, it was very thin. I asked just how thin? She said it wasn't any bigger around than my thumb!
 
   “Oh, wow. The guy has a pencil dick!”
 
   “Yeah. When he put it in I could barely feel it, except for the end.” She seemed almost pissed about it. I told her the odds of a guy being that long and that thin are very small and she said she had never seen one like that in all her nursing work. It had finally happened, they fucked for thirty minutes. Yet it had been a disappointment for her. I actually felt bad for her. I had really wanted her to enjoy it.
 
   I was still rock hard and told her I would make up for it. I got her excited and got on top and she opened her legs. I could see cum leaking out of her pussy, which I confess was a huge turn-on for me. I learned something about my own fetishes in those couple minutes that surprised me. That sight was SO HOT for me, and when I put my cock into her, it felt so good! As I began stroking inside her I asked if they had fucked twice, that there was a lot of cum in her pussy. She said no, only once, but he did cum for a long time and a LOT. I learned then that I liked the feel of another man's cum inside my wife. We fucked twice and she went to sleep tired and with both of our cum inside her, seeping out of her pussy.
 
   Later when we listened to the cassette tape it was obvious it wasn't the greatest for her. She barely made a sound once they started fucking, which for her was a first.
 
   The next day, Kaitlyn didn't have much to say the about the previous night. We went home and returned to our lives together, but I knew she had been disappointed again. After a few days we began to talk about where things stood. She was still wanting to have more adventures, and said the method we had used was fine, that it been fun but just had been less than hoped for. We decided to keep the out of town aspect the same.
 
   The next time we would be able to go out of town would be two months later. We went back to the beach for the Labor Day weekend and got a room at a good hotel. The night we chose for what we had started to call "the game" was Saturday night and we went to a different club. We got a table and ordered drinks. She was checking out the men and making comments. Then, not that long after we sat, she spotted a guy and asked if a particular one looked okay to me. I looked at the guy and was a bit surprised. He was dark haired and on the thin side, about 6' tall. He was nice looking, but not in a way I would have thought would appeal to her.
 
   “He seems okay,” I said.
 
   The guy was at one of the bars by himself and I asked her if she wanted to go try to meet him. She said yes. I told her I was going to the men's room and she should go ahead and give it a try. When I came back out she was at the bar and they were talking. I sat back at the table and watched as they got a drink. He then asked her to dance and they danced several dances. Finally a slow song was played. They danced closely and she seemed to be into it. As they danced he pulled her into him and then cupped her ass with his hands. They kept dancing like that through two slow songs then went and got a table in the back part of the club and sat down. They ordered a drink from a waitress and talked. She was leaning towards him and I looked lower. She was rubbing his crotch with her hand. They began kissing and she continued rubbing him. I was thinking wow, she's getting good at this game. They got up and danced a couple more slow songs, then she needed to go to the ladies room. As she walked she glanced towards me and gave me our signal to come talk. Around the corner we talked and she said she thought this one might be ok. She had a wicked grin on her face. She went back to their table and said something to him, then turned and walked towards the club door. I followed her out and walked to our car. She was inside. When I got in she said she had given him the hotel and room number, and that he was coming over in thirty minutes.
 
   We drove to the hotel and went to the room. I told her I still wasn't ready to watch, and would be in a place where I could see when he came and left. She said okay. I reminded her to turn on the cassette tape when he knocked, then I left. I found a place where I could see door and waited. After fifteen minutes a car drove up and the guy got out and walked to the room. She opened the door and he went in. I then went to the front of the hotel and found a place where I could see the window and into the room. It was the perfect viewing spot. I saw them in the room, standing and kissing. Kaitlyn had no idea I was able to see, and unfortunately she went and closed the drape. I realized that whatever happened I would have to learn it from her later.
 
   I went back to where I could see the door and waited for well over an hour. Suddenly the door opened, they kissed and he walked quickly to his car and left. When I went to the room I knocked lightly and she let me in. She smiled. She looked like she had had a good time, the way a woman does after good sex, flushed and disheveled. We used the bathroom and when she came out she took off her robe and got into bed with me. We had a low light on and I could see her face. I said tell me about it, baby. She said well this one was a lot better and smiled again. I asked why? She said he knew what he was doing and was about the same length as the other one but a lot thicker.
 
   “Wait a minute. You said the other guy was ten inches long. Are you saying this guy had a ten inch cock, too?”
 
   “Yes,” she replied, smiling. “Nine or ten.”
 
   “Are you exaggerating?”
 
   “No, honey. It really was!”
 
   I asked her to tell me what they did and laid on my back. She started gently stroking my cock and began the story. She unbuttoned his shirt and he unzipped and pulled off his pants and underwear. She saw his cock sticking straight up, and it was BIG! She said she was very excited. He pulled her top over her head and then took her slacks off and they kissed naked while standing. They fell on to the bed and continued kissing and exploring each other with their hands. She said he liked playing with her ass and put a finger inside while they kissed, which drove her crazy. She rolled onto her back and he kissed her from above and played with her breast. She said she could feel how hard he was against her. Then he got over her, and she opened up her legs, and he got between them. She looked down at his cock and as he moved closer she took it, and guided it into her pussy. She said he pushed in, but it was big and he had to go in and out halfway until she adjusted to the size.
 
   “Were you able to take all of it?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, eventually,” she said. “After I got totally wet and adjusted, everything was fine.”
 
   Later on, when we listened to the cassette, I could hear her moan as he went in. After a couple minutes of rather quiet tape I could hear her moan, "OHHHHHH BABBBBYYYYYYY.” She said he’d taken her legs and put them up over his shoulders and went back in, all the way.
 
   “It was awesome,” she beamed.
 
   On the tape I heard her say, “Oh my god, oh my God! It goes in so DEEP like this.” She continued her very loud moaning for quite a while. Then she said loudly "Oh my God, I’MMM CUMMINGGGGGGGG!!!" I heard the sounds of the bed moving increasing as he fucked her harder. She came intensely and he kept going. She had another gut wrenching orgasm and then the bed sounds became frenetic as he drilled her even harder. He then came, and the tape got quiet. It remained quiet for a while.
 
   “What happened next?” I asked.
 
   She said she was trying to recover and when she did she turned toward him on her side. He was lying on his back recovering as well. She looked down at his cock. It was still 2/3 hard and lying on his stomach. It was wet with their come juices and the sight of it that way turned her on. She cupped his balls with her hand and licked his nipple. She said when she did that she could feel an immediate hardening inside his cock.
 
   “I just had to taste it. It looked so delicious!”
 
   As far as I knew she had never had any other man's cock in her mouth (which she verified later). She got on her knees and took the wet head of his cock and licked it. It still had cum seeping out of the tip.
 
   “It tasted mmmmmm,” she said. She then started sucking his cock and said it was totally hard almost immediately. She kept sucking and licking but did not want him to cum in her mouth. She wanted that cock back inside her pussy. She got over him and sat on it, riding it hard. He played with her breasts and she rode, and she kept going for a long time. She was gasping for air as she had one orgasm after another. She collapsed on his chest and laid there. He started playing with her ass again and inserted a finger in it. She moaned. He said for her to roll with him on her side. She moved off of him to her right and he rolled as she did, keeping his cock inside her the whole time. They laid there on their sides, kissing and him fingering her ass. She was getting hot again! He then rolled on top of her, still staying inside her. He said he was going to fuck her harder than she had ever been fucked so open up wide for him. “I want you to,” she screamed.
 
   I heard him start fucking her hard, harder than the first time, and faster. My wife started screaming "Oh God” and “it’s so big.” I don't know how many times she came, but it seemed almost continuous for at least ten minutes. He didn't say much or make sounds until he said he was ready to cum. She said she wanted his cum. He asked her if she wanted it in her pussy. “Yes, baby. Come inside of me.” The only noises he made were some grunts when he came and then the tape was all quiet. I could hear the bed move and they had sat up.
 
   “You’re fantastic,” the guy said to her.
 
   “You’re not so bad yourself,” Kaitlyn said with a giggle.
 
   He said he didn't have that much experience with women. She said that was hard to believe. He got off the bed and started getting dressed and said he should go. She walked him to the door and they did a quick goodbye kiss and thank you, and he left.
 
   My wife was stroking my cock the entire time we were listening. She giggled a couple times about how it must be turning me on because I was leaking precum like a river. She would stop and lick her fingers off every once in a while.
 
   “I have a couple questions.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Did you have fun?”
 
   “Oh, yes.”
 
   “Do you want to play ‘the game’ again?”
 
   “Yes, I really want to.”
 
   I paused. “He was really ten inches long?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “And you took all of it?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Do you think you could take an even bigger cock?”
 
   She stopped jerking me for a couple seconds, thinking. “I don’t know. He was pretty big.” Then she giggled. "But I’d sure like to try.”
 
   “Did his cock hit your cervix when he was pounding you?”
 
   “Yes. It hurt a little but it was a good hurt, if you know what I mean.”
 
   At that point I couldn't wait any longer and said I needed that pussy. She said she wanted my cock, and I was glad to hear that after experiencing her ten inch lover. I went inside her and felt the wetness of another man's cum mixed with hers. It was hot! We fucked for quite a while then I came. She came with me also. I got down and opened her legs and looked at her pussy. There was cum all over the lips and flowing from inside her. That got me totally fired up again. I put my hard cock back inside and told her I was going to bring her some. She seemed not to know what I meant. I pulled out and went to her head and held my cock in front of her. It was covered in cum. I told her to clean me up, that I want to see her be a cum slut and clean it. She obeyed without hesitation. This got me so excited that I said I was going to cum again and she opened her mouth and said she wanted it. I exploded in her mouth and on her face. She swallowed it all and licked her lips off.
 
   Then she looked at me with the most devilish grin. “Thank you, baby.”
 
   I was ready to fall out, and turned off the light. We held each other and in seconds I could hear her light breathing. She was asleep. I laid there thinking what an amazing woman I have. She is turning into the woman I always had wanted. It was a nice sleep.
 
   Summer ended and our trips to the beach were over for that year. We put "the game" on the back burner and resumed our normal lives. One night we were feeling horny and wound up in our bed. Kaitlyn seemed excited and I reached to play with her pussy. It was sopping wet and almost hot to the touch. I played with her and she had an orgasm in record time. I laid back and she began to stroke my cock, which was hard. She asked me if I ever woke up when she got up in the mornings? I said no. She had to get up at 4:30 and be at the hospital by 6:15. I had no desire to wake up that early. She said that lately she had been taking a bath instead of showering in the morning a lot. I said ok. She said she would lie stretched out in the warm water and play with herself. I asked what she thought about? She said that guy at the beach. I said what about him? She said I think about fucking him.
 
   “You really liked fucking him, didn’t you?”
 
   “Mmm hmm,” she replied.
 
   “Would you like to fuck him again if we could figure out a way?”
 
   “Oh, YES!”
 
   By then we were both incredibly hot and I pushed her back onto the bed and got between her legs. I entered her, she was as wet as I had ever felt her. Kaitlyn had always liked me to talk to her while we had sex, her reactions were amazing. While I fucked her, I asked her dirty questions.
 
   “So you liked fucking him, didn't you?”
 
   “Oh my God, YES!”
 
   “You liked that big cock in your pussy?”
 
   “YESSSSSSSS!”
 
   “You want that big cock in your pussy again, don't you?”
 
   “YESSSSS! YESSSSSSS! YESSSSSSSSSS!”
 
   She came very hard, and I exploded inside her. She drifted off to sleep while I lay there thinking. I realized she wanted to do "the game" again soon, and that guy was what she wanted. How to pull that off would take some thinking. All we knew was his first name was Craig and he worked in the accounting department at a plant about two hours drive away owned by a big-name company.
 
   I spent a couple days thinking about her desire to hook up with him again. After some thought, I got the phone number for that plant and called the switchboard. I told the switchboard operator that I had met a guy from their accounting department at a meeting and needed to find him, but couldn't remember his last name. I said his first name is Craig. She said let me check the roster of that department.
 
   A few seconds later, she said, “There’s only one Greg in that department. His name After only a few seconds she said there was only one Craig in that department – Craig Drummond.”
 
   I asked for his extension and she gave it to me, and then said she’d connect me. After two rings the phone answered.
 
   “Accounting. This is Craig Drummond.”
 
   I panicked. “Sorry, they gave me the wrong extension.” I hung up.
 
   When Kaitlyn came home from work, I told her I thought maybe I’d found Craig. She asked how and she was amazed at my resourcefulness.
 
   “What now, though?” she asked.
 
   “If you want to make it happen, you need to call him.”
 
   She wasn't as comfortable using phones as I am and the prospect of doing that unnerved her.
 
   “What should I say?”
 
   “Say hi and remind him that you met him on the beach a couple months ago.” I laughed. “I guarantee that he’ll remember you.”
 
   She realized that was the only way it would happen. “When should I call him?”
 
   “He probably doesn’t get off work until five o’clock or so. Call him right now.” I gave her the phone number and his extension.
 
   She asked if I was going to sit there and listen. I said no, go to our bedroom and make the call from that phone. Just tell me about it later. I said she should tell him that she was going to a conference with another nurse in a town about thirty miles from him and you’ll be staying at a motel there and would like to meet him for a drink. She smiled, seeming to like the idea. “What motel?” she asked. I said if he asks tell him you will call him in a couple days once you find out. She said ok. She didn't seem overly thrilled with doing that on the phone but knew it was the only way.
 
   Kaitlyn went to our bedroom and made the call. I knew by the length of time she was gone that they must be talking. Finally, after nearly half an hour, she came out. She had a strange look on her face. She said, "He’s a strange guy. Kind of a dork.” When she had told him who she was, he said he’d been worried about what they’d done down at the beach. Was everything okay? He’d been worried, it seems, that maybe she was calling because she’s pregnant or had a venereal disease. She assured him she had no disease and she was on birth control so pregnancy wasn't possible. She also told him that was the first time she had done anything like that, but she had had fun and was hoping he had had fun too. He seemed to relax as they talked. He said sure, he’d love to meet her when she’s nearby. Kaitlyn got his home phone number and said she’d call him once she had a reservation.
 
   When she hung up she was slightly irritated. By asking about the venereal disease, he’d made her feel like she was a slut. While I didn't blame her for that I said she had to look at it from his end. He had met this hot woman and she picked him up in a night club. She invited him to her motel room and had hot sex with him.
 
   “Of course he thinks you’re a slut,” I said, laughing. “I mean, what else would he think?”
 
   Kaitlyn laughed. “I guess that’s because I was a slut that night.”
 
   
  
 

“Exactly.”
 
   We both laughed.
 
   “And you liked it,” I added.
 
   “Yeah, I did!”
 
   We decided we would try to make it happen the next Saturday. I said one difference, this time I want to watch. “Good,” she said, grinning. I’d made the mental decision to watch her, but I still had no desire to be in the room or have him know I was watching. I figured out later I had a strong voyeuristic side. Factoring that into the equation, we needed a motel with a balcony -- either that or one on the ground floor facing away from cars or people walking outside. I knew the town the meet was going to be in, and I’d stayed in a couple motels there. There was one place I knew would be perfect, and the balconies were all on the back side with nothing behind them. I called the motel and made a reservation in Kaitlyn’s name for that Saturday. I also got the reservationist to give her a room on the second floor and asked if I could get a room number now. They told me it would be Room 17.
 
   On Tuesday I told my wife to call him that night and tell him what motel and that there was a club about a mile up the street that she’d heard is nice. I also told her to get him to come to Room 17 and pick her up and have him drive to the club. She had no nervousness about making that call and did that Tuesday night. When she got off the phone she said it's all set, he will pick me up at the room. Both of us were fired up and had some of the hottest sex the rest of that week that we ever had. She wanted my opinion about what she should wear, and modeled some outfits for me. She looked very hot in all of them, but I told her that the one low cut spaghetti strap black one would make his eyes fall out of his head when she opened the door for him. She liked that, and said that's what she would wear then.
 
   Kaitlyn liked modeling the outfits for me, and I could tell she was turned on. I ran my hand up her leg and felt her legs were wet under her pussy. I ran two fingers inside her as she stood by the chair. She groaned and I began moving my fingers in and out. After a few strokes I added another finger and she started moving on them. I took my thumb and put it on her clit, with the three fingers inside. I told her to fuck my hand. I could feel her hot juices covering my hand. She shuddered.
 
   “I need your cock now.” I was ready for sure, and I told her to get on it. She straddled my legs and fell down to the hilt, groaning. Her pussy felt almost hot. I started playing with her breasts and told her she was a slut. She seemed to like that, and began moving even harder and faster. She had one orgasm after another.
 
   “You like being a slut, don’t you baby?” I asked.
 
   “Yesssss!” she screamed.
 
   I could feel myself close and I told her. She said she wanted me to cum inside her. At that I came hard. She stopped moving and fell against me. We kissed.
 
   “Thank you for letting me be a slut,” my wife said.
 
   “We’re doing this together,” I said. “And I like it as much as you do.”
 
   We uncoupled and went to bed and slept almost immediately. It was only two days until I was going to see my wife fucking her lover.
 
   That Saturday we drove two hours to the town where they were going to meet. I was amazed that she seemed so calm. We didn't talk about that night until she asked me if I had any suggestions for her that night. She liked my creativity and was willing to try almost anything I came up with. I drove and thought a while and said finally that she should be a bad girl, and tease him. She asked how, and I said tease him and drive him crazy. I said you know how, and she laughed. I said she always had had such a nice girl image and it would be fun for her to be a bad girl. She seemed to like the idea and didn't ask about it anymore. We got to the motel and checked in. The room was perfect for our needs. We had a couple hours to kill before she needed to start getting ready for him to arrive at eight o’clock. We drove to a restaurant and ate, and then drove back to the motel. She was totally calm, and I remember being amazed at how she’d adapted to “the game.” Her self confidence seemed to have improved and her shyness waned.
 
   Finally it was time for her to get ready. She went to shower, and when she came out she had a towel around her. I looked at her and thought to myself, “I must be crazy to want this woman to fuck other men.” She was gorgeous. She went and put on her makeup and brushed her hair. When she came back out of the vanity area she had put on her black spaghetti strap top and her pair of very tight black jeans.
 
   “Wow,” I said, whistling. “When you open the door for him, his eyes will fall out of his head!” She giggled and said thanks. But she knew she looked hot. While she was getting ready I made sure the curtains were set where there was an opening wide enough to see into the room without being seen. I had put the tape recorder where it wouldn't be noticed yet pick up the sounds. Everything was set. Those last 15 minutes seemed to me like they took forever. She sat on a chair and calmly watched TV while I was nervous and antsy.
 
   “When he knocks,” I said, “I’ll get on the balcony. Make sure I can’t be seen before you open the door.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   I knew he’d be on time. Sure enough, right at eight sharp, there was a knock on the door. I got up and walked quickly to the sliding glass door, slid out onto the balcony, and closed it behind me. Kaitlyn went to the door and opened it. I saw Craig come in a couple feet and a big smile come onto his face. They said their hellos, did a quick hug and she told him she was ready. They walked out and the door closed. I waited five minutes to make sure they didn't come back for something she’d forgotten, then went into the room and out the door. I drove to the club which was about a mile away.
 
   When I arrived at the club, I went in and walked into the dance room. I looked around and saw them sitting at a table near the back of the room. The waitress was at the table taking a drink order. They were talked until the waitress brought the drinks. I moved to a place where I could stand and watch without being noticed. The music was loud and constant. They were talking, and seemed to be enjoying themselves. Then I looked closer and saw that her hand was on his thigh as she talked. I was surprised how quickly she was starting the tease. After they finished the drinks they got up and went to dance. Two fast songs played, and then the tempo changed to a slow song. They started slow dancing, very close. I could tell she was grinding into him as they danced. He reached down with his right hand and pulled her ass into him and they kissed, barely moving. The song ended and a fast song started. They left the dance floor.
 
   They went back to the table. Craig waved to the waitress and she went over, and he ordered another round. They got the drinks and sat talking. They started kissing again and I saw that she was rubbing his crotch while they kissed. That went on for a few minutes, then she got up and headed for the ladies room. As she went by the bar where I was standing she gave me a quick look and made our signal. I followed her to the area near the ladies room, and waited for her to come out.
 
   She came out and asked, with a big smile on her face, “Am I being bad?”
 
   “Very!” I replied. I asked if she was having fun, and she said yes. I asked her if he’d been hard when they danced and she said he had been hard since they got there. She’d made sure when they were in his car! That shocked me. I told her she’d better get back and she left.
 
   I was trying to process things, and reminded myself I had wanted this as much as she did. I went back and took my spot and started watching them again. They danced several more times, every slow dance almost a standing fuck. I watched as they kissed while at the table, and her hand playing in his crotch. No one else seemed to notice any of it, or if they did they didn't care. As for me, I couldn't take my eyes off of it. It was now after ten o’clock. They’d had several drinks and Kaitlyn got up to go the ladies room again. She gave me our signal as she walked by, and I followed her out. When she came out of the rest room she said she thought after they finished the drink they had they probably would be leaving.
 
   “Just give me at least ten minutes head start to the room.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   I looked at her with an unsure look, I'm sure. Somehow she knew what I was feeling. “Just remember I am yours and we are doing this together.” It was the perfect thing to say at that time. She went back to the dance room and I went to my car. I drove back to the motel and went to the room. I turned on the tape recorder and went out on the balcony, into the darkness, and waited. I was nervous and excited. I was about to see my fantasy for the first time.
 
   I stayed out on the balcony for what seemed like forever. I could see into the room through the opening of the drapes. We’d left the lamp on the desk turned on. Suddenly the door opened and I tensed. They closed the door and he went into the bathroom. She looked over toward the window to make sure I couldn't be seen. Everything was fine. It was her turn to go and he sat on the edge of the bed, facing away from me. In a couple minutes she came out. She went over near the bed, and he stood up. They started kissing. He ran his hands over her, then down her ass. She was pushing into him. He moved his right hand up her and began to play with her breast as they kissed. She pulled the straps of her top off her shoulder and he played with her breasts while they kissed. I was over my nervousness at that point, and rock hard.
 
   Kaitlyn and Craig separated and she pulled off her top, and sat on the end of the bed. She was facing sideways to where I was. He went to the end of the bed and she tilted back, and unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans. He bent over and pulled on the legs of her jeans. She raised her ass up and the jeans slid off her legs as he pulled. She hadn't worn panties, so she was naked. She sat up and I could see a bulge on the side of his pants. She rubbed the bulge and unzipped his pants. Now I get to see if he’s really ten inches long, I thought. He unbuttoned his pants and she pulled them down. I saw his cock, sticking straight up. Her hand went to it, and she began stroking it. She licked up and down his shaft. I could tell it was big, but really couldn't tell if it was as big as she’d described it. My wife sucked and licked it for a few minutes and he took off his shirt while she sucked. I could see that he was very thin. His cock looked about the same thickness as mine, but longer. She stopped sucking him and moved back on the bed. He got up on the bed, and she opened her legs.
 
   As he got between her legs, I remember thinking “this is it!” I was surprised when he lay on top of her rather than putting it in, and began kissing her as he lay there. They were turned on the bed where I could see her pussy, and his balls. The guy had large balls. He pressed his cock onto her stomach and pubic mound as they kissed. I thought at that point he would raise himself up and go into her pussy. He didn't. What he did next was a total surprise, and mystified me. He got up and sat on the end of the bed. He was facing me now and I could see his cock was large and very hard. He reached down to the floor and got his pants. He stuck his fingers into a pocket and pulled out something. I recognized what he had gotten as a couple packs of Trojans condoms.
 
   “You have to be joking,” I thought as I saw it. I knew for sure that it wasn't Kaitlyn's idea. He tore one of the packets open and took out the condom. He laid back, his cock sticking straight up, and placed the condom over the head. He unrolled it down the shaft. Back in those days there was only one size Trojans, I had used many myself. When he rolled it down the condom covered most of his cock. It was maybe an inch less than the shaft. I remember thinking he has a nice dick for sure, but that's not 10". After it was on he wasted no time, rolled over and got between her legs. She was ready. He put it in her and it went in easily. He began fucking her.
 
   I was disappointed that my view was from behind, of his ass and cock going in and out of her pussy. I couldn't see her face, nor could I hear them. I was glad I had the cassette recorder on. She moved under him, and her hips met his thrusts. They fucked for a few minutes, then he stopped. He pulled out, and pushed her legs up and over his shoulders. He stuck it back in, all in one hard thrust. It was then I heard her, she groaned loudly. He began fucking her in hard deep thrusts, and she groaned with every stroke. After a few minutes of that I heard her almost screaming, and knew she was cumming. He kept going on and on. I had to give him credit, the guy had stamina. She came again, and he stopped. He collapsed onto her. He had cum finally. They was laying there, drained and recovering. He got off and fell on his back to the bed. His cock was still almost hard, but I could see the condom was full of cum. He reached down and pulled off the condom and put it in the ashtray.
 
   Crai was laying on his back, his cock now at half staff. Kaitlyn rolled on her side, towards him. Now I could see her face. She had a flush on her face and her chest. She looked down at his cock. I could see the head of it was glistening with cum and that he was still seeping. She saw it too, and it turned her on. She bent forward and gave the opening on the tip a kiss. She told me later she wanted to taste it. She then took the head and licked it clean. His cock started reviving and started to rise off of his body. She put her hand around the base took it in her mouth and went down on half of it. It wasn't long before he was totally hard again. She kept sucking it, and rubbing his balls. She got on her knees and between his legs, and sucked it hard. He was moaning I heard later on the tape. She said she wanted it inside her again. He reached over to the lamp table and got a second condom, and tore it open. He put it on and she straddled him. She put it inside her pussy and started moving on it. He didn't move much and she did all the work. I heard her groan again.
 
   Next Kaitlyn got off of him and laid on her back. He got between her legs and put it in her. This time he didn't seem as into it and his strokes not as hard. I remember thinking and laughing to myself, “well, so much for his stamina – she wore his ass out.” He slowed and stopped but stayed in her. She did something she had never done with me, because I’m bigger and she couldn't reach my asshole. She began playing with his asshole. I was amazed. It seemed to work, because he started fucking her hard again. She had another orgasm and he slowed and stopped. He had cum again. After a few minutes he sat on the edge of the bed. I could tell he was ready to go. He started putting on his clothes and Kaitlyn put on a tee-shirt. They talked a couple minutes and then she walked him to the door. He left and she closed the door and locked it.
 
   My wife came over to the sliding glass door and slid it open.
 
   “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
   “Yes, I’m fine.” I stepped back into the room. “Did you have fun?”
 
   “Oh yes, but I was ready for him to go.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “It was just time. And I wanted to make sure that you’re okay with what you’d seen.”
 
   I nodded. “What was the deal with the condoms?”
 
   Kaitlyn rolled her eyes. “I told you he’s a dork. He still thinks I do this all the time and would give him a disease, I guess.”
 
   We talked some more. Then I asked her if she was totally worn out.
 
   “No, I can go some more. I’d really like some cum in my pussy. Are you interested?”
 
   “Hell yes,” I replied. It didn't take long for me to get hard again and we fucked twice. I was so fired up I didn't last long I'm sure. She went to sleep exhausted, with her pussy filled with cum.
 
   It seemed like the desire for playing “the game” again would build up on about a two month cycle. We were both in sync about how often, and the next time depended somewhat on our schedules and when we could get away for fun. In between her adventures became a part of our own sex life. Kaitlyn loved to be talked to during sex, and would have more and harder orgasms if I said things about her fucking Greg. One night as we laid in bed I opened her legs and began playing with her. We often had played with each other as we talked. This time I asked her if she was about ready for another big cock? She said “YES.” I asked her if she still thought about Craig's cock and she said “YES.” I knew by then that she was a size queen, even though I didn't know that term existed then. I kept playing as I talked, her pussy was drenched.
 
   “You want that cock again, don’t you?”
 
   “Oh my God, yes!” She came hard against my fingers.
 
   Of course I was ready, and she grabbed my cock. I laid there, it was her turn to talk to me. She asked me if I would let her fuck him again, and I said yes. Her stroking got faster and I got even harder. I was so turned on I was leaking precum all over her hand. I told her to get on me, and she obeyed. She felt wet and hot, and moved up and down on me faster and faster. I knew I wasn't going to last much longer. She came, and I exploded inside her. She fell onto me, our chests against each other.
 
   “So that’s what you want again?” I whispered.
 
   “Please,”  she replied.
 
   She got off of me and rolled onto her back. I loved seeing my cream pie cum seeping out of her, and looked and saw a large batch of cum oozing out of her. I took my fingers and played with the cum, then put three in her. She moaned and started moving her hips. I kept fingering her, my hand soaked. She came on my fingers, I could feel her muscles inside pulsing. I took my fingers out and looked. They were covered in our cum. I held them in front of her face and told her to clean my hand. She rose up and began licking and sucking my fingers, until every drop was gone.
 
   “You’re getting to be a bad, bad girl.”
 
   She smiled wickedly.
 
    A couple of days later I asked her if she still had Craig's phone number, and she said of course. I suggested she give him a call and tell him she had another nursing meeting in the same town as before, and ask if he would like to see her? Later that evening she made the call, and came out of our bedroom smiling. It seemed I had a motel reservation to make. So the next day I called the same motel and asked for the same room as the other time, and got it. It was all set for Saturday.
 
   We went shopping for a sexy outfit for her to wear a couple days later, and she found a hot jump suit (they were the rage at the time). I remember it had a zipper front from neck to just above the crotch and was blue. On Saturday we made the two hour drive and checked into the motel. She seemed normal, and we didn't talk about the upcoming evening. Things were settling into a kind of normalcy pattern. She made a quick call to him and told him the room was the same one, and they agreed to meet at eight. We went and got dinner, and it was time for her to start getting ready. I made the room preparations while she got ready. She had put on the jump suit and came out into the room. I had liked it on her in the store, but went WOW! She looked fantastic in it! I said for her to let me adjust something, and lowered the front zipper so there was a larger opening between her breasts. She had worn no bra, and her boobs could be seen filling each side. I asked if she had worn panties and she said no. It was about time for him to arrive so I went out to the balcony and made sure the drapes were right. She closed the sliding glass door. It wasn't long before he knocked and she answered the door. He must have loved the jumpsuit because he broke into a huge smile and immediately kissed her. His hand went inside the jumpsuit top while they kissed. He seemed more confident this time. They kissed a couple minutes, then left.
 
   I went to the club and spotted them immediately. The time there was very much the same as the first time, she teased him a lot and I watched. That night was very much a repeat of the previous time. I got back to the room and got on the balcony, and they came in twenty minutes later. One difference was he kept looking over to the drape, which was unsettling. She noticed him doing that and distracted him by starting to unzip her jumpsuit. When she did that he was all over her and finished unzipping it. She was standing there naked, and I could tell he wouldn't waste any time. He pulled off his clothes and they got on the bed. They fucked much as the other time. Later, when I heard the tape, I could hear her cum. I was somewhat surprised that it seemed very much the same and I remember thinking he doesn't know but one way to fuck. The only difference was that this time he didn't use condoms, so when he came he came inside her. I knew she wanted that. She sucked his cock and got him hard again, and they did it again. She had several strong orgasms, and this time he lasted a long time. He came again inside her, and I could tell he was done. They talked a while, he got dressed and left. When I went into the room I asked her how it was and her comment was it was good, but he was the same guy as before. I remember those were my thoughts exactly. I also knew from her tone of voice that Craig was not going to be a regular thing, which made me just as happy. I knew she would want other adventures. We talked, she grabbed my cock and said she wanted it. I remember when I went inside her being glad he hadn't used condoms. I loved the way it felt with her being full of another man's cum.
 
   At this point it was now nearly wintertime, and our beach trips were out. Over the holidays we focused on the usual family things and suspended playing “the game.” It wasn't far into January that both of us felt the urge for some fun building up. We decided we needed to figure out another location for the cold months, and after some thinking decided we would make a trip to Atlanta for a weekend. We had been there before and enjoyed the restaurants and shopping, but that was before we started playing “the game.” This trip, hopefully, would be a different Atlanta experience. I had been to Atlanta many times on business and knew the city well, and had been out with others to some clubs that I had told Kaitlyn about. A couple of the clubs were famous and she had heard about them from others as well. She was fired up to go, so I made a reservation at a hotel I knew was perfect for what we needed.
 
   We drove the five hour drive and talked about what we wanted to do. I told her about some places and she would comment and rate if they sounded good. I had told her previously about a very famous strip club there. I was surprised when she asked if we were going to go to that strip club. We had a neighbor who raved about the place often. His wife said she’d gone there with him and she’d had fun, too. So Kaitlyn was curious to see it. (Oddly, now that I look back at it, she had never been to any strip club up to then.)
 
   “Sure, we can go,” I said. “I’d love to see what you think of the place.” I warned her that Atlanta's strip clubs were totally nude. She liked that. Kaitlyn liked to look at women when we went out to clubs and would ask me how I rated certain ones that caught her eye. She would rate them also. So looking at women wasn't totally new to us, but a strip club was for her. When we got to the hotel we checked in and took a nap and then got dressed for dinner. She had brought a couple sexy outfits and decided on a wrap dress that I really liked. She looked great! After having dinner at a nice steakhouse, I drove to the strip club.
 
   The place was jammed and we had to stand outside and wait to get in. Finally they took us in and to a room that had several strippers dancing on platforms around the room. The music was loud and it was very sensual. They took us to a table and we ordered a drink. We watched the people, and I let her drink it all in. She seemed totally into it. She asked me over the music which dancer I thought was the hottest? I had one I had been watching and pointed her out.
 
   “Yeah, she is hot,” Kaitlyn said, grinning.
 
   We listened, looked, and got a couple more drinks. At that point I wasn't sure whether to suggest we go to the disco I had told her about or stay longer. A stripper came up and asked if we wanted a table dance. She wasn't the one I liked, but we said sure. She began dancing right there at our table, and was mostly dancing for Kaitlyn. She’d brush her body against Kaitlyn and run her hands over her. This went on for two songs, then I paid the dancer and she left, saying she’d be back. I asked Kaitlyn if she was okay and she said yes, but she agreed that the one I liked was far hotter. I asked her if she wanted to leave and go to the disco. She said no. “Let’s stay here and party.” I was surprised and thinking, okay, I'll go with the flow. This could get interesting. A couple more dancers came over and asked if they could dance for us and Kaitlyn would shake her head no thanks.
 
   Kaitlyn leaned over and said, “we need to get that blonde you like to come over.”
 
   I laughed. “You like her too, don't you?” She laughed.
 
   Our drinks were empty and the waitress came. I asked her if she could get us another round and also ask that blonde to come over, and pointed at the one I meant. She said of course, and left. A few minutes later she brought the drinks and said the blonde would be over after this set of songs. Two more songs played then the blonde got off the platform she had been dancing on. She started over towards us. She got to us and said her name was Sabrina. We said hello and she sat in an empty chair at our table. I asked if she would like a drink and she said yes. I was stunned by Sabrina's body, and looked at Kaitlyn who seemed equally stunned. She was amazing, and to this day I can remember every curve of that body! We got her a drink and the three of us talked. She was very intelligent and personable, and said she was working there to pay her way through college. Finally she asked if we would like a table dance?  
 
   “Yes,” I said. “Do one for Kaitlyn and I’ll watch.”
 
   She seemed to like that, and so did Kaitlyn. She started dancing, swaying right in front of Kaitlyn. Her ass was perfect. She brushed it on my wife’s legs, then moved up to her arms. Kaitlyn was mesmerized. Then Sabrina turned facing her and bent over. Her blonde hair fell over Kaitlyn's face and she moved lower. She brushed her perfect breasts on my wife. I was about to explode I was so turned on. When the song stopped Sabrina sat back onto her chair.
 
   “Would you two be interested in going to a private room?” Sabrina asked.
 
   Our neighbor had told us about the private rooms at this place and he’d spent a small fortune there. I looked at Kaitlyn. “Sure,” she said with a shrug.
 
   Sabrina said someone would take us to the room after we paid. She said she would be up there in a few minutes. The waitress came with the bill and I gave her my Amex. She came back and I signed the ticket. We were taken out and up to another floor, and down a hall that had open rooms. We could tell some of them had people in them but couldn't see into them. We were then told to go into one of the rooms and the lady explained the rules for us. There was no door for everyone's protection and no actual intercourse allowed. The charge didn't include tip etc. Then the lady left. We had sat on a long lounge type couch and the light was low but enough to be able to see. We could hear the music from the club down the hall. As we waited I told Kaitlyn I wanted to check something, and lightly pushed her legs apart. I ran my hand up her thighs and felt wetness and heat. She was soaked. I heard someone coming down the hall and pulled my hand away. Just as she closed her legs Sabrina came in. She was wearing a black negligee.
 
   Sabrina sat on the lounge between us. “What would you like?”
 
   “I was watching you two in the club,” I said. “Let’s pick up from there.”
 
   She asked nothing else, and turned towards Kaitlyn. She opened the front of my wife’s wrap dress and put her hand on her breast, and Kaitlyn moaned. Sabrina leaned in and kissed her lightly. Kaitlyn's lips opened and they began a long deep kiss, tongues entwined. I shifted in my seat, as my cock was stiffening and needed more room. Sabrina kept playing with my wife’s breasts, and Kaitlyn responded by reaching for Sabrina’s. The stripper’s hands went down inside my wife’s dress and she loosened the belt. The dress fell open. Her hand ran down Kaitlyn's body to her pussy. Her fingers traced over Kaitlyn's pussy, and she groaned in response. 
 
   Sabrina's fingers went inside Kaitlyn. She moved them in and out and my wife’s hips began to move. I was mesmerized. Then the stripper broke their kiss, and began licking and sucking Kaitlyn's right nipple. I knew my wife was approaching an orgasm. She moaned loudly and then it came. Her first orgasm with a woman! It was very loud and seemed to last a long time. Sabrina kept going and my wife came again. She was trembling. Her legs were quivering. Sabrina pulled away and said, “Damn, you are hot!” Then she turned towards me and asked me if I was okay.
 
   “Oh yes,” I replied. “I loved it.”
 
   Sabrina reached out to the bulge she saw in my pants. “I can tell!”
 
   Kaitlyn was still recovering. Her orgasm was probably as intense as any I’d ever witnessed. Sabrina asked my wife if she wanted to watch this.
 
   Kaitlyn nodded. “Yes, go for it.”
 
   Sabrina unzipped me and my cock sprang out. I am convinced that men have erections that are harder and bigger some times, and when I looked down I could hardly believe that that was my cock! Sabrina saw it and said to her "oh you are a lucky girl", which of course made me about bust. Kaitlyn said "make him feel good". Sabrina started licking the head, which was swollen to the biggest it ever had been. She took it in her mouth and went down on the shaft. She started sucking me. It has been a rare thing for me to cum from oral sex, but somehow I think knowing that fucking was against the rules made it easier for me. There was no reason to hold back I guess was part of it. I could feel it rising from deep inside me, that hot burn of pleasure. I came hard and Sabrina felt it. She tightened her mouth around me and sucked harder. She took every drop into her mouth, then pulled away. She turned to Kaitlyn and opened her mouth. My cum was on her tongue. She moved towards Kaitlyn and they kissed, mouths open. They kissed and shared my cum. I had never seen that before and it was the hottest thing I had ever seen. Our time was close to up and I could sense Kaitlyn wanted to go on, but the "monitor" woman stuck her head in and said 2 minutes. That was a mood killer for sure. We left feeling like it was an awesome night, but too short. Sabrina said she hoped we would come back and told us her schedule. We slept well that night.
 
   The next day Kaitlyn and I talked about what had happened the previous night. Like many of the best experiences, it hadn't been planned. We were both in agreement that if we hook up with Sabrina at the club on our last night in Atlanta we would love it. We wound up going out that night for dinner, then to the strip club. We were taken to a different room and seated near the back. Sabrina had told us she would be working that night, but for over an hour we didn't see her. The place was jammed with people, and things just didn't seem to be going the way we wanted them to. We had decided after a couple early failed attempts that forcing things didn't seem to work. That night things just weren't clicking, so we left.
 
   Over the next few months we played “the game” three times. She was now totally comfortable and confident when meeting the guys she chose. She succeeded every time, never did one not want her. We did it with the same method and I watched all of them. The first of the three was young and only about two inches taller than her. I was surprised she said yes when he asked her to dance, but after they slow danced she went and sat with him at his table. Soon they were kissing and she was rubbing his crotch. Later, in the room, I saw that his cock was average size. They fucked and afterwards he laid on his back. He never lost his erection, even after cumming. It looked rock hard and she started sucking it right away. She later told me that he was hard the entire time they danced, and he wasn't huge but it was the hardest cock she had ever felt. She said it was a big turn-on for her. They fucked again, he left, and then it was my time. Once again when I went inside her I could feel his cum, and it was delicious. 
 
   The next time was a few weeks later and she picked out a nice looking guy who I later called "The Talker.” After they were done and he left she told me I needed to listen to what he said to her on the tape when I could. A day or so later I listened to the tape and heard what she was talking about. They had been lying naked on the bed and he was fingering her pussy when he asked her if she liked picking up men in clubs?
 
   “Sometimes, if I see one I like.”
 
   “With your looks and body you can have anyone you want.”
 
   He then asked her if she was a bad girl.
 
   “Sometimes.”
 
   “Do you like being a bad girl?” He was fingering her the whole time.
 
   “Sometimes.”
 
   She was getting hotter and on the tape I could hear her wetness and his fingers moved in her. He then said, “I know something you like all the time. You like to fuck, don't you baby?" She said “Yes.” He asked "Do you want me to fuck you now?" She said "Oh yes!” He got up on his knees between her legs and on the tape I heard him say he was going to fuck her now. She said, “I want your cock, put it in.” They started fucking and he was good, she said. She came three times and he finally came in her. Afterwards she got him hard again with her hand, then sucked his cock. She got on top of it and rode it, and had another orgasm. He took a while, but he came inside her again. They talked a while then he got dressed and left. When I got into bed with her I asked her how it was, rank it from 1-10. She said he was pretty good, she would give him a 7. I loved listening to the audio tape of that, it was totally hot!
 
   The next time we played “the game” was a huge letdown. But over all she and I were having a lot of fun and wanted to keep going. We soon would be able to go back to our beach trips as the weather would be warm. She was always hornier at the beach. It turned out the next time would be memorable for both of us.
 
   Our schedules were busy, and the first time we had a time for a beach trip was early June. It was very hot, but Kaitlyn loved the beach when it was hot. We went to the coast for a short vacation and got a room at a motel we had stayed at before, right on the beach. She was already golden tan, but spent the first day adding to it. That night we just ate out and talked about what we wanted to do the rest of the trip. We decided that the next night she would play “the game.” That next day I played golf while she laid on the beach, and it was very hot. We grabbed an hour nap to regenerate and she showered when she woke up. When she came out she had a towel wrapped around her, and began blow drying her hair. She looked fantastic! She asked me what she should wear and I said how about one of the tube tops? Her D cups breasts filled out the tube tops and were gorgeous with her tan, with the shoulders and arms bare. She put on a coral pink one and it was perfect. She then put on some skin tight white jeans, and turned and modeled it for me. Her ass was perfect and the jeans so tight you could tell she had no panties on. I told her to put on a gold belt with it, and she wore white sandals. I looked and said, “You are the most beautiful woman at this beach.”
 
   We then went out to have dinner. Her tube top exposed a lot of her skin and she said, as we ate, that the restaurant was a bit chilly. She had overdone it a bit with the sun that day, she said. We talked about where we should go and decided on an outdoor club that was on the water. It would be warmer and we liked the place. After dinner we drove there and went in. We found a table that had a good view of the people and ordered a drink. By this time we had a routine where she would scan the crowd and we would discuss any “possibles.” She was very selective. This night we hadn’t been there but maybe 30 minutes and she said she saw one that looked pretty good. She said he was at the bar, tall and short blonde hair. I saw who she was talking about and we watched. He seemed to be alone and looking at the crowd himself. He was good looking I said. Seemed like the type she went after, and I said if she liked him he looks ok. She said she was going to give him a try, and got up and walked over to the bar. She took a barstool just two stools away from him. He saw her as she came over and his eyes followed her as she walked over. When she sat he was still looking at her. She turned towards him and smiled. He didn’t waste time, moved closer and said hi. She said hi back. He asked her if she would like a drink and she said sure. They talked a while then he asked her to dance. When they got up I was surprised. He was very tall compared to her 5’7”. They danced a couple fast dances, then went back to the bar and sat. She told him she wanted to go to the ladies room and walked over that way. As she neared me she gave me the signal and kept walking. I waited a minute then walked back that way.
 
   When she came out of the ladies room she said, “He’s very nice but I’m not so sure. He is so tall.” He’d told her he was 6’6”. She said when they danced he made her feel small. I laughed and said it’s not like her to be intimidated. She said it’s not just that, he’s also in the Air Force. He had told her he was a computer technician at the base near there. She also said he was younger than she had thought. She seemed unsure. I told her that Air Force computer techs had to be pretty sharp and educated. That seemed to reassure her some. I said also, if he’s young he will be easier to control. She liked that and said ok, she would go back and have another drink with him. She sat down next to him and saw that he had ordered another round of drinks already. They began talking again. She seemed more at ease. They got up to dance, this time a slow song. When their bodies touched I was surprised that he really did tower over her. The top of her head barely reached his shoulders. They pressed into each other as they danced. I remember wondering if he got an erection, that it would be much higher against her than the others had been. They danced two slow dances then sat at a table instead of the bar. They began kissing at the table and I could see him put his hand inside her tube top while he kissed her. I knew then that this one would be a GO. They got another drink, danced some more and then separated. She walked quickly towards the exit of the club, and I waited a minute then followed her out. She was sitting in our car and as I got in she said he would be coming to the room in 45 minutes.
 
   When we got to our room she said she wanted to get out of the tight jeans and into something more comfortable. The jeans were so tight she needed my help getting them off, so I understood. When they were off I ran my hand up her leg to her crotch. It was hot and wetness covered my fingers. I said “you are ready” and she said “oh yes” with a grin. She put on a sexy red teddy and sat on the bed. We waited for the knock on the door and talked quietly. Suddenly the knock came. I got up and gave her a quick kiss, and whispered “have fun”. I went to the balcony and closed the glass door. She looked in the mirror and made a last minute comb to her hair, then walked to the door. When she opened it he came in and saw what she was wearing, and a big smile came onto his face. He asked if he could use the bathroom and went to pee. Kaitlyn sat on the bed, very relaxed. He came out and sat on the edge of the bed, and they started talking. It wasn’t long until he leaned towards her and they kissed. The angle was awkward, so he rose off the bed and turned so he could lie beside her. Their mouths never separated as he did. She laid on her back as they continued kissing and he put his hand on her breast inside the teddy. They kept kissing and his hand went down to her crotch, and he began to use his fingers there. She reached down and unsnapped the crotch snaps. He moved his head down her now half naked body, using his tongue the whole way. His head got between her open legs and he began to lick her pussy. She arched her back and pulled his head into her. It didn’t take long before I could tell she was cumming hard. Later when I heard the tape I could hear her moans and as she came she said “OH MY GOD” three times. After she came he sat up and took off his shirt. He commented that the room was freezing cold (the air conditioner was on high and it was pretty cold in there). They decided to pull back the covers and get under them. I was bummed, now I couldn’t see everything. After a few minutes I saw that she had taken off the teddy and thrown it out onto the floor. His pants followed. They were entwined with hands all over each other I could see from the way the covers moved. He then got between her legs above her and started to fuck her. All I could see was that they were fucking, and her face showed she loved it. I thought I could tell she had a strong orgasm, but wasn’t happy that I couldn’t really see what was happening. He stroked her hard and she seemed to be moving to meet every stroke. He kept at it without slowing down for at least ten minutes. I thought I saw her have more orgasms and even heard her over the roar of the air conditioning unit that was near me on the balcony. Then he made some very hard strokes and suddenly stopped. I could tell he had cum. He collapsed on top of her and tried to get his breath. After a couple minutes he pulled away and rolled off of her. When he did the covers went under him as he laid on his back. I remember thinking wow he is tall. As he laid there trying to recover I looked down his long body. For the first time I saw his cock, the cock that had just fucked my wife. It was lying on his stomach, flaccid now but still reached almost to his navel. It was very thick, I could see.
 
   Kaitlyn laid on her back, breathing heavily. After a couple minutes she slowly turned on her left side towards him. I saw that her chest had a red flush on her skin. She looked down his body and when she saw his cock lying on his stomach her eyes froze. I could a reflection of light off of his cock, it was covered and shining with cum. She saw it too, and seemed mesmerized. She kept looking at it and then laid her head on his chest, still looking down at it. She took her hand and ran it up his leg until her hand cupped his balls. She started to gently massage the back of them. His cock remained in the same state. She moved her face down further and stuck out her tongue, and licked the slit on his cock head. There was a drip of cum on it, and she tasted it. She seemed to like the taste and moved a bit, taking the entire head into her mouth. She sucked on it harder, then took more of the shaft into her mouth. His cock began to fill and rise. She then took her mouth off of it and began to lick down the shaft. There was a lot of cum covering it, and she licked every drop off. Her hand moved from under his balls and began to stroke the base of his cock. Later when I heard the audio tape I heard his groans. She then moved over his leg and he opened his legs apart. She got between them and leaned over. Her hand was on the base of his cock and she started sucking it. By this time he was hard and getting harder. I remember thinking wow, this guy is BIG! She sucked him and stroked it. I saw that when her hand was at the base of his cock there was fully 7" still sticking up for her to suck.
 
   After about ten minutes of that she moved up and straddled him, and guided his cock as she sat down on it. She moved down on it and it seemed to go in with no problem. She took it all in one try. She started moving up and down slowly, then faster. He was thrusting up as she moved. On the tape later I heard her say "Oh my God, oh my God, your dick is so big! It’s huge!” She had a very intense orgasm, but kept going. He put his hands on her breasts and played with them as she moved. She was driving him inside herself as hard as she could, and her moans were loud and constant. She said several times in a row "Oh my God, so deep, so deep…." She came again and again and his was thrusting harder from below. I saw him grab her hips and pull her down onto him and realized he was cumming. He came with his cock buried all the way inside her. She collapsed onto his chest, both of them panting hard. She rolled off him and onto her back. He turned on his side and they talked a few minutes. I could tell by their body language it was done.
 
   The guy got up and put his clothes on. They said their goodbyes and kissed, and he left. Kaitlyn locked the door behind him. She looked over towards the balcony window and motioned it was ok so I went in. We both had to use the toilet, then got into the bed. I asked her to tell me about it, and she said "This guy was GOOD." I said well he sure had a big cock, and felt rather silly when she responded "yeah, I know". She said she hadn't thought it was that big when she first saw it. I said well he's very tall and by comparison it probably looked normal size. She said when he put it in, she knew. I asked if she took it all right away and she said no, he had to work it in but it didn't take that long. She said when he was on top, she had more orgasms than she ever had. Then he had cum hard, she said. All the time we talked she was stroking my cock, which was rock hard. Then she said he had a lot of cum on his cock when he laid on his back. I said yes, I could see it. She said she just had to taste it. I asked her if she liked the taste of cum? She said some, it is different with different guys. But his was delicious! By that time I was more than ready and she got on her back. The next few minutes are some of the most memorable for me. When I went inside her, her pussy was so full of cum I couldn't believe it. Of course I loved the feeling of fucking in another man's cum, but in this case her pussy was so full and stretched I asked her if she could even feel me? She said, “oh, yes,” and that made me start fucking her harder. I was so turned on I didn't last long, and came hard. I told her I wanted to see the cream pie and she opened her legs wide. There was a large blob of cum all over her pussy and more seeping down into her ass crack. I put two fingers inside her. She felt loose, so I put all four fingers in. She started moaning and I moved my hand in and out. She came quickly from that. I then took my hand out and told her to clean my hand with her tongue. She obeyed with no hesitation. I told her "you really are a cum slut now". She grinned and said "You like that, don't you?" I laughed and said yes.
 
   The next day was a normal beach day for us. I played golf and Kaitlyn spent the day on the beach. When we were back in the room she showered and sat on the bed, her back against the headboard. She said she was tired and sore. I asked how she was sore, and she said when she was lying on the beach her pussy had been sore inside. She said when she went swimming she really could feel it.
 
   “I guess the guy last night stretched you out pretty good?”
 
   She laughed. “Oh, I'm not bitching. It’s a good sore. It's a nice reminder of what was in there.”
 
   She had a look on her face that I had never seen her have, and I could tell last night had been on her mind all day. I asked her if she would want to hook up with that guy again before we left and get some more of that cock? She said it would be hard to just run into him, but that would be awesome!! We took a nap and went to dinner and turned in early.
 
   The next day we went out to the beach and it was very hot. Her ability to bake in the sun far exceeded mine, and I went back to the room while she stayed. I called directory assistance and got the number for the Air Force base and dialed it. I asked the switchboard to be connected to David Jeffords, and the phone rang. He answered using his name, military style. I said ooops, the switchboard gave me the wrong connection, and hung up. About an hour later the door opened and she came in. It was about 3:30. She wanted a drink and we both got one and sat out on the balcony.
 
   “Remember you saying you would like to get hooked up with that David again if you ran into him?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   I reached into my shorts pocket and handed her a piece of paper. “That’s his work number.”
 
   She looked at me. I said if you want to hook up with him again, call him.
 
   She hesitated. “What would I say?”
 
   I said just say you had a good time the other night and you know it's kind of bold, but the sex was great. Then just say it would be nice if we could get together again before you leave Saturday. I told her I guarantee he would jump all over it. She processed that for a couple minutes then said ok, it's worth a try. I said I will stay here on the balcony while you make the call in the room. She went into the room and was gone for fifteen minutes. I knew by how long that she must have reached him. She slid the glass door open and came out. She sat and said it went just like I had said it would. When she said the sex was great he said yes it was. They decided that he would come over to the motel room on Friday night (which was the next night) at 10 o’clock at night. I could tell she was excited about it. That night we went and had dinner and a couple drinks, then back to the room. When we got to the room I started to undress her and we kissed. I laid her on the bed and started talking to her and playing with her pussy. She was soaked. I asked her if she wanted that big cock again tomorrow? She said "ohhhhh yesssssssss". I got between her legs and went inside her. We fucked a long time and I talked to her most of it. She came hard and I told her I was ready. I stroked her as hard as I could and she came with me. It was delicious.
 
   The next day was Friday. It was very hot, so hot that Kaitlyn only spent an hour on the beach and decided even she couldn't handle the sun. She was already very tan and more wouldn't add anything. We went shopping and had lunch. She was worried about what she should wear that night. I told her she looked so good it really didn't matter. As we drove around she asked me what I thought she should do with him. This was different, not going out and having a guy just come directly to the room. I told her it would all be easy, he was coming over knowing she wanted sex and would be anxious for it himself. She said that he had the biggest cock she had ever had, and could hardly wait for more of it. I said that she is a size queen and she giggled. She had said on a couple of the guys she had that they were ten inches and I had told her I didn't think they were. I told her that this guy may actually be ten inches judging from his size when her hand was around the base of his cock.
 
   We were on our way to a drug store to get a couple things and there was a sewing store right next door in the shopping strip. When we walked out of the drug store I said for her to go buy a measuring tape. She got the idea, but asked how she could get him to let her measure his cock. I told her he would be flattered that she wanted to and would let her. She bought the tape. Late that afternoon we took an hour nap and then grabbed a bite to eat. Still two hours until 10. We sat on the balcony and talked. I asked her if she was nervous? No. Was she excited? YESSSSSS I told her I hoped it would be fun for her. We talked about what she would wear and she tried on a couple things. I told her that the white T-top looked awesome on her with her tan. You could see her D cup breasts under it, and her nipples and aureole were visable through the thin fabric. I told her he will go crazy when he sees it. She decided to wear that and just some navy gym shorts. She was surprised that I would think such a simple, cheap outfit was so hot and sexy. She took a shower and got ready, then put on the outfit. She looked fantastic but still seemed to need reassurance about the clothes. I told her she had never looked better. We settled down and waited for 10. I said I knew he would be on time. At five minutes before ten, I said I would go out to the balcony, kissed her and told her to have fun.
 
   After I went out she made sure the curtains were closed right, then sat on the bed. At a couple minutes after ten o’clock there was a knock on the door. She jumped up, and gave one last look in the mirror. She went to the door and opened it a bit. It was David, so she unchained the door and opened it. He came in and I could tell he was stunned. She was totally hot. He said hi, then leaned down and kissed her. She pushed her body into him as they kissed. His hands ran down her body and he pulled her ass into him. They kissed for a couple minutes, then parted. He headed for the bathroom and she sat on the bed. When he came out I saw a large bulge in his tan pants. He was very hard. She saw it too. He got on the bed and laid beside her and started kissing her. He ran his hands down her leg, then back up. His fingers went inside her shorts leg. He started fingering her pussy. On the tape later, I could hear the sound his fingers made when he moved them. She was soaked. The shoulder strap of her top had fallen to the side and he began to suck her nipple. She moaned over and over.
 
   “Let’s get our clothes off,” she said.
 
   He rolled off the side of the bed and stood up. She got off too, and pulled her top and shorts off. I saw that the bulge in his pants reached to the top of the waistband, and thought I could see part of the tip above it. He unbuttoned his pants, unzipped and his pants fell to the floor. He was facing directly towards me and I could see, and what I saw my mind reel. He was huge, and rock hard. He had a strong body, thin but strong. They stood kissing, and what he did next surprised me. He reached his long arms down and put his hands under her ass, and lifted her up. She wrapped her arms around the back of his neck and he raised her higher. I knew what was coming but couldn’t believe my eyes. He poised his cock under her wet pussy and began to lower her onto it. He controlled how her body moved with his hands, and lowered her down. She took all of it, down to the hilt. With him helping she moved up and down on it. I could hear her moaning over the a/c unit, she was so loud. They continued to fuck like that, and I was amazed he was strong enough to hold her up that long. He edged nearer the bed and with his hands under her, lowered her on to the bed. It amazed me that he managed to stay inside her while doing that. Now she was on her back on the bed, his feet still on the floor. He started fucking her with long, hard strokes. She was cumming hard, over and over. I was starting to think he was a machine, he fucked her so long and hard. Then, finally, he came. He collapsed on her, gasping for air. After a couple minutes he pulled out and fell onto the bed. He laid there on his stomach, her on her back still. Both of them trying to recover.
 
   After they recovered they sat on the bed talking. After a couple minutes they both got off the bed. Kaitlyn put on a thin beach dress with an elastic top, and he put on his slacks. They went to the door and went out. From the balcony I could see out towards the beach, and in a couple minutes saw them come out from the elevator and turn towards the beach. They walked out of the lighted area and out into the dark beach, and disappeared from my view. I debated whether I should risk trying to follow them and possibly get caught out of the room, so decided to wait on the balcony. They were gone what, to me, seemed like an eternity. Then I saw them coming out of the darkness and back to the motel. They stopped and used the sprayer to get the sand off their feet and legs, then went to the elevator. In a couple minutes the room door opened and they came in. They immediately took off their clothes and got onto the bed, talking and very relaxed. He was lying with his back up against the headboard, Kaitlyn on her side looking at him. They were talking and later I could hear their conversation. He said "Well that was a first for me. I should have known you were up to something when you wanted to go walk on the beach". She said it was a first for her too. Her eyes wandered down to his cock, which was flaccid.
 
   “I couldn’t help myself,” she said. “I really like your cock.”
 
   He laughed. “I guess that's a good thing.” She said it had been a big surprise, and giggled. She reached over and put her hand around it and started massaging. It reacted immediately. She stoked him harder.
 
   “You have such a big cock,” she said. “It's the biggest I've ever had. And that's a good thing.” She said she was going to show him, and measure it. She went to the table and got the tape. When she measured it he said he had never measured it himself, which I still find hard to believe as all guys do. She later told me it came out 9 1/4", but he wasn't as hard as earlier. She didn't measure the girth but it was enough that her fingers barely reached around it. She threw the tape on the floor and started jerking him harder. They began to kiss and he played with her breast. Then he told her to get on her knees. He got behind her and went in her all the way. He put his hands around her hips and began long stroking, pulling her hips on each stroke. I could hear her over the a/c and through the glass. He then reached under her with his right hand and began to play with her clit as he fucked her. I remember thinking that's the advantage of having long arms, I could never do that. When he did that her loudness increased.
 
   “I've never been screwed like THIS before,” she said breathlessly.
 
   This went on for quite a while and finally he came. Afterwards it was time for him to go, and he got dressed and left. When I went in I asked if she had had a good time? She said OMGGGGG YESSSSSSS. I asked her what they had done on the beach and she said they made out and found a beach rental chair he sat in while she gave him a blowjob. I asked if he had cum and she said it took a while, but yes. I asked if it was a big load and she said yes, and she swallowed all of it. We did our normal routine, talked and fucked twice. She was so full of cum, but loved going to sleep with a lot of cum inside her.
 
   The next day was when we had to go home. We usually didn't talk about “the game” on the way back. About two hours into the drive she said, out of the blue, that she may have made a mistake last night. I asked how? She said she accidently had mentioned what hospital she worked at, which had our town's name in it. When he heard what town he said he liked going there, maybe he could come for a weekend and they could fuck some more? I wasn't happy and she said she knew I wouldn't be, and that she was sorry. She said it was a stupid mistake to make.
 
   We continued to talk about where things stood with us and our playing “the game.” It was important to both of us that it just be added fun to our marriage, not the reason for it. I wanted to see if we were on the same page about it, and where we were heading. We talked for two more hours, and at the end both of us were satisfied that the game had been a plus, and that we were keeping it in proper perspective. We also agreed that it needed to stay out of town and out of our daily life. As for David, she was honest and said the sex with him was the best she had ever had, and would like to hook up with him again when we go to the beach. But only at the beach. We had some friends who had a condo they rented to us and we were going back down for a full week in August. We mutually decided to shelve “the game” until that trip. In the meantime her adventures were part of our sex life and we talked about them. Both of us got very hot whenever it was brought up.
 
   We had a very private deck that faced some woods and Kaitlyn liked sun bathing nude on it. One Saturday afternoon she was out there in the sun when I walked out. I told her she looked awesome and I was going to get the camera. These were still the days of having to get pictures developed so I got the Polaroid. I took 2 packs of Polaroids of her in various poses. Those pictures disappeared long ago but I still have many burned into my mind. I couple I remember well were of her standing and leaning on the deck railing, taken from behind her and to the side halfway. Her full breasts fell to the bend in her arms and her legs were slightly spread. Afterwards we looked at them and she even said (she was her own toughest critic) that they were totally HOT! It was still a month until our week long beach trip and she wondered if David had forgotten her. I laughed and said he won’t ever forget her, but if you want to remind him mail him one of these pictures. She didn't know his mailing address but the AFB he worked at was very small and I said he will probably get it if you just put his name on it. She wrote him a short note and picked out one of the railing pictures. The note said here is a souvenir of their fun, and that she would be down there soon and the dates. I told her it was ok to put our return address on the envelope as we used a PO Box. That Monday she mailed it.
 
   That Friday when she got home from work she said she had gotten a letter from David saying thanks for the picture and he can't wait to see her. He also said he had put the picture above his desk to show the other guys the girl he had told them about, and they were all drooling over it. Knowing that other guys were seeing the picture really turned her on. The time leading up to the trip was a a few weeks of very high sexual energy for both of us. The term didn't exist then, but I had a real “hotwife” and loved it.
 
   The August trip was a full week in some friends condo right on the ocean. The layout of the unit was perfect for playing “the game,” it had two bedrooms and a screened in porch in a L to the main bedroom. Someone could stand on the screened in porch and see outside and back in to the main bedroom. We were fired up and ready for some fun when we got there. Kaitlyn had called David and told him she would be in town that week, and it turned out he was on assignment until that Friday so they set a date for Friday night. That left several days in between that we didn't intend to waste. Kaitlyn didn't know it then but she was about to have the most sex in one week she ever had in her life.
 
   That first night we went out to a club we liked. It was so jammed with people it was hard to maneuver and find each other if we got separated. We decided if we got separated we would meet at the entry to the bathrooms area every 30 minutes. I finally gave up trying to stay near her and just told her to go scouting and meet me in thirty minutes. So off she went. The time went by quickly and she met me. She said she had talked to one guy but he turned out to be a jerk, and would keep scouting. After the next thirty minutes went by she came back. She said she was having a drink with a guy who seems ok. We agreed to make the meetings 45 minutes now that she had hooked up. I spent my time watching the crowd and dance floor. I saw her dancing with the guy once, so knew she was still with him. After 45 minutes passed she came to the meeting area and said she had given him the address and he would be coming over in 30 minutes. We had to get going, so we left and went back to the condo. When he knocked on the door I scurried into the screened in porch and she let him in. He was a good looking guy but I could tell he was nervous. He pulled out a joint and asked her if she wanted to get high? She said she's a nurse and could lose her job, so didn't do drugs of any kind. She said it would be ok for him, and he lit up. This wasn't the ideal start I was thinking. He sat on the bed and finished his joint, and seemed to relax more. They began kissing and playing. What came after was so unmemorable it is not worth describing. Later when I listened to the tape I didn't hear her make any noises of passion. It was just a quickie. After he came, he got dressed quickly. She said later she was glad he was ready to go. When I came in off the porch she said "Well that sucked. I need to get laid properly after THAT". I laughed and said "no problem ma'am". We had great sex for two hours and the night wasn't a loss. "The game" had been a disappointment that night, however.
 
   We didn't do much the next day and decided the next try would be Monday. We figured on a Monday night that same club wouldn't be crowded like it had been on Saturday night. We figured wrong. The same rules were put into force, she would scout and meet me every 30 minutes. I lost track of her almost immediately so after 30 minutes she came to talk. She said she was having a drink with a guy from Ohio who seemed ok. By this time she knew what she was looking for so I said ok. Off she went. I stayed in the same area for a while. It hadn't been 15 minutes and I was surprised to see her coming back. She said that we need to get going, he is coming over to the condo in 30 minutes. As we drove she said "This one will be better". I didn't ask why, just said that I hoped so. We got there and I started the audio tape, gave her a kiss and went out on the patio. It was less than five minutes when he knocked on the door. He came in, she shut the door and he grabbed her and started kissing her. I remember thinking this one isn't shy. He pulled her ass into him and she was grinding against him. He was about 6'2. so she had to stand on her toes to reach his mouth. They kissed for a few minutes then she led him back to the bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed and said something to him. They both laughed. She reached out and rubbed the bulge in his pants, which I could plainly see. She unzipped his pants and he undid the belt. She pulled down his underwear and his cock was sticking out at her. She said something else, and again they both laughed.
 
   Kaitlyn started caressing his cock and balls. His cock was large and seemed rather thick. She leaned back and pulled her top off, showing him her amazing breasts. I heard him say "WOW" on the tape. She rubbed her right breast on the head of his cock, then put it between her breasts squeezed them around it. I could tell he was loving it. She stopped and said "I want this in my pussy". She rose up and pulled off her shorts, and moved back on the bed. He wasted no time and got between her legs. She reached down and guided it in. On the tape later I could hear her groaning as he worked into her. Then he began to fuck her, slowly at first. The noises she made were deep groans and lots of OMG's. After about five minutes he asked her if she had cum? She said breathlessly, "Yes I diddddddd.” He kept going and she had two more strong orgasms. He then asked her if it was all right to cum in her? She said "YES I want your cum inside me". He didn't cum right away but in a minute or so he came rather loudly. He rolled off of her, onto his back. She recovered for a few minutes then reached for his cock and began lightly stroking it. I saw that it started to fill and rise, and she took the head in her mouth. When he was fully hard she got up and swung her leg over him and lowered her pussy onto him very slowly. She seemed to be having difficulty, and on the tape he said "having a problem?". She gasped out "It's cause you're so BIG!" He said "You like that?" She said "YESSSSSSSSSSSSS". Once she got it in comfortably she rode him hard and for a long time. She came again and again, and finally he came. They both sat up and began talking and I knew they were done. He rolled off the bed and got dressed, they said their goodbyes and he left. 
 
   When I went in we both made trips to the bathroom and got into bed. I said for her to tell me about it. I was half hard already and she began stroking me as she talked. She said he was good. She said he had a big cock and knew how to use it.
 
   “It didn’t look that big,” I said.
 
   “Well, it was. It was the biggest I've ever had! I couldn't get my hand all the way around it, it was so thick.”
 
   “David’s is longer, isn’t it?”
 
   “No, it’s about the same. But this guy is much thicker.”
 
   “I noticed that you managed to take it all.”
 
   We both laughed.
 
   “Yes, I took him but it wasn’t easy.” By that time I felt like my cock was going to explode and I wanted to do it inside her. I got up between her legs and went inside her pussy. She was very wet, but not as much cum as I expected. It still felt delicious and eventually I added my own load.
 
   Before the trip Kaitlyn had called an old college friend of hers who lived about thirty miles from the beach and they decided to meet and go shopping and do lunch one of the days we were there. Kaitlyn had not seen Ann in six years and they would have a lot to catch up on. Ann had married an attorney during the years they hadn’t seen each other. I had met Ann several times earlier and thought she was totally hot. She was a blonde with a great ass and long legs. I offered jokingly to go with them that day and Kaitlyn said no way, you like her too much. I decided to play a round of golf that day and left around 9am to go to the course. I told Kaitlyn to tell Ann hello, and for her to give me a call sometime and winked. I played what turned out to be a very slow round that took close to five hours. When I got back to our hotel it was after three and I went straight to the room. Kaitlyn wasn’t there yet so I took a shower. I laid on the bed, a bit surprised that Kaitlyn was this late. Cell phones were just starting to become popular and neither of us had one yet, so I just relaxed and waited.
 
   About a quarter after four o’clock, I heard the door unlock, and Kaitlyn came in. She was wearing a white sun dress, and was a bit tipsy I thought. She said she was sorry to be so late, but that she and Ann had had a good time. They had gone shopping several places, then had lunch at a nice place we had gone to before. She said they talked a lot and Ann had told her she wasn’t happy in her marriage. They had a couple drinks, then drove back to our hotel. The hotel had a large swimming pool in the back that overlooked the beach, and a nice bar near the pool. Kaitlyn said they talked the whole way back and were having a great time, so she suggested they get a frozen margarita from the pool bar. Ann thought that sounded good, so they each got one and took a table and people watched while they talked. Ann pointed out a guy on the beach, and they both agreed he was “beautiful,” as she put it. Her description of him was tall, very tan with big shoulders and a narrow waist. “He obviously works out a lot,” she said. The guy was running laps on the beach and they watched him, drooling. He came up the wood steps towards the bar, toweling himself off as he walked. Kaitlyn said he was gorgeous and young. He came up to the bar and ordered a drink for himself, looked over at them and said “hello ladies.” She said his smile made them melt with his beautiful teeth and dark tan. He seemed very relaxed and confident. He told the bartender to give them another margarita. The age difference didn’t seem to matter to him. He brought them the margaritas and asked if he could sit with them. They said sure. Ann asked him why he had been running back and forth on the beach, and he said he was trying to get in shape for football practice, that he was a player at the state university. Ann told him he looked like he was in shape to them, and they all laughed.
 
   “What year are you in school?” Kaitlyn asked.
 
   “I’m a sophomore,” he replied.
 
   “So you’re about twenty?”
 
   “Almost.”
 
   They laughed. Kaitlyn couldn’t take her eyes off the guy’s beautiful muscles. I asked her if she was drunk when she met him. Kaitlyn said no, but was feeling no pain. The guy said he’d be right back, he needed to go to the men’s room. Kaitlyn said when he got up they both watched his ass as he walked away.
 
   “Damn, he’s gorgeous,” Ann said.
 
   Kaitlyn agreed. A couple minutes later they saw him come out and walk back towards them. His swim trunks had a large bulge that moved as he walked.
 
   “Oh my god,” Ann said. “Do you see that?”
 
   Kaitlyn said yes. At that point I said don’t tell me……and Kaitlyn said she was going to be honest and tell me everything. I really wanted to hear it all, so said for her to go on. The guy sat back down, and seemed very relaxed Kaitlyn said. She thought that he had seen them looking at his crotch while he walked towards them. They talked for a few minutes, and then he asked if they would be interested in another drink in his room? Kaitlyn said Ann said immediately, “I would.”
 
   “And you said nothing?” I asked.
 
   Kaitlyn told me that she said, “Okay, let’s go.”
 
   They all got up and walked to his room together. At that point I asked if Ann had her wedding ring on? I knew Kaitlyn didn’t wear hers when we were at the beach. Kaitlyn said yes, Ann’s was on. I marveled that this guy would try to pick up two women, at least one of them married, him at age 19. In a way I admired his guts, and knew at that age I never would have had that kind of confidence. Kaitlyn said she had been a bit drunk and had no idea what was about to happen, but was dying to find out. When they got to his room he said for them to make themselves comfortable, he was going to take a quick shower and get the sweat off of himself. They each sat on the bed and he disappeared into the bathroom. They could hear the shower water, and Kaitlyn asked Ann, “What are we doing?” Ann said she needed some fun and this guy looks like fun, and laughed hard. Kaitlyn admitted she agreed he did look like a lot of fun.
 
   They heard the shower stop and in a minute he came out with a white towel wrapped around his waist. Kaitlyn said the towel contrasted with his deep tan, his tight stomach muscles and large shoulders got her very excited. She said the towel pointed out and under it he was obviously very hard. He asked which of them wanted to unwrap him. There was a pause, then Ann said, “I will.” She undid his towel and he was naked. Ann said “Oh my God, it’s beautiful.”
 
   Kaitlyn said Ann was right. It was the prettiest cock she had ever seen. Ann reached for it and Kaitlyn said she decided to watch. The guy helped Ann up and started to undress her. Kaitlyn said I would have loved it, the way I’m such a voyeur, that she really did have a beautiful body. Their skin contrast made it very sensual to watch, Kaitlyn said. The guy laid Ann back on the bed and got on it with her, his hands running down her body. He rolled her onto her back and got between her legs, then entered her. Kaitlyn was watching all of it but said she just had to touch him. She went up and started rubbing her hand on his tight ass, as he moved in and out of her friend’s pussy. Ann was moaning and he began to fuck her hard. Kaitlyn said he was a real stud the way he was fucking, hard and fast. She was hoping he had enough energy left for her. She said they fucked for over ten minutes, and Ann was came over and over. Kaitlyn said she reached out and touched Ann’s breast and started fondling it. Ann seemed to like it so Kaitlyn bent forward and began to suck Ann’s nipple. Ann had another strong orgasm when Kaitlyn did that. The guy liked it too and said “You two are hot.”
 
   He was getting close and said he was about to cum. Ann said don’t cum inside me. Just before he came he pulled out and shot his load onto her stomach. Kaitlyn said there were several large spurts of cum. The guy fell onto his back and his cock was wet with their juices. Kaitlyn said he still had cum oozing out the slit in his cockhead. Ann laid there exhausted. Kaitlyn said again that the guy had the prettiest cock she had ever seen. I wasn’t sure what she meant by a pretty cock, and asked. She said it wasn’t the biggest she ever saw but was shaped perfectly and had a large mushroom head. She said she was dying to put it in her mouth. She began to suck the head, tasting their come. She said it was delicious. She said the head got firmer In her mouth and nearly filled it. He got hard almost immediately. She said she was liking sucking it so much, and the taste, that she wanted him to cum in her mouth. She stroked the shaft while she sucked and felt him get rock hard. Ann watched and began playing with herself. Kaitlyn kept sucking him and the guy groaned several times. She could feel the pulsations building in his cock and knew he was close. He began to cum and she said she felt her mouth fill almost immediately. He kept cumming, and she said some of it started dribbling out of her mouth and onto her chin. The guy finally stopped cumming, and Kaitlyn sat up. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue at Ann. It was covered with his cum. Ann asked if she was going to swallow it? Kaitlyn just took a big gulp, swallowed, and then stuck out her tongue again. It was totally clean. Kaitlyn said that was it. That rather surprised me, and I said “You didn’t fuck him?” She said no, he was pretty wiped out and it was time for she and Ann to get going.
 
   I was trying to process all of it – especially the fact that she hadn’t fucked.
 
   “Are you mad?” she asked.
 
   I said I wasn’t sure what to think, that obviously this wasn’t part of “the game” where the main idea was to do it together.
 
   “I know,” she said. “I am a bad girl. I’m sorry.” Then she said, “If you’re not mad, please fuck me. I need your cock BAD.”
 
   After she said that I put everything out of my head, and stood up. “Okay, my little slut. Suck my dick.” I was already almost totally hard and she started sucking me. It was only a couple minutes, I pushed her back on the bed and pulled her panties off. I put her legs over my shoulders and stuck it in. She was soaked. I could feel that there was no other cum in her, so knew she was telling the truth. We fucked like we did on our wedding night, and it was good.
 
   Afterward we were laying on the bed. “You really ARE a bad girl now,” I said. “What am I going to do with you?”
 
   She giggled. “Have more fun!”
 
   That Friday was the night Kaitlyn was supposed to have a date with David, but a lot had happened during the week. I asked her if she still wanted to meet him that night and she said “HELL YES.” She said the sex with him was the best she had ever had, and she would be crazy to miss an opportunity. She needed to call him and set up a specific time and place. They talked for 20 minutes and decided to meet at a certain club at 9pm. We spent the day on the beach, it wasn’t as oppressively hot and I could stand it that day. While we were sitting on our towels she pointed out a guy who was running and doing exercises. She said that’s the guy Ann and she went to the room with. I had seen him before she told me, and had wondered if that could be the one. I understood how they would have been attracted to the guy, he was tall, dark and totally ripped. He was wearing a speedo with a large bulge in the crotch. I told her I could see why they did what they did. Kaitlyn said it had been a mistake, but Ann needed some attention because her marriage was bad. I said don’t put it on Ann, now that I’ve seen him I know you wanted him too. She laughed and said I was right. The guy seemed to notice her a few times, and I was sure he wanted to come over to talk to her. I guess he was afraid to try to talk to her with another man sitting on a towel next to her. I had it in my head that if he did come over I was going to ask him if he had had fun with my wife and her friend the other day, just to see his reaction. Sadly, he never came over.
 
   That afternoon we went shopping and Kaitlyn started talking about what she should wear that night. We went to a store and she tried on three or four things. There was one wrap type dress that looked smoking hot on her and I said you need to wear that tonight. She always trusted my taste in her clothes more than her own, and bought it. We went to get a pizza to take to the room and sat on the balcony eating it and relaxing. We decided to take a short nap, and then it would be time for her to get ready. She got up, showered, and did her hair. I was sitting on the bed when she came out in the wrap dress. I was stunned at how hot she looked, and told her so. She smiled. Then I saw it. I said there’s a problem though. Her face changed to one of concern. I said I can see your panty line, the cloth is very thin. She fussed over what to do about it when I said it was a simple fix. Just don’t wear any. She took them off and walked around the room getting used to the feeling of that type dress with nothing underneath. She said she thought this would work. I said it works for me, I have a boner. We laughed at that and she reached over and confirmed I was telling the truth. She said I needed to keep that for later, that I was going to need it. As we drove over to the club I said that at least tonight she doesn’t have to wonder, she knows she will be getting good sex and a big cock!
 
   “Yes, and I can hardly wait!”
 
   I let her out at the club entrance and parked the car. When I went in I went to the bar area, which was a large U shape, and saw them sitting on two barstools talking. The bartender delivered a drink, and they chatted. He seemed genuinely glad to see her as much as she was him. After ten minutes they got up and headed for the dance floor. It again was a shock to see how much taller he was as they slow danced. She pressed into him as they danced and I could tell he must have had an erection because she moved like she could feel it against her. They danced two slow dances then went back to their seats. When they sat he leaned over and they began kissing. I could tell she was rubbing his cock under the bar. His right hand was on her breast while she rubbed him. I remember thinking at this rate they won’t be staying here long. He ordered each of them another drink and she got up to head to the ladies room. As she went by me she gave me our sign, and I got up and headed back that way. When she came out she told me she didn’t think they would be there more than one more drink. I said ok, just give me enough time to get to our room and settled on the balcony once you decide to leave. Then I ran my hand up her leg and under her dress. She was SOAKED.
 
   “See, I’m ready now.”
 
   I tasted my finger. “Yes, you are.”
 
   She went back to the bar and I got to a place where I could make a quick exit. It wasn’t long. I could see him ask the bartender for the tab and getting his wallet out. I knew that was my time to boogie. I got the car and drove to the motel, and went into the room. I started the tape recorder and went out on the balcony, making sure the drapes were set right. And I waited. I was expecting the room door to open soon but it seemed like forever. Later I found out she had wanted to give me more time so when they got to his car they made out for a while. I asked what he did to her in the car and she said he loosened the tie around her wrap dress so it was totally open. I asked if she had played with his cock there and she said yes, she had unzipped his pants and taken it out. I asked if she sucked it, and she said she just licked the precum off the head. When the room door opened they came in, and stood kissing. He undid the tie belt on her dress and unwrapped it. Her dress fell to the floor. I could see his eyes and they were huge when he saw her totally naked. He pulled off his shirt while she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. She pulled his slacks down with his underwear, and they fell to the floor. I knew he was big, but it was still a shock to see his cock, totally hard and sticking straight up. They began kissing again while still standing. His cock was pressed against her.
 
   The guy broke their kiss and put his left arm behind her, and bent down with his right arm behind her knees, and swooped her up like she was a feather. He carried her to the bed and put her down on it, and got on. She opened her legs and he got between them, and put that huge cock in her. It all seemed like one movement. He went in her to the hilt. On the tape later I could hear her saying, “Oh my god, oh my God, oh my God,” over and over. He started by going slow and deep. He got faster went harder, and her moans got louder. This went on for several minutes, he seemed to have no limit to his energy. On the tape I could hear her say things like “OH BABY, OH BABY” and “DON’T STOP FUCKING ME!”
 
   She had three strong orgasms, and finally he said he was close. My wife said she wanted his cum in her pussy. That seemed to be all he needed to hear, and he came inside her. He laid there on top of her, fully buried inside her, for a couple minutes while he tried to recover. He finally rolled over onto his back and laid there. They both recovered for a few minutes, then Kaitlyn turned onto her side and looked at him. She put her head on his shoulder and looked down toward his cock, which was lying on his stomach. I knew she wouldn’t be able to resist licking off his cum as she had said how good it tasted the first time. She moved her head down his chest and paused over his cock. Her head turned and she said something to him. He started talking and laughed. She looked at his cock again and began to stroke it, but didn’t lick it. His cock started getting bigger immediately and before long he was back at full staff. She kept using her hand on it, squeezing it harder. The head turned very dark red/purple and got huge. 
 
   I thought it was strange that she didn’t use her mouth on it. Later I found out from talking to her and by listening to the tape why she didn’t. She had seen a couple abrasions on his cock when she went to lick it, and asked him about them. He laughed, and said it was because he had been using it a LOT lately. Whether it was out of caution or her ego, or both, her attitude about it seemed to change. She did keep stroking him and eventually got on it and rode him, but there was a definite change even I could see. She did not orgasm that time, and when he did she got off immediately. It was obvious to me some change had happened. It must have been clear to him as well because he dressed quickly, gave her a short goodbye kiss, and left.
 
    When I went in, I asked if she was okay.
 
   “Yes,” she replied, “but I won’t be seeing David again.”
 
   The next morning was check out time so we packed up and went to have breakfast. Kaitlyn seemed totally normal while we ate, and we didn’t talk about the previous night in the close confines of the restaurant. After we started driving and had gone about 30 miles not mentioning it, I had to ask her if she was okay. She knew what I was talking about and said yes. She said that when she saw the abrasions on David’s cock, it scared her. She said she is a nurse and tries to be very careful and knows the possible risks of getting an STD through this. She said by the time she saw the abrasions they had already had sex. She was mad at herself not checking first, and when she asked him about it, he seemed to think she would find it funny why he had the abrasions. She didn’t.
 
   “Did it hurt your ego? I mean, you know these guys have other women.”
 
   She said she knew they did, especially one as good looking and hot as David. She said it was more how he reacted to her question, that it killed her mood. I told her I could see how that would be a downer and it would have killed my mood had it been me. She then said something that surprised me, and said she was sorry.
 
   “Sorry about what?”
 
   “I’m sorry I let it affect our time together later. I let it ruin our time, which is the best part of it.”
 
   I was stunned at that, and drove in silence a few miles. Inside I was about to burst, and finally told her what a lucky man I am to have a woman like her. She said thank you, and she would make it up to me SOON.
 
   I then asked her the question that had been in my head. “Are you tired of the game?”
 
   She took her time answering, like she was thinking carefully, then said no but this week had been a lot, and she wanted me to know I was what mattered to her. I think if I could ever pinpoint a moment I was most in love with her, it would have been then! I told her that and kept driving. After ten minutes I tried to lighten the mood.
 
   “Do you know how much sex you had this week?”
 
   “A LOT,” she replied. We both laughed.
 
   “You had five different men in a week, if you count me.”
 
    “Of course I count you,” she said. Then she paused. “I guess that makes me a real slut now.”
 
   “It’s like that song that says ‘save the last dance for me.’ I don’t mind if you ‘dance’ with the others, as long as I got the last dance.”
 
   We drove on, both lost in our own thoughts. She asked me out of the blue if I ever felt left out of “the game.”
 
   “No, why?”
 
   She asked if I ever had fantasies about actually being involved, like with a threesome or swapping? I had, of course, and told her so. I quickly added that what we were doing was still the hottest fantasy to me. I told her the idea of her with me and another man at the same time had never been a real fantasy of mine. She asked what about with two women and you? I laughed and said every man has that fantasy I think, why? Would it turn you on to see me with another woman?
 
   She didn’t answer directly. “What about Ann? Does she turn you on?”
 
   I had told her for years that I thought Ann was hot, so I asked her why she was asking. Kaitlyn said the other day when they had lunch she and Ann had talked about me quite a bit. She said she told Ann some of what we were doing and Ann was curious if we did threesomes. At that point I interrupted and asked if Ann is bisexual. Kaitlyn said she wasn’t sure but some of the things Ann talked about seemed to indicate that. I asked if she and Ann had done anything together the other day when they picked up that guy on the beach. I was getting pretty excited at the conversation at this point. Kaitlyn said no, but she did admit that Ann’s body was a turn-on. I asked what she was leading to? Kaitlyn said she thought Ann would be open to doing a threesome with us.
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yeah, or just a twosome with the two of you. Ann thinks you are hot.”
 
   I was in shock. Kaitlyn said there are some other of her friends who think I am hot, too. I had to ask who, of course. She said Marilyn (a nurse who worked with her who looked a lot like Megan Fox did years later). She knew I had the hots for Marilyn for two years from comments I’d made.
 
   “Well, if we could do a threesome with Marilyn, that I would do! Is she bisexual?”
 
   She said Marilyn had asked her more than once if we swing. My head was swimming. Kaitlyn looked over at my crotch and reached over. She said, “I can tell you like that idea.”
 
   The next couple months were placid compared to that beach trip. When we had been home for about a week she came home one day and said she had gotten the mail and there had been a letter from David in it. She showed me the letter, and in it he said he was sorry if she had been aggravated with him and he wanted to apologize. He also said he wanted to see her again and wanted to come for a visit. It said she was beautiful and the best sex he had ever had. I read it as she looked on and she asked me if she should respond. I asked her if she wanted to. She thought a minute and said NO, very firmly. I could tell that night was not something she wanted to repeat, so I said ok, leave it alone then. I said no answer is often the best answer.
 
   Kaitlyn came home from work one day and said she had some bad news for me about Marilyn. It seems that Marilyn was in a relationship and wouldn’t be available for any fun. I pretended to be devastated and we both laughed about it. I admit I was disappointed, and think Kaitlyn was also. Our sex life was comparably tame for the for a while. One day I got a call from an old friend, Will. I knew him from college where we were on the football team and had become friends. He was a wide receiver, about 6’2 and with long legs and arms. He was blonde haired and very good looking, the girls thought, but very shy around them. He never dated which was hard to understand. I had told Kaitlyn the story more than once of how one August afternoon after a grueling two hour practice, I was sitting on a bench in the locker room. I was coated with sweat and using a towel to get it off of my face and shoulders.
 
   From where I was sitting I could see into the shower area and could see several of the players in there under the water. I saw a guy, his head covered in soap suds, using a bar of soap and lathering his cock. I remember my thought was “HOLY SHIT!” I wasn’t sure who it was because of the soap on his head, but the guy’s cock hung to about 4” above his knees, limp. I kept looking, totally amazed. Suddenly I realized it was Will. I yelled out to him “what the hell is THAT?” He looked over and asked what? I said “that THING you’re soaping, hanging there?”. He said in a goofy way, “oh, that’s my pud.” I said I wanted to borrow it for a few days, just to get the reputation. I couldn’t believe he didn’t date, and told him so. I really don’t think he understood what I was talking about when I said I wanted to borrow it. He was that innocent and told me later that he had never had sex and was afraid of girls. His body was naturally what every guy would love to have and work for, but his muscles were his natural build and he had no idea women would drool over him. I told him later that I knew a couple girls who would love to go out with him and would set him up. I knew better than to mention sex with them, I didn’t want to scare him.
 
   Later that season, some other guys on the team saw what I’d saw and they began teasing him (out of envy). One day he was standing in front of a mirror naked. His cock hung into the sink, halfway to the drain!! One of the guys yelled “Get your dick out of the sink, Will”. He got teased unmercifully about it, but was good natured and took it well. I told him one day I wanted to set him up with a girl I knew, and we could double date. He said ok, didn’t ask about her or what she looked like. Like I said, he was goofy about girls. We wound up going out to a club with my date and another girl I knew. We had a good time and they seemed to get along well. After that night they dated a couple more times and I had no reason to know any details. I ran into Margo (his date) on campus and she asked me if she could buy me lunch. I had the feeling running into her wasn’t entirely an accident, so said sure. We got lunch at the cafeteria and she said she wanted to ask me a couple questions about Will. The first was why I had not warned her about him. I wasn’t sure what she was referring to. She said I should have told her how good looking he is. I laughed and said I don’t evaluate other men’s looks. Then asked if that was a problem? She said no, not a problem she just wasn’t expecting anyone that good looking. She said he was shy, and I said I knew that. She then said I should have warned her about his “equipment”. I could hardly hold back laughing at that, but managed to play dumb. She said they had tried sex twice now and he was so big she had problems. I told her most girls would love that, and she grinned and said she was “working on it”. I plead ignorance and said I had no way of knowing, so could hardly have warned her. She didn’t believe I hadn’t known. I asked her if I had told her about that, would she have not gone on the first date with him? She laughed and said yes but she probably would have been dying of curiosity and found out sooner than the third date. We finished our lunch and went our separate ways. They kept dating and I felt like I had done both of them a good turn. 
 
   The year after was when I met Kaitlyn and my life changed from playing the field to a steady relationship. I never told her the story about Will until well after we got married. She vaguely remembered meeting him at a couple football social functions, but all she could remember about him was he was tall and good looking and shy. She joked that had she known what I told her, she definitely would have paid more attention to him. 
 
   Will and I had stayed in touch over the years distantly. He had gone on to grad school, married and had a couple kids by then. He was working for a major university near Chicago. When he called he said he was coming to where I live for a seminar, and would love to see me. I said that sounded great and I would love to, and he asked what hotel would be good for being both near me and the seminar. I gave him a couple hotel names. He said great, he would be in touch.
 
   The evening he called I told Kaitlyn about the call. She hadn’t heard the story about Will in quite a while, and asked me if this was the same guy from my story? I said yes. She had a devilish grin and said “Am I going to get to meet him?”
 
   When she said that I looked at her and said for her to spell her question. She said “huh?” I asked if there were two e’s in that meet, or “an E and an A.” She still didn’t grasp where I was going.
 
   “Do you want to meet him, or MEAT him?”
 
   Finally she understood, and giggled. She said she would at least like to see the guy from the story and if possible see that famous pud as he called it. I assured her she was going to be part of his visit as we would probably meet him for dinner somewhere. I had not seen him in a long time and told her he may still be very shy, or at least very married and loyal. But at the very least she would get to meet him, “with 2 E’s.” That answer seemed to be okay with her. I heard nothing from Will for a few days, but then he called one night and told me the dates he would be in town and the hotel at which he had reservations. The hotel was just a mile from our house. We agreed we would have dinner at a restaurant I like the night before his meetings started. I asked him if it would be okay if I brought my wife with me. He said he would love to see who I had married after all the ones I had gone through. We had a laugh at that. He said he would call after he had checked in to confirm.
 
   The day he was arriving Kaitlyn seemed a bit wound up. She asked me what she should wear more than once, and how I thought it should go. I reminded her he had been shy and I had no idea how he is now. I remember saying even if things proceeded where she would like it’s doubtful he would understand “the game” and didn’t need to know about that. It was a bit hard for others to grasp why we would do that, and there was no need to explain it to anyone. That afternoon I got a call from Will saying he had just checked in, and had to make some calls for work. He asked how we were going to meet for dinner. I told him I had made reservations at seven o’clock at a place we like and we would pick him up at his hotel. He said he would be in the lobby and was looking forward to it.
 
   I was amused at how Kaitlyn was acting, wound up just from an ancient story. She dressed carefully and we decided she should go for the classy look, not for the sexiest one. She looked great and I told her. We drove the short drive to the hotel and I told her to stay with the car while I went and found Will. I walked into the hotel lobby and saw him immediately. He had lost some hair line, but basically looked the same. We shook hands and hugged like old friends. I told him my wife was in the car and we walked out of the hotel. As we approached the car Kaitlyn got out and greeted us. I did the introductions, and will said he always knew I would wind up with a beauty. I remember thinking wow, he has gotten some social graces he didn’t have. I said thanks, yes she is. It was time to go so we got in and drove to the restaurant. When he was getting in the car she looked over to me and mouthed, with no sound “WOW.” After we got a table we looked over the wine list. It turned out Will had become a wine aficionado and I let him order a bottle.
 
   We talked and relived some of the old days. Kaitlyn was quiet for the most part, listening to boring football stories. Will said I had helped him a lot in college, that if I hadn’t helped him he may never have had a date the whole time. We laughed about that. He said one of the girls I had introduced him to wound up setting him up with one of her girlfriends, and that’s who he is married to. He was grateful he said. Kaitlyn said she had heard some stories about how I was before she met me, that I was a total wolf. He verified that and said I had taught him that shy isn’t what women seek. It was nice to hear that he had absorbed some of what I tried to instill in him. He said he needed to go to the men’s room and got up.
 
   “You didn’t tell me he was that charming,” Kaitlyn said when he was out of sight.
 
   I laughed. “Well, he wasn’t back then. He was a doofus.”
 
   “He’s yummy!”
 
   I knew that was coming. He’d kept his looks and added some charm. When he came back I asked him how he had kept in such good shape, and he said he tried to work out every morning before work. The wine flowed and we talked on and on. By now it was almost ten o’clock. He said he had an early meeting and should be getting back to his room. I paid the check.
 
   “How many days will you be here?” Kaitlyn asked.
 
   “Three.”
 
   “You should come over to our house before you leave. I’m a good cook.”
 
   He smiled. “That sounds great. How about Friday night after my meetings are over?”
 
   It got set up as we drove him back to his hotel. As we drove home, I asked if she was inviting him over for more than dinner. She laughed. “He may wind up being the dinner, if things go right.” I told her that she’s a BAD girl, which she liked hearing. We went home and had awesome sex, fueled by the evening’s conversations.
 
   Kaitlyn was determined that the dinner Friday would be perfect. She went shopping for groceries Thursday after work and got several bottles of wine of different varieties. When I saw the wine bottles I asked her if she was going to try to seduce him by getting him smashed. She said the wine was for her courage as much as for him.
 
   Thursday night we talked about how this was changing our normal procedures, and if there were any red flags to doing it. We both decided that with Will being from out of town and not knowing anyone, we knew it should be fine. She asked my opinion about the best way to do things, and I told her I would pick him up at his hotel and try to let him know it might be a memorable evening if he allowed it. I told her she needn’t be nervous, his main concern would be how I would react. I would tell him we swing and I love watching her but I don’t get involved. The main thing with him was going to be to have him relaxed and willing to let things happen. She said if I could do that it would make her a lot less apprehensive. We didn’t talk about exactly how or where things would happen. My inner thoughts were that for years after I saw Will naked in the locker room and what I had heard from the girl I set him up with, I had always wanted to see what size that huge cock became when it was hard. Truthfully I was envious, I guess, and my imagination ran wild when I contemplated it. I will say even after the internet and seeing hundreds of porno movies, that to this day, I’ve never seen a larger cock than his was. I was wondering if my memory was flawed, and was hoping to find out. The fact it would be with my wife, and I would get to see it made me hard. I wanted it to work out as much as she did and I told her that. She looked at my crotch and said “I can see it does turn you on”, then suggested we go to our bedroom. When we got there I took off her top and shorts and kissed her while standing. I reached down and felt her pussy. It was drenched in warm wetness. I unzipped my slacks and let them fall to the floor, and pushed onto her back on the bed. Her legs opened, and I started licking her. My tongue felt her heat and wetness as I flicked it on her clit. It took only a minute until she had a strong orgasm, then another. I was more than ready and got up onto my knees. Kaitlyn reached out and grabbed my cock, guiding it to her pussy opening. I went in, and remember how HOT her pussy felt. I began stroking using long, slow strokes. When I was totally buried inside her I started doing circle motions, round and round in her hole. She moaned deeply. I started talking to her as I fucked her, which always drove her wild.
 
   “Do you want that huge cock?”
 
   “Oh, YES!”
 
   “How much of it do you want?”
 
   “I want ALL of it!”
 
   “Do you like big cocks?”
 
   “Oh my God, YES!”
 
   I told her she is a slut, and when I said the word slut she had a huge orgasm. I started fucking her hard and fast, and she had another. I felt like I was about to explode, and wanted to. For me, it was one of those orgasms a man has where he feels like his insides are all pouring out of his cock and into her. When it finishes you are totally drained. I rolled off of her and onto my back. We lay there both lost in our own thoughts. Finally she said “I must be crazy, you are all any woman could need.”
 
    That surprised me. “I guess we are both crazy, but we are doing this together, remember that.”
 
    She said she would stop any time I ask.
 
   “I don’t want it to stop. Do you?
 
   She chuckled. “NO.”
 
   “Get some sleep, baby. Tomorrow you a big day.”
 
   We both laughed, and she turned off the lamp and cuddled into me.
 
   Friday was a normal Friday for us. We went to work with the underlying excitement about the evening never far from our thoughts. There was a certain amount of nervousness about it with me since I knew Will shy back in college and may not have overcome it. He also was now married with two kids and may have some moral objections about our kind of fun. If he had the slightest reticence it would be a no go. Kaitlyn got off work at three and was heading home to prepare the meal and get things set up. The weather was glorious and she decided we would eat out on our patio dining table near the pool. We had arranged that Will would call me when his schedule was clear and he did call a bit after one saying he would be done at half past three. I told him I would pick him up at 5:15 at his room.
 
   I went to the house and showered and changed to casual clothes and helped Kaitlyn in the kitchen some. She seemed squared away about everything and I said that. The shy insecure girl I had been married to was gone, replaced by a confident competent woman. She said she had some personal things to do while I went to get him, like showering and doing her hair. She said she was going to shave, and hoped he liked it smooth. I laughed and said every man I know does, not to worry. I drove over to the hotel and the 5 o’clock Friday traffic was a nightmare as I had expected. When I got there I parked and went up to the fourth floor to his room. When I knocked it took him a while to answer. He had been in the shower and had a towel wrapped around his waist when he opened the door. He said he had taken a nap and slept longer than he meant to. I said no problem and just sat on the chair in the corner.
 
   Will finished drying himself and I was wishing I had kept in shape as well as he had. I asked him what he did to keep in shape and he said he runs, lifts and swims almost every day. He threw the towel away and pulled on a pair of brief underwear and turned towards me. I was thinking when Kaitlyn sees his body she will go crazy. His muscles were even more defined than they were in college. I snuck a glimpse at his crotch and yes, it was like I remembered. There was a very large bulge. He got a pair of tan slacks and pulled them on, then a knit shirt. I asked him if he had swim trunks with him. He said yes, he had used the hotel pool twice. I said bring them with you, we have a pool and like to use it on a nice evening after dinner. He said “good deal” and grabbed his swim trunks to take. We left and got in my car.
 
   I told him traffic would be a bitch as I drove out of the lot. We hadn’t gone far when I asked him about his home life, how it was, because he hadn’t talked about it at all. He said the marriage wasn’t good, his wife wasn’t happy and neither was he. They were trying to figure out what to do but acting normal for the sake of the kids. We talked about how marriage is a challenge etc. I asked him straight out if he ever fools around? He said he was going to be honest, that he does and doesn’t feel guilty about it. In my head I was thinking, “perfect”. I told him that Kaitlyn and I had a good marriage but we found we needed to make some untraditional adjustments to keep it fresh. He asked how? I said we have an open marriage and swing. Will said he had tried to get his wife to try that and she was furious that he even mentioned it. I said well for us, it works and has helped us a lot. He asked about any jealousy on either side and I told him there was none, rather it was a turn-on both ways. We talked about it for most of the rest of the drive, and he was fascinated that that could work and be a plus. When we got to the house we went in and Kaitlyn was in the kitchen. I told him I was going to see if she needed help, and went in. 
 
   Kaitlyn was wearing a halter top sun dress, Mediterranean blue which made her tan glow. I told her quickly about the conversation in the car and that he seemed to be in the right place for some fun. She was pleased and said dinner was in the oven and would be probably an hour, so let’s go have a drink. She walked out in front of me and I could see Will looking at her. The sun dress was tight in the top and her full D cup breasts filled it up under the halter top. She looked great. She got us each a glass of wine and sat on the lounge chair across from him. Her tan legs opened slightly as she lifted the right one to cross them. I could tell there was nothing underneath that dress, there was no panty line. We talked for a while and drank the wine, then Kaitlyn said she needed to check the oven. As she got up and walked towards the kitchen, Will’s eyes followed her. He and I continued to chat and after ten minutes she said dinner is ready. We went to the table and saw she had outdone herself. She had a glazed salmon entrée, a mixed green salad with candied walnuts and balsamic dressing, and baked asparagus spears. For dessert she had made a lemon pie.
 
   “You are a lucky man,” Will said as we ate. “She is gorgeous and she can cook with the best chefs, too.”
 
   I agreed, and Kaitlyn beamed. It seemed to be going well. After dinner we went out to the lounge area near the pool. She asked what kind of after dinner drink he preferred, and he asked if we had Grand Marnier? I chortled because that was Kaitlyn’s favorite and she never ran out of it. My own tastes run towards Crown Royal but I said sure, make it three. She went off to get the drinks and came back. When she sat she chose to sit on the same two seat lounge he was sitting on. We talked and sipped. I knew Gran Marnier loosened Kaitlyn up more than any other drink, and was expecting she wouldn’t take long before something happened. She finished hers and said she was going to have another. Will asked her to freshen his glass. She took it, and came back with their glasses refilled. She handed him his and set hers on the table.
 
   “It’s such a nice evening,” she said. “I’m ready for a swim. You men care to join me?”
 
   She looked directly at him. His head turned towards me and the look was “is that okay with you?” She said she was going to change into something more appropriate and padded off. I told him to relax and go get into his swim trunks, I would do the same. As with most times in life with women, we were back before her. We sat there sipping our drinks. When she came back she had a large white towel wrapped around her and tucked at the top. She was carrying two more towels and gave one to each of us. I wasn’t sure if she was naked under the towel, and when she undid the tucked towel I was surprised that she had put on her white thong bikini. It rather shocked me but I think it shocked Will much more. I had only seen her put it on once, since the beaches we went to didn’t allow thongs. She sat on the edge of the pool and dangled her feet into the water. She asked Will if he could get her glass and bring it to her. He stood up and reached to get her drink, and took it over to her. It was past dark now and the only light was from the pool lights but I thought I could see there was a large bulge in the front of his swimsuit. She saw it too. He gave her the glass and she patted the pool edge. He sat next to her without a word.
 
    She raised her glass. “To fun,” she said, taking a sip.
 
   He took a sip from his. He seemed very unsure of what was happening. She was in total control. I knew when she drank Gran Marnier she did things she normally didn’t, so I wasn’t sure either. I could tell she was getting a buzz by the way she was laughing. They were sitting next to each other with her slightly turned towards him. I was sitting a few feet away on the other side of the L corner of the pool, feet dangling into the water. From where I was I had a good view of things. I began to get the feeling that my presence was hindering anything from happening. I said I was going to go get myself another drink, and asked if either of them wanted another one. Apparently they weren’t listening to what I really said because both said “bye” and never answered. As I walked away I heard her say “You have such nice muscles.” I stopped and turned and could see her hand running over his shoulder. He couldn’t see me where I was, so I decided it was a good place to watch from. He squirmed a bit and she moved her hand around his shoulder, massaging the muscles. He didn’t say anything. Then her hand went down to his leg and she started rubbing his leg muscles. She said “I can tell you like this.”
 
   Before I had time to figure out what she meant she slid forward and dropped into the water. She turned and reached out with both arms, with each hand on his thighs. She massaged his thighs and ran her hands higher. She was standing in three feet of water. Her hands went above his knees and slid under the legs of his swim trunks. He groaned slightly. Her hands moved higher and Kaitlyn said “My God honey, you are blessed! I have to see.” She backed her hands out and reached up to the waist of his trunks and pulled on them. He raised up as she pulled. As the cloth came off of him and his cock was freed, it filled and rose to rock hard almost instantly. I heard her gasp, and then she said, “It’s beautiful.”
 
   I had never seen Will’s cock hard and had wondered for years. In my mind I had known it had to be very big when hard, the question was how much bigger did he get with an erection? I now saw the answer to my question. It seemed to be about the same length hard as I remembered it was soft. I thought ok, he’s a shower, not really a grower. Either way it was huge. It was thicker than I had remembered. Kaitlyn reached for it with her right hand, then with both hands. They wouldn’t reach around it. She began stroking it with both hands and the head got bigger as she stroked. She couldn’t wait and put her lips on the head. She took it in her mouth and could barely get the much more than the head in. She kept stroking and he leaned back on his hands, groaning. Then she stopped and pulled her bikini top off. I knew what she was about to do but was surprised because she rarely did it with me. She loved to be titty fucked. Her D cups felt amazing but for some reason I had never been able to cum that way, which disappointed her. She bent over him, put her breasts around his cock and squeezed them around it. She started moving her breasts up and down around his cock. She was really turned on and breathing heavily. He was long enough that she could keep her mouth around the head and still stroke him with her breasts. He tilted his head back and I could see his eyes were closed. His stomach muscles moved up and down and tightened. I was thinking Kaitlyn may probably get her wish to make a man cum with her boobs. I could tell Will was close and I edged closer for a better view. It happened so fast it shocked me. Suddenly a large blob of cum came out of the tip and covered her lips. It surprised her and she jerked her head back, but kept stroking him with her breasts. More cum kept spurting out and onto her neck and chest. She said “Oh my God, cover me baby”. She was breathing hard and tightened her breasts around it even more. I could see her whole chest was covered in a shiny glaze. He did one last spurt and collapsed off his hands onto his back, groaning. She stood up in the pool and looked at me. A slight grin came onto her face and she licked her lips. She took her fingers and ran them over her lips and neck, then tasted them. She said mmmmmm, then bent her head and pushed up her left breast and licked the nipple. She then did the right one. He was lying there watching, his cock half deflated and lying on his stomach. She looked up to me and said “that was amazing”. She then said “so sloppy” and took some pool water into her hand and washed her neck and breasts off. He looked over to me with a look that had I hope you’re not pissed in it.
 
   “Damn Will, that was a huge load!”
 
   We all laughed, him mostly out of relief. He said it had been a while is probably why. She got out of the pool and stood there with just the bikini bottom on. She hooked her fingers inside the waist and pulled them off and dropped down to her knees.
 
   “You’re sloppy, too, and need to be cleaned up.” She began licking and sucking the head of his cock, which rose to full staff almost immediately. She lifted her right leg across him and straddled him. She rubbed her pussy slit on the head and let it dip inside. She lowered herself down slowly, working it in. He reached up with both hands and held her breasts as she moved deeper. Finally she had it all inside, her eyes were shut tight and she moaned “Oh my God, it’s deep.”
 
   I was five feet away, watching in awe that she had taken all of it. She moved up and down on it and he moved with her. She didn’t take long to cum and it was loud and strong. She kept going and had two more, both of them breathing hard. He was fucking her as hard as he could from under her and I thought, wow, he’s close again. Then he came, bucking and spasming, all the way inside her. She collapsed on his chest and hey lay there a couple minutes. When she rolled off him she lay on her back and tried to recover. Will turned on his side and said he needed to use the bathroom. I told him ok and he stood up and started walking into the house. His cock was flaccid and hung to three inches past his balls. As he walked it bounced and flopped. Kaitlyn watched as he walked, mesmerized.
 
   After he went in the sliding glass door I asked her if she was okay. She said she was fine. She added that he was an amazing man with everything a woman could want except one thing. I asked what? She said he has a fast trigger and we both laughed. I asked her if he had cum as much the second time? She said “Yes, I’m full. Look.” She opened her legs to me and I moved closer for a good look. Her pussy was still wide open still and filled with white cum. It was leaking down her ass crack and there was some on the concrete below her.
 
   “Wow!” I said.
 
   “See!” she laughed.
 
   “Are you done?”
 
   “I hope not!”
 
   She got up and grabbed her towel, spread it on the pool lounger and sat on it. She told me to come over. Will was coming back out as I got to her. He stopped walking and she looked over and said “my husband needs some attention, I hope you don’t mind”. He said “cool” and went to one of the pool chairs and sat to watch. I still had my trunks on and Kaitlyn pulled them off me, over my rock hard cock. She put her hand under my balls and started massaging them, then leaned forward and took it in her mouth. She went as deep as she could and gagged. She was sucking hard while she kept massaging my balls. I looked over towards Will and he was watching intently, lightly stroking himself. He was almost hard again. She kept sucking me and took her other hand and wrapped it around my cock at the base. She looked up and asked me what I wanted. I said I wanted her pussy. She said “GOOD, I want your cock, too”. She turned on the lounger and lay on her back, and I got between her legs. I knew what I was about to feel would be delicious.
 
   As I put it in her I knew she would be loose and wet, but I was surprised how loose. I whispered to her “can you feel me?”
 
   “Yes,” she moaned.
 
   I was fucking her hard now and she was moaning. I turned my head and saw that Will was stroking harder now and he was fully hard. I kept fucking her. It felt fantastic.
 
   “Hey man, get over here and help me out.”
 
   Will got up and came over but wasn’t sure what to do. Kaitlyn reached up and took hold of his cock, pulling him down towards her mouth. He kneeled on the edge of the lounge and she took the head in her mouth and sucked hard. This was right in front of my head and I could see her lips moving over it. I had never had a view of her in action like this, and it was a huge turn-on. I kept fucking her and could feel it building inside me. I told her I was close. She moved her hips faster and said she wanted it. I started to cum and she felt it. She sucked him harder, and I blew my load into her. She kept sucking him when I pulled out. She wanted more, I could tell. I got off the lounge and told him she wanted more. Kaitlyn said, “Yes, I want this big cock in me.” He didn’t say a word and got between her legs. She pulled his cock down to her and he went in her gaping pussy. He went in her in one stroke and she said “YES!” He was stroking her harder than he did before, each time bottoming out. She was screaming “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God … it feels so good.”
 
   He pumped harder. I could see his ass muscles tightening with each stroke. I knew it wouldn’t take long. He was giving her all he had. Suddenly he started pulling out to the head and ramming into her with every stroke. She was screaming. He grunted loudly and came hard. He was buried in her when he stopped. He laid there on her and they both were breathing hard. He kissed her for the first time. She kissed him back and their tongues intertwined. He pulled away and said “you are amazing,” and he got off of her. She looked over at me and said, “NOW I’m done.” She’d taken more cum in one night than any other night. She was amazing, indeed.
 
   After he left, Kaitlyn admitted that sex with Will was her best sexual experience so far. “I really enjoyed the threesome aspect, too.” We agreed that we’d do something like that again.
 
   Things changed considerably after his visit, though. Kaitlyn was late for her period. Sure enough, she was pregnant. She felt pretty sick during the pregnancy and that put a real damper on “the game” for a while. When our daughter was born, she looked just like Will. Maybe I should have felt unhappy that my wife had gotten pregnant by another man and had his baby, but I didn’t. We were both happy about it, actually.
 
   A couple years later, I asked her if she wanted to play the game again.
 
   “YES.” She smiled. “I’m ready for round two.”
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   * * *
 
   My name’s Anthony. When my wife and I agreed to sponsor an African college student into our home, we had no idea the way that it would change our lives. My wife Megan is a progressive woman and she’d always like the idea of doing our part to help people living in the third world, especially those of African descent. After looking through a brochure at our church, we called the organization and informed them that we’d be willing to sponsor a student.
 
   Looking through the list of applicants, Megan’s attention was immediately drawn to young Sakeem, a young man admitted to attend our nearby university. He was very tall with broad shoulders and a chiseled physique, and she commented on how much she appreciated his good looks. Megan had always appreciated black men and found them to be quite sexy, but her family had disapproved when she dated a black guy in high school. They were just about to consummate their relationship in the back seat of his car, parked behind the church, when the pastor came out and knocked on the window. She was mortified to get caught but she’s almost glad she did because she wasn’t using any birth control. The other boys she had dated were not allowed anything more than a kiss, but she was willing to get her black boyfriend have full access without birth control.
 
   When Sakeem arrived at our house, I noticed that Megan was very cordial yet her physical attraction to our black boarder was obvious. She showed him around the house, including his room upstairs. Our house is mostly on one level, with the master and primary bedrooms on the first floor, but it has a guest room, a one-quarter bath and large den on the second floor. As I slowly and casually walked by, I saw Sakeem and Megan standing at the top of the staircase chatting. By my wife’s posture and movements, I could tell that she desired this dark skinned African man in the most physical way.
 
   Later, in bed, Megan was an animal. “You want to fuck that black stud, don’t you?” I asked playfully as I kissed my wife’s breasts. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you?” she replied, her chest reddening with arousal. As we made love, I talked about what her black lover would do to her in bed. We were both fantasizing about her fucking Sakeem and it had us both quite randy. My penis, though only five inches long, was as hard as steel. Megan, for her part, was writhing around and came quickly and hard.
 
   Over the next month, the sexual tension was palpable. Megan was rather naughty, talking to him like a proper woman and wife but wearing short, revealing clothes. I could tell that Sakeem enjoyed what he was seeing and I noticed the large bulge in his crotch.
 
   One time Megan “accidentally” walked in on Sakeem when he was stepping out of the shower. When the sound of the water stopped, she stepped in wearing just a towel just as our black student stepped out of the shower. “Startled,” my wife dropped her towel, exposing her naked body to him, then her gaze went to his groin. Sakeem had an amazing black cock, incredibly thick and hanging more than half way down his thigh. He didn’t miss the opportunity, stepping up and kissing her. As she kissed him passionately, she felt that mighty black weapon slithering and hardening against her, readying to penetrate her white vagina.
 
   Sakeem turned the shower back on to cover the noise, but I heard everything well from just behind the door. Megan was panting and groaning, telling her handsome black lover how great his cock felt inside of her and how much better he was than her husband. My little white penis was completely outmatched, but it was every bit as hard and ready for action, and I stroked it as I listened. He was fucking my wife doggy style against the sink, inspiring three orgasms before Sakeem was about to cum. Megan dropped to her knees and took his cock in her mouth. Although it was huge and she had trouble taking it, I’m proud to say that my wife sucked it like a champion as she caressed his balls, her eyes looking up and locked on her lover’s eyes as he blasted his seed down my wife’s throat.
 
   Although the program ended at the end of the semester, Sakeem decided to stay with us for the entire four years. Although I’d had a vasectomy after the birth of our son, I felt no worry or angst when Sakeem would shoot his semen inside of my wife’s unprotected womb. During his stay with us, my wife and I added two beautiful children to our family, a boy and a girl, and I couldn’t love them any more if their skin were as white as mine. Megan wasn’t trying to conceive with her black lover – she simply gave herself openly and honestly, and let nature take its course. Sakeem is leaving back to Africa next month when he graduates. We doubt we’ll ever see him again but he’s going to leave us an address where we can send him pictures of his biological children as they grow.
 
   Now I understand why they’re called “exchange students.” We provided Sakeem with a place to live and a woman to enjoy. He, in turn, gave us unimaginable pleasure and provided us with two more children to grow our family. That’s what I call a fair exchange! 
 
   PLEASING THE YOUNG BUCKS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   Everybody has their particular fetish. For me, I really enjoy watching my 37-year-old wife Allison have sex with college-age black boys. We live in New Jersey and I usually ride the PATH into the city for work, so I encounter a lot of young black people who are using public transportation. I know the kind of guy that Allison prefers. When I see one that she’d like, I chat them up and show them some pictures of her on my cell phone. Frankly, they seldom turn us down. Most of them are quite happy to stick their cocks inside the warm, tight pussy of a pretty, middle-aged white woman.
 
   At first Allison wasn’t sure how she felt about the idea but she’s grown to love it. Often times I have them meet us in a hotel room. Sometimes they even have sex in the back seat of my car. Invariably the boys have decent size equipment, often having very large cocks, and Allison has really grown an affection for black cock. She now calls herself a “queen of spades,” and she almost always has an orgasm with her lovers.
 
   One concern that we have is about venereal diseases. Allison usually insists that the guy use condoms unless she feels comfortable with him. In the last few years she’s had sex with well over a hundred young guys. One guy claimed to be a virgin and she allowed him to fuck her bareback. Later on we heard that he’d come down with herpes. Allison got checked and she’s clean. But we learned our lesson with that. She’s a pretty good judge of character, though, and she’s more careful now than ever.
 
   On rare occasions, Allison has allowed some of the choice lovers to come to our apartment. I’m always a little worried about that but I do enjoy seeing her getting fucked nice and hard, moaning like a whore on our marital bed. “Pound me, baby,” she’d moan, riding on top of him. “I want that thick black cock!” The best part is when the guy finishes and leaves our apartment, I can then take his place with her in bed, slipping my dick inside of my wife’s sloppy, used pussy. It’s amazing!
 
   YOUNG GUY ON VACATION
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife Kayla is 29 years old. My name is Dave and I’m 34. We’ve been married for seven years and we have two young children. I was worried that our sex life might decline significantly after we had kids but I was the lucky one – we still have a very active love life. Before I met her, Kayla mostly dated black guys and when we make love, she often fantasizes about having sex with a black guy. It’s fine with me because it’s all just having fun, and I figured that it would probably just remain a fantasy. “I’m not into dating more than one guy at a time. Besides I’m married,” she would say.
 
   But everything just changed. Last week we vacationed down in the Florida Keys, and our fantasies came true. We arrived at the resort and Kayla decided to hang out near the pool. She changed into a g-string and went out to the pool while I went to grocery shopping for dinner and to buy some alcohol at a nearby chain. When I made it back to our room, I heard my wife’s voice through the glass doors of the balcony. Curious, I walked over and opened the doors. There was Kayla sitting with a young black guy, probably in his early twenties. She introduced him as Cornell. “He’s here on spring break,” she explained. The guy was quite handsome, with a strong, muscular body. He was wearing a speedo and obviously packing some large equipment, and he was obviously semi-erect. It’s not surprising given that Kayla still has a great body, with large firm breasts and a cute bubble butt. 
 
   I explained that I’d just hit the liquor store and asked Cornell if he would like a drink. He asked for a margarita. Kayla said that sounded good to her as well, so I prepared three of them on the rocks with salt on the rim. I brought them out to the balcony. We talked a bit and then Cornell said that he needed to leave and meet up with a friend who was returning from surfing, and he left.
 
   That night in bed, we talked about how she met Cornell at the pool and that she’d invited him up to our room.
 
   “Were you planning on fucking him?” I asked.
 
   “I don’t know,” she replied, gingerly touching my little white penis. “Do you think he’d like to fuck me?”
 
   “Definitely,” I replied. “I could see that he was semi-erect. And that equipment of his must be huge!”
 
   “I know,” she said, smiling. “I really wanted to reach inside and see it. I love black cock.”
 
   “But he’s a stranger. I mean, we don’t know if he’s got any diseases or anything.”
 
   “He has a girlfriend,” Kayla said. “I’m sure he’s clean. Would you want him to use a condom?”
 
   At this point she was jerking me pretty consistently. I was so turned on by the thought of her fucking this young black guy, especially bareback.
 
   “Don’t you think bareback is sexier, honey?” She leaned down and sucked on the head, for a few seconds, then resumed tugging. “Hmmm?”
 
   “Yes,” I squeaked. Just then I lost control and spilled my little dab all over my wife’s fingers.
 
   The next morning, we had just finished eating breakfast and were about to head over to the pool when there was a knock at the door. I opened it.
 
   “I’m here to see Kayla,” he said, standing there in just a bathing suit. “She said to stop by at ten for a morning dip.”
 
   “That’s right,” Kayla said. “Dave really wants to see you dip it inside of me.”
 
   
  
 

“Sounds good to me,” Cornell said. He walked over to my wife and started kissing her. His hands caressed her body, all over her hour-glass frame. Her breath was getting labored, her face flush, her body undulating as he ran his fingers over her bikini bottom and pleasured her pussy. I could just picture this sexy black man’s body on top of my wife, his body between her legs, his ass cheeks flexing as he pounded her with his mighty black cock.
 
   Cornell laid her down on our bed. He kissed her breasts delicately, and her nipples were pointing out like erasers. Then he kissed his way down her stomach and he began to eat her pussy. Kayla’s hands were gripping the bed sheets as she moaned, loving the feeling of her young black lover pleasuring her orally. “Oh fuck, it’s good,” she said. “Right there.” He slipped in a finger, then two, still licking her clit. Her body bucked up as she grunted, groaning through a powerful orgasm.
 
   He turned her onto her side and got behind her, then dipped his cock into her from the spoon position. Cornell’s big cock had my wife’s pussy fully opened and filled, her cunt lips tight as a drum around his thick Johnson. “Oh God, I’m cumming,” she cried, as he pounded her right through another climax. Her hair was a mess, her breasts flopping around, her body used expertly by this strapping young black buck.
 
   Cornell then put her into the doggy position. Her beautiful butt was up in the air, her back arched as he fucked her from behind. “God, that’s deep,” she said. “It’s so fucking big.”
 
   “You don’t like it?” he asked.
 
   “Oh yes,” she said. “God yes. It’s fucking amazing!”
 
   He pounded her good and hard, slapping her ass as he rode her, my wife’s pussy filled with black cock, rode hard like a bitch by this young black sex master. Finally, he announced that he was going to come. Kayla began moaning, simulating an orgasm as her black lover pushed in balls deep and deposited his sperm right inside of my wife’s womb.  He leaned against her and she craned her head around, kissing him madly.
 
   The two of them had sex every day that we were in Florida, sometimes twice a day. One time she even stayed the night in his room. But she didn’t neglect me either, having sex with me every day as well, and when we returned home we were both sexually exhausted. I don’t know if we will do it again, but even if we don’t, we now have enough memories to last us a lifetime.
 
   BLACK GUY FROM THE BUS STATION
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I want to share one of my experiences with you. My name is Austin. My wife Katherine and I are both in our late twenties. I’d never had any interest in the cuckold lifestyle until one night when were we having sex and Katherine asked me if I’d like to see her get fucked by somebody else.
 
   “Do you have somebody in mind?” I asked.
 
   “How about Urick?” she asked as she stroked my dick. Katherine was referring to a handsome black man who we’d often see at the station while waiting for our bus into the city to arrive. I knew he liked Katherine because I’d often caught him checking her out.
 
   “I think that’d be hot,” I replied.
 
   Katherine pushed my head down between her legs. I began licking at her moist quim, and soon I brought her to a toe-curling orgasm. As she did, her girl juice streamed out of her. “I could fuck him on the bus. We can sit in the back seat,” she said.
 
   It was true that the bus was usually mostly empty at the hour we’d leave and we could probably pull off something like that. Still, I was skeptical that Urick would go for that. We talked about it afterward and although I started to have cold feet, my wife was determined and I agreed. I have to admit, I spent much of the night with an erection thinking of my sweet little Katherine getting royally fucked by that handsome black stud.
 
   When we dressed the next morning, I noticed she dressed in sexy lingerie: red crotchless panties with white lace, a matching bra, and red stockings with garters beneath her little black dress. Then she put on a pair of black high heels that completed the look. I was awfully turned on watching her put on her makeup, knowing that she was primping for her black lover. But I was having second thoughts and suggested that maybe she shouldn’t go through with it. What if she got caught?
 
   “You’re going to block the view, silly,” she said. “Nobody will see anything.”
 
   When we got on the bus, it was empty. I was nervous with anticipation but also relieved that he wasn’t there. But then I saw him walk up the steps into the bus and sit down. Katherine, who was sitting in the far back, smiled at Urick and spread her legs open. Urick checked her out and smiled, slowly nodding as he looked at me.
 
   “Would you like to sit here?” I said, gesturing toward my wife.
 
   “Damn, you know I would!” He sat down next to Katherine. He began feeling her up and she was softly moaning. I’d moved up a seat and was sitting on the edge of the seat, just enough to block the bus driver’s view. Katherine’s eager fingers unzipped his jeans and pulled out his cock. “It’s nice and thick,” she said, probably for my benefit. “I want to suck it.” Then I heard the sounds of slurping and sucking behind me as I stared at the bus driver.
 
   My penis was straining against my slacks, and I turned around to see what was happening. Urick had his pants down around his knees, laying on top of my wife on the seat, his cock in his hand and about to penetrate her. I was stunned at the size of his cock – the thing dwarfed my little white member. It had to be nine inches long, thick as my wrist and topped with a large purple head.
 
   I turned back toward the bus driver and tried to keep my face straight.
 
   “Wow,” Katherine whispered, moaning softly. “It’s so big! It feels really good.”
 
   I turned half-way and saw my wife’s ankles over Urick’s shoulders, her black high heels bouncing as Urick’s ass pounded up and down, impaling my wife’s quim with his black battering ram. Katherine was suppressing her moans but it was still audible where I was at, though hopefully not to the bus driver over the pop music he was quietly playing. She moaned in ecstasy, orgasming wildly.
 
   “Uhh, fuuuuuck!” Urick moaned, grunting as exploded. His ass cheeks clenched, his balls twitched, as he filled my wife’s belly with his sperm. 
 
   “Yes, baby,” Katherine moaned. “That was so good. So fucking good. I love your big cock!” The two of them kissed, then they both put their clothes back on. Just in time, too, as a couple minutes later the bus reached the next stop and seven passengers got on. 
 
   That was the first time that Katherine had sex with another man during our marriage but it certainly wasn’t the last. I’ll tell you more next time. 
 
   SHARING HER NEW BLACK LOVER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “He’s back in town?” my wife Dakota said. She was standing next to the stove, talking to her friend Allison as she stirred the pot of chicken vegetable soup. “Of course I remember him! Rakim was my first boyfriend. We dated for a few weeks back in high school but my parents made me break it off. They didn’t like me dating a black guy.”
 
   I was sitting in my recliner watching television, but my attention was immediately drawn away from my show towards my wife’s conversation.
 
   “Oh, it’s true,” she said with a laugh. I was pretty sure she was talking about his penis size. According to my wife, Rakim was equipped with a long, thick cock.
 
   Dakota didn’t often speak of Rakim but I’d always found it fascinating. When we were dating, she told me that she didn’t believe in premarital sex. Although we ultimately did the deed before our wedding, she wouldn’t even give me a handjob until we had dated for six months. But one time after a few drinks, Dakota confessed to me that she gave Rakim a blowjob on their first date, and during the short time that they dated she was giving him a blowjob nearly every day. 
 
   “We were going to but it just didn’t happen,” she continued. “A neighbor caught us before we could do it.”
 
   I knew what she was talking about. Rakim had taken her to the local drive-in. Instead of watching the movie, her black boyfriend quickly got her clothes off and they were making out. Dakota was desperate to feel his thick cock inside of her. She wasn’t on any birth control but she was willing to take the risk with him. Just before he was about to take her bareback, a racist neighbor of hers recognized his vehicle. He shined a flashlight inside the car and prevented their coupling. Her parents grounded her for months and forced her to stop dating him.
 
   “Oh, jeesh, Allie.” My wife sounded surprised. “If I were single that would be one thing, but I’m a married woman now.” She paused as her friend responded. “I really shouldn’t. I’m a married woman.” Another pause. “There’s nothing wrong with talking, but Allie….”
 
   My wife started to whisper quietly enough that I couldn’t hear what she was saying. After about ten minutes, she called into me.
 
   “Harry, honey?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Allie’s having some bad issues at work and she needs some girl time. Would it be okay if I go out with her and have a drink?”
 
   I paused for a moment. I was pretty sure that she wasn’t planning on meeting up with Allie at all, but having some drinks with her old black boyfriend. Although I felt a little tightness in my stomach, I found myself very aroused. I didn’t really see any harm in her spending some time flirting with her old black lover. Although I didn’t hear everything in her conversation, what I’d heard made me feel confident that she wouldn’t cheat on me, so I told her to go ahead.
 
   On Friday night, Dakota got all dressed up to go on her date. It was so hot watching her primp and prepare for her old lover. One thing that concerned me was that she put on a sexy new set of red-and-black bra and panties that I’d never seen before. I saw the tags thrown in the trash, so I knew that she had purchased new lingerie for her date. Dakota said she’d be home around eleven and I shouldn’t wait up for her, but I figured that reminiscing with her old boyfriend would get her aroused, so I waited up anyway.
 
   My wife didn’t get home until nearly three in the morning. I was asleep when I heard her walking through the darkness toward the bedroom. I saw her shadowy figure stumble to the doorway, then standing their holding her arms out against the doorway, holding herself up. She seemed totally smashed.
 
   “You’re home?”
 
   She just nodded.
 
   “Did you drive yourself home?”
 
   “No,” she said, slurring her words. She stumbled forward into the room, took off her clothes down to her panties, and then dove into bed and pulled a sheet over herself.
 
   Dakota was laying on her side, facing away from me. I moved up against her and smelled tequila on her breath and a man’s cologne on her skin. I ran my hands down her body, then grabbed her hands and moved her onto her back.
 
   “It looks like Rakim finally got what he wanted,” I said. “Was he as good as you were hoping?”
 
   “I told you I was going out with Allie.”
 
   “I overheard you talking with her.” I kissed her up her neck, then up to her lips. “So how was he? Was he good in bed?”
 
   As I kissed and caressed her, Dakota told me the details of her encounter. She met Rakim at the bar downtown. They had a great time talking about what they’ve done since high school. He kept ordering more rounds of drinks. For some reason Rakim never seemed to get drunk, but she had a couple too many to drink and got smashed. She was too drunk to drive, so he offered to drive her home. But he drove her to his house first and as soon as they got through the front door, he pounced on her.
 
   I asked her to describe everything that happened in detail. As she described it, I kissed my way down her body until I reached her panties. She lifted her hips to help me remove them. As I did, I noticed that the crotch was sticky and I could smell the strong odor of male semen. That surprised me because Dakota isn’t on birth control and we always use condoms when we make love. Dakota smiled and said she’s sorry but Rakim said he doesn’t like condoms. I remembered how she nearly allowed Rakim to penetrate her without protection in high school and now, after all these years, the lovers had finally made it happen.
 
   While Dakota described how she sucked his enormous cock, I went to licking her semen-soaked snatch. I dug my tongue in deep, licking and sucking up as much of Rakim’s sperm as possible to prevent any accidental pregnancy. I pulled apart the hood of her clitoris and began to lick her clit directly as she described how amazing his cock felt, the feeling of fullness that she’d never felt before as it pounded her white vagina. She said that she didn’t want to hurt my feelings or bruise my ego, but it was easily the best sex of her life and she came nearly a dozen times.
 
   Although it felt like a punch in the gut to hear that, my penis was harder than ever. I quickly grabbed a condom from the nightstand, rolled it on and slipped my member inside of her used cunt. I’m not sure if she was loose from Rakim’s ample tool or if she was simply very wet from a combination of her own juices and Rakim’s semen, but in any case my rubber-encased penis felt like it was penetrating a bowl of warm soup. Although the lack of friction didn’t help, I was so excited from the whole situation that I soon shot my load into the condom’s reservoir. As we cuddled in bed, I got up the courage to ask her what I really wanted.
 
   “Do you think we could do a threesome?”
 
   Dakota reached for her cell phone and texted Rakim. He said he was down with it. A couple of nights later, he arrived at our house. Dakota and Rakim started kissing madly the moment he got through the doorway. When we got in bed, Rakim asked me to fluff him. He was semi-erect when I took his huge tool into my mouth. I loved the way his cock hardened in my mouth, though it never got as hard as my cock does. I hoped to suck him to completion and take his cum in my mouth, but he pulled away and began to fuck Dakota in the missionary position. I moved my cock over to Dakota’s face and I received an excellent blowjob. I shot my cum inside of my wife’s mouth just a moment before Rakim blasted his sperm deep inside of her cunt.
 
   It’s now been a couple of weeks since my wife’s encounter with her black lover. It’s been a huge benefit to our marriage as we are making love every night and having some of the best sex of our married life. Rakim told Dakota that he doesn’t want another threesome but he’d like to date her on the regular and Dakota is thrilled at the idea. Although I support it, I’ve asked my wife to either go on the Pill or get an IUD. She said that she’s thinking about it. In the meantime, my wife says she will tell her black lover that it’s okay for him to come inside of her during the safer parts of the month. When she’s ovulating, Rakim can pull out if he doesn’t want to get her pregnant. Although I’m a little concerned that something could go wrong, I trust my wife’s judgment and I’ve never been more sexually satisfied than I am today!
 
   COME BACK TO OUR PLACE
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   * * *
 
   My name is John. My wife Isabelle is 32 and I’m 37. We have some friends who are swingers and one of my wife’s friends talked with her about dating other men. She asked me what I thought and we talked about it, and eventually we agreed to open our relationship in this way. Isabelle is a beautiful woman with firm, medium-sized breasts, a slim waist and rounded hips.
 
   Isabelle has always had a high sex drive, and due to our work and kids I wasn’t really giving her what she needed. Although I’ve never been able to bring her to orgasm through intercourse alone, I thought that was pretty normal and I did a pretty good job with my tongue. Sometimes we would watch porn with two men and one woman, and she seemed to really enjoy those movies. I’d also talked about watching her with a man who has a bigger cock but she’d say that mine was big enough.
 
   One time we almost did a MFM threesome with our swinger friends. They introduced us to a guy who enjoyed participating in them and Isabelle said he was handsome. We went out to a bar to meet him and she was dressed in a sexy blouse and a short skirt. She flirted with him and I thought that we were going to have a good time together that night, but right before we left my wife changed her mind. “I’m not ready for this,” she said. “I don’t know if I’ll ever be.”
 
   More recently, we went to a minor league baseball game and there were two black guys who were checking her out. I went to get some beers and when I returned, they were chatting with her. I couldn’t help but notice that they couldn’t keep their eyes off my wife’s shapely legs. She was wearing a short skirt and at the right angle, you could probably see a little of her panties. The guys were much younger than us, probably college age or a little older. Kelvin didn’t have the best looking face but he had a perfect body, very muscular with a washboard chest peeking out from his t-shirt. Asaad had a better looking face and was taller, but he didn’t have the muscles. It was obvious that Isabelle enjoyed their attention. 
 
   After the game, they invited us to go to the tavern for some drinks and pool. We had a good time their, having drinks and nachos as we played pool, then when it was time to leave I asked Isabelle if we should invite them back to our place.
 
   “What for?” she asked.
 
   “For dinner.” I shrugged. “Maybe more.”
 
   Isabelle gave me a wicked smile. “That sounds like fun. Let’s do it.”
 
   At our house, she made the guys some sandwiches. While they were watching TV, I pulled her aside behind the island in the kitchen and fingered her pussy. I asked her if she liked them. 
 
   “Yes, I do. I’ve always liked black guys.”
 
   “You want to fuck two black guys at once, don’t you?”
 
   I could tell by her reaction that she was very turned on by the idea. I told her that I’d ask the guys.
 
   “You know,” I said, interrupting their TV viewing. “It’s getting late. If you two would like to stay the night, we’d be happy to have you stay. My wife has a king sized bed, so there’s room enough for all three of you.”
 
   The two guys mouths dropped.
 
   “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Asaad asked, setting the rest of his sandwich down.
 
   “It’s up to you. My wife is a free spirit and she likes the two of you.”
 
   The guys looked at each other, then back at me. “Yeah, we’ll stay here tonight.”
 
   I went back and informed Isabelle that things were going well. She said she wanted a quick shower and she’d put on some lingerie, so send up the guys in twenty minutes. I did just that. When they arrived in our bedroom, Isabelle was waiting for them on the bed wearing a sexy babydoll. Kelvin and Asaad both quickly stripped. I was pleasantly surprised to see that both of them were well-equipped. Kelvin, though having the perfect body, only had an eight-inch cock about as thick as a kielbasa. Asaad’s cock was a whopper, easily ten inches long and thick as a coke can. My little four inch penis was fully erect, and I stripped off my clothes so that I could masturbate to the show I was about to see. 
 
   I turned off the overhead bedroom light, so the only light came from the lamp on the bed stand. Kelvin and Asaad jumped into bed. They knelt down at either side of her face, and she had a hand around each cock, was going back and forth sucking them.  I slid onto the bed, pulled down her red panties to reveal her hairy pussy, and I put my face in her snatch and began to lick her. Isabelle was hot as a firecracker, moaning as I ate her slowly. I then sucked on her nipples, which were already stiff and erect. I saw that Kelvin wanted to mount her, so I backed away. He aimed his black knob at my wife’s slippery opening, then leaned forward and forced himself inside, his veiny shaft slipping right in.
 
   “Oh God,” Isabelle gasped. “It’s so much bigger than my husband’s little thing.” She sighed. “It’s so fucking great!” She went back to sucking on Asaad’s cock as Kelvin fucked her nice and easy, slowly pumping in and out. My wife’s back was arching, her body quivering. He pounded her with slow, deep strokes until he was in balls deep, his equipment slapping against her ass with each thrust.
 
   “I want to fuck you with this cock,” Asaad said.
 
   “Lay down, then,” she said. Kelvin took the hint and dismounted. Asaad lay down on his back and my wife got on top of him, slowly lowering her pussy onto him.
 
   “God damn, you’re big,” she said, slowly inching herself down. “Fuck! It’s good, though. Just damn!”
 
   Slowly she got herself on top of him. I walked over and grabbed a bottle of lube from the drawer, lubed up my cock, and began masturbating.
 
   “Let me see that,” Kelvin said. As I watched my wife riding high on her black lover’s giant cock, Kelvin lubed up his cock and aimed it at her asshole. “Oh my,” she said. “I don’t know…” But she lay down on top of Asaad, exposing her asshole to Kelvin. He pushed himself slowly inside.
 
   “How is it?” he asked.
 
   “Mnnnhhh,” Isabelle said. I wasn’t sure if she was experiencing pleasure, pain or both. Asaad was motionless while his friend got himself inside. But once Kelvin had fully penetrated her, they both began to slowly thrust inside of her. Her white body was enveloped by the bodies of these two young black men.
 
   Up until then, I hadn't thought about pregnancy. I’d had a vasectomy when I was with my first wife, so we didn’t need to worry about that between ourselves. “You’d better pull out,” I warned Asaad, “if you don’t want her to get pregnant. She’s not on the pill.” He looked at me and nodded.
 
   Isabelle was kissing Asaad beneath her while Kelvin kissed her neck. My wife’s pussy was making slurping sounds as she got royally fucked. I slowly stroked my meager manhood as I watched.
 
   “I’m almost there,” Kelvin said. Although still going pretty slow, he was picking up the pace as he fucked my wife’s ass. “I’m going to come.”
 
   “Oh God,” Asaad grunted. “I’m gonna come. I can’t pull out.” He was caught in a three-person sex machine, my wife grinding her cunt around his cock as Kelvin reached his own climax. “Do it, baby. Come in my pussy!” When I heard her say that, my hand jerked my little pop gun in a blur, and I squirted a little drip onto the carpet. I saw Asaad’s thick shaft begin to jerk, his balls twitching as he pumped my wife’s vagina full of his seed. Just then Kelvin finished, his hands squeezing my wife’s ass cheeks as he pumped her shitbox full of semen.
 
   As Asaad and Isabelle kissed, his cock slowly slackened and popped out, followed by a gush of cream. “Yes, that’s it, baby. Give me every drop.” Somehow, deep down, I think I knew it would end that way. Kelvin pulled out of her ass and cleaned himself off in the bathroom while Isabelle lay in Asaad’s arms, kissing his neck and lips while her hand slowly rubbed his muscular chest. Kelvin then joined them in bed and they pulled the sheets over them. I took my pillow to the spare room for the night.
 
   The next morning Isabelle made them breakfast. After she gave them both a long, sexy kiss, I drove them to their apartment. After I returned home, Isabelle told me that they’d fucked a second time during the night and once again in the morning before I awoke. I went to make love to her and took her to our bedroom. She lay down and spread her legs. I hesitated for a moment, inhaling the pungent smell of her pussy. She grabbed a hold of my head and with two hands pulled my face into her pussy. She put a leg over my shoulder, hooking it behind my neck to hold me in place. I gently darted my tongue into her and over her clit, making her moan. She was clearly enjoying it, and my penis was rock hard. “Clean up my pussy, honey. Eat every little drop of their come.” Her words were nasty but honestly I loved it, and I enjoyed licking up her black lover’s load. 
 
   Since that time Isabelle has become very outgoing and dates a lot of different guys. She currently has four regular lovers, and she’s always trying out new guys as well. I love the way that she’s grown in confidence and as a lover!
 
   MY HUSBAND’S YOUNG ASSISTANT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’ve been married to my husband Evan for five years. We both enjoy watching videos about cuckolded husbands, especially when the wife is fucking black men. For some reason I can’t explain, it’s a huge fantasy for both of us. And over the last few years, he’s been encouraging me to try it in real life.  
 
   Things got even more serious when strapping young black man named Jirani joined Evan’s company last year. He was only twenty-one but from comments he’d made to Evan, he wasn’t lacking in experience. One of the girls in his office had dated him briefly and the rumor was that his cock was so big she couldn’t even take all of him. Evan showed me his picture and the boy was definitely handsome, with a nice face and a great body. I began fantasizing about taking that thick black cock inside of my tight little pussy. Of course, while I was getting fucked, Evan would be sitting in the corner tugging on his little bean sprout.
 
   We’d read a cuckold story once about a wife being seduced by her black neighbor. It was one of Evan’s favorite stories to jerk off to in the bathroom. “It’s so hot, Morgan,” he said. “I think if you were having sex with Jirani and his monster cock, you’d come harder than ever before just like the wife in the story.” I admitted that I probably would. Evan kept pushing me to join him at one of their after-work get-togethers. At last I agreed, maybe just to shut him up but honestly, I was eager to try a cock so big that some girls couldn’t even take. 
 
   When we stopped by the tavern, I got the chance to meet Jirani. He was clearly interested in me and more than a bit flirtatious. Of course, I’ve never had trouble attracting attention from men, given my hourglass figure, long hair and pretty face. For his part, Jirani looked even better in person than he looked in his picture. He was 6’3” with dark skin, broad shoulders and a muscular body. It was clear that he worked out regularly in the gym. But everything was on the up-and-up, and at the end of the night I went home with Evan. 
 
   What I didn’t know was that Evan was working on the young man back at the office. He told Jirani that if he found me attractive, the two of us should get together and get closer privately. Jirani was surprised but realized that Evan was open to it, and he said he was interested. The only snag was when Evan told him he’d need to use a condom because that’s our method of birth control. Jirani refused, saying he hates the way they feel. Luckily Evan backed down. (Later he admitted to me that he secretly wanted to see my pussy filled and leaking Jirani’s semen.)
 
   When Evan told me that it was all set, I couldn’t believe that he’d done that without discussing it with me first. But we talked it over and ultimately I agreed that I’d like to spend some sexy time with Jirani. But I warned Evan that you might not be ready for what could happen. “If his cock is as big and feels as good as I imagine, it will change us forever. I may not be satisfied with your four-and-a-half inch Vienna sausage after having a real kielbasa.” Evan said he understood. I also insisted that he lick my pussy clean afterward, like the guy did in the story. My husband agreed. Then he pointed out the part about Jirani refusing to use condoms. At first I was resistant, but then I realized it would be fine given that I’d just had my period.
 
   After that, Evan told Jirani that everything was ready to happen. As they worked, Evan said he couldn’t stop looking at Jirani, fantasizing about his strong, mighty black body laying on top of me, my white legs up around him and ankles locked behind his back, my white arms around his dark black shoulders as we kissed passionately. He pictured Jirani’s huge, bare black cock plunging deep inside my delicate womanhood before finally blasting off his baby batter deep inside of me. Then Evan pictured himself eating my sloppy used pussy, licking me clean. For my part, I went out shopping right after work, buying some sexy lingerie, a new pair of red high heels, and some sexy perfume.
 
   That night, though, Evan got a call from Jirani. His mother had shown up unexpectedly at his apartment and he couldn’t leave her. Sadly, we’d need to reschedule. Unfortunately, due to conflicts at both of our ends, it took us two weeks until we could make it happen.
 
   Evan was at the house watching me put on my new lingerie and perfume. I asked him what he thought and he whistled. “You’re unbelievably beautiful and sexy!” I noticed that his little weiner was erect and straining to make a bulge in his crotch. I replied that things might change between us once I’ve felt a real man’s cock, but he assured me that he was prepared for whatever might happen.
 
   Jirani arrived at our house and I met him at the door. He’d brought me a bouquet of flowers, which I thought was adorable. I asked him if he was okay with Evan watching us from the corner, probably just masturbating. He declined, saying that seemed kinda gay to him. Evan said that he’d give us half an hour alone in the bedroom, then he’d come check on us.
 
   When we were alone, Jirani quickly removed my clothes and his own down to his boxers. I loved the way he kissed me, and he paid nice attention to my breasts, sucking on my nipples and kissing his way down my stomach to my aching cunt. He licked me a bit, making me squirm with anticipation and pleasure. Finally I could take no more. I pulled down his boxers, revealing his package. It was everything I’d dreamed it would be. Although I didn’t measure it, it was more than double the length of my husband’s little thing, with a large purple head. More importantly, it was almost as thick as a baseball bat. I took him in my mouth and it was difficult to blow him because of his size, but I did my best. I was so wet, so aroused by this handsome black man, and ready to see if I was woman enough to take him.
 
   When he finally got on top of me and pushed the head of that monster inside of my white pussy. It felt incredible, being stretched and filled by this amazing man, a feeling I’d never experienced before. He kept going in deeper and deeper, and I worried that I might not be able to take all of him. But his black cock relentlessly invaded my white body, taking everything and leaving nothing. The feeling inside was incredible. My g-spot was being rubbed with each thrust but thanks to his enormous size, my clit was also getting friction from his movements. What Evan could only pretend to do with his tongue and fingers, this real man was doing with his cock. I felt jolts of sexual electricity shooting through my body, and the grandmother of all orgasms coursed up and down my spine and out to my limbs. After that I had three more orgasms, each one stronger than the last. He grunted and came inside of me. Then we fucked in doggy style, which I love, and he pulled my hair and slapped my ass. We both came simultaneously and collapsed on the bed.
 
   As we lay in bed in a post-coital embrace, I heard footsteps approaching the bedroom door. He tried the handle but it was locked. I got up and opened it. Evan was standing there with a shocked expression on his face, his little penis fully erect if four inches can be fully anything, staring down at my used cunt. He told me later that my pussy had a huge gape and white fluid was leaking down my inner thighs. 
 
   “Okay, little boy,” I said, hands on my hips. “Get down on your knees and clean up this pussy.” Evan obeyed, dropping to his knees. He hesitated for a moment, his face near my pussy, then buried his face into my sticky cunt. He licked it tentatively at first, then began licking it joyfully. I grabbed Evan’s head by the hair, holding him in place so he couldn’t get away. “That’s it, boy. Taste a real man’s come. Clean up that pussy for him.” I saw Evan trying to masturbate his little thing and I told him not to. He obeyed my orders.
 
   I looked over at the bed and Jirani was hard again, his mighty black cock simply unstoppable. I pushed Evan’s head away and told him that we needed our privacy again. “You can go to the little boy’s room and jerk off while a real man pleases my pussy.” Jirani and I both laughed as I guided my husband out the bedroom door and locked it. We continued having sex throughout the night, and Jirani left the next morning.  
 
   I continued seeing Jirani a couple times a week. He’d come over to our house to fuck me late at night, then he’d leave, only staying the night that one time. When he was finished, Evan would lap up our combined juices, his tongue probing deeper than I thought possible. Things ended, though, when I got pregnant. Jirani soon quit his job and disappeared, never to be seen again. We haven’t really been looking for him as Evan is raising our daughter as his own, even if her skin is dark. But I’m ready again to have something handsome, hung and black back in my life. I think Evan loves black cock almost as much as I do! 
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   * * *
 
   Throughout our 5 years of marriage, my wife Savannah and I had a good sex life. We shared our fantasies and there wasn’t anything that we wanted to do in the bedroom that we hadn’t done. But one thing we’d sometimes talked about was inviting another man into our bedroom, preferably a black man with a large package. I signed Savannah up on a dating app and I found a good-looking guy in our area. I found a particular guy who looked interesting named Earnell. The guy described himself as preferring married white women, and he was willing to please a woman with or without her husband present.
 
   “He’s good looking, Owen,” my wife said. “I don’t see any harm in meeting him.”
 
   I’d been trying for a while to find somebody who could act as my wife’s lover. The problem is that I wanted discretion and I was concerned about her dating anybody that we knew. The dating app seemed to be the perfect solution. In short, we met Earnell at a bar and had some drinks, then he slow danced with Savannah. It was so hot watching him holding my wife against him, and her eyes were all lit up as they danced. My wife is 28 and Earnell is just 25 and in great shape, and she was obviously hot as a pistol at the thought of bedding him. It went great so we booked a suite room at a motel for the next weekend, and we hot Earnell the adjoining room. 
 
   When Earnell entered the room, he was only a robe. He quickly slipped out of it and was wearing just a pair of black shorts, showing off his powerful, athletic build. Savannah was sitting on the bed in just a sexy bra and panties. Although in her mid-thirties, she still has an hourglass figure with nice breasts and a round ass. Earnell kissed my wife's neck and I felt a thrill when his hand slid up her inner thighs. Savannah parted them to allow his fingers easy access, and he was fingering her pussy through her panties. My penis was rock hard and I went into the bedroom to jerk off. While I was in there, soaping up my cock at the sink, I could hear all of Savannah’s sounds of pleasure, and I knew the instant that his cock entered my wife.
 
   “Oh God, baby,” she moaned. “Oh, wow!”
 
   I was eager to take a look, but I continued jacking off to the sounds as my wife’s grunts, groans and cries of pleasure grew stronger and louder, and I knew he was giving her a world-class dicking. I heard Earnell grunting and I could tell he was climaxing, and right then I shot my wad into the sink. As I was cleaning up, Earnell entered the bathroom to take a shower. He had on a robe and I hesitated, wanting to see the physique of the man who’d just fucked my wife. When he dropped his robe, he didn’t have on the shorts this time. He was naked and I gasped when I saw his penis. His cock was only a bit longer flaccid than mine is erect. His cock was slimy as it had just been inside Savannah’s sweet cunt, but what had shocked me was the girth. It was wonderfully thick, a master work, and I felt envious of him. Then I went back to our room to check on Savannah. 
 
   My wife lay sprawled on the bed, sexually spent with her legs open wide. Her pussy was gaping open, no doubt from Earnell’s thick cock, and semen dripped out of her sperm-filled quim. She curled her finger toward me and pointed down at her pussy. I knew what she wanted. I eagerly licked and sucked on her pussy while she happily described to me how great Earnell had been in bed, how amazing his cock felt and how it drove her wild. When Earnell got out of the shower, Savannah jumped in. I talked with Earnell and learned that he’s married with three kids and his wife isn’t interested in sex. He enjoys assisting married couples with their love lives and considers himself to be a doing a charity of sorts, making the world a better place.
 
   After we went back home, Savannah asked how I felt about what had happened. I told her that I thought it was wonderful. She asked if she could see Earnell again, and I was happy to see that happen. He now stops by our house for sex sessions about three times a week. I started watching them in the act and I get really excited seeing my wife’s obvious sexual attraction and pleasure, her strong orgasms and her pleasure at sucking on his cock. I’d estimate that he’s about eight inches long but the thickness is just astounding, and seeing my wife’s lips around the base of his cock when she blows him is mind blowing. Savannah never had much interest in fellatio with me, but now she’s gained quite a passion for it with her black lover. I don’t know if you’ve ever seen your wife sucking another man’s cock, fingering her clit in pure desire, but it’s an incredible experience.
 
   If you’ve never tried the dating apps, you really should. Whatever you think about online dating, it’s a great way to meet hookup partners. I can attest that when your wife is sexually satisfied, your own love life will improve tremendously. If she’s never been with a well-hung black man, she doesn’t know what she’s missing.
 
   MAKING A CUCKOLD VIDEO
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   For years I’ve believed that the best way to appreciate the sight of my wife Arianna fucking and sucking would be to record her in high definition. I’d seen homemade videos of couples having sex and they’re always my favorite. Frankly, the professional women are clearly not interested in sex with the male performers most of the time and at least the amateurs are attracted to each other. I could just imagine having our own video, me holding the camera, maybe doing a close-up of my penis slipping inside of her clam, and then watching it back on the big screen with her groaning and moaning over the surround sound speakers. Just the idea had me hot!
 
   I didn’t think there’d be a problem getting Arianna to do it. She has a fabulous body and she’d allowed me to take some nude photos of her in the past. When friends have seen her in her bikini, they always comment on how she has a model’s body.
 
   “Sure, Brandon,” my wife replied. “I’ll do it.” I thought she’d be worried that our video might get leaked to the internet. Instead, she suggested that we hire a professional to record the video. 
 
   I wanted to hire somebody that Arianna would be comfortable around. There was a guy we knew who video records weddings. His name is Briceson. He’s a black guy a few years younger than us, probably about twenty-five, and he’s quite a ladies’ man. It’s not hard to understand why given his good looks and ripped body. I’d heard Arianna herself mention to her girlfriends over wine that she thought Briceson was hot and if she were single, she’d have given him a roll in the hay. When I informed Arianna of my choice of videographer, she concurred that he would be an excellent choice.
 
   When Briceson arrived, Arianna was wearing nothing but her little red basque and stockings. The mutual attraction between the two of them was palpable but I pretended not to notice anything. We started the video with my wife sitting in front of her mirror brushing her hair and dabbing on perfume. I’d thought that she would pretend that the cameraman wasn’t there but she started talking with him.
 
   “Do you have a date tonight?” he asked her.
 
   “Yes, I’m seeing my boyfriend,” she said. “A white guy.”
 
   “A white guy? Do you date black guys, too?”
 
   “I think black guys are really sexy,” she said. “Especially you.” She looked at his crotch. “Is it true what they say?”
 
   “My cock isn’t that big,” Briceson said. “It’s only eight inches long but it’s pretty thick.”
 
   My wife’s eyes lit up as she looked at him. “Damn, I’ve never seen one like that in person. My husband’s little penis is just half that size.” She looked at me. “Does that make him half a man?”
 
   At that point, I could see that the video was going in a different and unintended direction. But it was beautiful and natural, and I certainly didn’t want to stand in their way.
 
   “Why don’t I hold the camera?” I suggested.
 
   Briceson gave me a strange look, then he smiled. “Sure, you can record us.”
 
   “Brandon!” Arianna said with mock surprise. Briceson walked up to her, his body pressed against my wife’s small frame. “You want to see your innocent wife getting fucked by a black man?”
 
   “It’s up to you,” I said, taking the camera.
 
   The two of them kissed for a while, him leaning down as she put her arms around his shoulders. The contrast between her pale white skin and his dark flesh was exciting. Then they stepped over to the bed. Briceson pulled off his t-shirt and dropped his jeans and underwear. Sure enough, his cock was much larger than mine. It was only semi-erect but it was already longer and much thicker than mine, covered in veins and ending with a large purple head.
 
   “I want to feel your cock inside of me,” Arianna said. She quickly stripped off her lingerie as they kissed and fondled each other, then she lay down and spread her legs wide. I could see that her pussy was sopping wet in anticipation. But Briceson moved into the 69 position, where he fingered my wife’s pussy while she sucked on his cock. The scene was amazing, with my wife’s cheeks inverted as she sucked on her black lover’s mighty shaft, her head bobbing up and down as her lips pleasured his tool. I was proud of how much cock she could take into her mouth. 
 
   Briceson then got onto his back. Arianna was hot as a pistol, desperate to feel that huge black cock inside of her. I recorded every moment of it and had a great closeup as she issued a muffled cry, her pussy slowly spreading out to envelope his dark manhood. She slowly worked her way down, a thrust at a time, bouncing and writhing until his thick meat was snug inside of her sex. I change the camera angle to watch them from behind my wife, so I could see her great body and the dimples on her ass that formed with each bounce. Her slippery wet cunt was clamped down like a vice on that black monster, massaging his manhood as if it were greedily trying to extract his sperm. As she rode, my wife played with her nipples and rubbed her clit, and she was moaning in pleasure. Then she leaned down and kissed him. I saw his big black paws reach around and grab my wife’s ass, holding her as she bounced on his cock and kissed him passionately. I realized that he was lifting her up, trying to make her go more quickly. He started bouncing his hips into the bed, and I realized he was nearing his climax. Soon he arched up and I heard him groaning, grunting as his balls emptied themselves, a surge of semen exploding through his cock and filling my wife’s belly.  
 
   They kissed for a bit, then I saw his black serpent beginning to slacken and slip out of my wife’s spent pussy. She rolled over onto her back, exposing her used cunt and spreading her lips as his sperm-rich semen oozed out of her. Briceson got up and took the camera and recorded it as a I licked her pussy clean, swallowing every drop of her black lover’s cum.
 
   I must have lapped at her sex for ages but it still kept pouring out and I resolved to get a scene when Warren came his load over her tummy or similar next time. After it was over, we watched the video while Briceson and Arriana snuggled. Soon they were hot again and they fucked again, this time doing doggy and missionary as I earnestly recorded their fuck session. He didn’t cum as much after that lay but I didn’t feel short changed as I ate out my wife’s cream-filled cavern.
 
   HER BOSS IS HUGE!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   My name is Alex. For some time I had suspected that my wife was being unfaithful. Julia is 34 years old and very pretty. She has a nice figure with large breasts and a beautiful fat bottom. I noticed that she’d started wearing revealing clothes and sexy underwear to work, and that was a sign. But also our sex life had become pretty boring. My suspicions were confirmed when I pulled a pair of her panties out of the hamper and they smelled like sex. When I confronted her, at first she denied it but then, knowing she was caught, admitted everything. She said she’d been having sex with her boss for months. Instead of getting angry, my penis grew hard. I pushed her to the bed as she told me all the details. I learned that her boss, Kaleem, was a black man with a large cock and he really knew how to use it. Julia gushed about him, explaining that he had a perfect body with ripped muscles and broad shoulders, and that he could go for hours and really knew how to get a girl off. All the while I was slipping my little four incher in and out of her pussy, and I was so excited that I failed to last, squirting my little dab.
 
   As the next week passed, the vision of what she’d related to me kept returning to my mind. I kept imagining them fucking, his huge cock slipping inside of her and filling her, and my wife sucking on his manhood and playing with his nuts until he blasted her face with semen. Just the thought of it would get me instantly hard and I would need to jerk off. Even after I’d shot my wad, I would think of them fucking and I’d get hard again. I knew that I’d need to see them in action. I wanted her boss to come to our house and fuck my wife on my bed. At one point I could take no more and I asked Julia if she would do it. She responded by giving me a funny look, then she asked me about it. Finally she said she’d ask Kaleem and see if he’d be willing.  
 
   Happily, Kaleem was willing to fuck my wife on our marital bed and he agreed to stop by our house on Friday after work. All day I was horny as hell, trying to concentrate on my own job while fantasizing about what would happen later. At home, when I heard the doorbell, I felt my stomach squirm. We’d reached the point of no return. Julia went to the door to greet her black boss wearing a tight little miniskirt that showed off her bubble butt, a silk blouse with a red lacy push-up bra, red fishnet stockings and high heels. Julia turned to me before leaving the room, a big smile on her face and she gave me a sexy wink. A few minutes later she brought Kaleem into the room.
 
   Her boss was built like a god, standing over six feet tall and all muscle. He was handsome with a confident presence. Kaleem gave me a superior smirk as he shook my hand, then sat down on the sofa next to Julia. He ran a hand up inside my wife’s inner thighs, then he told me to remove Julia’s skirt.  I loved the way that he was so domineering. I followed his orders, my little boyhood rock hard in my pants. He then ordered me to remove my wife’s blouse. I did so, exposing her ample cleavage and her sexy bra. I was in awe of this amazing black man, so clearly my superior, and I was eager to see his erect man meat.
 
   Kaleem stood up and undressed, revealing his magnificent body. He had strong thighs, a barrel chest, firm buttocks and a large bulge in his underwear. He walked over to Julia. “Pull it out,” he commanded. It was the moment that I’d been waiting for. Ever so slowly, she reached inside his underwear. I felt my eyes widen as I saw what he was packing. It had to be nearly a foot long and impossibly thick, with a big purple head and huge black balls slung beneath it. I wanted to worship him, this amazing male specimen, and needed to see that huge organ penetrating my wife in every orifice.
 
   Julia began to play with his shaft, slowly pumping it with her hands. Her eyes met his as her tongue licked up and down his cock. The head was oozing pre-cum and she flicked her tongue over it before sucking it in. Kaleem instructed me to remove her bra. I did so and her breasts fell out. He began playing with her breasts, tweaking her nipples as she sucked his mighty organ. Apparently he’d had enough because he ordered me to remove Julia’s panties. I did so, exposing her hairy bush, and I got a whiff of her pussy’s scent. She was sopping wet for her virile black stud. She lay back on the sofa, her tits against her chest, her legs spread wide as Kaleem put his giant cock at my wife’s entrance. I was overjoyed as this amazing man pushed his giant cockhead inside of her slippery box. Then he slowly began to fuck her. I loved seeing her body moving with his thrusts, their two bodies as one, my wife’s head rolling side to side as he fucked her silly. Julia moaned as he pumped her smartly. I pulled out my own penis and began stroking it to their rhythm. Just then I thought of one of Julia’s dildos that has a big thick cock and then a tiny little penis-shaped anal stimulator at the bottom, and I realized that my penis was just that, not good enough to please a woman’s vagina.
 
   Kaleem began pumping faster and I heard the sound of his massive testicles slapping against Julia’s ass cheeks. I feared that he was nearing the end, but the man had control. He flipped Julia over into the doggy position. My wife’s big ass stuck out, offering her pussy like a cheap whore, as she looked back and begged him to fuck her. Kaleem penetrated her with that giant cock, holding her hips firmly and really pounding her hard. Julia screamed in pleasure as he gave her a royal fucking, her pussy red from both exercise and desire.
 
   He was pounding her harder now and faster, and I knew he was nearing his climax. “Do it, baby,” Julia begged. “Shoot your baby batter deep inside of me. Fill my womb with your sperm!” With a grunt and a hard final push, Kaleem did just that, his cock seeming to swell even larger as it pulsated, a massive load of semen roaring inside of my wife.  Finally his orgasm ended and he gave Julia a playful slap on the ass as his huge cock slipped out of her spent cunt. Then I saw the cream filling begin to ooze out of her, and I couldn’t help but kneel down before her properly-fucked pussy and stick my tongue inside, licking and lapping up their combined fuck juices. It didn’t taste bad at all. 
 
   Afterward, Kaleem stayed the night in our bedroom. He fucked Julia over and over as I stood by and masturbated. One time he came inside of her mouth and she leaned over and kissed me, filling my mouth with her lover’s sperm. Later that night he fucked her in the ass. I didn’t think he could fit that giant monster inside of her tight butthole but he managed it, and then he commanded me to clean her cum-filled asshole with my tongue.
 
   That was Julia’s first extramarital lover but it wasn’t her last. I’ve watched her fuck over a hundred guys. She almost always fucks them bareback and so far we haven’t had any venereal diseases, knock on wood. We have had a few pregnancies, though, and our children have all different shades of skin color. But pregnancy is a happy consequence of living this lifestyle and I wouldn’t have it any other way!
 
   BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH FOR
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’ve always enjoyed reading erotic letters and I’d hoped that one day I’d have a story to tell worthy of being published, and now I do. My name is Avery and I am 29 years old, my husband Sam is 31. We’ve been married for seven years and we’ve kept ourselves in good shape. Our sex life has always been pretty good. Sam works out regularly and has a decent seven inch penis. As for me, I’ve always turned heads whether I’m dressed in skimpy dress or blue jeans, with a slim hourglass figure. We both were sexually experienced in college before we met and, until recently, I hadn’t looked outside my marriage for partners. 
 
   Sam and I own a construction company and work together there. A few months ago, we invited some of our employees and business partners. While mingling with people, a handsome black man named Jermaine made several passes at me right in front of my husband. Of course, I rebuffed his advances but I appreciated the interest of this beautiful black man. After the party that night, Sam mentioned my encounter with Jermaine and asked if I’d like to have sex with him, stating that if I were interested that he would give me his approval. That was totally shocking to me, but as we talked about it I was very aroused at the possibility. Sam explained that, during the party, Jermaine had approached him and said I was very sexy and inquired whether we were exclusive. Sam said that we were married and we’d never discussed having other partners before. Later on, in the bathroom, Sam got a look at Jermaine’s package and it was incredibly long and thick. 
 
   Nothing more was said that night, but over the next week I had some sexy dreams about having sex with Jermaine. One night, while making love with Sam, we talked about the possibility of my bedding Jermaine. Sam was so excited by the talk that he thrusted like mad and blasted the rubber so hard that I was afraid it would break. (We use rubbers for birth control and we weren’t quite ready to start a family, as we were still building our business.) We finally decided that Sam would invite Jermaine over to our house on Saturday night to discuss a new project we were planning in the tri-state area. Then, we decided, Sam would get a business call and be forced to leave, giving Jermaine and me alone time in the house. With our surveillance cameras throughout the house, everything would be recorded for our later viewing pleasure. 
 
   On Saturday night, I was so excited knowing that I would likely get the chance to have some sexy time with Jermaine. Jermaine was all business when he arrived but after a few drinks he became a little more social. Same made his exit “on business” and Jermaine wasted no time hitting on me, but this time when he made a pass I didn’t turn him down, and instead encouraged him to go even further. Soon I was up against the wall, his body pressed against mine as his tongue danced inside of my mouth. He fondled my breasts and caressed my ass, and my clit was throbbing in anticipation. He reached a hand up my skirt and slipped inside my panties and began rubbing my clit, as my girl juice flowed freely. I led him from the living room to our bedroom.
 
   I quickly stripped off my clothes and Jermaine went down to just his underwear. He licked and sucked on my hard, erect nipples. He pushed me down on the bed and pushed his face into my love nest, gently spreading my lips as his tongue began licking my hole and flicking over my clit. I came twice from his oral ministrations before he put in a finger, and a third time as he fingered me while licking my love button. I was in total ecstasy, my body thrashing and my arms flailing on the bed, with such strong orgasms that I nearly fainted. Then Jermaine rolled onto his back and began kissing his body, moving down his chest. When I pulled off his underwear, I saw a semi-erect cock that had to be as thick as my wrist and a good ten inches long. I tugged and sucked as best I could, in awe of his huge manhood, and it just continued to grow and harden in my hands. When he was fully erect, his cock had to be over a foot long. I pumped the shaft with one hand, cupped his balls with the other, as my mouth sucked on his huge cock head. Jermaine was moaning in pleasure and I began to pump his cock furiously, flicking my tongue around his cock head. He warned me that he was about to come. I removed my mouth from the head and opened my mouth to receive his load, continuing to pump on his cock. 
 
   Jermaine’s mighty cock began to pulse as that huge seed rod began to shoot ropes onto my tongue. I returned my mouth over his cock head and swallowed, doing my best to take every drop as his barrel continued to unload its ammunition. My right hand was pumping his shaft furiously as I sucked him dry. My breasts and face were sticky with his load but now he wanted to fuck me. I told him I didn’t think I could take something so large, but when I lay down on my back and spread my legs, he was able to get all but a couple of inches inside of me. It took him a while to work it in but he managed to work it in, stretching my pussy and touching places that no man had ever touched before. As he pounded me bareback, with each stroke I could feel his cockhead kissing the entrance of my womb. I was in one constant rolling orgasm, my honey hole tightening and gripping that amazing cock, my nectar gushing like mad all over it as if my body were eager for this. I’d never thought that penis size mattered that much but after feeling this well-hung black man, I knew for the first time what it meant to be well fucked.   
 
   I was a little worried how Sam would feel when he saw the video and how I’d taken Jermaine bareback. But his penis was erect the whole time we watched it, and when I asked him he said seeing Jermaine filling me with his semen was the best part. I still use rubbers with Sam and go bareback with Jermaine, a situation that the three of us all enjoy. So far I haven’t gotten pregnant but we all know that it’s only a matter of time. Jermaine loves knowing that he’s fucking a married white woman who isn’t on birth control and he just cums bucket loads. I, too, enjoy the risk of letting this gorgeous black Adonis shoot his sperm inside of me unprotected, and Sam loves taking his sloppy seconds. I may have other lovers in the future but for now all of my needs are being met by Sam and Jermaine, and I couldn’t be happier.
 
   SETTING HER UP
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Trevor. My wife Jordan is a pretty brunette with long legs, a nice bubble butt, and a large firm bosom. She has a pretty decent sex drive but she’s always ready when you put a little alcohol in her to loosen her up, and she’s great in bed. Like a lot of men, I’ve often fantasized about watching my wife fucking another guy but I’d never approached Jordan about making it happen in real life.
 
   Then, a few months ago, things changed. Hunter is a friend of mine from work and he’s well-known as a ladies’ man. He’d never met Jordan but I’d shown him some naked pictures of her and he’d complimented her highly and said that he’d date her if she were single. I was so glad to hear that, and I told him about my desire to see my wife have sex with another man. He was willing and we came up with a plan to make it happen.
 
   One night Jordan and I were home watching Netflix and sipping wine. She was getting a little tipsy and things were moving in a sexy direction, so I suggested that she put on some lingerie. Jordan continued drinking as she got dressed up in a red lacy top that left her midriff exposed and a see-through flimsy red skirt over her g-string panties, then returned downstairs. I ran my hand up her leg and caressed her beautiful body. I began kissing her neck and asked her to play with herself. She started slowly but really started getting into it, bringing herself nearly to orgasm.
 
   “All right,” she said. “Now I really need to fuck.”
 
   That’s when suddenly the doorbell rang. Jordan pulled the throw blanket from the couch and covered herself. “Who is that?” I told her I’d see.
 
   I went to the door. It was Hunter along with his friend Jamal, just as we’d discussed. I welcomed them inside and brought them to the living room, where Jordan was sitting on the couch, looking surprised and a bit flustered, but also quite fuckable given her state of sexy undress.
 
   “This is my friend Hunter and his friend Jamal,” I said. Jordan seemed quite attracted to both men, and as we had drinks she seemed to get quite flirty. The guys complimented her on her great looks and sexy attire.
 
   I sat back down next to Jordan and I began kissing her neck again and caressing her. She seemed a little uncertain, but as my hand slid up her inner thighs I felt her spread her legs, giving the guys a nice view. At that point I felt sure that things were going to go well. I began fondling her breasts and she moaned in delight. “Oh yes,” she cooed, her hands on my crotch. I saw her motion for Jamal to touch her. I knew she’d never been with a black guy before, and when he came over and began kissing her, my cock went hard as steel. I eased her down onto the couch and soon Hunter joined in. He whipped out his cock, a real whopper that had to be eight inches long, and gave it to Jordan’s mouth to suck. She began sucking on it while Jamal kissed her breasts and suckled her nipples. I moved down and removed her skirt, and she lifted her hips to help me pull off the g-string. Now her womanhood was open for all to see, and I began licking and sucking her while she sucked Hunter’s big cock. Her hips were slowly rocking as I ate her, her breathing labored and her neck flush. She stopped sucking Hunter’s cock, looked up at Jamal and said, “I need a cock inside of me. Give your cock.”
 
   Jamal didn’t waste any time. I moved out of the way and he got in between my wife’s creamy white thighs. In his hand he was holding a cock that was even longer and thicker than Hunter’s massive manhood. He aimed the head right against my wife’s moist, eager entrance and slowly pushed himself inside of her. Jordan’s pussy expanded and swallowed up his black cock, fitting it like a glove, as he began pushing himself deeper and deeper. She moaned loudly even as she resumed sucking on Hunter’s cock. For my part, I leaned in and began licking on her clit, my head at an angle and I could see Jamal’s dark black body impaling my wife.
 
   “Oh God, it feels so good!” I knew she was coming as intense shudders gripped her body. Her legs were spread wide open for her black lover, thrusting her crotch up and down as I tongued her love button. I looked up and saw her tugging on Hunter’s cock as she blew him frantically. Soon he was coming, his hips bucking as he filled my wife’s mouth with his come.
 
   Jamal was fucking her balls deep now, powerfully intense as he pistoned his black monster in and out of my wife’s white box. Soon he cried out, groaned and pushed himself all the way in, firing his load deep inside my wife’s box. When he pulled out, Hunter soon took his place and I moved up to receive an expert blowjob from my beautiful cocksucking bride. I came hard, firing my seed into her throat.
 
   When the guys left, everybody had at least two orgasms. Jordan, though, wasn’t fully satisfied. “Next time I want a guy in all three holes at the same time,” she said, slowly pulling on my shaft. The moment she said that, I got hard again!
 
   BLACK STUDENT FOR THE SUMMER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Over the last few years, my husband Tom and I have had young black college student staying with us each summer. When Tom’s older brother learned that he was infertile, he adopted Shobi, a black boy from Africa. Shobi was now grown up and going to college in California, but he’d gotten a summer job near us and we offered to let him live with us rent-free.
 
   When I met Shobi for the first time last year, he literally took my breath away. He stands 6’4” with broad shoulders, a handsome face and an incredible physique. I have to admit that I was skeptical when he claimed that Charlotte, his girlfriend back in California had won a national beauty competition but when I saw their pictures together I was impressed – she was truly gorgeous. And I may have reminded him of Charlotte because I noticed him checking out my lingerie when I put it out to dry. I also have a bad habit of leaving the bathroom door open when I take a shower, and I caught him a few times watching me through the glass door as I lathered up my ample bosom, soft but firm belly, and soft round bottom.
 
   Sometimes, through the prominent cracks in the door, I would watch him masturbating on his bed. I was impressed at the size of his cock – it was easily nine inches and very thick, my husband’s four inch stub hopelessly outclassed by this young stud’s major league equipment. I enjoyed teasing the young man, talking to him very formally when Sean was around but wearing short skirts and sexy stockings. For his part, Tom also acted very formal around him, too. But in bed at night he was quite randy, and we’d gone through a sack load of condoms. Tom would often talk to me about how good Shobi must be in bed with that big cock of his, all the while he’s slowly stroking his rubber-encased penis in and out of me. It’s true, we were basically fantasizing about our young black roommate fucking me. Tom guessed that he’d be focused only on his needs and finish prematurely. I disagreed, suggesting that Shobi would probably know how to please a woman well if he was able to get a woman as hot as Charlotte. Tom then suggested that if I thought he was so great that I should bed him myself and find out. I told him that I would do just that, and Tom was so surprised and turned on that he lost his control and filled the condom right there!
 
   When Tom told him that he was sending us out for a date, all expenses paid, Shobi said he’d love it. We went to a nice bistro downtown and sipped wine over filet, then we stopped by a cute little kissing post. I was so turned on by this young black stud that my pussy was soaking, as if begging me to do the right thing and allow him to bed me. While we were kissing, his masterful fingers pleasing me down below, me mentioned that he’s not a one-girl kind of guy and he’s dating quite a few women, including a married woman in her late twenties named Jenna. It seems that Jenna’s husband wasn’t happy that she’d taken on a lover, especially a handsome and strapping black one, but he backed down when she made it clear that she’d leave him if he didn’t!
 
   Of course, I didn’t have that problem – I knew my husband wanted me to fuck Shobi. Tom even offered to do whatever he could to assist in our fuck session. Shobi asked him to perform the cunnilingus for him, as he doesn’t eat pussy, and to take pictures for him to remember. 
 
   As we started off in the bedroom, Tom was slowly eating my pussy, his tongue licking my folds as avoiding my stiff clitoris as he teased me. I was quite randy, as I often due when I’m ovulating, and knowing that I would be having bareback sex with this beautiful young black man while fertile had me feeling very naughty, but also wondering about the possibility of getting pregnant. Although the chances of getting pregnant from a single act of intercourse isn’t all that high, I knew that Shobi’s big black cock would shoot its seed right into the opening of my womb, my cervix no doubt engaged in a sucking motion to bring that precious baby batter right to my eagerly waiting egg.
 
   Tom’s fingers were now inside of me, thrusting in and out as he licked my clit, and I was squirming on the bed. “You want his black baby sperm, don’t you?” Tom asked. “Yes, baby,” I moaned. Shobi opened the bedroom door and stepped inside wearing just a pair of white boxers. As I kissed his muscular chest, I slowly reached inside his underwear and gently pulled out his hard, throbbing member. Tom was standing aside, meekly taking pictures on his iPhone of my hands slowly tugging and fondling his mighty manhood. Shobi then walked me over to the bed, bent me over and began to push his big cock inside of me from behind.
 
   The pleasure of his large cock stretching me was indescribable. “It’s unbelievably good,” I told Tom. “This cock, it’s like having real sex for the first time.” With Tom I always need my clit rubbed to get pleasure, but Shobi’s cock was so large that his giant head was rubbing against my clit with every stroke. Tom was standing against the wall, his thumb-sized boyhood fully erect. I was totally in ecstasy as Shobi’s black cock penetrated me deeper and deeper.
 
   “Like my nipples,” I instructed Tom. He put down his phone and began to fondle my breasts and suck on my nipples. I was totally in another world as my husband licked my tits in time with the thrusts. I praised Shobi’s amazing manhood and his expert lovemaking skills as he pounded me silly. I could feel Shobi’s mighty cock throbbing, his giant balls ready to unleash their ammunition, but he didn’t cum prematurely. Instead of speeding up, the stud knew to ease his pace each time his climax neared and he put me through two orgasms along the way.  
 
   Shobi patted my ass and told me to flip over. Now we were in the missionary position, my legs up on his shoulders, his cock penetrating deep inside again. As my head rolled to the side in ecstasy, I saw Tom diddling his little boyhood and moaning as his tiny-sized tool squirted off onto the carpet. I ordered Tom to get down and lick my clitty. He did as I instructed him, his head to the side, his tongue sticking out to lick my clitty, impossibly close to that mighty black cock penetrating me.
 
   Shobi picked up the pace and I knew that his climax was near, his muscular backside pounded me relentlessly, his seed rod aiming right at the mouth of my womb. My black lover groaned, grunted, pushing in fully deep as his cock pulsed, filling my cunt with his sperm. “I’m going to be pregnant with his black baby,” I thought as I came, my hands holding my husband’s face tight against me as my groin gyrated, nearly smothering him against writhing cunt.
 
   Although I felt confident that I’d gotten pregnant from our encounter, I fucked him again two of the next three days just to make sure. I hadn’t planned on having sex with Tom during that time, to ensure that Shobi’s seed have every opportunity, but I relented when Tom pointed out that condoms had worked flawlessly for us up to that point. While we made love, I encouraged him to break the condom. “I’m still fertile,” I’d say as he rode me. “Give me your baby!” Of course, the condoms held and a few weeks later when the pregnancy test came up positive, we were both elated.
 
   And now, months later, Tom is a great father to our daughter Latasha. I recently received a text from Shobi that Jenna is pregnant, but I’m sure that doesn’t surprise you. I can’t wait for the summertime to return and neither can Tom. He keeps talking about Shobi’s huge black cock and how hot he gets when he sees his bare shaft sliding inside of me. I think my husband loves big black cock almost as much as I do!      
 
   TWO HEADS ARE BETTER THAN ONE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Landon. My wife Brooke has always enjoyed reading stories in internet chat rooms about threesomes with one woman and two men, and the husbands who get pleasure from their wives being with other men. We’ve discussed the issue, of course, with Brooke encouraging me to imagine her making love to another man. Honestly, I’ve always found the idea to be exciting, and I’ve noticed that when she brings it up when we’re making love, I get especially hard and cum more than usual. Brooke is a beautiful woman with a high sex drive, so there’s never been any doubt that she’d be able to get a desirable man (or men) for such an adventure if the opportunity were to present itself.
 
   About six months ago, we finished our basement. The work was performed by two men: Tony, a white guy in his early fifties, and Damien, a black guy in his late twenties. I was surprised when I saw Damien. He was tall and athletic, kind of like a darker-skinned Kevin Durant. Brooke has always been attracted to black guys, and the first day that they started on the job, she called me at work to tell me how hot Damien looked. When I came home after work, Damien was in the kitchen chatting with my wife. As I listened to their banter, I realized that the guy was charismatic and a great talker. He obviously knew my wife was attractive to him, from the glimmer in her eye and her body language. I could tell that Brooke wanted him and Damien seemed content to stay. The thought of this handsome black buck’s body between my wife’s legs made my penis stir in my pants. 
 
   “So Damien,” my wife asked, popping a chunk of cheese into her mouth. “Do you do bedrooms?”
 
   “In fact, I do,” he replied. “I’ve been told that bedrooms are my specialty.”
 
   I explained to Damien that Brooke had mentioned her desire to have our bedroom closet expanded and I wondered if he could provide us with a quote. He agreed. Then I said that, although I had some ideas on the matter, Brooke is best in that area and I suggested that she should show him exactly what she wanted. I was excited when the two of them walked away together, heading toward the bedroom. My heart was racing as they left the room.
 
   Brooke later told me what happened next. When they walked inside the bedroom, Damien shut the door behind her. As he walked up to her, her pussy was moist in anticipation. He pulled her body close to his, and she leaned up to kiss him. Damien kissed her neck and face, then his tongue slithered inside of her mouth as he fondled her ass. My wife could feel his cock hardening, its size pressing against her belly as he felt up her breasts and buttocks. Brooke removed her blouse and bra. Soon Damien was kissing her breasts, gently sucking on her stiffening nipples, then he removed her skirt and pulled down her panties, fingering her masterfully.
 
   She was enjoying his massaging her clit when he pushed down on her shoulders. She responded obediently, falling to her knees before this strong black man. When she unzipped his jeans and freed his cock from his underwear, she gasped. His cock was humungous. Damien ran his hands through my wife’s hair as she sucked on the head of his giant ebony monster, her mouth opening wide. Brooke was amazed at the size of his equipment as her tongue massaged his meaty shaft, her hands gently massaging his shaft. 
 
   Damien told her to stop, that he was getting close and wanted her to lay down on the bed. Brooke asked him to use a condom because she wasn’t on the pill. They looked in my dresser drawer but the box was empty, so my wife walked out to the kitchen where I was waiting and asked if I had any more. I followed her back to the bedroom and found Damien laying on my bed, his ebony cock huge and menacing. Damien’s body was one of African perfection, with an eight pack and ripped muscles, his dark skin contrasting sharply with the pure white sheets. I checked the bathroom closet and found out that we were totally out of Trojans.
 
   Damien gestured for Brooke to come to him. “Don’t worry, I’ll pull out,” he said, pulling my wife into bed with him. He rolled her onto her back, parted her legs, and moved up on top of her. Holding his mighty cock in his hand, he ran the head up and down her delicate white womanhood, wetting his cockhead on her slippery wet folds. Brooke was moaning, her groin bucking up as she begged him to fuck her. He lined his cock up at her entrance and pushed forward. My wife’s pussy parted and stretched around him, enveloping his massive tool. She groaned in pleasure. “God, it’s so fucking good,” she said, looking over at me. He continued pushing inside of her, inch by inch, until his balls were resting against her ass cheeks. I was stunned that my wife’s tiny little quim could hold that huge black monster. Brooke’s arms were around his shoulders as he began thrusting inside of her, his balls slapping loudly against her ass.
 
   “Oh fuck,” Brooke cried, an intense orgasm ravishing her body as she undulated beneath her black lover. Her legs were up against his strong, thick thighs, riding him from beneath as she cried through a breathtaking orgasm, urging him to not to stop. Damien was pounding harder, faster as he reached his own climax. I saw his body tensing up as he grunted, blasting her fertile womb with his sperm. They lay there in each other’s arms, kissing wildly, but soon he maneuvered Brooke into the doggy position. He held my wife’s hips against him, her body rocking back and forth. She only lasted a few minutes before my wife began to cum hard, groaning her praise for her black lover’s size and technique. Minutes later, Damien came again, his body pressing tight against my wife’s ass as he launched a second assault. As he withdrew, semen was leaking out of my wife’s spent cunt and down her leg. 
 
   Since that time, Damien has visited our house many times. He fucks Brooke masterfully, always giving her at least two orgasms and sometimes as many as five. I always get turned on at the sight of his purplish black cockhead pushed deep inside my wife’s mouth, and love it when he cums on her face or blasts his load inside of her mouth. But even more I love it when he fucks her silly with his huge cock, filling her to overflowing with his seed. When I make love to Brooke, just the thought of her getting serviced by her black stallion gets me excited and I lose control, filling the condom prematurely.
 
   Brooke is now three months pregnant with our first baby. Of course, we’re both quite confident that the baby will be black. As scared as I’ve been about the risk sex, the thought of it was totally exciting and I’m not at all unhappy about the situation. I can’t wait to see that black baby nursing on my wife’s milky breasts. Hopefully it’s the first of many!
 
   ROAD TRIP TO TEXAS
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   * * *
 
   Last summer, my wife Paige and I went on a road trip to Texas. We went to the local budget car rental and got a nice little sports car. Paige looked amazing, wearing jean shorts that showed off her legs and a cute flimsy blouse. I noticed that she’d removed her bra and her large breasts were straining against her blouse, showing her large nipples. She was getting appreciative looks from men the entire way.
 
   Once we were in the car, we’d been driving for over an hour when we encountered two hitchhikers. They were young, dark-skinned black men, probably in their early twenties, wearing jeans and hoodies. I immediately planned to simply pass them but Paige insisted that we stop and pick them up. Reluctantly, I pulled over and let them in. I was happy to learn that they were 21-year-old college students on their way back to campus. Malachiah, who went by “Kai,” sat in front next to me. He wore glasses and was studying engineering. The other boy was Cliff, a muscular athlete who was majoring in liberal arts but was hoping to play professional sports, and he hopped into the back next to Paige.
 
   As we drove, our conversation covered all sorts of topics. But after a naughty double entendre by Kai, the conversation switched in the direction of romance. Paige asked them young men if they had girlfriends, and soon Kai asked whether she had any boyfriends. Looking back in the rear view mirror, I watched as my wife described the first time that she’d dated another guy during our marriage. The young men were enthralled with her story, loving the details about how she was wooed by a co-worker and then a blow-by-blow account of their encounter in the sack. Watching the handsome Cliff look at hear hungrily as she related the details, even performing an air blowjob, got me hard as a rock.
 
   Kai began asking me why I would be okay with my wife having sex with other men. While I was speaking to him, I heard the sound of a zipper dropping behind me. I looked into the mirror and saw Cliff’s black hand pulling down the zipper on my wife’s jean shorts, and she lifted her hips to help him remove them. Paige was now down to her white panties, which were clearly soaked with her arousal. Cliff leaned over and kissed her, as his fingers manipulated her clitty through the panties. Kai turned around, presumably to see what I was watching in the mirror, and watched the show. 
 
   Paige was moaning as this virile young black man teased her. Paige removed her blouse, freeing her ample breasts. Kai, for his part, moved into the back seat and now she had two black men on her, fingering her and suckling her breasts. I watched the road for a bit then looked back – a guy was sitting on either side of her and she was slowly jerking their cocks, turning her head back and forth and smiling as they talked. I was surprised at their size. Kai’s cock was only about seven inches and normal thickness, but Cliff’s cock had to be ten inches and very thick. It was no contest, with my little thing not even reaching five inches. My penis was fully erect and totally engorged, like a little boy puffing out his chest to try and look big next to a full-grown adult.  
 
   Luckily, I saw an old motel on the side of the road. I asked the guys what they thought about pulling over and getting a room for a better experience. They all agreed and they quickly threw their clothes back on. I adjusted my cock under my waistband so that it wasn’t quite as obvious, then we walked inside and booked the room. The guy behind the desk gave us a dirty smirk and checked out Paige’s ample breasts as he handed me the room key. 
 
   When we reached the room, Cliff quickly stripped and then removed my wife’s clothing down to her panties, while Kai and I sat in chairs against the wall. The guy was an Adonis, with a six-pack and that ten inch cock. The two of them kissed passionately on the bed, their tongues dancing inside of each other’s mouths. Paige began to lick his shaft and swirl her tongue around the cockhead, then she deep throated. I was proud but stunned that my little cocksucker could take the entire thing down her throat. Cliff was groaning in pleasure, his fingers running through Paige’s hair. Then she lay down on the bed and he positioned himself between her legs.
 
   My wife grabbed a hold of that black monster at its base, her tiny white hands guiding it to her sopping wet entrance. He pushed himself inside of her and Paige moaned in deep pleasure, raising her legs against his thighs to help him go deeper. Inch by inch, he pushed himself in further until she’d take all he had to offer, and then he began pounding her with speed and purpose. Kai and I were both furiously masturbating as we watching him pounding her cunt with that giant black cock. Paige was a mess, her breasts flopping around, her makeup smeared, as this black beast took everything she had. Finally he grunted, pushing himself in deep, and I saw his balls twisting and clenching as he unloaded his sperm deep inside of my wife. When he pulled out, semen spilled out of her spent pussy.
 
   I was so turned on that I failed to last any longer. Letting out a deep guttural whine, my penis popped off and squirted my juice onto the floor and down my fingers. I went to the bathroom to clean up, and when I returned I saw Kai plunging his cock inside of my wife. She didn’t seem as hot as she was before, but she seemed to enjoy him taking sloppy seconds inside of her used cunt. They stayed the night and fucked my wife silly. It was the start of a great trip!
 
   OUR BLACK CHEF
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   * * *
 
   My name is Justin. Here’s how my wife Victoria fell in love with a young black guy and now she’s having his baby. Unfortunately, she says he’s more exciting and far more skilled sexually, not to mention the size of his cock. I don’t consider myself to be poorly endowed – five inches is pretty average, as far as I can tell – but Victoria really enjoys the feeling of a large cock inside of her. 
 
   With our busy work schedules, we thought it would be best to hire a personal chef for our family. We hired a black student, Antez, who was visiting the country from Africa. Honestly, I was a bit surprised when I met him. The guy was not the typical black guy that you’d imagine. He wasn’t particularly tall and he was rather stocky, as you might expect for a chef. Although I’d never considered Victoria to be particularly sexual, she has been operating on full speed around Antez. She’s maintained her figure pretty well over the years, and despite her being in her mid-thirties she has an hourglass figure, with ample breasts and shapely legs. 
 
   We moved Antez into our upper-floor spare room, and he soon became a part of our family. I noticed he would admire Victoria while she was showering and getting dressed, and she always seemed to “forget” to close the bedroom door. One time, when she bent over, I noticed him checking out her legs and possibly getting a glance at her panties. The bulge in the front of his pants was quite large, and I realized that the rumors about black men must be true. I was surprised at my reaction, though – I found myself turned on by the idea of this young black stud fucking my bride. In fact, many times I would jerk off in the shower thinking about Antez fucking her with his big black cock. 
 
   Over the months, I noticed that Victoria was wearing skimpier and sexier outfits. Antez seemed to approve of this, and I noticed that ever-present bulge in his pants. Even as he was cooking up our eggs and bacon, my mind was on getting my wife to spread her creamy thighs and allow our black chef to fuck her. And I knew he’d approve of that idea, as one time I caught him through a crack in the door masturbating in the bathroom while looking at his iPad, and on his iPad was a picture he’d taken of Victoria in her pajamas. His pants were around his ankles and he was jerking on a giant, mighty black monster that put the cocks in porn flicks to shame. The thing had to be at least ten inches long. When he came, he shot big, magnificent ropes of semen that blasted Victoria’s picture.
 
   Later that week, I decided that I would “accidentally” bump into him again. I brought Victoria up and told her there was something I wanted her to see. I could hear him masturbating through the bathroom door. It was closed this time, but I slipped a coat hanger wire inside and unlocked the handle. When I pulled it open, there was Antez holding his giant black cock, another picture of Victoria on the screen. My wife gasped and Antez looked horrified, but I realized she was gasping at his cock.
 
   “God damn, that thing is huge,” she said. “Can I touch it?”
 
   Without waiting for a response, my wife walked forward, dropped to her knees and began to suck on the dark purple head of his giant cock. That huge shaft slid nearly all the way inside, and I could see her cheeks indenting as she sucked him like a champion. I was so hot at the scene that I dropped my pants and began to masturbate, watching them together. Soon he pulled her to her feet, removed her clothes, and bent her over the sink.
 
   I know that I should have stopped them there. Victoria insists that I use a rubber every time, as that’s the only birth control she uses, but I was so turned on that I said nothing as he pushed that mighty cock inside of her. And anyway, I’d always fantasized about seeing another man shoot his sperm deep inside my wife’s fertile womb and lick it out with my tongue. She groaned and moaned. “Oh God, Antez, your cock is just amazing. It feels so big, so good. I’m so wet for you.” This college boy was nearly balls deep now, and he began pounding her with a steady rhythm as he held her hips firmly. He pounded her harder and faster, and Victoria was panting in ecstasy, her chest red with arousal. He increased his pace and I could tell he was nearing his climax.
 
   “I’m going to come inside of you,” he said. 
 
   Victoria looked back and stared into his eyes. “Oh yes, baby. Yes! Fill me with your sperm. Give me that virile black sperm!”
 
   “Aargh,” he gasped, pushing himself in fully. His hips continued to jerk as he filled her fertile pussy with his come. As he pulled out, some of his semen gooped out and ran down her leg. She turned around, her arms behind her on the sink, and spread her legs wide.
 
   “Do it, honey,” she said. “Lick my pussy clean. Suck up every drop of his come.” I buried my face inside of her sticky, creamy bush. I stuck my tongue deep inside her gaping hole and licked her clean. After I finished, the two of them went to our bedroom and continued their fucking in our bed.
 
   Ever since that time, Victoria and Antez fuck nearly every day, anywhere they want in our house. Yes, my wife is now pregnant with her black lover’s baby, but she’s still wearing sexy clothing around the house. Some guys might not like this situation but I’m quite happy with it, and I’m getting more sex now than I did before. When she finishes fucking him, she lowers her cum-soaked snatch onto my face and lets me eat her used cunt. Both of us are perfectly sexually satisfied, thanks to our black chef! 
 
   HOUSEWIVES KNITTING SOCIETY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Carter. My wife Peyton is a part of a women’s group in our city. It’s called the “housewives knitting society” and it’s supposedly about knitting together things like blankets and scarves, but the truth is a lot more interesting: it’s a group of bored wives who like to have sex with other men. Especially black men. The men are tested to make sure they’re clean, and then they’re free to bareback the wives. All of the husbands know about it and most of them love it. Yes, a few of them aren’t happy about it but they relented when their wives said you’ll either need to accept this or we’ll leave you. 
 
   Peyton is twenty-nine years old with large, doughy breasts and an ample bottom. By her count, she’s had sex with thirty-two men over the last two years (all but three of them black). It would be hard to pick a favorite but I’d like to tell you about the first lover she met when she started in the society. She reviewed his pictures and got a recommendation from one of our neighbors. Kari, who happens to be a size queen, gave him a great report. His name was Darvin and he was thirty-nine years old, very handsome, and said to be well endowed and quite skilled at using it. 
 
   We arranged for him to show up at our house on a Saturday night. After speaking with him on the phone, Peyton was quite hot for him and wanted to spend time alone with him. Although I wanted to watch, I knew that most of the husbands with wives in the society didn’t get that opportunity. I agreed to let them have sexy time alone in our bedroom. That evening, I was incredibly horny as I watched Peyton walk out of the shower wearing just a towel, drop it to the floor and check herself out in the mirror. Although she’d added ten pounds since we’d married, she still looked amazing with that little tuft of bush above her love tunnel. My little four incher was rock hard just looking at her. Then she put on a sexy bra, garters and nylons, then a short skirt and silk blouse.  
 
   When Darvin arrived he looked even better than in his photos, and I smelled spicy cologne on him. Peyton seemed very relaxed with him, giving him a quick kiss when he walked inside, and they both talked over drinks. Then the two of them went out on the town for drinks. The whole time they were gone I was horny as hell waiting up for them.
 
   When they arrived back home it was nearly 1:30. They walked hand-in-hand to the bedroom. I made a point of occasionally walking past the door, and I heard her moans of pleasure through the door. The bed springs were squeaking and the headboard pounding against the wall, and I knew he was fucking her nice and hard.
 
   After about half an hour, I heard the door open. The two of them came out to the kitchen and got some water to drink. Peyton was a mess, her makeup smeared and hair out of place, and a stream of white cream dripping down her leg. Darvin’s cock was still semi-erect and it was huge, both long and thick, shiny with their combined love juices. Peyton came over, gave me a kiss, and then the two of them returned to the bedroom. I went into the upstairs bathroom and masturbated, with the sounds of their fucking barely audible from down the hallway. I heard my wife cry out in orgasm twice, and I walked downstairs while they were still fucking. It was nearly an hour later before Darvin finally had his fill, got dressed and left our house. I slipped into bed with my wife, who looked totally satiated. Her pussy was overflowing with her black lover’s semen. 
 
   Over the next few months, Darvin stopped by our house about once or twice a month. He was a popular lover among our neighborhood’s wives, so he wasn’t always available. Luckily, though, Peyton soon found other lovers who satisfied her. Currently she has six lovers through the society. On average she goes on one or two dates a week, rotating through her stable of lovers. She still makes love with me and it has only been a plus for our relationship. If your wife ever gets the chance to join a local “knitting society,” I suggest that you encourage her! 
 
   OPEN AND EAGER
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   * * *
 
   I’m Katie, a 32 year old mother of four and I’ve been married for ten years. My husband Cole is the most wonderful man in the world. He’s a great father to our children. I haven’t always been monogamous during our marriage, though. In fact, although our kids all call him dad, the truth is that each child was fathered by a different man.
 
   I never cheated on Cole before we were married. Although he wasn’t a virgin, he wasn’t very experienced. He’s not very charismatic and he’s pretty quiet in public. Basically, he’s the kind of guy that girls love to marry but aren’t very interested in sexually. When I met him, he was so excited to have a girlfriend as pretty as me. For my part, I didn’t find him to be all that sexually attractive but his personality more than made up for it. After dating for six weeks, I finally let him have sex with me. He was so excited that he came quickly, leaving me unsatisfied. Frankly, given how small his penis is (not even five inches), I don’t know if he could have gotten me off with that, anyway. But overall I was satisfied with our relationship. He called and showed up when he was supposed to, and he was somebody I could bring home to mother. Although I was faintly bored, things were good.
 
   But then I met our neighbor, Tom. He was very handsome and sexy, with a confident swagger and very charismatic. I just melted talking with him, and he was quite flirtatious with me. I felt so wet between my legs and I knew that I was going to end up sleeping with him. I didn’t want to hurt Cole, so I made sure to be discreet. I’d often sneak over to Tom’s house after work or when Cole was out running errands. And the sex with him was amazing. He had a long thick cock, nearly twice as long as my husband’s, and it felt amazing inside of me. I never failed to orgasm with Tom. He was such an incredible man and I felt a strong desire to have his child.
 
   Later on, when Cole and I decided that we were ready to start a family, I tracked my cycle and played a little game with it. When I was actually ovulating, I would always have a headache or be tired with my husband. Of course, secretly I was having sex with Tom every day during that time, sometimes twice. Tom was so excited knowing that he was getting to impregnate another man’s wife that his cock would get even bigger and harder. A day or so after my ovulation ended, I would tell Cole that I was now fertile. He, too, was excited about having baby making sex and getting laid every day. But I knew that the window had already closed by that time, and in fact Tom’s baby was already growing in my womb.
 
   WORKING AS A MODEL
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   * * *
 
   At the suggestion of one of our mutual friends, I decided that I would have my wife Abby take a set of model-like photos for posterity while she’s still young. Abby is a beautiful woman, with enormous G-cup breasts that never fail to attract attention and a thin, curvy body that accentuates her bosom.
 
   Looking online, we found a photographer. His name is Khalan and his web page was filled with beautiful yet tasteful pictures. When I spoke with him over the phone, I could tell by his accent that he was black. He seemed very knowledgeable and friendly, and I hired him that night.
 
   When Khalan arrived, I was surprised to see how handsome he looked. The guy obviously worked out a lot at the gym, and although his nose was a little wide, the guy looked quite stunning. Abby was dressed smartly, looking stunning in a short skirt and a transparent silk blouse. The attraction between the two of them was intense, and I got a semi just thinking about the two of them together. We all talked over cheese and crackers, sipping on wine to help us all relax. Then we went to the bedroom to begin the photo shoot.
 
   At first Abby was a little uncertain about what to do, but at Khalan’s direction she soon was posing like a pro. Soon he asked my wife to remove her blouse. She unbuttoned it and down t dropped, exposing her huge tits in nothing but an undersized bra. He continued clicking away as she posed in different positions. Hoping to help things along, I walked up behind her and undid her bra. It fell onto the sheets as her breasts were now fully uncovered. Abby crossed her arms below her breasts and lifted fingers to cover the nipples, but she managed to cover up very little. Khalan seemed stunned, staring at her rack, and told her that he’d never seen a woman with such gorgeous breasts. Abby then dropped her arms, allowing them to be fully exposed.
 
   “You really do like them,” Abby said, pointing at Khalan’s crotch. The bulge there was impressive, and he was clearly well-equipped.
 
   “I certainly do,” he replied.
 
   Without any direction, Abby began laying back on the bed, playing with her breasts. “I think black men are very sexy.” She spread her legs a bit, exposing a flash of panties inside her skirt. My cock was rock hard now. Khalan, for his part, continued taking pictures. I walked up to the end of the bed, pulled down her skirt and panties, and tossed them onto the floor. She was now completely nude. She began fingering her clit, her legs spread wide as he took pictures of her moist pussy.
 
   “Look, honey,” Abby said, looking at me. “My pussy is so wet for him. I want to feel a big black cock inside of me.” 
 
   Khalan looked at me. I shrugged. “What can I say? It’s every guy’s fantasy to see his wife fucking another guy. Especially a black guy.” I dropped my jeans, pulled out my little white penis and jerked on my shaft.
 
   The black cameraman set his camera down, stripped off his clothes and got on top of my wife. I gasped when I saw his cock. That thing had to be ten inches long. He licked her breasts, sucking on her stiff nipples, and soon she was moaning in pleasure. My wife’s hands were on his cock, holding it and stroking it a bit. Khalan began kissing her and then lined up his monstrous meat at my wife’s tight, wet entrance. He pushed himself in a few inches and Abby’s eyes popped open.
 
   “Oh God!” my wife said. “It’s so big!”
 
   “Does it hurt?”
 
   “No, it feels amazing! Unbelievable!”
 
   Khalan kept pushing himself in deeper, inch by inch. I saw my wife’s hands gripping the sheets as she groaned her appreciation. Soon he was fucking her vigorously, and Abby’s legs were up around his waist, holding him tight against her.
 
   “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” Abby threw her head back, arched her back, and groaned loudly as a fierce orgasm rocketed through her body. He put her through a second orgasm before he flipped her over and fucked her like a dog. She came a third time before his climax neared. I saw his tight black buttocks clenching, his body sweating, as he reached his climax. He grunted and pushed in deep inside of her. His cock jerked, his balls clenched, as that magnificent black man filled her white pussy with his virile sperm.
 
   Khalan quickly got dressed, picked up his camera, and continued taking pictures. My wife’s pussy was gaping open, with her black lover’s seed dripping out of her quim. I was so turned on that I put my head in her crotch and began licking and sucking her clean. Abby ran her fingers through my hair as I ate her pussy, then I slipped my little penis inside of her spent cunt. I only lasted a couple of minutes before I lost control and my shriveling penis drizzled inside of her.  
 
   Khalan called a couple of days later and reported that the pictures looked amazing. He emailed to us and we loved them. In fact, Abby loved them so much that she suggested I invited him back for another session. When he arrived, though, he didn’t have his camera. Abby didn’t seem disappointed or even surprised, though, so I don’t think it was a business call. He’s now coming over about twice a month and Abby couldn’t be happier!
 
   THE HANDSOME ESCORT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   
  
 

I had an interesting adventure last year that I’d like to share with you. My company was holding an event down at our Houston office. Our team was presenting in front of a number of heavy hitters from across the industry. As an executive on the management team, I was expected to be there. My husband Ian is a teacher and he wasn’t able to take off work to join me, so I was going alone. But the president of the company made it clear that I shouldn’t be there alone.
 
   “Gabriella, I’m simply saying that it would be best if you had your husband with you,” he said. “It looks better if you’re not alone.”
 
   “A lot of people are single,” I replied. “They can’t bring anybody along.”
 
   “Honestly, even single women at your level bring along somebody. They often hire an escort to accompany them to functions.”
 
   I thought about it and realized that he was right. The solution would be for me to call an escort. I found one online and gave them a call. I looked at the pictures of the men online and I found them all to be rather attractive, though one in particular caught my eye. His name was Grady and he was very well-built, with a washboard stomach, large biceps, and a handsome face. At first I wasn’t sure about bringing a black man to the event, but then I figured that we’re in a new world today and there’s nothing wrong with a white woman and a black man going to an event as a couple. Besides, as a married woman, he was simply escorting me. I had no intention of having sex with him and surely everyone would understand that.
 
   Grady met me at my hotel room. He was dressed in a sharp Italian suit and he looked quite dapper. He had a deep voice and he was very charismatic, and there was definitely some sexual chemistry there. Grady took my arm and we got inside the limousine and went to the event.
 
   At the event, everybody was very friendly and cordial. Nobody asked what my relationship was to Grady, which was both a surprise and a relief, and I was excited to see what a brilliant conversationalist Grady could be. People were simply enthralled by him and his stories, and I felt proud to be at his side.
 
   Afterward, we returned to my hotel room. I’d had a few glasses of wine and I was feeling pretty good, and I wasn’t sure whether I should simply send Grady away.
 
   “The night isn’t over,” he said. “I’m a trained masseuse.”
 
   I love a massage so I invited him into my room. In the bathroom, I slipped out of my evening gown down and removed my bra and panties, then wrapped a towel around me. When I walked into the room, Grady whistled.
 
   “You’re one beautiful woman,” he said. Grady was now wearing just his boxer shorts. “I hope you’re getting a lot of sex at home because you were made for lovemaking.”
 
   I blushed at his comments and thanked him. He directed me to lay down on the bed and I did. Then he began giving me a wonderful massage. I really enjoyed it, but also loved having this strong, handsome man on top of me. I could see his black legs on either side of me, and the idea of having sex with him had me very excited. After a half hour of this, he asked me if I wanted something more.
 
   “It’s my job,” he said, staring into my eyes. “To take care of your needs. Would you like something more.”
 
   Although my husband and I are in a monogamous relationship, I was on the other side of the country. He would never know. “Yes,” I replied.
 
   He slowly moved up on top of me, and we kissed for a long time. I loved it as his hands roamed all over my body, kissing my face and neck, down my chest and breasts, down my stomach. Then he spread my legs wide and gave me wonderful oral sex. Ian never really enjoyed doing that, and Grady was simply an expert at it. He brought me to two toe-curling orgasms.
 
   Then Grady removed his boxers, exposing his cock. I was stunned at how large it was. Ian’s penis is only six inches long and not very thick, but Grady had to be nine inches and much thicker. When he lined up that giant cock at my entrance, I was concerned that I might not be able to take all of it. But as he inched it inside of me, my vagina stretched to accommodate him. The feeling of having that cock inside of me was amazing, and having this muscular, dark-skinned man on top of me had me so wet. I ran my hands slowly across his back and buttocks, loving the feeling of his strong, masculine body as his cock plunged repeatedly inside of me. I don’t know how, if it was his pelvis rubbing against me or just the size of his cock putting my clit in the right position, but I was getting nice clitoral stimulation with each thrust and soon an electric orgasm shot through my body, followed by a second. Honestly, it was a totally different experience from having sex with Ian, so much better. We made love in many different positions that night, with lots of kissing and caressing in each.
 
   After paying Grady for his services, I crashed into bed and slept soundly, thoroughly sexually satisfied. Of course, I never told my husband about what happened. From that point forward, every time I’ve gone on business trips I hire an escort. Every one of them did a great job in bed, but Grady was the best. The next time I’m in Houston, I’ll definitely look him up.
 
   BARE AND BLACK
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Liam and I’m 32 years old. I’ve been married to my wife Alexandra for four years this March, and she is 23 years old. Something very significant happened this past summer and I want to tell you about it. Like a lot of women these days, Allie doesn’t like the idea of taking artificial chemicals into her body. She refuses to take the birth control pill and she’s insisted that I wear a condom every time that we make love. From the time I’ve met her, I’ve never made love to her bareback.
 
   In August, Allie and I attended a party at the Hilton downtown. There was a lot of dancing but since I don’t enjoy dancing, I spent most of the night at the bar chatting with some of the guys. Every once in a while I’d cast a glance back in Allie’s direction and I couldn’t help but notice that a young black man was paying a lot of attention to my wife. The guy was a good bit taller than me and in great shape, and I could tell that Allie appreciated his attention. The two of them danced through the evening, though she would stop between sets and share a drink with the guy. He introduced himself as Carston.
 
   By the time the night was over, Allie and I were both a little drunk. Carston hadn’t consumed quite as much, and when he offered to drive us back to our place, we agreed. I seemed to get more drunk during the drive, and when I got home I sat down in the recliner. I didn’t think I’d fallen asleep but later I woke up and realized I was sitting in the living room in darkness. I turned on the lamp and walked toward our bedroom. But as I neared the room, I could see light coming through the open bedroom doorway and hear noises inside. When I reached the bedroom and looked inside, I couldn’t believe my eyes. Allie was naked on the bed, her legs bent at the knee and pressed against the thighs of her muscular black lover, who was pounding her hard. Allie was moaning uncontrollably, arching her back as she received his cock. I couldn’t believe how thick it was, and he was clearly long as well because he would pull out a good five or six inches of cock with each mighty thrust without fully leaving her body. 
 
   “I’m getting close, baby,” he said.
 
   “Be careful,” she warned. “I’m not on the pill.”
 
   That’s when I realized that he was fucking her bareback. His began fucking her harder, faster now, and I knew he was about to come. His face grimaced and he grunted, pushing his cock in balls deep. It was that moment that I knew he had no intention of pulling out, that he was going to shoot his load inside of my wife. His arms were underneath Allie, holding her tight against him. As I ran toward him, I saw his heavy black sack resting against my wife’s creamy white ass cheeks. I could see his balls twitching, his cock beginning to gently twist as he filled her with cream. I screamed and grabbed his shoulders and tried to push him off. But he was so strong, so big that it didn’t even phase him.
 
   “Get off of her!” I yelled.
 
   Carston had a look of pure bliss on his face as the last of his baby batter seeped out and was soaked up by Allie’s snug beaver. Finally he pulled out and semen leaked out of her cunt, landing on the mattress sheets.  
 
   I was so humiliated and upset at Carston for what he did. I wasn’t happy with Allie either, and I haven’t made love with her since that incident, partly because I was angry but partly because I don’t think she’d be interested in my much smaller penis after sampling her black lover’s whopper. Since that time, Allie missed her period in August and again in September. She’s going to take a pregnancy test but we already know the answer. I still can’t believe that after making her husband use condoms for four years of marriage, along comes a handsome young black stud and she allows him to take her bareback. And now I’m going to have to raise a black baby and explain that to my family and friends. How humiliating!
 
   WATCHING AT THE BAR
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife and I are both in our late twenties and we’ve been married since we graduated from college. We both have a high sex drive and we’re both pretty kinky, and we’re not afraid to try new things. One thing that happened recently has really put some zing in our love life. 
 
   One little game that I like to play is to go to a bar and watch as guys hit on Leah. Recently we went to a new club the next town over called Tanner’s Tavern. When we arrived, she grabbed a stool at the bar and I sat down in the far corner. But then I needed to use the restroom, and when I came back I couldn’t see Leah. I looked around and found her on the other side of the establishment, on the dance floor with a young, tall black guy. His skin was dark as coal and I wondered if the guy was full-blooded African. As they slow danced, I saw Leah’s eyes were lit up and he was holding her close. They began kissing and I saw his hands caressing her upper back and down her ass.
 
   Of course, I found the sight to be incredibly hot and I was going to allow it to go on for a while before breaking it up. I sat down on the far side of the bar where I could watch them dancing. When the guy went to the restroom, I jumped down and walked up to Leah. She said the guy’s name was Kamoni and she though he was really hot.
 
   “You know, Hayden, you’ve always wanted to see me with a black guy, right? Well, I think I may have met the right guy for the job.” She said that she’d felt his package and it was huge, and she’d always wanted to try a big cock. Her plan was to tell Kamoni that her husband was away on business. She’d take him back to our place and leave the door open, and I could watch them together. “Wouldn’t that be hot, honey?” I agreed.
 
   Quickly I paid my bill and drove home, parking on the road in front of the neighbor’s house. About a half hour later, I saw a blue sports car pull into our driveway. I hid in the guest room with the lights out. Soon they went into our bedroom and, as promised, Leah left the door open. I had the guest room door open a crack, allowing me a clear view to our bed. They were both naked and Kamoni’s flaccid cock was downright huge. I don’t consider my penis small, it’s a normal five inch dick when fully erect, but this guy’s manhood was twice as big as mine limp and incredibly thick. Leah dropped to her knees and put her hands around the base and stroked it while sucking the head, and soon it hardened.
 
   “God it’s huge,” she said, smiling broadly, her eyes twinkling as she stroked his shaft. “I don’t know if I can even take something so big!”
 
   But she did take it, every inch. Kamoni fucked Leah on and off for three hours. I was sitting in the darkness watching them, jerking off my little white penis three times as he delivered five thundering orgasms to my wife’s eager pussy. Finally she walked him to the door wearing just her silk robe and told him that her husband would be gone for the week and she’d love it if he could come back tomorrow night for another session. He did return, but with a second black guy named Jayden. That guy’s cock was only a couple inches longer than mine and not much thicker, but it worked out well because the two guys sandwiched Leah, the big cock in her pussy as she rode cowgirl, then Jayden slid up behind her and fucked her ass. It was so hot watching both of her holes filled with black cock.
 
   I was sitting in the chair masturbating near the guest room door when Jayden, on his way to the bathroom, saw me there. I was scared shitless but it all worked out great. Now the two of them come over to our house openly to fuck Leah. Sometimes she sees them one-on-one and other times she does a threesome. Leah has really become a fan of threesomes, and she says it feels really intense when both her ass and pussy are being stimulated like that. The whole situation is really hot, and I’m hoping one day that I can be the guy with the smaller dick fucking her ass while Kamoni’s big cock is pleasuring her pussy. Until then, I’m loving watching my wife getting pleasured by her two black lovers.
 
   DURING HUBBY’S PHONE CALL
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’d like to tell you about a funny incident. Two years ago, I met a sexy black man named Walter. I was at the grocery store and he started up a conversation with me. He looked about ten years older than me (I’m twenty-five) and he didn’t seem deterred by my engagement ring and wedding band. Honestly, I thought the guy was very handsome and sexy, and I’d always liked older guys and never been with a black man, so I gave him my number.
 
   The next day, while my husband Jacob was at work, I invited Walter over to our house. Things progressed pretty quickly and soon enough we were in bed, with Walter laying down while I kneeled beside him on the bed sucking his cock. He had a beautiful cock, a couple inches longer than my husband’s and thicker, too. I began gently licking it as I played with his balls. He put up a hand to hold the back of my head as I took his cockhead in my mouth and began bobbing up and down.
 
   That’s when my cell phone rang. It was Jacob calling. At first I just ignored it and let it go to voicemail, but then he called back a second time. I figured it must be important, so I got up and answered the phone.
 
   “Hello?” I asked.
 
   Jacob was talking about what was going on at work. He was having a bad day. I realized it wasn’t urgent and Walter popped his eyes open and pointed at his cock. So I returned to the bed and put the phone on speaker. I brought my finger to my lips to tell Walter to keep quiet, then I resumed sucking on that glorious black cock.
 
   I heard Jacob pause, so I let Walter’s black cock out of my mouth and said, “I know.” Then my husband continued talking again. I took his cock even deeper into my throat and I thought I was going to gag, and I couldn’t pull my head away because Walter was holding me tightly down. My eyes were watering like crazy.
 
   Finally, I managed to pull away.
 
   “What’s that sound?” Jacob asked. “It sounds like slurping or something?”
 
   “I’m eating,” I said, winking at Walter. “Go ahead.”
 
   I think I did a great job of balancing the two men, giving each what they needed. In fact, just before the phone call ended, Walter began bucking his hips and shot thick, glorious wads of semen straight up into the air that landed on my hands and his stomach. I licked up every drop, then told Jacob I loved him and felt sorry that he was having trouble at work.
 
   When I hung up the phone and made sure it was hung up, Walter and I both had a good laugh about it. Then I rolled onto my back and we fucked in the missionary position, then he blasted my pussy with his cream. He was a great lover and I’ve been seeing him regularly ever since, but I’ll never forget that first time with the phone call. The only thing funnier is that I’ve had Walter’s light-skinned baby and my husband thinks it’s his. He doesn’t suspect a thing!
 
   BLACK STUD AT THE GYM
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   After a couple years of marriage, I began having a strong desire to have sex with other men. My overall sex drive was increasing but it was more than that – I wanted to sleep with guys were strong, sexy and confident. I’d always been told to date nice guys, which I always did, and I was happily married to Dominic but I needed much more. I went to my doctor and told her that I had a high sex drive, but I couldn’t bring up to her the rest of what was going on. She said it was normal at my age (24) and don’t worry about it. Having sex with Dominic was always nice but it felt lacking, kind of like an artificial sweetener instead of having the real thing – it just doesn’t satisfy.
 
   One day, I confessed to Dominic that I felt a strong desire to sleep with other men. I was so worried that he would judge me but he actually was totally supportive. “If that’s what you need to do, then go for it,” he said. And from that time, he’s been totally supportive of my desires, encouraging me with new lovers and new experiences. I’m so lucky I married such a great guy!
 
   I started going out to bars and meeting guys online, and I really enjoyed being with bad boys. The great thing about being married when you’re dating is that you can know that the relationship isn’t going anywhere and it’s totally okay. A lot of the men I’ve dated have been drug users or had violence issues or had been incarcerated, things I would never tolerate in a boyfriend, but those men are the best lovers. There’s nothing better than going out on a date, getting royally fucked by a sexy, athletic bad boy, and then going home to bed and cuddling up with your husband.
 
   Another benefit of being on the market while you’re married is that you have an incentive to look your best. I’ve been spending a lot of time at the gym, keeping my body in great shape, which Dominic appreciates. One of the guys I met at the gym is Rashaad, a sexy black guy who’s a body builder. He’s built like a tank with a barrel chest, huge biceps and triceps, a washboard stomach, and powerful legs. I’d heard rumors at the gym about all of the women that he’s dating, including a stripper and the runner-up in our state’s Miss USA pageant. He prefers white women and I could tell that he liked me a lot, always checking me out when he thought I wasn’t looking. When he started a conversation with me, I was friendly and flirty, and I gave him my number.
 
   One thing that Dominic had mentioned he’d liked to do would be to have a threesome with me and another guy. He said he didn’t want to interact with the other guy, just to have the two of them pleasuring me at the same time. I really liked the idea of that and I ran the idea by Rashaad. I was elated when he agreed to give it a try, and Dominic was very excited to have his fantasy come true.
 
   That night, it started out with Rashaad laying on the bed while I sucked on his big cock. I didn’t measure him but he says it’s ten inches long. Dominic was in the bathroom getting some lube while I got Rashaad to full staff. When Dominic came back into the room, I asked him to lay down on the bed, with his head near the end of the bed, and eat my pussy. Rashaad doesn’t do that, and it was great to lower my pussy onto my husband’s face, facing forward toward the headboard. Rashaad kneeled between Dominic’s legs and put his cock in my face, and I sucked it some more. It was like a 69 for me, getting my pussy licked while I gave a blowjob, but with two different men. I could see Dominic’s hand stroking on his little white penis below me as his tongue swirled around my clit and pussy lips.
 
   “All right,” Rashaad said. “You stay right there.” He got up off the bed and moved around to the end of the bed, and he put his big black cock at my slippery entrance. I looked down between my legs and saw that big cock and huge sack of balls right up against my husband’s face. As his cock pushed inside of me, I felt Dominic licking on my clitty. Two of the greatest feelings a woman can feel is an expert tongue on her pussy and a large cock penetrating her, and I was getting both at the same time.
 
   “Yes, that’s just what I need today,” I said, grunting and moaning as Rashaad held my hips. “Lick that pussy, honey. Eat my pussy good.”
 
   Rashaad was fucking good and hard now. “Fuck that white pussy,” I urged. “Pound that white whore pussy!”
 
   I was rocking back and forth from the thrusting, and I could tell my husband was having trouble keeping his tongue on my love button. I tried to stay as still as possible but Rashaad was pounding good and hard, and I knew his climax was nearing. I was ever so close, too. Soon my black lover held my hips still and grunted deeply.
 
   “Oh fuck!” Rashaad yelled, pushing himself in deep. I looked down between my legs and saw his huge black balls resting on top of my husband’s face, which was tilted upward as he tongued my clit. Just seeing that sent me over the edge, and I came hard all over Rashaad’s cock.
 
   “That’s enough, honey,” I said. Dominic stopped licking and I looked down between my legs again. I saw that thick black cock, coated in our combined juices, slither out of my pussy. As it did, a big glop of semen fell out and landed in Dominic’s mouth. He kind of winced, then swallowed it and went back to licking my pussy clean. Many times he’d eaten my cream-filled cunt and I knew he loved the taste. When he was finished, I got off of his face.
 
   “Wow, that was hot,” Dominic said, wiping his face with his arm as he lay there. “You can’t get a better view than that.”
 
   Rashaad got onto the bed and straddled Dominic’s face. “Lick my black cock clean,” he ordered. “Suck it.” I wasn’t expecting that and neither was my husband. He hesitated for a second, then moved his head up and began sucking on the cock. Soon he was getting into it and sucked it with conviction, and I realized that he was giving a pretty good blowjob. He was holding Rashaad’s ball sack with one hand, stroking the shaft as he sucked the head, and I beamed with pride knowing that my husband was using my own techniques on this beautiful black man. Rashaad was enjoying it too, his hands on his hips as his cock regained its hardness. He only lasted about ten minutes before he blasted my husband’s mouth with his cream.
 
   After Rashaad left, I asked Dominic how he felt about the experience. He said he loved it and it was even better than he’d expected. I reminded him about how he didn’t want to do anything gay and how Rashaad had made him suck his cock. But Dominic said that he loved doing it, and it was the best part of the whole encounter. I’m so lucky to have married the right man!
 
   UNDERCOVER CO-ED
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Becky. As part of my PhD program, I’m doing an undercover study about the college hookup culture. Although I’m twenty-five and married, I look young for my age and my husband Isaac is supportive of my project. At first he didn’t like the idea of me sleeping with other guys, but he understood that it’s about furthering my education and garnering important information for the greater public.
 
   My roommate Ashley is pretty much a bookworm but I’ve met a number of girls on campus who are focused on dating as well as their studies. I’ve been frequenting a number of bars on campus but also using apps to meet guys for hookups.
 
   I never did any of this myself when I was an undergrad. I was a good girl, only dating guys who seemed like somebody I could bring home to mother. But now that I was free to act differently, I was dating a different kind of guy. I hooked up with guys on the football and hockey team, guys who were using drugs, and just all around jerks. I also hooked up with guys I met off campus who had money, and I went on vacations with them. I realized just how much fun I’d missed out as an undergrad and I was thankful that this project gave me the chance to live out my desires.
 
   The first guy I hooked up with was Aidan, who was the star player on the hockey team. It was well-known that he was sleeping with a different girl every night, and I wanted to make sure that I got my chance with him. I was also intrigued because the rumor was that he had a large cock. Aidan was receptive to me when I approached him at the cafeteria, and later that evening he fucked me in his dorm room. His cock was very large, and it did feel amazing inside of me. But he wasn’t particularly attentive in bed, focusing only on his own pleasure, but I loved how aggressive he was in the bedroom and how he pulled my hair and slapped my ass hard when he fucked me. His large cock felt amazing but I didn’t orgasm with him. Still, it was a thrill to sleep with a hot, high-status guy like that. I also realized that I’m a bit of a size queen, and most of the guys I called back for seconds needed to be good lovers and well-endowed, too.
 
   I also soon got a handful of “fuck buddies.” Although there were girls I knew who did that, they usually only had one. But when I slept with guys who were good in bed, I kept their names and numbers and gave them a call some nights. I’d go down my list and if the first guy wasn’t available, I’d move on to the second guy. There was always somebody available for sex. Their cocks ranged from seven to ten inches long, and they were all much thicker than my husband’s penis.
 
   I also worked in my husband into the mix. He would come by and visit me about once every couple of weeks. He didn’t know it but sometimes I would hook up with another guy earlier in the day before sleeping with Isaac. But although he was jealous, he really liked to hear the stories about my adventures on campus, and I’d often tell him about a recent hookup while we were making love.
 
   Sometimes when we couldn’t get together, I would leave my phone on with the volume turned all the way down so that my husband could hear us talking and the sounds of our lovemaking. I made a point to be vocal with my lovers, telling them how great their large cocks felt inside of me, and vocalizing whenever we’d change positions. As I explained to Aidan, while I verbalized some things for his benefit, my moans and groans were real, and my multiple orgasms weren’t faked at all. (Aidan likes cunnilingus and always manages to give me an orgasm with his tongue, but his five inch penis isn’t very thick and I never orgasm from intercourse with him.) Aidan said he appreciated getting the chance to hear me with my lovers and he loved masturbating as he pictured it all in his head.
 
   One of my favorite lovers is Jayvon, who happens to be black. I don’t have a thing for black guys but he’s a very handsome, cocky guy with a great body. All the girls love Jayvon and I was eager to give him a try. I don’t know if it was just him or if the rumors are true, but Jayvon had the largest cock of any guy I’d ever slept with, and I’ve slept with over 200 guys so far. I measured it and it came to nearly 10 and a half inches long, and it was nearly as big as a Coke can around. Although I was always very wet for him and we used lubrication, it always took a lot of time and effort to fit him inside of me. Even as he fucked me, although it felt great it also felt like I was overfilled and overstretched a bit. I’d noticed that guys with big cocks move your clit a bit with each thrust, making orgasm possible during intercourse, but with Jayvon it was just over the top. The stimulation internally and externally was incredible, and I would come so hard with him that I’d often black out. I knew right away that I’d have sex with him as much as he’d allow.
 
   There’s one little problem with my experiment, though. I just found out that I’m pregnant. I have no idea who the father is. I figured out roughly the time when it happened and I’d slept with eleven different guys during that two week span. Luckily I have my journal so I remember who the guys are. My husband Isaac wasn’t one of them, so I can rule him out as the biological father. I was a little scared to tell him about it but he wasn’t angry at all, and in fact was excited. The only thing we’re worried about is that Jayvon might be the father and the baby might be black. I slept with him three times during those two weeks, so it’s a possibility. We won’t know until our baby is born, but regardless Isaac and I are excited to be starting our family a little earlier than we’d planned.
 
   HER OFFICE HUSBAND
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Jason. My wife Brooklyn is a pretty 23-year-old brunette and she recently confessed to me that she’d like to sleep with other men. One time she mentioned over drinks that she had a thing for our neighbor Stan, and she agreed to sleep with him if I could arrange for it to happen. I bought some cameras and set them up in our bedroom at various locations and angles, and made sure that they all worked before I worked on getting them together.
 
   I invited Stan over for some beers to discuss some work I wanted done in my garage. It didn’t take him long to realize that we had something else in mind, and soon Brooklyn had him in our bedroom naked. I learned that I needed to move the microphone a bit because I didn’t get the best recording of my wife’s moaning as he fucked her with his big cock. Still, it was a good first attempt and I uploaded it to an online site.
 
   That’s when something strange happened. My wife’s “office husband,” her co-worker Mason, found the video online and asked her about it. Brooklyn was very embarrassed but Mason explained that he and his wife also have an open relationship. He came right out and propositioned her. Although she didn’t like the idea of mixing business and pleasure, she’d always wanted to have sex with Mason and she agreed, explaining that he’d need to do it at our house, in our bedroom. And, since we only use condoms for birth control, he’d need to wear a rubber. He said he didn’t like rubbers but he’d think about it.
 
   I wasn’t at home when the two of them got together, but I got to see the full video afterward and spliced it all together to make a great amateur film. Brooklyn was dressed like a sweet little virgin, in a tight little skirt with white stockings.
 
   “So, how big is your husband’s penis?” he asked.
 
   “It’s not very big,” she said. “Less than five inches.”
 
   “That can’t satisfy you,” he replied.
 
   “That’s what you’re here for,” she said, her hand rubbing his crotch. “I’ve wanted to try that big cock of yours for months.” They were kissing and necking, and his hand was running up her creamy thighs and massaging her crotch. Brooklyn’s small breasts were heaving, her legs squirming as he touched her masterfully. Soon he had all her clothes off and she was on top of him, easing her pussy down onto his big, thick rod. I noticed that he wasn’t wearing a rubber but there was nothing I could do, as it had already happened.
 
   “Oh god, it feels so good,” she said, slowing taking it inside of her. “Your cock is so thick. I’m so wet for you.” I didn’t think she could take all of him but she did, and soon she was bouncing hard like a naughty little cowgirl. She was moaning in pleasure as he tweaked her nipples, and soon they came together. I saw Mason’s legs tensing up as his balls unloaded their ammunition deep inside of her cunt.
 
   Since that time, my wife has starred in a number of videos with Mason. I’ve uploaded all of them to the internet, and I’m proud to say that they’ve been pretty popular on that site. I love seeing that big, thick cock giving my wife incredibly orgasms that I never could, her face in pure bliss as he shoots his seed deep inside of her. So far she hasn’t gotten pregnant. I’m worried but Mason refuses to use condoms. I know it’s only a matter of time before he makes me a daddy!
 
   HER MOTORCYCLE BAD BOY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Kyle and I’ve been happily married to my wife Gabrielle for six years. Although our love life has always been satisfying, I’ve always fantasized about seeing her get fucked by another man. Of course, I’ve never admitted that to her. Gabrielle is 28 years old with nice hips and small breasts. She’s a beautiful woman and often attracts attention from men. I’ve never given her an orgasm through intercourse but she says that’s okay, she doesn’t need an orgasm to enjoy being with me.
 
   Gabrielle works at a dentist’s office and she tells me about how naughty the married women are who work there, often engaging in extramarital sex. I’d always figured that she just enjoyed hearing about other people’s adventures and didn’t have any interest in doing that herself until recently when she went out with some of the girls for a girls night out.  They went to the local strip club which was hosting a male stripper crew from out of town. A number of her friends commented on how they’d like to have sex with guys who look like that.
 
   Later that night, in bed, I asked her if she’d wanted to do something like that. She was a little embarrassed but admitted that the thought crossed her mind, but she wouldn’t cheat on her wedding vows. I kissed her and slipped my hand down her thigh toward her love pot, and I noticed that she was soaking wet. When I got between her legs and slipped my little penis inside of her, I fantasized about a well-endowed man fucking her silly. 
 
   The next week, we were invited to a party hosted by one of her naughty friends. I claimed I had to work late that night unexpectedly, so Gabrielle ended up going to the party alone. When I came home, the house was empty. My wife rolled into the house just before 2 am, and she looked a little tipsy and awfully tired. She threw her clothes on the floor and slipped into bed.
 
   I put the moves on her but she resisted, saying she was too tired. But in the process I felt her pussy and she was soaking and swollen, and it was clear that she’d been fucked by some other guy. My little penis hardened at the thought, and I gently asked her about it. Gabrielle admitted that she loved me but she really wanted to try sex with a well-endowed guy. There was a guy there named Dino, a half-Italian and half-Puerto Rican guy with a motorcycle, who claimed to have a bigger cock than anybody around. When he was challenged, he dropped his drawers and his flaccid cock was huge, it had to be eight inches long. Gabrielle expressed interest in it and soon the two of them went upstairs to use the guest room.
 
    
 
   Dino quickly undressed my wife. She sucked on his cock briefly and was amazed at how big it felt in her hands, and how it grew even longer and thicker as she sucked the head and pumped the shaft. He had Gabrielle lay down and spread her legs wide. She expressed concern that she couldn’t take a cock that big, but he said “don’t worry.” He began pushing his cock inside of her inch by inch. Soon the guy had the full ten inches inside of her, and he was fucking her at first with full, long strokes. Her clit was tingling with arousal, and she felt herself at the edge of orgasm. Then he began pounding her harder, his strong muscular body on top of her. He fucked her in a number of different positions and gave her four intense orgasms before he shot his cum deep inside of her.
 
   Gabrielle has really blossomed since that encounter. She’s met dozens of guys, mostly using Tinder and other dating apps, and she’s had sex with over twenty in the last six months. She likes men who are tall, handsome, and very well-endowed (at least eight inches long erect and very thick). It’s partly the size of their cocks but also their attitudes and confidence that lead her to orgasm with them.
 
   One time she confessed to me: “I don’t want to hurt your feelings or bruise your ego, honey, but men like that do things for me in bed that you never can do. They’re so sexy and their sexual abilities are just incredible. Being with a real man makes me feel like a real woman.” It did bruise my ego a bit, but I appreciated her honesty. And frankly, her sexual awakening has brought us both more sexual satisfaction than I could have ever dreamed of.
 
    
 
   FINISHING HER EDUCATION
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   * * *
 
   My name is Emily. My husband Jacob and I met in the military and we both married young. Partly it was for the benefits, but we also we in love. But over time I realized that I should have gone to college before getting seriously involved with a man. When I informed Jacob that I was thinking about going to college, he was supportive of my decision. Although I would live on campus, we would make time to still see each other. And Jacob would take primary responsibility for taking care of our two kids during the week. It wouldn’t be easy, we agreed, but it would pay off in the end when I got my degree and a higher paying job.
 
   I remember when I first walked inside of my dorm room. I saw a young girl dressed in a t-shirt and blue jeans. The girl had white skin, large ample breasts and a rather large butt for a girl her size, with black wavy hair down to her shoulders and a cute pair of black-rimmed eyeglasses. The girl was putting her clothes into a dresser drawer. She turned around in my direction and smiled.
 
   “Oh hi,” she said. “You must be Emily!” The girl gave me a huge smile and a big, warm hug. “My name is Faith. We’re going to be roommates!”
 
   “I’m Emily,” I said, introducing myself.
 
   “I’m so excited to be here!” Faith jumped up and down, bouncing on her toes. “I’ve never been away from home before and I’m so excited to be free!”
 
   “I hear you,” I said. I hate to say it, but I was happy to be free of living a boring life with my husband.
 
   We unpacked our stuff and moved into the dorm room, and as we did we talked about our lives. I learned that Faith was a small town girl from Iowa. According to her, the two main reasons that she’d chosen to come to Florida for school (aside from the weather) was to get away from her parents and to be able to date black guys without judgment. 
 
   “What’s wrong with dating white guys?”  Although I’d never dated outside of my race, I’d always thought that black men were attractive but I didn’t see any need to be obsessed with them or anything. But I did appreciate the looks I got from black men. As an attractive brunette in my twenties, I’ve turned a few heads over the years. But I’d put on an extra fifteen pounds after giving birth to my two kids, with most of it going to my breasts and booty. While I still got attention from men of all races, I did notice a bit more attention from black men recently. 
 
   “I don’t have anything against men of my own race,” she said. “But the black guys were always the boys who paid attention to me in high school. I think they really like a girl with a booty on her.” She picked up a folded blouse and laid it in her drawer. “But in Iowa I had to date them on the down low. My parents don’t approve of it. They claim they aren’t racist but the one time I brought a black guy home, my father was out of his mind. He scared the guy right out of the house!”
 
   I nodded and then asked the question I’d always been curious about. “So tell me, is it true what they say about black guys?”
 
   Faith’s eyes widened. “Do you mean their dicks?” She smiled. “Yeah, it’s true. Not every one of them, but on average it’s definitely true. A number of them are just plain huge. I’ve slept with eighteen different black men and I would say that eight inches is average for them. And that’s eight thick inches!”
 
   “Eighteen men,” I said in amazement. “The only guy I’ve ever slept with is my husband.”
 
   “That’s eighteen black men,” Faith said. “I’ve slept with white men too, and also an Asian guy. I know it for a fact that the black men have much bigger dicks.” Faith sat down on the edge of my bed. “How long is your husband’s penis?”
 
   “Oh jeez,” I said. “I haven’t measured him or anything but if I had to guess, I would say he’s probably about four or five inches long.” 
 
   Faith looked disgusted. “Is it thick at least?”
 
   “How thick is thick? I mean, it’s like…” I thought of something to measure it against. “I’d say it’s about the thickness of an uncooked hot dog.”
 
   Faith laughed. “That’s just awful. Sorry, I know he’s your husband and all but I would never be in a relationship with a man that tiny. I think sex is important, at least it is to me. And I’m talking good sex – not a little boy tickling you with little nub!”
 
   We both laughed at that.
 
   On Monday we started our college classes. It felt so strange being away from my husband and the kids, and I started to feel home sick. I called Jacob and the kids every day on the telephone but it really wasn’t the same as seeing them every day.  But slowly I was getting used to sharing a room with a young college girl and enjoying the life of a college girl.
 
   A couple days later, Faith told me that about a party that was being held at one of the fraternity houses on Saturday night. There would be plenty of alcohol, she said, and lots of opportunities to dance with hot guys and hook up. She asked if I’d like to go with her and I said sure, it’d be fun.
 
   When Saturday arrived, we dressed to the nines for the party. Just before we left, I asked Faith to wait for a second. I called Jacob to make sure that he was okay with the whole thing.
 
   “Go ahead,” he said. “Go hang out with your roommate and have a good time. You should meet new people and mingle.”
 
   “I know,” I said. “But I wanted to make sure you don’t have a problem with it. You know, there will be a lot of single men there. There’ll be alcohol, too, from what I’ve heard. Probably kegs of cheap beer – you know, college beer. I’m thinking I’ll likely spend the night hanging out with Faith and chat with people, maybe do a little dancing.”
 
   “That sounds good to me.” Jacob paused and then said, “Listen, you’re getting the chance to live the life of a single girl again. I wouldn’t want to take that from you. Go out and make friends and have fun with them.”
 
   “I will,” I replied. “I just want to make sure that you’re okay with it. There’ll be young men there and lots of drinking. I don’t want to do anything that would make you upset.”
 
   Faith rolled her eyes at me. Dressed in a sexy crimson blouse, she was impatiently waiting as I made my telephone call.
 
   “There’s one thing that would make me upset,” Jacob said. “No unprotected sex. I wouldn’t be happy if you did that.”
 
   “Don’t be silly,” I said. Jacob and I always used condoms for birth control. And since I’d never consider abortion, it should go without saying that I wouldn’t do that. Besides, I was a married lady and I wouldn’t break my vows. “I’m not talking about sleeping with the guys.”
 
   In the background, I heard my daughter’s voice. Jacob stopped briefly to talk with her, then he returned the phone. “Honey, I gotta go. I think we’ve said it all. You’re a grown woman and you are free to do as you please. I’m not going to tell you how to live your life. I know you’ll make the right decisions.”
 
   After hanging up the phone, Faith and I walked down the street toward the frat house. The building was  old and dusty. Honestly, it kind of looked like a plantation house. As we approached, I could hear rap music blaring away inside the place. At the doorway was a young black man with thick eyeglasses and held a paper list in his hands. I assumed he would check to make sure we were invited, but he just waved us inside. “Come inside, ladies.” 
 
   As we walked inside, we found a packed room with dozens of people milling about. Roughly half of the girls there were white. The other girls, and all of the boys, were black. I’d never been around so many black people at once and I felt a little scared, but Faith was comfortable around them and she took my hand, steering me toward the beer keg at the end of a long wood table. Grabbing red solo cups, we poured ourselves some liquid courage and began sipping. 
 
   “Hey, don’t look but those boys over there are checking us out,” Faith said.
 
   I gave a sly glance in that direction. Sure enough there were two strong, dark-skinned black boys standing near the ping pong table, each boy holding a plastic cup in his hand. The first boy had dreadlocks and wore Abercrombie and Fitch. The second boy wore blue jeans and a black hoodie over a t-shirt. I guess they caught us looking in their direction because they made their way across the room through the crowd. The boy with dreadlocks said his name was Darryl. The other boy, the one in the hoodie, introduced himself as Tyrone.
 
   Darryl and Faith really hit it off and soon they stepped over against the nearby wall. “Darryl seems to like your friend,” Tyrone said. Then he shrugged. “That’s fine with me. I love brunettes.” As I chatted with Tyrone, I thought he was incredibly sexy. He was standing close to me, his muscular frame up against my soft white body, and he leaned in when he spoke so I could hear him over the music. I noticed the scent of beer on his breath, as well as the spice of his cologne which was very nice and different from my husband’s. Tyrone explained that he was in the fraternity and he lived on the second floor upstairs. He was a Florida native like me, growing up just outside of Tallahassee, and I learned that he was a sophomore with a major in marketing. After we finished our beers, he refilled our cups. When he handed me my cup, he glanced down at my hand.
 
   “Hey, you’re married?”
 
   I nodded. “My husband and I are living apart while I go to school.”
 
   “Damn, that isn’t easy,” he said. “I mean, I’m sure you’ve heard the saying that long distance relationships don’t work.”
 
   “I’ve heard the saying,” I replied. “But I think it’s all about the quality of your relationship.”
 
   “Hey, I understand. I didn’t believe it either. But then I learned the hard way.” Tyrone explained that his girlfriend from high school was accepted into a university down in Miami. He thought they could keep it together, staying loyal to her and visiting her campus every month. Then he learned that she was seeing another guy on the sly the entire time. “We were just apart for too long. It’s like they say, a short separation will strengthen love but a long separation will kill it.”
 
   “You deserved better than that,” I said. “Cheating is terrible.”
 
   “What’s terrible is that I did it to myself. Honestly, she was right to want to meet someone new.” He swallowed the rest of his beer. “I think it’s great to be sexually exclusive when the two of you are together and getting it on all the time. But if you agree to only sleep with one girl but you can’t sleep with her because she lives too far from you, that’s insane. I caused myself to miss out on lots of great opportunities. The way I see it, college is a once in a lifetime opportunity for young men and women to try out other partners and just have fun.”
 
   I looked over at Faith. Her back was against the wall, leaning against it as she hung on his every word. Clearly she was digging Darryl.
 
   “I think I’m going to get a bottle of beer from the kitchen,” Tyrone said. “Are you into craft beer?”
 
   “I really don’t drink much.” I’d drank just two beers and already I was enjoying a nice buzz. It was probably because I was drinking on an empty stomach. I hadn’t eaten anything in hours.
 
   “You gotta try one,” Tyrone said. “It’s much better than that cheap macro stuff in the kegs.”
 
   He returned from the kitchen with a couple of pint glasses filled with beer. I took a glass and sipped on it. The taste was quite strong, almost like it was a mixture of beer and whiskey.
 
   “Are you sure this is beer?” I asked.
 
   “It’s good, isn’t it? It’s aged in whiskey barrels in Tennessee.”
 
   The more we talked, the more I found myself attracted to Tyrone. It was so much fun talking with him and it didn’t hurt that he was handsome and sexy. 
 
   By that time, the party was starting to die down a bit and people were leaving the house or stepping up to the bedrooms above. Faith came over and told me that she was heading upstairs with Darryl to check out his gold fish. Downing the remainder of my beer, I said I’d go up with her. The two of them walked up the stairs with me and Tyrone following just behind them. I wasn’t sure on my feet, and it was clear to me that I was pretty well drunk at that point. I noticed some of the other black boys smirking at us as they walked us up the stairs toward their bedrooms.
 
   We soon reached Darryl’s room. Faith and Darryl sat inside on the couch with the room door left open. I was still outside, leaning against the hallway just outside his room, my head spinning from the alcohol. That’s when Tyrone leaned in and began to kiss my neck. His powerful black body pressed against mine and I found myself getting wet. I told myself that I was just making out with him, so it was okay. Running my hands over his body, I caressed his firm ass and legs while we kissed. Then he pulled me inside the room and shut the door. 
 
   I glanced over at Faith. The two of them were kissing wildly. Faith’s shirt was already off and Darryl was unhooking her bra. He pushed her back on the couch, laying on top of her as they French kissed. My head was spinning from the alcohol and I didn’t know what to do. 
 
   Tyrone started kissing me again. The boy was a great at it, and I enjoyed the scent of his skin against mine. He removed his shirt as we kissed again, then I removed mine. Soon we were embracing skin to skin. Tyrone pulled my jeans down and I realized that I was in front of this black stranger, wearing nothing but my bra and panties. I remembered what Jacob had said, that he was fine with me experimenting like a single girl in college. 
 
   “You’re just so beautiful,” Tyrone said. “Let me taste that sweet pussy of yours before you go home.”
 
   I’d always loved oral sex. He lay me down on the bed and put his fingers into the sides of my panties. I raised my hips to assist him in removing them. My pussy was wet and very swollen, so eager for him. Tyrone lay on top of me, kissing my breasts and sucking my nipples. After he kissed his way down past my blonde pubes, he began to lick my love box. Although it felt good at first, he didn’t really know what he was doing and it started to feel unenjoyable.
 
   As I lay there, I was getting even more intoxicated. My arms were stretched across the bed, and I feared that the room might began to spin on me. Tyrone pulled down his pants and underwear, exposing his genitalia. When I saw it, I was simply shocked. His cock was enormous, nearly down to his knees, easily twice the length and far thicker than Jacob’s little tool. He brought his cock to my mouth and then held the back of my head. Licking and sucking his cock, it became harder and thicker. Next to us, I heard Faith groaning in pleasure. Darryl had her in the doggy position, bent over the couch, and he was spanking her large white buttocks. She was clearly in heaven.
 
   Tyrone removed his big cock from my mouth. I lowered my head onto the bed. As he slid up above me, even though I was quite drunk, I knew what I needed to do. I lifted my head. “Hey, I’m not on birth control. You need to use a rubber.” He paused, but Darryl said he had a box of Magnum rubbers beneath the bed. Tyrone got up and looked under the bed, and he pulled out a black condom wrapper and returned to his position at my quim. I saw him ripping open the black tin foil and dropped my head back onto the bed. 
 
   I felt Tyrone’s massive cock pressing against my womanhood. Slowly he pushed it inside, inch by inch, a thrust at a time. I worried I wouldn’t be able to fit all of him but soon I felt his big black testicles against my ass cheeks.
 
   It was unbelievable feeling his cock inside of me, so different from Jacob’s little thing. My cunt was fully filled, stretched to the limit. Tyrone leaned forward and I responded by putting by legs around his waist and locking my ankles. I raised my arms and held them around his strong shoulders. I loved the contrast of his dark black frame against my white arms and legs, finding it to be totally erotic. That big cock was  touching all the right spots, and it was so big that I felt my clit moving a little big with each movement of his. Soon I felt my climax approaching, and I reached down to touch my clit. That’s when the orgasm ripped through my body. “Oh, God!” I started moaning, but it turned into a full out scream as orgasm after orgasm rocketed through my limbs. I could tell by Tyrone’s breathing that he was nearing his own climax. Grunting, he pushed his big black cock all the way deep inside of me, and I felt his cock pulsating as he fired millions of his black sperm inside of me.  
 
   Tyrone lay down on top of me and we kissed slowly for a bit, his cock still inside of me and slowly pumping in and out. Although I barely knew this boy, I felt so safe surrounded by his strong black frame.
 
   I don’t know what happened next but the next thing I remember was in the morning, when Faith tapped me on the shoulder and told me to wake up. I was covered with only a white sheet. 
 
   “Hey sleepyhead, it’s time to get up!” Faith said with a big grin. She was wearing just her bra and panties, and pulling up her jeans. 
 
   “Oh, my head,” I said, as my brain felt like it was pulsating. A stream of sunlight streamed in from between the curtains, and I raised a hand to cover my eyes.
 
   “Damn, girl, you really loved Tyrone’s big cock, didn’t you? You were moaning and groaning like a whore. How many times did you have the big O?”
 
   I looked around the room. “What time is it?”
 
   “It’s almost eight o’clock in the morning, girl. Let’s get out of here.” 
 
   Glancing over at the couch, I saw Darryl sleeping beneath a sheet. Tyrone wasn’t in the room. 
 
   I managed to get out of bed, though on wobbly legs as I still felt a little drunk. I noticed that something felt strange between my legs. Looking down, I saw that my pussy and inner thighs were covered with dry semen.
 
   I looked down to the floor. Laying on the carpet was the Magnum condom wrapper from last night. The top of the foil was ripped open but the condom was still inside of it. Clearly Tyrone had tricked me, and rode me bareback.
 
   “Fuck!” I exclaimed. I tallied the number days since my last menstruation. More than two weeks. It really couldn’t have been worse as far as pregnancy goes. “Shit, I hope I’m not pregnant!”
 
   But there was nothing I could do. I put my clothes on quickly and we left the room, and did my first walk of shame with Faith back to our dormitory. 
 
   OUT OF REVENGE
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   * * *
 
   When I learned that my husband Gavin had cheated on me, I felt like my world was shattered.
 
   “I didn’t plan it, Natalie,” he said. “It just happened.” He claimed he’d been working a lot of overtime on a project with a young assistant fresh out of college. As they worked through problems together, they grew closer. They also shared more about their private lives and feelings. Finally, in a hotel room while at a conference in Atlanta, they started a sexual relationship that continued for six months. It ended with the girl left the company for a job half way across the country.
 
   At thirty-three, I was already starting to worry that I might be losing it. Having my husband cheat with a woman eleven years my junior really pushed me over the edge. At first, all I could think about was what was wrong with me. Was I not pretty enough anymore to keep him interested? Was I now a boring, middle-aged mother?
 
   I went out with my girlfriend Sarah to talk about it. We went out to Mark’s, a favorite bar of ours, to talk about what was happening. She was very supportive and listened to me pouring out my feelings. At one point, a young man who looked college age to me approached me. He was a handsome guy but way too young, of course, and I was married anyway.
 
   He introduced himself as Aiden. He looked so young and he seemed pretty nervous. When he offered to buy me a drink, Sarah said, “she’d love one!” I looked over at her and she just smiled and winked.
 
   “Thanks,” I said. “I’m flattered but I can’t. I’m married.”
 
   Aiden paused, looking unsure what to believe.
 
   “She’s single,” Sarah insisted. “She wears that ring at her work so guys won’t hit on her. But she’s not working now and she needs to get out.” Sarah looked right at Aiden, waving her hand rapidly. “Go ahead, buy her a drink.”
 
   Aiden went ahead and ordered me a Manhattan.
 
   Sarah got up from her seat, leaned over into my ear and said, “I’m heading out. You have the house all to yourself tonight.” She was right – Gavin was out of town on business and the kids were at my parents’ house. “And you have a handsome young man here who is interested. Go ahead and have some fun. Gavin did it first so it’s perfectly okay. You’re justified.” She put the strap of her purse over her shoulder and started to walk away.
 
   “Hey, you’re my ride.”
 
   Aiden jumped in. “I’ve got a car.”
 
   Sarah smiled, pointed at Aiden, gave me a wink and walked out the front door of the bar.
 
   So I sipped my drink and talked with Aiden. I really did have a great time talking with him. When I finished my drink, I let him buy me another. He seemed like a really great boy who just didn’t know how to talk to girls. If I were his age, he would be somebody I would have dated him, no question. And as I thought about it, I realized, why not? The whole forsaking-all-others had already been destroyed by my husband. In fact, if I were going to forgive him, it would probably help if had some fun with this handsome young guy. I don’t know if it was the alcohol or what, but I decided I was going to bed this college-aged boy.
 
   He put my address into the GPS. On the way there, I put my hand on his thigh as he drove. He smiled at me, no doubt aware of my readiness. I slipped my hand down the inside of his legs, gently running my hand over his crotch. I could see his hardening manhood pressing against his jeans.
 
   When we reached my house, I invited him inside. I walked over to the liquor cabinet and asked Aiden if he wanted a drink. He declined. I poured myself a shot of vodka and downed it. I wasn’t sure I felt too comfortable with this young man seeing my thirty-something naked body and caesarean scars, but I knew the alcohol would help.
 
   Right there, I turned around and started kissing him. As I ran my hands up his back, he wasn’t pressing for more. I was clearly the one in charge and I loved that. Slowly he ran his hands all over my body, grabbing my butt firmly.
 
   “You’re so beautiful,” he said.
 
   He started to unbutton my shirt. I stopped him, realizing that I really wanted to change into something a little sexier than what I was wearing. I had him wait in the kitchen and told him I’d be right back. He seemed a little unsure, probably worried that I was changing my mind about him. I ran into the bedroom and stripped down. I dabbed some perfume on my neck, stomach and legs, then I put on a sexy set of lacey black and white bra and panties I’d bought but never worn before. Throwing on my silk black robe, I walked out to the kitchen, took the boy by his hand and led him into the bedroom.
 
   I know some women say that being with a younger guy makes them feel old. For me, it made me feel like I was young again, and oh, so sexy. Our hands roamed all over each other’s bodies. I slowly removed my black robe and I loved the look in his eyes as he checked out my body. Then I slowly unbuttoned my way down his shirt, then unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. I pulled them down, then his underwear, and took his penis in my hands. It was beautiful, so nice and hard with just a little bit of veins, with a large swollen head at the end.
 
   I took him inside my mouth and looked up at him, playing with his balls as I sucked on him. He closed his eyes and moaned a bit, and I loved that. I worked hard, swiveling my head a bit and swirling my tongue, doing anything to give him pleasure. I put my hands on his young, firm buttocks and pressed my head forward, taking that penis all the way inside my mouth and almost deep throating him. Staying in place, I ran my hands up and down his legs, then went back to playing with his balls and sucked in the head.
 
   “Oh God, I’m close,” he said, starting to jerk his legs, thrusting inside my mouth. I knew I had to stop then. I smiled, rose to my feet, and pulled him toward the bed.
 
   I probably should have demanded some cunnilingus, as an older woman has a responsibility to train a young man properly. But in the moment I wanted to make sure he didn’t ejaculate before we had intercourse, so I lay down and spread my legs, gently rubbing my clit. “I want to feel you inside of me,” I said.
 
   Aiden had seemed unsure earlier, but now he was going forward with abandon. He didn’t seem to know where to put his knees at first, trying to put them outside of mine.
 
   “Are you a virgin?” I asked.
 
   He blushed. “I don’t… I don’t have much experience.”
 
   I figured he was a virgin, but it didn’t really matter to me. He instructed him on how to bend his knees, and had him get down on his hands.
 
   “I need to get it in first,” Aiden said.
 
   I reached down, took his cock in my hand, and aimed it right at my entrance. He leaned forward and tried to push it in.
 
   “Whoa,” I said. “Be gentle. A little at a time.” He was on top of me, looking down and smiling sheepishly. He began to slowly work it inside, wetting it a bit with each mini-thrust. It felt great as he went in further, deeper. I put my arms up around him, and I couldn’t help but grin. Our bodies were starting to move together in rhythm, enjoying the sexy fun we were having.
 
   From the time he was fully inside of me, he probably only got in ten thrusts or so before he grimaced, pushed in balls deep and unloaded. I was a little disappointed as I hadn’t came myself, but we lay there together kissing and groping, and it wasn’t long before he was fully hard again. I then rode on top of him, having a long, slow fuck while rubbing my clit against his abdomen. I came that way, and then again when he took me doggy style, reaching beneath me to rub my clit as he fucked me.
 
   When Aiden left, he said he’d call me but he never did. Honestly, I never thought he would, and I was fine with that. It was one little departure from monogamy and it made me feel good after what my husband did to me. Now that we’re even, I’m still haven’t fully gotten over what he did to me but I’m much closer to forgiving him. I never thought that cheating would help my marriage, but my little affair with Aiden may do just that!
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   * * *
 
   My wife Andrea and I are your normal suburban family. We’re both 32 years old and we have three kids. The one way that we’re a little unusual is that, while Andrea and I are both white, our children are dark skinned mulattoes. Often times people will ask me whether our kids were adopted. I explain to them that no, the kids are pure Caucasian just like me and my wife.  
 
   I remember when, a few months after our wedding, Andrea went on a vacation with her single girlfriends to Jamaica. Her friends are all pretty crazy and I knew they were hoping to hook up with some of the sexy black Jamaican natives. In fact, I even noticed a text message on my wife’s cell in which her friend Carol was discussing a handsome body builder from Jamaica she’d met online. The guy’s name was Christopher and she provided a naked picture of the guy. He was a dark skinned black man with dread locks, muscles and a big thick cock. 
 
   Andrea doesn’t like putting chemicals into her body so she uses a diaphragm for birth control. Whenever she packs us for a trip, my wife is careful to pack her diaphragm in her luggage. I guess it was a habit for her because for some reason she packed her diaphragm in her bag for Jamaica. Of course, she wouldn’t be in need of birth control on her trip because I wouldn’t be there, so I removed her diaphragm’s case and put it back in her dresser.
 
   When the girls returned from Jamaica a week later, they were exhausted from their trip but there was a lot of whispering and giggling. On the night of her return, Andrea took out her diaphragm, inserted it and we made love. Unfortunately, no birth control method is perfectly effective. Perhaps she didn’t put the diaphragm in place correctly or something. I think that could be the case because, for some reason, her pussy felt unusually loose that night. Whatever the case, one of my sperm somehow got past the diaphragm because nine months later she gave birth to our oldest son Christian.
 
   After our son was born, I couldn’t help but notice that his face looked a lot like that guy Christopher, the black Jamaican body builder in the picture that her friend Carol had shown her. I brought it up jokingly with Andrea and she immediately was very defensive and offended. My wife noted that while the child doesn’t look anything like her, either, she doesn’t doubt that she’s the biological mother. Honestly, I hadn’t even realized that. She had a good point and I was being ridiculous. Andrea is a very light skinned woman with fiery red hair from her Irish ancestry, and I’d heard stories about the Black Irish. Maybe the child had so many black features and black skin because he’d inherited a recessive gene of the Black Irish from my wife?
 
   Two years after that, Andrea had a close girlfriend named Jenna, a neighbor of ours who lives a couple of houses down the street. I was at home watching TV one night while my wife was down at Jenna’s house. I was bored and went for a walk down the road. As I passed by Jenna’s house, I noticed Andrea standing on the back deck of Jenna’s place. She was drinking from a glass, probably alcohol, and standing next to a young black guy dressed in sagging jeans and a hoodie. My wife was backed up against the railing and she was smiling, having a great time talking with this black man. She was looking at him like she found him very sexy. I walked around the side of Jenna’s house and listened in to their conversation.
 
   “No way,” the guy said. “I don’t use no rubbers. I’m clean.”
 
   “I hate rubbers,” Andrea replied. “But you have to use one.”
 
   “Why can’t I fuck you bareback?” the black guy asked.
 
   “I’m not on any birth control. My husband and I use a diaphragm, and it’s back at home in my dresser.”
 
   “Damn.” He paused. “That’s all right, I’ll pull out before I come.”
 
   I heard the sound of the door to the deck open up, and then Jenna said something I couldn’t make out. Andrea and her black friend walked into the house. I quietly walked back to the road. I glanced around but it looked like nobody saw me listening in to their conversation, so I just walked back home like nothing had happened
 
   My wife didn’t come home from Jenna’s house until after 1AM. Andrea claimed that she’d been up late watching a movie with Jenna, and she jumped into the shower. While she was in there, I pulled her panties out of the hamper. The crotch of the panties was soaked and coated with semen. I became very aroused by this for some reason, knowing that my wife had fucked that young black man. 
 
   I stripped off my clothes and joined my wife in the shower. We began kissing and fooling around, and my penis was very stiff. As soon as we got out of the shower, Andrea slipped in her diaphragm and we hopped into bed and had sex. Nine months later, my wife gave birth to a baby girl who we named Nevaeh. Although our daughter is definitely dark skinned with African features, this baby looked more like Amanda than anybody else.
 
   It was a few years after that when my wife started spending time with some of the other mothers on play dates. One friend in particular, Kami, had a black baby daddy named Titus who was tall, strong and muscular. For some reason, Kami thought that our children were mulattoes like her kids. When Andrea got pregnant with our third child, Kami asked me if I was happy to be having my first biological child with my wife – she didn’t realize the first two were my kids! When our baby boy was born and had dark, Black Irish features like my first two kids, Kami suddenly got angry and stormed out of the hospital. 
 
   My wife had no idea why Kami got so upset that our third child had dark skin and African features. manda said she has no idea why Katie just stormed out of the hospital and ended their friendship. Honestly, I think it might be because of the name. We named the baby boy Titus, the same name as her boyfriend, and gave the baby the middle name Junior. Honestly, Andrea told me that she just liked the name Titus and that Junior is named after her Uncle Junior. It probably didn’t help that Titus Junior is the spitting image of Kami’s boyfriend, just a few shades lighter. Whatever the case, we were very excited to welcome in a third child to our family.
 
   When Titus Junior was born, my wife insisted that I get a vasectomy. “No more babies,” she said. Still, she asked that I not tell anybody about the procedure, not even our friends and family because even a vasectomy isn’t 100% effective and if it failed, she wouldn’t want people thinking poorly of her or thinking I’m less of a man. I agreed that was smart thinking, and I went and got snipped.
 
   I feel like the luckiest man in the world. I have a beautiful, sexy wife and three beautiful kids. I guess I’ve been blessed with the luck of the Irish... the Black Irish, that is!
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   * * *
 
   “Did you hear he’s back in the area?” my wife Danielle said. She was standing near the stove, on the phone with her friend Allie while she stirred the pot of beef soup. “Of course I do! Rakim was my first lover and you never forget your first. We dated in high school for just a few weeks but my parents found out about it and they made me end it. They wouldn’t admit it but I know they didn’t the idea of their white daughter dating a black guy.”
 
   At the time, I was watching television while sitting in my chair, but I couldn’t help listening in to their conversation in the other room. 
 
   “Oh yes, the rumors are true,” Danielle said, laughing. “Every inch of the rumor is true.” I knew that she was talking about the size of his manhood. Danielle had mentioned that Rakim sported a big, thick black cock, which she adored.
 
   My wife didn’t often mention Rakim but I had always loved to hear about him. Back when we were just dating, Danielle once told me that she wouldn’t have premarital sex because it was against her religious beliefs. I backed off and, though we did eventually have sex prior to our wedding night, Danielle didn’t even let me feel her up until we had dated for half a year. Yet there was a time a few years ago when she’d had a few drinks that she admitted she’d given Rakim a sloppy blow job on their first date, and during the short period of time that they were together as a couple, she had sucked his cock almost daily. 
 
   “We had every intention of doing it, “ Danielle said into the phone. “But then one of the neighbors caught us right before it happened.”
 
   I’d heard the story before so I knew what she was talking about. Her boyfriend Rakim took her to the movies at the drive-in theater. They weren’t doing much movie watching, though. Her black lover focused on getting those clothes off of her. They were kissing and Danielle was very eager to get his big cock inside of her. At the time she wasn’t on the pill, but she decided to take the risk with her handsome black lover. Just before Rakim put his bare black cock inside of her fertile young pussy, a neighbor of hers saw her boyfriend’s car. The racist neighbor flashed his flash light into their automobile and caught them in the act, preventing them from completing their desires. Later on, when the neighbor told her parents, she was grounded for months and they made her break it off with him. 
 
   “Oh, come on,” Danielle sounded surprised. “Look Allie, if I were a single girl, I would certainly be down for that but I’m a married woman.” She paused, listening to her friend’s response. “No, I really shouldn’t do that.” She paused again. “I agree that there’s nothing wrong with just talking, but Allie I don’t think it’s a good idea.”
 
   I noticed at that point that my wife began to whisper. I no longer could hear what she was saying to her friend. About ten or fifteen minutes later, Danielle called to me. 
 
   “Kyler?”
 
   “Yes, honey?” I replied
 
   “Would it be all right with you if I go out and have some drinks with Allie on Saturday night?  She’s having some serious issues at work and she really needs a friend to talk with her.”
 
   I hesitated for a bit, not sure what to say. I felt fairly confident that she didn’t intend to meet with Allie, but rather wanted to have some drinks with Rakim. I felt a knot in my stomach at the thought of it, but at the same time I felt my little white penis hardening in my pants. I couldn’t see any real problem with her having some drinks and flirting with her high school lover. While I hadn’t heard everything she’d sait to Allie, I felt confident that she would be faithful to me even if she was very attracted to her black lover and had unfinished business with him. I told her fine, go ahead and do it. 
 
   That Saturday night, Danielle dressed up for her date with Rakim. I was quite aroused just watching her prepare herself for meeting her old boyfriend. I did notice that she put on a sexy bra and a matching pair of panties, and it was a set that I didn’t recall her ever wearing before. Then I noticed the price tags in the trash can, and I realized that my wife had purchased her sexy undies just for her date with Rakim. Danielle told me that she’d return home around ten but don’t wait up for her. Still, I figured that hanging out with her sexy black ex would get her amorous and that I could take advantage of that when she returned home, so I decided to wait up for her.
 
   Danielle didn’t arrive home until nearly two in the morning. I woke up and heard the sound of her walking through the darkness in the direction of our bedroom. Her shadowy shape fell into the doorway, and then I saw her standing there holding herself up. It was obvious that she was smashed.
 
   “Did you have fun?” I asked
 
   She nodded.
 
   “You didn’t drive home, did you?”
 
   “No.” Danielle slurred her speech. Stumbling across the way, she removed her clothes down to her panties and then jumped into bed. Danielle pulled a sheet over herself, on her side facing away from me. I scooted up beside her. I smelled whiskey on her breath and a man’s cologne on her body. Running my hands across her body, I took her hands and moved her onto her back. 
 
    “I guess Rakim got what he wanted all along,” I said. “Was it good?”
 
   “But honey,” she said. “I told you I was going out with Allie.”
 
   “Yeah, and I heard your conversation with her.” I kissed her up her breasts, then I kissed her lips. “Was Rakim as good as you’d been hoping?”
 
   As we cuddled, Danielle related the details to me. They met each other at a bar a couple towns away. The two of them had fun talking about old times and what they’d accomplished since then. Rakim kept ordering her more drinks, and she kept drinking. She noted that Rakim really got drunk for some reason, but she had too many and was wasted. Of course, she was intoxicated and couldn’t drive herself home, so Rakim offered to drive her back She was too drunk to drive, so he offered to drive her home. She was in the passenger seat staring out the window, and didn’t really notice that he was driving to his house. As soon as they arrived, he pounced on her. 
 
   Danielle told me everything in detail. While she spoke, I was kissing my way down her tummy until I reached those panties. My wife raised her hips to assist me in removing them. I saw the crotch was wet and sticky, and there was the strong scent of semen.
 
   That part was surprising as Dakota doesn’t take the pill, and we’d always used condoms when we had sex. My wife smiled, apologizing for that but insisting that Rakim refused to use a rubber. My mind went back to how she’d nearly let Rakim penetrate her bareback when they were kids. Finally, after all that time, these two lovers made it happen.
 
   Danielle explained in detail how she’d blown his huge dick, and I went to town slurping on her sperm-soaked beaver. Sticking my tongue in deep, I sucked up a boatload of Rakim’s baby batter, trying to prevent a pregnancy. I gently pulled back her clitoral hood and licked her love button while she told me how incredible it felt to be penetrated by his black cock, the amazingly satisfying feeling of fullness that his mighty tool provided as he fucked her smartly.
 
   “I don’t want to hurt your feelings or bruise your ego, honey,” she said. “But it was far and away the best sex I’ve ever had, no contest. I came with him eight times.”
 
   Although it hurt to hear the truth, my little peener was harder than ever. Grabbing a condom, I quickly rolled one over my tiny member and slipped it inside her warm, loose cunt. I felt sure Rakim’s big cock had loosened her considerably, and lubricated her with his semen, and my condom-covered penis felt like it was swimming in a warm stew. While the lack of friction would normally be a problem, I was so turned on by the situation that I quickly exploded, blasting the reservoir with my sperm. 
 
   That was two months ago. Since that time, Danielle and I have been making love every day and we’re having some of the best sex. Rakim has told my wife that he’d like to be her side boyfriend and Danielle agreed. While I think it’s a wonderful development, I asked her to go on birth control.
 
    
 
   “I’ll think about it,” she replied.
 
    
 
   For now, Danielle allows her black lover to ejaculate inside of her during the safer parts of her cycle. When she’s ovulating, she tells Rakim that he should consider pulling out if he doesn’t want to impregnate her. He’s gone ahead and  inseminated her during her ovulation a couple of times, but so far so good. Although the thought of my wife having a black baby is a little frightening to me, I have faith in Danielle’s judgment and I will welcome whatever she brings to our marriage.
 
    
 
   Honestly, our marriage has never been better! 
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   “How was it?” I asked as we lay in bed. I’d just made love with my 28 yo wife and she was looking incredible. True, she’d gained some weight, probably a good twenty pounds or so since the birth of our son, my wife still had an amazing backside and her boson was even bigger than before. No matter how great she looked, though, the way she just seemed to go through the motions bothered me. 
 
   “It was great honey,” Tara replied. My wife flipped her hair and looked into my eyes. “Why do you ask, baby?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I answered. “It’s like you’re not into sex anymore.”
 
   “Oh no, honey,” she said, and then she leaned in to kiss me. “It was a lot of fun.”
 
   Not long after my recent boss left our corporation, my new supervisor began sending me around the country to handle deals with potential partners. As a result, I was away from home for a lot of the time, only returning to our house perhaps every two or three weekends at most. According to my supervisor, it was a short term situation that would resolve as soon as the company hired a new VP, but this had been going on for six months now without any resolution. 
 
   This had an effect on my love life. Initially, when I came home from one of my trips across the country, Tara and I were both horny and happy to get together. We would immediately start kissing and groping, and in no time we were jumping in bed to have sex. But I noticed that over time Tara seemed to lose interest, becoming less and less excited to see me. I guess I had assumed that my wife was getting used to having less sex and I wasn’t really worried about it.
 
   Now though, I was starting to get concerned. She just didn’t seem to enjoy our sex life anymore, in addition to the reduced frequency. And I didn’t believe her reassurances.
 
   The very next day, I found out the truth. I was about to leave on the plane for a business trip when I picked up my wife’s phone. I found a picture we’d taken on vacation years ago. Flipping through the photos in her phone, I was stunned to discover dozens of new photos of my wife with an African man. This guy was a couple inches taller than I am, quite brawny and very black. There were several pictures of my wife with that guy at a club. The two of them were kissing each other and she was sending her hands across his body. Worst, in one of the pictures that was obviously taken by him from above, my wife was on her knees gleefully blowing his enormous black dick.
 
   While I was stunned by jealousy, although I can’t explain why, I guess the raw contrast of her pure white body against his black skin aroused me, giving me an erection.
 
   I confronted my wife with the evidence. She knew she was caught and she admitted to everything. Over the past several months, my wife had been meeting guys at clubs, and she was also finding men by using an app. Tara admitted that she had three boyfriends who would service her through the week, and on some occasions she would see more than one guy in a day. Each of her lovers were intelligent, muscular black men with large cocks.
 
   “I feel bad about cheating on you, honey,” she said. “But I feel lonely and these guys are giving me what I need. “ My job situation had created a sexual and emotional vacuum, and I’d more or less abandoned her for my job.
 
   Now that everything was out in the open, Tara said that she felt a lot better because now she wouldn’t be cheating anymore. “My conscience is clear now,” she said. So, leaving my house for the airport on my trip, I left knowing that my wife was going to continue having sexual relationship with a large number of black men the entire time that I was gone. 
 
   Four days later, I got home after a long day meeting with a new potential client. I was alone back at the hotel, sitting at the table and typing notes. Normally I’d send my wife a Skype request around eleven o’clock, after our young son is in bed, but that night I was lonely and so I called her a couple hours earlier than normal. When I made the video chat call, she answered and the video popped up. I could tell that she was out of breathe. Not only that but her makeup was smeared and she looked like she was a bit tipsy. 
 
   “Is something going on?” I asked.
 
   “Nothing, really. I have a friend over,” she said. In the background I heard the voice of a black guy saying some muffled words. The only word I could make out was “bitch.” My wife turned her head and looked aside, then giggled. “Jamal is here. We just got home from the club. Can I call you later?”
 
   “But tonight is our Skype night.” The two of us, to keep our relationship close, tried to talk on the phone every day. The data cost to use Skype was high, so we limited that to just once a week. Since I’m usually free on Wednesdays, that was our night to see each other. 
 
   “Umm, I’m a little busy,” she said. I saw a muscular black man step into the video. The two of them started to kiss passionately, and as his hands caressed my bride’s see-through white blouse and blue jeans, my little penis began to stiffen. It was then that I realized she was keeping the phone in place for my benefit, giving me a wonderful view of the two of them. And that’s when I realized that I really wanted to see them having sex. 
 
   “Hey Tara, would you do me a favor and leave the cell on? Just set it down on the dresser and aim it at the bed?”
 
   My wife paused for a moment. She glanced off the screen, probably looking to Jamal for his approval, and then she looked back at the camera. “That’s a lovely idea,” she said. The two of them made their way up to our bedroom, and Tara set down the phone on her nightstand. She put it at just the right angle, and it gave me a brilliant view of the action. I watched as the two of them moved to the end of our marital bed, and they sat down and began kissing. While the two of them engaged in foreplay, I dropped my pants and began to jerk off.
 
   My eyes were glued to his strong black arms as they glided down my wife’s back, feeling up her soft round bottom. As they kissed they removed each other’s clothing. When I saw Jamal naked, I understood why my wife was so into him. The guy had a powerful athletic build, and right below his firm abs was a gigantic black dick. The thing had to be nearly a foot in length and as thick as a beer can. Tara was pressing her delicate white body up against Jamal’s firm chest as they kissed and dry humped, my wife’s little hands gently caressing his shaft and balls. 
 
   “Did you remember to buy the condoms?” Jamal asked.
 
   “Oh shit,” Tara exclaimed. “I completely forgot.” Tara hesitated. “We really shouldn’t. My last period was two weeks ago. I’m really fertile right now.”
 
   “Fuck, bitch.” Jamal laughed in disbelief. “You really done fucked up this time. How about you let me stick my cock in your tight little booty?”
 
   “No, that’s okay.” She pulled Jamal close to her. “Just remember to pull out before you cum.”
 
   He pushed Tara back down on the bed. Then he raised her legs over his shoulders, aimed his giant cock at her wet womanhood, and he burst inside of her savagely.
 
   “Oh fuck, baby, I love your cock,” Tara said. “It’s so big.”
 
   “You love that black cock, bitch?”
 
   “Oh, God! Yes, baby. I love your cock! It’s so much bigger than my husband’s tiny little thing.” 
 
   My wife was overcome with lust, groaning like a whore as she grinded her groin against him to receive his animalistic fucking. Jamal then lowered onto his elbows, his black barrel chest pressed against her soft white breasts as their tongues danced in each other’s mouths. I could see his tongue swirling around inside my wife’s mouth. She seemed in awe of her black lover, totally obsessed as his ebony spear repeatedly pushed deep inside of her.  
 
   When I heard Jamal groan, I knew he was near. He arched his back and tossed his head back. My wife lifted her legs around his waist, locking her ankles behind him to prevent him from pulling out. It was like she needed this amazing male specimen to fire his baby batter into her white womb.  
 
   “I’m cumming,” my wife cried. Jamal pushed his cock fully inside her, balls deep, grunting as he unloaded his ammunition inside my wife’s fertile cavity. I pictured his thick cock head pressed against her cervix, shooting rope after rope straight into her womb. My gut told me that she was being impregnated right then, that one this amazing black man’s virile sperm would undoubtedly find her eagerly waiting egg.
 
   I watched her soft white hands roaming up and down his huge black shoulders and back as the last of his sperm seeped inside of her. I couldn’t take any more and I came myself, my semen squirting harmlessly onto the hotel room carpet. 
 
   The pair’s movements slowed down. Jamal’s huge cock was still far inside my wife as they kissed. Assuming the action was over, I went to the bathroom to wash my hands. But when I got back to my cell phone, I saw that Jamal was pounding my wife again. The two made love for a second time, and I couldn’t help but notice my wife hunching her back and moving in sync with him. I’d never seen Tara  anywhere near as excited and eager in bed. She had always been pretty quiet in bed with me and rather unresponsive, but here she was grunting loudly as he drove her into yet another orgasm. It was clear that Jamal’s big cock pleased her in ways that I simply couldn’t. He lasted a lot longer this time.
 
   Next, my wife got on top of her black lover. While she rode him cowgirl, she faced away from me. I wanted to see her kiss him, but I loved seeing her hunching her groin eagerly against him. Jamal’s large black hands held her ass as she bounced on his enormous cock. She only lasted a few minutes before she moaned out again in a powerful climax. Next they switched to the doggy position. The two of them were on the edge of the bed near the camera, giving me a close-up of the action. I saw his big black ass and legs and my wife’s pretty white ass beneath as his thick black weapon violated my wife’s vagina. His big black paw was gripping her hair, violently pulling her head backward, and he was pulling it in rhythm with his fucking. His other hand was slapping my wife’s ass, and I could see red marks across her ass from his violent smacks.
 
   Pounding Tara relentlessly, he was breathing heavily. I saw their combined juices covering his cock each time he pulled out. His huge black balls, filled with African sperm, were slapping against Tara’s legs. I noticed his pace begin to quicken and I knew he wouldn’t last much longer.
 
   “Ahhh, fuck yeah, baby,” Tara moaned joyously. “Oh fuck, yeah baby. That’s right. Give it to me. Yes, yes, yes! I’m fucking cumming!”
 
   Jamal let go of her hair and gripped her hips. He quickened his pace, pounding her furiously, violently. “Shit, bitch! Oh, shit! You fucking white little slut! You fucking white whore! Errgggg…” He pushed inside of my wife balls deep, and could see those huge testicles twitching, jerking as they pumped every ounce that precious sperm inside my wife’s pussy. Just then I reached my own orgasm, my little dab dribbling down my hand.
 
   For a minute, Jamal held my wife in place. Then he gave her a playful slap on her ass and let her go. As that giant black serpent slithered out of her cunt, gobs of milky semen flowed out of her pussy onto our bed and down Tara’s creamy white legs. She turned to face the camera, giving me a look of pure bliss and total exhaustion. Without even speaking, she touched the screen and the call ended.
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   * * *
 
   “You know how you’ve talked about watching me have sex with another guy?”
 
   My blonde-haired, blue-eyed wife Jenny was lying next to me in bed. She was now twenty-eight years old and we’d had two children, but she retained the same perfect body she’d had in college. The two of us had just finished making love, and she gently stroked my chest.
 
   “I think I’m ready to do it,” she said. “I’d like to try having sex with another man.”
 
   Normally I need a day, or at least a number of hours in between erections, but my penis began to harden when she said that. Like many men, I’d always fantasized about seeing my wife fuck another man. For many years I’d encouraged her to try it but Jenny always seemed a little hesitant. In recent months we’d tried role-playing that I was her side lover. My wife seemed especially excited when we did that, and she came especially hard when we did that. I think it was probably the best sex we’d ever had in our eight years of marriage.
 
   But that was just a fantasy, and I was surprised to hear her considering making it a reality.
 
   “I’ve wondered what it would be like.” Jenny watched me closely, seeing how I would react. “Are you sure you’re fine with it?”
 
   “It would be a fantasy come true,” I replied. 
 
   “But there’s one other thing,” my wife said. “Is it okay if the guy is black?”
 
   “That’s fine with me.” Actually, the idea was a huge turn on for me. My penis had jumped back to life and I wanted  to stick my little five-incher back inside her honey pot. I began kissing her and stroking her body. Jenny got on top of me in the cowgirl. 
 
   As she rode my cock, we talked about the ground rules. It would be a man that we both agreed upon. Jenny would have sex with him at our house, at least initially. Finally, Jenny and I agreed that she’d use rubbers with her lover. Neither of us lasted long, and after we both came, the two of us cuddled and fell to sleep. 
 
   I had assumed that we’d start trying to find for a lover for my wife. But as it turned out, Jenny already had somebody in mind. His name was LaDerek. The guy was a little bit younger than us, in his mid-twenties, and he worked at the local Wal-Mart. LaDerek was handsome, tall and muscular, with dreadlocks and dark African skin. As I think back on it, I remembered Jenny asking him questions about gardening and landscaping the last time that we were at Wal-Mart.  Only then did I realize that she was flirting with him. I brought it up to her and she admitted that she’d found him very attractive. She also admitted that LaDerek had propositioned her a few times, but she’d always brushed him off by saying that she’d love to date him but she’s married.
 
   It was about a week or so later that my wife went down to the store and approached LaDerek. They had a great talk. He against asked her out, and she surprised him by agreeing and inviting him back to our house. Jenny later told me that he seemed a bit concerned, but she informed him that her husband approved of the whole thing. 
 
   The following Friday night, I arranged for the kids to stay the night at their aunt’s house. I stayed at home while LaDerek and Jenny hit the town, dancing and drinking. I tried to watch TV but I couldn’t concentrate, my mind focused on the image of Jenny getting fucked by LaDerek. It was actually a struggle not to masturbate, my penis was so hard, but I didn’t want to ruin what was about to happen. 
 
   A quarter before midnight, the two of them arrive at our house. My wife was giggling and I could tell by her behavior and voice that she was pretty smashed. Getting an up close look at LaDerek, I was in awe. The guy was nearly a foot taller than my wife, and she had to tilt her head up toward him as he leaned down to her. LaDerek’s big black paws roamed over her jeans, caressing that bubble butt of hers, and he kissed her neck.
 
   Jenny’s hands ran across his t-shirt, feeling up his big muscles and huge shoulders. The two of them French kissed, and then LaDerek then looked at me. I was in my chair in front of the television set. I waved to him and smiled, letting him know that I approved of it. He didn’t respond to my gesture, though. Jenny took his hand and led him up the staircase to our bedroom.
 
   I waited until I heard the bedroom door open, then I rose from the recliner and walked up the stairs. When I reached our bedroom, the two of them stood near the end of the bed. LaDerek still had his jeans on but his chest was bare, his shirt on the floor. My wife was wearing just her lacy bra and panties, and she was unhooking the bra. As the bra hit the floor, she pressed up against his chest. The lovers kissed again as she nuzzled her soft white body against his firm black frame. LaDerek’s big cock was caged in by his boxers, but it was straining against the material. 
 
   My wife lay down on the bed, the crotch of her flimsy panties soaked by her desire. I knew that Jenny was ovulating and she’s always wetter when she’s fertile. Still, I’d never seen her panties get soaked like that. LaDerek began to remove her panties and she lifted her hips, helping him slide them off and unveiling her blonde peach fuzz. LaDerek moved on top, her white hands caressing his huge, muscular back. Slowly the black man moved down her body, kissing her breasts and down her belly before eating her pussy. Jenny writhed, moaning loudly as her lover poked a finger inside of her cunt, his tongue flicking over her clit. Jenny’s face was flush red. “Oh God,” she cried, her stomach contracting involuntarily as she climaxed.
 
   LaDerek threw off his boxers, and I heard Jenny gasp when I saw what he was packing. It was a huge cock, at least ten inches long and as thick as a beer bottle. “Oh, my God!” Jenny said, her eyes wide. “I can’t believe it’s real!” My wife took it in her hands adoringly, and she began licking and sucking his mighty manhood as she massaged his hefty ball sack.
 
   “Gimme a blow job,” LaDerek ordered.
 
   “It’s so big,” she said. “I’m trying to take you inside of my mouth but it’s just so big. I can deep throat my husband, but then his tiny little penis is only half your length and a fraction of the width. God damn, baby, you’ve got a horse cock!”
 
   Jenny didn’t give up, going back at it like a champ. She sucked on his cock for a few minutes, then begged him to put that big thing inside of her. Jenny reached into the bed stand and pulled out a rubber. LaDerek opened the foil wrapper and tried to roll it down his cock. It simply wouldn’t fit on his giant manhood. 
 
   Unfortunately, I hadn’t been thinking. The only rubbers we had were snug fit condoms designed for guys will small penises like myself. They weren’t going to fit a man like LaDerek.
 
   From early on in our marriage, Jenny and I used rubbers for birth control. I’d only tried bareback with Jenny a few times, but she immediately got pregnant. We had two kids in two years, so I decided to get a vasectomy. That was six years ago, and the only rubbers we had were not only very old but also way too small. Somehow, though, he managed to get one to cover the head of his cock. 
 
   LaDerek got on top of Jenny. She gazed longingly up at her black lover, her white arms caressing his powerful black body, as he lined up the head of his cock at Jenny’s wet muff. Normally I’d need a few thrusts to get inside of my wife all the way, but apparently Jenny was so wet for LaDerek that he pushed that enormous thing all the way inside of her with just two strokes.
 
   “Oh, God,” Jenny moaned in astonishment, her voice quivering as that big black dick plumbed her depths, reaching places I never could touch. “My God, LaDerek, your cock feels so amazing. I feel so… full! I love your black cock!”
 
   His black muscular backside pounded forcefully inside my wife’s white pussy. Jenny, for her part, was moaning and groaning in ecstasy. “Oh, God, I’m coming,” she squealed, over and over again. I think she must have orgasmed six or seven times. The best that I’d ever done was to give her a single orgasm, usually with oral sex, but with LaDerek my white wife was getting multiple vaginal orgasms from her black lover’s cock.
 
   LaDerek’s breathing was quickening and knew that his climax was near. Moving up behind him, I got a great view of their genitals embracing. Jenny’s white little bubble butt was hovering an inch off the bed, her white legs up around his waist. With each thrust those huge black testicles of his would slap against her white ass, and I loved the way her body moved in rhythm with him. I think my favorite part, though, was seeing how his huge black cock filled her completely. His cock actually pulled the insides of her pussy with each outward thrust, and then he’d push her in deep with each inward push. Obviously, her little white pussy was too tiny for such a giant cock.  
 
   Suddenly, I realized that something was wrong. The condom had broken. Although there was a rubber ring halfway up his cock, there wasn’t a rubber sheath covering the head. He was essentially fucking my wife bareback during her most fertile time of the month.
 
   “Yes, bitch,” LaDerek said. “Yeah, I’m gonna fill you with this. I’m cumming. I’m fuckin’ cumming, bitch!”
 
   “Do it, baby!” Jenny moaned ecstatically, locking her ankles around his waist. “Give it to me! Fill me with that black seed!”
 
   He made a couple strong, animal-like thrusts, then pushed in balls deep. His giant black cock was fully inside my wife’s fertile cunt.
 
   “I’m cumming, too, baby,” Jenny groaned as her body received her black lover’s sperm.
 
   I was stroking my little white penis furiously as I watched LaDerek’s testicles twitching, convulsing as they pumped his African baby batter through that cock straight down into my wife’s womb. His cock was pulsating as it delivered his load. The two lovers rode out their orgasms, and then LaDerek lowered himself down, laying on top of Jenny. They kissed slowly now, basking in the glow of their sex.
 
   “That was awesome,” Jenny said, give a huge grin. “You can fuck me with that big cock any time!” LaDerel’s black barrel was still inside of her, holding his sperm inside of her, the last of his semen filling her entire cavity. He was slowly moving his cock in and out just a bit, and I felt confident that she was being impregnated right then, that his black baby was growing inside of her even at that moment. 
 
   LaDerek finally pulled out his dick, and when he did Jenny saw his bare cock coated in semen. She put a finger down into her cunt, lifted up a glob of sperm and sucked her finger clean. It seemed that she suddenly realized what that meant, though, as her face turned pale. She looked over at me with a sheepish look on her face. “I’m sorry, baby. I guess the rubber broke.” 
 
   “Damn, son, I didn’t mean to shoot my shit inside your girl like that,” LaDerek said. He rose from the bed and put on his clothes, then he turned to my wife. “I’ll give you a ring next week.” Then he headed out of our home. 
 
   “I’m sure I’m ovulating,” Jenny said, looking concerned. “It’s the worst possible time for a rubber to break. Are you angry with me?”
 
   “I’m not angry,” I said. I quickly took off my clothes and got on top of her. “I love every bit of it, and seeing him shoot his sperm inside of you was the hottest part.”
 
   When I put my dick inside of her, I found her cunt totally awash with LaDerek’s sperm and my wife’s own juices, and I pushed in easily. Her pussy was much looser than usual, not that I was surprised after seeing her black lover stretch her out. I lasted just a few minutes before adding my own load into her loose, spent pussy. 
 
   After we finished fucking, we cuddled and talked about what transpired. Both of us agreed that it was incredibly erotic and that she should do it again. We even discussed the part about LaDerek taking her unprotected and shooting his load inside of her during her fertile time. I knew that Jenny would never consider aborting, and we both agreed that if she were pregnant that I would raise the baby as my own. We also agreed that we needed to purchase some newer, larger rubbers. For a guy like LaDerek, we needed the XXL sized condoms! 
 
   BLACK COLLEGE BOY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2014 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   My husband and I decided last year that, to help pay the bills, we would rent out a room in our house. Given that we live in a college town, we didn’t think it would be very difficult for us to find a person who would like to rent from us. We were right about that. The week we put out the advertisement, we immediately had a deluge of applications. 
 
   My husband Danny gave me the pleasure of meeting the applicants and choosing the person we wanted as a renter. I met a few people but when I saw DeShawn, a freshman at the nearby college, I knew I’d met the right person. DeShawn is a well-built, tall, and handsome black man. I pointed out how muscular he was, and he told me that he works out in the gym for a few hours each day. The two of us talked about his background, rather flirtatiously if you ask me, and I found myself fantasizing about taking this sexy young man to bed. The boy was very charismatic, and my panties were soaking with interest and anticipation. I could even feel the walls of my pussy expanding a bit to welcome his manhood inside of me.
 
   The next weekend DeShawn moved in, and it was quite fun having a sexy young man about the house, in fact staying in the room just down the hall from mine. Danny was happy with the situation as well, given that I was randy all the time. Quite often I would see DeShawn walk from his room to the shower wearing nothing but a towel around his waist, and sometimes I could see a huge bulge where his erection was no doubt pressing against it. Clearly the young man was well-endowed, and I wasn’t surprised to learn that he was juggling two different girls at the college, both of them white. In addition he was hooking up with other females when the opportunity arose.
 
   I knew DeShawn sometimes spent sexy time with my friend Cindy when her husband was working. She once told me that DeShawn is not only equipped with a long, thick cock but he knows well how to use the thing. In fact, although she’d thought she was orgasming with her husband, she didn’t even know what a real orgasm was until she’d been bedded by DeShawn. He gave her multiple orgasms! While in bed with my husband one night, I told Danny what I’d learned from Cindy. While Danny rubbed his little five incher in my pussy, he told me that a man like DeShawn was made for sex, a breeder, and he said he knew I wanted to sleep with your black renter. While I didn’t outright admit it, I certainly didn’t deny it either, and we were both fantasizing about DeShawn fucking me right then. The mere thought of it had my pussy soaking like mad, and together we enjoyed some of the best sex of our marriage. 
 
   As we cuddled after sex, Danny said I was free to bed DeShawn and asked if he could watch. I explained to him that I was fine with that but it would be up to Deshawn. 
 
   The next Friday one of DeShawn’s girls broke up with him before they went on a date, and he suddenly didn’t have plans for the night. I came down the stairway, wearing just a white slip and a silk robe, and suggested that we hang out as a couple, have some beers and play cards. DeShawn liked the idea, and the sizeable bulge in his pants showed that he appreciated my outfit.
 
   Danny and DeShawn did shots of premium tequila. Then, as they drank beers, my husband told DeShawn that our relationship was open and he was fine with DeShawn having sex with me, as long as he could sit in the corner and watch. DeShawn smiled, sipping on his beer, and he said he’s down for that.
 
   A few minutes later, I stepped up to DeShawn. “I’ve been waiting for months to do this,” I said. We kissed passionately there in the kitchen. I felt his cock pressing against his jeans, needing to be released, as those black hands of his roamed across my body. He was a fantastic kisser, and my pussy was soaked with my anticipation. 
 
   Danny suggested that we take it to the bedroom. DeShawn took off my white slip, and I pulled down his jeans and underpants. Cindy was right about him – that black cock was a monster. “Oh, my God,” I said, putting my hands around it adoringly. It was as thick as a coke bottle and nearly a foot long. Suddenly I worried if I’d be able to take all of that inside me. DeShawn pushed my head toward his crotch. I tried my best to fellate his cock. I couldn’t take too much of him inside my mouth. Danny helpfully passed a bottle of lube over. DeShawn laid back on the bed as I covered my hands with the lube, then pleasured his long, ebony shaft with my hands as I licked and swirled my tongue around his plum-sized cockhead. “That’s right, bitch,” DeShawn said, moaning. “Do it just like that.” I was giving him as much a handjob as a blowjob because it was so big, but he seemed to enjoy it.
 
   DeShawn instructed me to get down on all fours. He took up station behind me and I faced the dresser mirror, so I could see him grab his cock and line it up against my wet entrance. He rubbed his cock up and down a few times, wetting his weapon while also teasing my clit, and then I felt the pressure of that big head entering inside me. The pleasure was incredible. I saw his strong black hands grab my hips, and then he began pushing his cock deeper inside of me, inch by inch, touching places my husband lacked the ability to reach.
 
   The feeling of fullness was incredible, and I moaned uncontrollably. “Oh, fucking God, this feels amazing,” I said. “That cock is so much better than my husband’s little thing.” That’s when I realized my husband was there in the room. He was sitting in the corner, his pants around his ankles, jerking off his tiny little white penis. I really didn’t intend to insult Danny, but in the throes of passion I moaned out the truth. I was experiencing something totally different, far better than anything I’d had before. For the first time ever, I was truly filled with cock.
 
   DeShawn’s cock didn’t simply hit points inside my vagina that had never been reached before and give me a feeling of fullness, though it surely did that. His size was causing my clit to pull right against the base of his cock, stimulating it in the most natural and powerful way. My clitoris was pleasured with each thrust of his huge black spear, and I realized this was how intercourse was supposed to be. Finally now, with a decent cock inside me, there wasn’t any need to artificially stimulate my clit with a finger or a vibrator – DeShawn was a real man with a real dick, and everything simply worked.
 
   I felt the most powerful tingling sensation started in the pleasure pit between my legs, and then it worked its way up and down my spine, washing over my body. I wanted to cry out that I was coming, but the feeling was overwhelming and I could only moan in pleasure. I felt the mother of all orgasms, and it just rolled on for minutes as a string of orgasms. It was hard to tell where one climax ended and the next began, but I probably had a dozen before DeShawn had me roll onto my back and began to fuck me missionary style, with my legs over his shoulders.
 
   At that point, I’d forgotten my husband even existed right then, but I saw Danny move to the edge of the bed right next to us. He got down on his knees, placed his head into our groins, and began to lick on my clit. I was worried that DeShawn might not like it but he actually seemed to enjoy it. He looked down condescendingly at my husband, slowly pushing his cock in and out of my pussy as my husband licked my love button.
 
   “Lick it up,” DeShawn ordered. “Lick up those juices. Her pussy and my cock. You like that, don’t you, boy?”
 
   Danny murmured a “yes” and continued to lick my clit. DeShawn’s cock was giving me all of the clitoral stimulation I needed, but I appreciated the thought behind Danny’s efforts.
 
   “You know I love this black cock, don’t you?” I asked.
 
   “Mmmm, mmmm,” Danny replied.
 
   I held his head in my hands. “You love seeing that black cock, don’t you? You like it pounding inside your wife’s white pussy?”
 
   “Mmmm!” he moaned.
 
   I had an idea. I held Danny’s head with my left hand and grabbed the base of DeShawn’s cock with my right hand and, as he was pulling out mid-thrust, I slipped it out of my cunt into my husband’s mouth. Danny struggled move his head away but I held it firmly in place as DeShawn thrusted his cock deep inside my husband’s mouth.
 
   “You like that, honey?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, fuck!” DeShawn said, throwing his head back. He made a few jerks of his hips, and suddenly I knew what was happening. Those heavy black balls were twitching, his cock pulsing – I had accidentally picked the moment just as DeShawn was coming! I released Danny’s head and that black snake slithered out of my husband’s mouth.
 
   I giggled. I wanted to give Danny a little taste but he got the full meal – his mouth was filled with a huge load of DeShawn’s thick, creamy sperm.
 
   “Swallow it,” DeShawn ordered. Danny did as he was instructed, and then he cleaned off DeShawn’s cock with his mouth. He even used his fingers to take out every drop from the shaft! After a few minutes DeShawn was hard. We fucked again and this time DeShawn fired his sperm deep inside me.
 
   DeShawn and I had sex usually three or four times a week for most of the year until I gave birth to our first baby. Although the baby was black, we all agreed that it was Danny’s baby. My husband has turned out to be a great father. DeShawn transferred to another college five hours away so now it’s just Danny and me living in the house. With all the baby expenses, we really need a renter, now more than ever. Although we haven’t taken any applications yet, I suspect that the guy I select will be well-built, well-hung … and black!
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   * * *
 
   I’m a twenty-eight year old married wife named Annie. A few years ago, my husband Tyler and I were having some issues. We decided that we would take a break from monogamy for a while. I moved out of the house into a small apartment with our daughter. During that break, I sometimes hired a babysitter and go out with some of my single friends. One of those times I met a guy named Andre. He was twenty-three, strong, athletic and black. Although Tyler and I hadn’t discussed whether we’d be dating other people during our separation, I figured it was probably okay. (Frankly, I didn’t want to have that talk because I liked having the ambiguity – after all, I didn’t want Tyler dating other women!)
 
   Although I’m not the kind of girl who sleeps with a guy on the first date, it was impossible to resist Dre. When I felt that big cock of his through his jeans at the club, I knew that he was packing some serious size. When I got the chance to see it, I was simply stunned. It was nearly twice as long as my husband’s four-and-a-half incher, plus his cock was uncircumcised and very thick. I’d only been with a couple of men before dating Tyler and I’d never seen an uncircumcised guy before. It was different but I soon learned how to expertly suck his big black cock.
 
   I was a little scared at first, taking his huge cock inside of me but with lubrication it fit in easily but nicely. Believe me, I never needed to ask Dre if he’s inside of me, you can definitely feel him! The feeling of fullness was simply spectacular. For the first time in my life, I knew that I was experiencing sex the way it was supposed to be. I’d always had to fake my orgasms with Tyler but now with Dre, there was no need for that – I would always orgasm with him at least a couple of times, and often as many as ten times in a session. I’d always thought that I was less of a woman because I couldn’t climax, but now I realized that the problem wasn’t me – it was my weak, soft husband and his tiny little package. Making love with an adequately hung bad boy was truly a life-changing experience, and in more ways than one…
 
   After a couple of months of separation, Tyler and I managed worked out our differences and I moved back into the house. It wasn’t long after I had returned to the home that I started to feel nauseated. A pregnancy test simply confirmed what I already knew to be the case – I was pregnant and I knew that my black lover Dre was the biological father. Tyler and I decided that we were only going to have one child, so I had him get a vasectomy after our daughter was born. I guess I was a little careless with birth control during our break, and now we were going to have a black baby.
 
   Tyler was understanding of the situation and he wanted me back regardless. We explained what had happened to our friends and families. They understood that it wasn’t cheating because we were on a break and we were possibly getting divorced, and they accepted our decision to keep the baby. We were especially happy when we learned that our second child would be a boy, so we’d have one of each.
 
   Tyler agreed to take responsibility for raising our son, he was adamant that Dre needed to man up, get a job and help take care of the child. Dre said that he would surely be there to help in any way that he could. We gave Dre a key to our home so he could come and go as he pleased. At one point it occurred to me that the best thing would be to have Dre move into the house with us so that he could be available around the clock. I suggested this to my husband and he agreed. We moved my black lover into the guest room, and he did promise to try and find work.
 
   Once he moved into our house, Dre kept trying to get me to resume sleeping with him. Being pregnant, I was awfully horny and I missed the fantastic sex, but I told him that I couldn’t because Tyler and I were back together again.
 
   But then something happened I hadn’t expected. Dre confronted my hubby. Dre told him that he’s in a relationship with me and that I’m his baby mama for life, and he refused to help take care of me if he wasn’t able to have sex with me. At first Tyler didn’t like the idea, but to his credit he understood where Dre was coming from. Tyler agreed that we could resume having a sexual relationship but I needed to get my tubes tied at birth because he didn’t want any more black babies, and also he wanted it secret so our friends or family wouldn’t know we were still having sex.
 
   From that point forward, I started sleeping with Dre regularly, sometimes more than once a day. Often times my black lover would come home late at night after partying and slip into bed with me. When Tyler would wake up from the sounds of our love making, he would just kiss me on the cheek and excuse himself to the couch.
 
   That spring I gave birth to our son, Andre Jr. I kept my word, got my tubes tied at the same time as the birth. Tyler and I have a beautiful family, one boy and one girl. Tyler recently confessed to me that he gets turned on by his wife making love to her strong, well-hung black stud. He loves to watch and listen to the sounds of my pleasure as I’m brought off expertly by my black lover. Tyler knows Dre is a much better lover but he finds the situation exciting rather than something to fear. And frankly he has nothing to worry about because our marriage is stronger now than ever. And guess what? Last week, for the first time ever, Tyler managed to bring me to orgasm!  
 
   As for my black lover Dre, my hubby has nothing to worry about. He simply isn’t a one-woman kind of guy. Dre is still clubbing and sewing his wild oats every night. In fact, Dre has flat-out told me that he doesn’t love me and he’s only in it for the sex, and to help raise Andre, Jr. That is totally fine with me. I have one man who is dependable and loving (my hubby), and also a lover who is incredibly sexy and well-equipped and gives me the best sex of my life. I’m enough woman to satisfy both my husband and my black baby daddy. We’re all one big happy family!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE IS ADDICTED TO BLACKS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Please stop that, Austin,” said my wife Kayla. We were laying together in bed watching TV and during a commercial break I had asked once again if she’d fulfill my fantasy. She wasn’t game. “I don’t want to sleep with other men. I’m not that kind of woman.”
 
   “But you’ve always fantasized about having sex with a black guy. Why wouldn’t you want to try it?”
 
   “I said I think black men are sexy. Back when I was in college, if a sexy black guy had approached me, who knows, something might have happened. But I’m married now and I’m not going to sleep around.”
 
   What my wife didn’t know is I’d approached a guy at my office about seducing my wife. Amante is thirty-three years old, 6’3 with black skin and recently divorced from his wife. One of the girls who works on the line supposedly dated him while his divorce was going on, and she said he’s hung like a bull. I showed Amante a picture of my blonde wife Kayla in a bikini, really showcasing her great figure. He liked what he saw but it took me a little while to convince him that I was serious. Eventually he agreed to stop by my house on Friday night at ten.
 
   That Friday night I had arranged for a babysitter. Kayla and I went out for dinner and a movie and we had some drinks at dinner. Kayla is a lightweight when it comes to alcohol, and she had two large glasses of wine with dinner. She was buzzing and I made sure that we got home before ten to send the babysitter home. Then I went into the dining room, uncorked some of my wife’s favorite wine, and I poured each of us a generous serving.
 
   “I’ve already had a lot to drink,” Kayla said, her voice a little slurred.
 
   “But I want to make a toast,” I said, raising my glass. “To eight amazing years with a beautiful woman.”
 
   She toasted with me, consuming a more than half of the wine I’d poured, and then she excused herself to the bathroom. While she was gone, I refilled her glass. When Kayla came back, I mentioned some gossip about our neighbors. She enjoyed the conversation and she wasn’t paying attention to her drinking, and soon she’d finished her glass.
 
   “Would you like some more?” I offered
 
   “I really shouldn’t,” she replied.
 
   “Okay then, just a splash,” I said, pouring her a regular serving. “This is the 1993 vintage and it’s is the best one I’ve ever tasted.”
 
   My wife nodded, finishing the wine. I set down my glass, took her glass from her hand, and we began kissing. I ran my hands all over her body.
 
   “Wow, you’re really horny tonight,” Kayla said. My little penis was rock hard, straining against my jeans as I rubbed against her crotch.
 
   “You’re just so pretty,” I said. “Why don’t we go to the bedroom.”
 
   When we got there, she was on fire. Kayla wanted to go right at it but I was trying to slow things down, making sure that my black stud had time to arrive. After a few minutes of foreplay, I had Kayla laying on the bed. I slowly licked her pussy lips, slowly moving in toward her clitoris. With two fingers inside her, thrusting in and out, I started licking her love button. Kayla moaned and flopped around.
 
   “Oh God honey, I think I drank too much,” she said.
 
   “Why, is the room spinning or something?”
 
   “No, not yet anyway.”
 
   Right then I heard my phone make a ring sound, indicating I’d received a text. I got up and checked the message. Amante was right outside our front door.
 
   “Just a second, honey,” I said. “Don’t move.”
 
   “What’s going on?” Kayla asked as I ran out of the bedroom.
 
   I opened the front door. Amante was wearing a long black trench coat, smiling broadly.
 
   “Is your wife ready for some dark meat?” he asked. Opening the trench coat, I saw he was totally naked. His body was athletic and his black cock was huge.
 
   “Hot damn, Kayla’s gonna love that thing,” I said. “She’s all warmed up for you.”
 
   I walked into the bedroom with Amante behind me. My wife jolted up, covering herself with a pillow, a looking surprised. “What the heck is this?”
 
   “I thought I’d surprise you with a threesome,” I said. “This is Amante.”
 
   He dropped his trench coat to the floor. My wife’s eyes widened, looking straight at his cock. “Oh, my God! Wow! It’s true, then, what they say about black guys!”
 
   Amante stepped across the room next to the bed, near Kayla’s face. She leaned over, grabbed his cock and started to fellate him. As she did that, I dove back between her legs and resumed eating her. My penis was so stiff as I watched my little blonde honey running her tongue all over Amante’s thick black monster, swirling her sweet tongue around the head and sucking him. She tried twice to take it in her mouth but each time she gagged. When she tried for a third attempt, Amante stopped her.
 
   “That’s okay, baby. Let’s try putting it inside of you.”
 
   “I’m a little small down there,” she said. “I think it would hurt me.”
 
   “Don’t worry,” Amante said. “I won’t hurt you.”
 
   “How about you lay down and I get on top,” Kayla said. I stood at the end of the bed as Amante prostrated himself on the bed. Kayla didn’t go straight for his dick, though. She straddled him, bent over and started kissing him. I could see his big black fingers slithering through her blonde hair as she hunched her groin up and down. I saw his black hands sliding downward across her body and grab her butt, and then they slid up over her shoulders. I moved to the side of the bed so that I could see their faces. My wife’s eyes were closed as they kissed.
 
   Kayla moved upright again, now grabbing his big black serpent in her hands. She got above it, aimed it right at her juicy slit and rubbed the head on her to lubricate it. Finally, she placed his black beast right at the entrance of her tight little white vagina. She lowered herself on it, groaning, slowly bobbing up and down.
 
   “Fuck, that thing is huge,” she said, breathing heavily. Slowly it penetrated her farther, inch by inch. “Oh, God! Son of a bitch!” It took my wife a few minutes, but she eventually got herself fully filled by that black cock. “It feels totally different from yours, honey.”
 
   “Is it good?” I asked.
 
   “Oh fuck yeah, it’s amazing!” She started to ride him slowly, letting nearly half of his cock out of her before sliding back all the way down. “My God, this is like heaven!”
 
   While she was taking him, I worked my way to the dresser and pulled out the anal lube. While lubricating my cock, Kayla leaned forward and kissed Amante again, still moving up and down on his gigantic cock. It was a perfect opportunity with her ass up in the air. I knelt down on the bed, put a squirt of lube on her ass bud, and then I slowly worked my little penis inside.
 
   Kayla grunted, her head laying on Amante’s shoulder. “Oh, shit honey, be careful.” I worked my way inside. I leaned forward, pressing against her back, fondling her breasts as I thrusted my penis in and out of her asshole.
 
   “Damn,” my wife moaned in total bliss. Amante was moving his hips up, controlling the thrusts in and out of her cunt. I could feel the movement of his cock inside of her in her vagina as her penetrated her other entrance. I kissed Kayla’s neck as I thrust inside of her ass. As the three of us moved together, I couldn’t help but feel that was the natural order of things, maybe the way God had intended it. My wife’s black lover penetrating her with his enormous black cock, filling her vagina perfectly and fully, complemented by her white husband’s much smaller penis in her smaller, tighter hole. The three of us were moving in a rhythm, in a frenzy of lust.
 
   “Shit, bitch,” Amante grunted. “I’m gonna cum.” Amante’s powerful black hands gripped my wife’s hips tightly so that she couldn’t move away, her vulnerable white womb defenseless against the imminent onslaught of his virile black sperm. Instinctively, I reached down behind him and lightly massaged his balls, coaxing them to release their genetically superior seed.
 
   “Give it to me, Amante,” Kayla pleaded. “Fill me with your black baby batter!” 
 
    “I’m cumming!” Amante screamed. He thrust violently with his black spear, pushing it deep inside of my wife. As I massaged his balls, I could feel his testicles jolting, jerking as they erupted, blasting my wife’s womb with millions of his sperm. I could just picture in my mind those millions of African baby makers swimming inside of Kayla, searching for her eagerly-awaiting egg. I couldn’t last any longer. My little white penis popped, squirting my seed harmlessly into my wife’s ass.
 
   Since that night, Kayla has really become addicted to big black cock. Kayla still fucks Amante a few times a month but her primary lover is a new guy named Darius, who is also tall, strong, muscular and black. In addition, she now has a few black fuck buddies who stop by late at night to have sex with her. I feel so proud of my wife for opening up sexually and learning to enjoy new experiences. I must admit that our sex life is far better than it ever was before, and she allows me to have sloppy seconds when she’s finished with a lover. I think I love that almost as much as she does. My real desire, though, is to join her in a threesome again!
 
    
 
   SHE’S DATING HER
 
   SISTER’S BLACK LOVER!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   A few months back, my wife Teri told me that her sister Ashlie wanted us to meet Cassius, the guy she was dating. They’d been dating for a few months and she really wanted her sister to get the chance to meet the guy. 
 
   That kind of surprised me because Teri and Ashlie weren’t the closest of sisters. They’d always been very competitive with each other. In fact, Teri told me that Ashlie had stolen a few of her boyfriends back in high school. But then my wife explained what was really going on: Ashlie wanted her family to meet her boyfriend but she was afraid to introduce him to her parents because he’s black. We decided that we would invite Ashlie and Cassius over to our house for dinner on Friday night. We asked a neighbor to watch our two children overnight because we thought it was early to introduce the kids to a new person, but also so that we could have real conversations and have a dip in the hot tub.
 
   When they arrived at our house, Cassius shook my hand. He had a firm grip that matched his powerful black body. His skin was incredibly dark and shiny, and it was obvious  that he spent a lot of time in the gym. Seeing him standing there with his arm around the waist of Ashlie, his freckle-faced young white lover, was arousing. I remembered hearing Teri laughing and giggling on the telephone chatting with Ashlie about sex. 
 
   Then we walked over into the kitchen. I poured drinks for everybody, and then we made small talk with Ashlie and Cassius as we finished making dinner. I noticed that my wife seemed rather flirtatious with him, and I could tell that she found him attractive.
 
   I wondered if she was thinking about Cassius’s enormous manhood. According to my wife, Ashlie told her that although she loves Cassius’s cock, it’s so large that she has trouble taking it all, even with plenty of lubrication. And it’s also so long that Ashlie is unable to accommodate his entire shaft inside of her. Just the thought of that huge black monster hiding beneath his pants gave me a semi.
 
   After dinner and a couple more cocktails, we decided to head for the hot tub. While Ashlie was inside changing in the bathroom, my sexy blonde wife stood in front of her sister’s black boyfriend and did a sexy strip tease, slowly unbuttoning her blouse to reveal the black bikini top. Then she turned around and shimmied out of her jeans, her ass pressed against Cassius’s lap. She was clearly intoxicated and didn’t seem afraid of teasing her little sister’s man.
 
   Just as the three of us settled down in the hot tub, Ashlie arrived in her tiny white bikini, sipping on a margarita. She looked awfully cute with her thin body, freckled cheeks, and brown hair up in a ponytail, but she lacked Teri’s full curves. When she joined us in the tub, she seemed a little jealous of the attention that her sister was getting from boyfriend. We’d been in the hot tub for the better part of an hour and it was getting dark. We stepped out of the tub and Ashlie was very wobbly. She’d clearly had too much to drink and said that she felt like she was going to get sick.
 
   “Honey,” Teri said to me, “would you please help Ashlie?” She placed a hand on the black guy’s chest. “I’m talking with Cassius.”
 
   My wife had a look in her eye like she had more in mind than just talk. Teri had been wild when she was single but one thing she’d never done was sleep with a black guy. We’d talked about her possibly taking a lover to spice up our love life but so far nothing had ever happened. I wondered if she was thinking about getting something big and black inside of her now.
 
   “Cassius and I are going to spend some alone time in the bedroom. Keep my sister away, okay?”
 
   I agreed. Ashlie spent twenty minutes kneeling in front of the toilet while I held up her hair. I told Ashlie that she and Cassius were too drunk to drive home, so they would need to stay the night. She was going to sleep in the guest room and Cassius would sleep on the living room couch. Ashlie had a quick shower, drank a glass of water, and then went to sleep in the guest room. 
 
   As soon as I finished taking care of Ashlie, I sneaked over to my bedroom. I tried the door but it was locked. I pulled down the metal pin above the door frame, poked it inside the lock, and opened the door. When I opened the door, what I saw shocked me.
 
   “Ashlie wasn’t fibbing,” my wife said with a giggle. “Your cock is huge!”
 
   Cassius was laying on top of my wife, balls deep inside of her.
 
   “Shit, bitch, I’m all the way inside of you. Your sister can’t take all that.”
 
   “I’ve gotten looser after giving birth,” Teri replied. “My husband used to feel good inside of me but sex hasn’t felt very good since the kids. Now I understand why. There’s just no friction anymore. My vagina is bigger and I really need a bigger cock.”
 
   Cassius grunted as he squeezed his monster deep inside of Teri. My wife was breathing hard, moaning with every thrust, her hands gripping the sheets on my bed. “Oh, God, baby!” My wife caught her breath, her face grimacing as she rode through a powerful orgasm. Cassius penetrated her relentlessly with his turgid black weapon throughout it.
 
   “Damn, it feels so fucking good,” Cassius said, sweat trickling down his back. “Your pussy is so much better than your sister’s cunt. I got the whole shaft inside.” Some beads of sweat were falling off his face and onto her face and blonde hair.
 
   Cassius flipped my wife over and began to pound her doggy style. Teri told him that he was inside even deeper now, filling her completely. “It’s almost like your cock was made for me.” Her face was down in the pillow, her ass up high as he thrusted hard and deep. He held her hips and occasionally slapped her ass cheeks. I could see welts rising on her ass in the shape of those huge black hands, but my wife was moaning in pleasure.
 
   Finally, Cassius announced that he was climaxing. “Ahhhhhh, baby,” my wife moaned long and deeply. He thrust deep inside of her, then he jerked his body a few times as he delivered his precious cargo into her waiting womb. The two of them collapsed together, kissing slowly but passionately, while a trickle of white sperm slowly leaked out of my wife’s pussy.
 
   Ashlie never learned what happened that night. Since then, Cassius secretly stops by our house a few times a week to spend some alone time with Teri. I watch the kids while she pleasures her black lover on our marital bed. When Cassius leaves, I join Teri in bed and she tells me all the dirty details while we make sweet love. I’m worried that things will get bad if Ashlie learns that her boyfriend isn’t faithful but after stealing two of Teri’s old boyfriends, I guess she had it coming – or is that cumming?
 
   SHE NEVER MENTIONED THAT
 
   THE GUY IS BLACK!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “So I was wondering something,” my wife Samantha said. “Brandon, do you think Alexis is pretty?”
 
   “Sure, your friend is cute,” I said. Alexis’s brown curly hair was cut short, her face was a bit mousy and she had an extra twenty pounds or so, but she was a fun girl and I found her attractive in a girl-next-door kind of way.
 
   “Well, you know our sex life has been kind of stale lately. I was remembering how you said that you’d like to see me have sex with another guy. I starting talking with Alexis and she mentioned that she thinks you’re handsome and her boyfriend is into swinging. I mean, she didn’t outright ask me about it, but I think she made it pretty clear that she’d like to swing with us.”
 
   I was shocked. My Samantha is a raven-haired knockout with a skinny waist, large breasts and a round ass. Even after giving birth to our son, she still has a killer body and always turns heads. I’d always fantasized about seeing her with another guy. One time while we were drunk, I asked her if she’d be interested in dating another man. My wife just laughed and said no. That was a few years ago now. But here, out of the blue, she was bringing it up.
 
   “Do you know anything about her boyfriend? You don’t want to get involved without knowing what you’re getting.”
 
   “I don’t think the guy is her ‘boyfriend,’ actually. He’s just a guy she’s hooking up with. His name is Daniel. I saw his picture and he looks attractive to me. Honestly, she did pretty darn well. If you’re interested in Alexis and you want to do this, I’m saying I’d be willing to give it a try.”
 
   We had a short discussion about it, how it might go down, and we decided to do it. We invited Alexis and Daniel to our house on Friday night for drinks, apps and a game of cards. Of course, everybody knew that sex would be on the agenda, too. I was sexually excited the whole week, anticipating getting to fuck my wife’s cute little friend. Samantha seemed especially horny, too, and that week we had some of the best sex we’d enjoyed in years.
 
   When the night arrived, I heard the doorbell ring and answered the door. There was Alexis looking great, dressed in sexy red sleeveless top and a black skirt. But what surprised me was the guy. I couldn’t believe Alexis had been able to snag such a great looking man. Daniel was a 6’3, broad-shouldered, dark-skinned black man. The guy was clearly a body builder, with his chest muscles clearly visible through his shirt. He introduced himself and shook my hand firmly. He seemed very confident, and I admit that I felt intimidated by his attitude, as well as his size and strength.
 
   I invited them inside and we talked over appetizers and drinks. I could tell from my wife’s body language that she was totally smitten with this tall black hunk. Although the conversation started off with the four of us talking together, Daniel and my wife walked toward the family room while Alexis and I talked near the kitchen. From the corner of my eye I saw my wife in her little black dress, standing with her back against the wall, smiling as Daniel leaned close, his huge frame overshadowing her. I saw her place her hands on his biceps, then his chest, rubbing them approvingly. Daniel responded by running his powerful black hands down her soft white body, caressing her gentle curves.
 
   “Are you watching your wife?” Alexis asked.
 
   “Sorry, I’ve never seen her with another man before.”
 
   Alexis put her hands on my hips, and she leaned forward to kiss me. “I like to watch, too.” Her hands grabbed my ass. “But why don’t we give them something to watch?”
 
   Alexis slowly removed my shirt, kissing her way down my bare chest. When she got it off, she pressed her chest up against my chest. I started to take off her blouse but she grabbed my hands. “Let’s do this in the bedroom,” she said.
 
   Alexis took me by the hand and led me into the guest room. She took her blouse off, revealing her lacey black bra. She undid my belt, dropped my blue jeans and underwear down, and pushed me back onto the bed. Alexis put a hand around the base of my penis and slowly licked it. Then she ripped open a foil wrapper and rolled a condom over my manhood with her mouth.
 
   Down the hallway I heard the voices of Samantha and her new black lover Daniel approaching. I saw them pass by as they walked into the master bedroom, leaving the door half-open. Although both bedroom doors were open, I could only see a sliver of the action happening in the adjacent room. But I saw my wife’s white hands running up Daniel’s dark, muscular back. Between Alexis’s amazing tongue action and the show in the other room, my penis was totally stiff. Alexis kissed her way up my belly and then laid on top of me. I caressed her soft, milky white skin as we kissed.
 
   “Oh, my goodness!” my wife laughed in the other room. “That’s one huge ass cock!” I looked toward the door but I couldn’t see their bodies, just the edge of the bed. “I don’t think I can take something that big!”
 
   Alexis was also looking in their direction, and then she looked back at me. “Yeah, it’s true. Daniel’s dick is truly enormous. I don’t know if all black guys are big but Daniel is a monster.”
 
   Alexis gripped my little five inch penis and aimed it up at the entrance of her hairy cunt, then began slowly riding me. She looked down into my eyes as she moved up and down. “Daniel’s cock is amazing but sometimes it’s too much for me. And I sure won’t let him touch my ass with that thing. For blowjobs, I prefer a man with a small penis like yours. I love fitting the whole thing in my mouth.” She leaned in and kissed me. I stretched my arms up around her back, holding her against me as she slowly rocked.
 
   “Oh, damn! Oh fuck, Daniel!” My wife’s breathing was labored, moaning deeply in the other room. “I’ve never felt anything like that before!”
 
   Alexis giggled. “Daniel is really big.” As she rode me, I listened to my wife groaning and whimpering as she praised Daniel for his skills and his mighty cock. I flipped Alexis over to take her doggy style, and was just getting into the rhythm when I heard Samantha crying out in wild, ecstatic pleasure. “That was unbelievable,” my wife said just after, breathing heavily. “I never knew I could cum so hard!”
 
   Gripping Alexis’s hips, I tried to focus on her but it was difficult. My wife was so quiet in bed with me, and here with a well-hung black lover she was moaning like a porn star. “Oh god,” Samantha cried, “I’m cumming again!” My wife called out two more orgasms before Alexis and I switched into the missionary position.
 
   My wife’s friend was diddling her clit as I fucked her. Just as I was nearing my climax, I heard my wife’s black lover groaning. “I’m going cum, bitch! I’m gonna shoot my sperm deep inside of you!” Then I heard Samantha begging him to do it, just as I fired my load into the condom.
 
   Alexis smiled at me. “That was fun.” I asked her if she came and she nodded. “I think I had a little one.”
 
   I got up from bed, went to the bathroom and tossed the used condom. As I did, I sneaked a peak into the master bedroom. Daniel was standing at an angle with his back to me, but I saw my wife on her knees between his legs, licking and sucking his cock back to life. Although I couldn’t see everything, I saw those huge black balls and the last five or six thick inches of his mighty manhood. The slurping sounds of my wife’s mouth on his cock were incredibly erotic.
 
   I managed to stop watching, return to the guest room and cuddled under the covers with Alexis. Through the night, I heard my wife and her black lover having sex two more times. Then in the morning, the two of them showered together. I heard pounding against the shower walls and my wife’s orgasmic moans as Daniel took her yet again. Samantha came down to breakfast wearing a red satin robe, appearing totally pleased yet exhausted. When Daniel walked up behind her, enveloping her with his huge black arms, she cocked her head up to kiss him. We all agreed that it was a great time and we’d love to try it another time.
 
   We did the swapping thing a few more times, then Daniel broke up with Alexis. It wasn’t a bad thing, though. Daniel now stops by at night two or three times a week to pleasure my wife to exhaustion. As soon as he leaves, I slide into bed with Samantha and slip my little penis inside of her oily, semen-soaked cunt. I’ve noticed that she feels a bit looser than she did before dating Daniel, but just knowing that her black lover had been there makes up for the lack of friction. I wouldn’t have it any other way!
 
    
 
   SHE’S MOVED HER BLACK
 
   LOVER IN WITH US!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   I lost my job last year. Although I tried to find work in the area, after six months I started applying to any decent job no matter where it was located. Finally I found work in my field but it was out of state, nearly four hours away from my house. Since our kids are in school, moving was out of the question. We decided that Betty would stay in our home with the children and I’d rent a motel room until I could find work closer to home. On the weekends, I would come home to visit my family. It was always great seeing Betty on the weekends – it was almost like we were dating again. But after being gone a few months, I heard some rumors from our neighbors suggesting that Betty was spending time alone with a guy. I honestly didn’t believe them, partly because Betty isn’t the cheating kind but also because the neighbors said her lover was black. In all the time I’d known her, Betty had never expressed any interest in black guys. In fact, she’d sometimes make disparaging comments about black people, so I couldn’t imagine that she’d date a black guy.
 
   One time after spending the weekend home with Betty, I went into the closet to get some extra shirts. I was stunned at what I saw. The closet was filled with a man’s clothes and shoes and they weren’t mine. I then went into the bathroom and found razors, cologne and other toiletries that weren’t mine. I even found a picture on her tablet showing her embracing and kissing a tall, muscular black guy in our kitchen. I didn’t want to believe it, but it appeared that a black man was living in our house while I was gone.
 
   I confronted Betty about what I’d found. She admitted everything, telling me that when I was unemployed she felt bad about our distant relationship, and she became emotionally involved with a guy named Tyrone. Although Betty didn’t plan for it to happen, their relationship slowly evolved into a physical one.
 
   After I moved out of the house, the two of them began actively dating during the week. Tyrone would stay the night and he began slowly leaving things at our house. Finally, after a few months of this, Betty invited him to just move into our bedroom. On the weekends, when I was home, he would sleep at his apartment.
 
   I asked Betty what she was going to do now that I’d caught her. “Now that it’s all out in the open, I’m going to have Tyrone live her full-time.” Betty said she thought it was disrespectful of her to ask Tyrone to leave his house on the weekends, and now that I knew their secret there was no need to hide anymore. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. But Betty demanded that I move into the guest room while the two of us worked on our marriage and she decided whether she wanted to leave me for Tyrone.
 
   Worried about the sexual aspect of their relationship, I asked my wife whether her black lover was better than me in bed. She confessed that sex with Tyrone was easily the best of her life, and that his cock was eight inches long and very thick. Although he didn’t go down on her and she really enjoyed receiving cunnilingus, getting fucked hard and good by Tyrone was something she would never want to do without. 
 
   The week after our conversation, I had trouble concentrating at work. My wife was trying to decide whether to continue our marriage while she was getting fucked masterfully by a strong black stud. I was very nervous about everything but also incredibly aroused, and I must have masturbated a dozen times that week. When I spoke with Betty on the phone and confessed that I found it arousing, she sounded both happy and relieved. She was hoping that the three of us could work out something that would keep all of us happy.
 
   That Friday after work, I drove all the way back home. It was a long drive but I finally reached my house at ten o’clock that night. When I came inside, only the kids were home. My oldest daughter said that Mom and her boyfriend were out on a date and that they should be home soon. She added that Tyrone was the man of the house and that from now on I would stay in the guest room. “Good night, daddy,” she said, kissing me and then going to bed.
 
   About an hour after that, Tyrone and my wife walked in through the front door. My wife’s hair was messed up and her makeup smeared, and her black boyfriend had his arm around her waist. They were rather giddy and I could smell alcohol on them.
 
   “Pleased to meet you,” Tyrone said, shaking my hand. “We moved your things into the upstairs guest room. I hope you don’t mind.”
 
   Betty nodded. The two kissed and groped each other for a few minutes. I’d never seen my wife look at me the way she looked at this black lover – a look of pure desire. “Let’s go to bed,” my wife said to him. Then the pair made their way up the staircase into my old bedroom.
 
   I waited downstairs for a bit then walked up to the guest room. It’s adjacent to the master bedroom, and I could hear my wife giggling and muffled words from Tyrone through the wall. Soon I heard her moaning deeply. “Oh Yes… Yes, oh goodness, yes, baby, that’s it.” I heard our marital bed squeaking as he fucked my wife. “Your dick is so big,” she groaned. I could make out her words and heavy breathing clearly, despite the sound of the headboard pounding violently against the wall. “It feels so good. I love fucking you!”
 
   I couldn’t take any more. Flipping the switch to turn off the hallway light, I opened the bedroom door and watched the two of them. From the moonlight outside of their window, I could clearly see their shadows. Betty was on top of her black lover, her hands holding on the headboard, thrusting her groin violently up and down on her lover’s big cock. Those huge black hands were holding my wife’s ass.
 
   Still gripping the headboard, Betty threw her head back and screamed, “Oh, God, mother fuck! I’m cumming again!!!” By my count, this was the fifth time I’d heard my wife announce an orgasm during this fuck. The most that I’d ever been able was to give her one, but this black stallion was giving her powerful orgasms with ease. He moved his black paws up to her breasts. Betty seemed to be holding her breath, then she squealed out the last of her climax. Finally my wife collapsed on top of him and they kissed passionately.
 
   Although I don’t consider myself to be small, I knew that my four inch white pee-shooter was simply no match for her black lover’s bazooka. For some reason I can’t really explain, though, I found the situation arousing. I dropped my pants down, quietly spit into my hands for lubrication, and I stroked my hard little penis.
 
   Tyrone flipped Betty over into the missionary position. “Now I’m gonna fuck you like a dog,” he said. Betty got onto her hands and knees. Tyrone slid his spear most of the way in, then eased in the last few inches, deeper and deeper with each thrust. I could make out my wife’s face, a look of sheer bliss. “Oh God, it’s so deep, Tyrone baby. You touch everything inside of me. It feels so fucking amazing.”
 
   Her black lover placed his hands on her hips and pounded inside of her with a powerful combination of speed and force. Betty had one of her hands down on her crotch, rubbing herself as her black stud fucked her. When I would make love with her, she would never touch herself but now she was manipulating her love button with abandon, desperate for more orgasms. Suddenly she cried out, sounding nearly in pain as another hurricane-force orgasm ripped through her body.
 
   Just then, my little white penis squirted. I jerked as my seed dribbled down my fingers, some of it landing on the floor. While my wife and her lover continued fucking, I closed the door, carried my pants downstairs and washed my hands in the bathroom. When I walked back out of the bathroom, I heard Betty and Tyrone laughing.
 
   “That was so fucking hot,” Betty said, smiling broadly. As they walked past me, both naked, Tyrone said, “Whew, you done fucked up, boy. Your wife here is a fine ass fuck!” The two of them walked into the kitchen and got glasses of water. Then they returned upstairs and continued their lovemaking.
 
   Afterward, Betty told me that Tyrone didn’t want her sleeping with me anymore. Since she was his girlfriend now, he thought she should be exclusive to him, even though Tyrone was still seeing a number of other girls on the side. Betty wants something permanent from him and so she wants to see if she can work things out with Tyrone. If Tyrone won’t commit to her, though, she eventually will need to break things off with him. If that happens, Betty says she’ll consider giving me another chance. In the meantime, I continue living in the guest room of Tyrone’s house.
 
   It’s been that way for the last few months now. I listen to the sounds of Betty and her black stud through the bedroom wall, and sometimes I sneak a peek of them in action. Betty told me that she learned a lot about fucking from her time with Tyrone, and when she comes back to me I believe our love life will be better than ever!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE AND THE NEIGHBOR’S STUD
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Hello, my name is Zachary. My wife is Brittany and we’re both in our twenties. We’ve recently become parents for the first time. I wasn’t surprised that my wife didn’t seem interested in sex, given that we aren’t getting much sleep these days and all the hormonal changes from pregnancy. But being a guy and all, I still need to get some action. But hey, I just tried to be sensitive and masturbate when I had the urge.
 
   Then one time we were setting up a new baby monitor. We’d been using one that only did audio but Brittany said she would feel more comfortable if we could actually see our child. Turning the device on, we were surprised at what we saw. It was a black and white video of somebody’s bedroom. The camera showed an empty baby’s crib but through the slats of the crib you could see the bed beyond it. Kneeling on the bed was a tall, muscular black man with a huge cock. And laying on the bed was a pretty white woman.
 
   “I want your black cock, baby. I need to feel that amazing thing inside of me.” It was clearly our neighbor Amanda’s voice, pleading for her black stud to fuck her. Amanda lives two apartment over from us and she’s Brittany’s friend. The rumor is that her black lover Lecarin has a lot of kids and doesn’t pay child support for them. One of his baby mamas got incarcerated so Amanda agreed to take care of the mulatto baby. And obviously, they’d installed a baby monitor.
 
   “Play with that pussy, bitch,” he said. “Show me how much you want this big black cock.”
 
   “I think we’re on the wrong channel,” I told Brittany. “Our camera is set to channel  5 but the receiver is on 3.”
 
   “No, honey, don’t touch it,” my wife replied, staring intently at the screen. “I’d always wondered if it was true about black guys having big cocks. That cock is huge!”
 
   The two of us watched as Lecarin fucked Amanda repeatedly. She moaned in ecstasy, telling her black stud how great his cock felt and how skilled he was at fucking. Brittany seemed totally fascinated by the show, and as soon as it was over we made love. That was the first time we’d had sex in many weeks and my wife seemed more excited sexually than she’d been in years. I knew that, while we were making love, she was fantasizing about getting banged by that big cock.
 
   Weeks later, I came home from work early and my wife wasn’t there. I sent her a text to ask where she was, and she texted back that she was at the store and she’d be home by the time I arrived. But I noticed her car parked in front of Amanda’s place. I thought that was awfully strange because Amanda doesn’t arrive home until a couple of hours later. I wondered whether Brittany was in there with Lecarin, and I thought about pounding on the front door of the apartment. But then I decided I would try another tactic.
 
   Going to our bedroom, I turned on the baby monitor and set it to channel 3. Sure enough, Brittany was in the bedroom with Lecarin, lying on the bed wearing a pajama bottom and a t-shirt. The sexy black stud Lecarin was next to her wearing a pair of boxer shorts, running his hands all over my wife’s white body. His hands slipped underneath her t-shirt. As he caressed her large bosom, my wife said, “I’m sorry but I can’t because I’m married.”
 
   Lecarin moved to pull off her shirt, and Brittany raised her arms to help him. They kissed passionately, then he slowly moved his way down her body. My wife breathed hard, her nipples erect, and she was clearly aroused. When he grabbed the waistband of her pajama bottom, she raised her hips to assist him.
 
   I felt very jealous but my penis was as hard as steel from watching this. I ran to the bedroom drawer and pulled out a bottle of lube, then returned to the monitor. Lecarin’s shorts were now off and that thick, black monster of his was standing erect. It was only a couple inches longer than my penis but it was much thicker than mine. 
 
   My wife was sitting up on the bed and she began sucking his cock. Her mouth was fully filled as she looked her black lover in the eyes. Brittany was only able to take about half of it into her mouth, but Lecarin praised her efforts. My wife placed a hand on his shaft and stroked it while her other hand massaged his testicles. Finally, Lecarin pushed my wife back onto the bed.
 
   “Please, baby, give me that big cock,” Brittany said, wild with lust, her legs spread as she gazed into her black stud’s eyes, her fingers rubbing her clit. “I want to feel that cock inside of me, filling me completely!”
 
   Lecarin took station between my wife’s legs. Her white pussy was now threatened by that long, thick black cock, aimed menacingly at her quim. He pressed the head of his manhood against her delicate entrance and slowly inched himself inside.
 
   “Oh wow,” Brittany moaned, breathing heavily. “This feels so good. It’s much better than my husband’s little thing.” Finally, Lecarin was balls deep inside of my wife. “Yes… oh yes, honey, I feel so full. My pussy is stretched tight. My pussy was made for a cock like this.”
 
   Lecarin was kissing her neck as he picked up the pace, thrusting fiercely into my wife’s cunt, and she groaned out her appreciation as she held him close to her. I heard the bed squeaking with every thrust, and a slurping sound as that black serpent slipped in and out of my wife’s sopping snatch. I couldn’t take any more and my little penis squirted its juice like a sliced lemon, landing harmlessly on the carpet.
 
   “Damn, I love fucking you white bitches,” Lecarin said, his breathing labored. “Your pussies are so fucking tight.” My wife’s arms  wrapped around Lecarin’s shoulders, her ankles around his waist, holding her black stud close as their tongues danced inside each other’s mouths. Brittany was moaning her approval, groaning as her grateful pussy was battered by his thick cock. Over and over, my wife cried out in pleasure, “I’m cumming, baby,” Brittany would say, arching her back as waves of intense pleasure rolled through her body.
 
   After a good twenty minutes, Lecarin began breathing even harder. “I’m gonna come inside you, bitch. I’m gonna fill that white pussy with my sperm!” Finally, he pushed in balls deep and ejaculated his baby batter inside her, as my wife had another intense orgasm.
 
   As Lecarin and Brittany held each other in a post-coital embrace, my wife told him that she wanted to have sex with him all the time, and they could get together while I was at work. At that point I turned the channel back to channel 5, and turned off the monitor. I got dressed, jumped in my car and drove around for a while, then came home at my usual time.
 
   Over the last few months, my sex life with Brittany has improved dramatically. She doesn’t know this, but I like to get my wife into bed as soon as I get home, which is probably just minutes after she’s finished with her sexy black stud. I’ve noticed that she feels looser when we make love. I’ve also noticed that she’s wetter, too, and she tells me that it’s because her sex drive is back. Of course, I know the wetness is a combination of her juices and her black lover’s semen from her earlier sex session.
 
   When we make love I always pull out, shooting my come on her belly because Brittany hasn’t used birth control since the baby. In the last few days, we haven’t been having sex because she’s felt nauseated. I’m wondering if she’s pregnant by her black lover. We’ll know soon enough! 
 
    
 
   THIS IS YOUR WIFE’S LOVER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   I’m Ladarius. I live in the city but I like to drive out to the suburbs, sometimes hours away, to service the white wives. There are dozens of wives who I’m servicing. When one of them is busy or she’s on her period, that’s fine because I just move on to the next one. Hardly a day goes by that I don’t have sex at least once, almost always with a different woman.
 
   And one of my women is your wife.
 
   A few months ago, I was in your neighborhood servicing a white wife a few doors down from you. Her husband works the graveyard shift so I stop by her house after her kids are in bed and fuck her nice and good. She’s a little overweight but I don’t mind a woman with a little booty on her like that. Of course, she started running her mouth, telling the other bitches about how big my cock is and how great it feels in her pussy.
 
   One of the women she told is your wife.
 
   Now let me tell you about the first time that I fucked your wife. It was a couple weeks ago and you were at work. You thought your wife was at work, too, but she called in sick. You and the kids were gone so we had your house all to ourselves.
 
   “I’m so excited,” your wife said, running her hands down my chiseled chest. “You’ve got me so wet.”
 
   “Yeah, baby,” I said. “Is this your first time?”
 
   “It’s not my first time cheating on him,” she said. “But it’s my first time with a black man.”
 
   “So you cheat on him with white guys?”
 
   Your wife nodded. “I try to date guys who look like him, but taller and stronger and better looking. That way, when I get pregnant with their babies, he thinks they’re his kids.”
 
   She began unbuckling my belt.
 
   “How do you know they aren’t his kids?”
 
   “I make my husband wear rubbers,” she said with a wicked smile. “I tell him that I don’t like the Pill, that it makes me retain water and don’t want my body filled with hormones. Of course, the real reason is it lets me pick which guy gets to impregnate me. I’m okay with having sex with my husband sometimes but I want to make sure that I get pregnant by the strongest, best possible lovers. My children deserve to have the best genes, not ones from a nerdy guy who happens to have a good paying job.”
 
   “You’re a pretty nasty bitch,” I replied. “Doing that to your husband.”
 
   Actually, what she was doing wasn’t uncommon at all. About 20% of kids have a biological father different from the man who raised them. I loved hearing that she was using rubbers with her husband. When I’m fucking a wife who’s on the Pill, I always try to get her to switch to condoms. It’s easy to get a woman to forget the condoms when she’s with a strong, sexy man like me. It’s harder when she’s white and you’re black, but even so I’ve managed to knock up eight white wives. Only one stupid bitch aborted my baby. The other seven women did the right thing and had my baby. Their white husbands were pissed off at first, but they are nice guys and raised my babies as their own.
 
   I love nice guys.
 
   Your wife led me to the bedroom and we quickly got undressed. Underneath her clothes she was wearing a sexy white bra and panties. She then kneeled down in front of me, put a hand around the base of my dick, then she looked up into my eyes. “I hardly ever do this for my hubby,” she said. Your wife kept her eyes locked on mine as she sucked my cock, her tongue swirling around the top of my shaft, slowly rotating her mouth and head to give me some extra pleasure. Her other hand was gently massaging the bottom of my ball sack. I gotta hand it to your wife, she is one talented cocksucker.
 
   But then I pushed her head away. Your wife rose to her feet. I grabbed her hips and bent her over the bed. Aiming the head of my cock right at her honeypot, I was so hard. Your wife’s cunt was dripping wet and I could smell the strong odor of pussy. I knew she was ovulating just then. I ran the head of my dick up and down to wet it, then pushed myself inside her, all nine inches in one thrust.
 
   “Damn, you’re so fucking wet, bitch. You’re nice and tight, too.”
 
   Your wife moaned loud and deep. “Oh, God, that black cock feels so good. It’s so thick and deep inside me.” I leaned forward, slipped a hand beneath her and rubbed her clitty, and thrusted inside of her fast and hard. Her wet curly pubes were clinging to my black shaft with every thrust.
 
   I stook straight up and gave your wife a hard spank on the ass. “Get up on the bed, on your hands and knees, bitch.” Your wife followed my command and looked back at me, wagging her cute butt at me. I penetrated inside of her again and started slapping her ass.
 
   “Mmmmm, yes,” your wife said. “Spank that naughty white ass.” She dropped onto her elbows, giving me a deeper angle, and I pounded her hard.
 
   “Oh, baby, not so deep,” she said. I slowed a little bit for her, not going quite so far. 
 
   Your wife turned and looked back at me. “Remember to pull out, baby. Don’t cum inside of me. I’m not on birth control.”
 
   That had me so hot. I didn’t say anything but I couldn’t help it. I grunted loudly, though. Your wife realized I was coming because I immediately felt her trying pull away. She didn’t have a chance, though. I was holding her hips in a death grip, leaning forward and down, my cock deep inside and and pressed right against her cervix. My balls were twitching as I unloaded my seed.
 
   “You fucking asshole!” your wife said, glaring back at me. “I’m fertile right now, you fucker!”
 
   Sweat dripped down my face and I tried to catch my breath. “Oh yeah, bitch. That was some good shit! So fucking hot!”
 
   Once I’d released all of my sperm inside of her, I released your wife’s hips and she flipped over. Looking down between her legs, she looked horrified. Her pussy was totally saturated, gleaming with semen, and a white trickle was dripping out of her cunt. She looked up at me, pissed. “You black motherfucker, I’m ovulating. I can’t have a black baby. My husband will know it’s not his baby.”
 
   “Damn, girl, don’t worry about that. You’ll be fine. If you ain’t, you can just get an abortion.”
 
   
  
 

“I’d never get an abortion,” your wife said. “That’s out of the question.”
 
   Of course, when she said that I smiled. I sure hope it happens. I know that you’ll be a great daddy to my black baby.
 
    
 
   BUT HER OTHER LOVER IS BLACK!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I met Elizabeth at the gym a few years ago. We were both recent college grads and we were worked in the same career field. I sensed there was mutual attraction there and I wanted to date her, but she said that she wasn’t ready because she’d just gotten out of a long-term relationship with her college boyfriend.
 
   Then, a few weeks later, I saw her at the mall kissing some black guy. The guy was tall and handsome, with a powerful athletic build. Frankly I thought the guy looked like a thug and I doubted the guy had a job, but she was all over him.
 
   I confronted Elizabeth about it and she explained that the guy’s name is Tayshawn. Although she was dating Tay, she knew it wasn’t going anywhere. Besides, he wasn’t somebody she could bring home to mom. But she was having a great time hooking up with him and she wasn’t ready to give him up yet.
 
   Understanding, I told Elizabeth that I didn’t want to stop her from having fun. Just because she has a sexual relationship with this black stud didn’t have to mean that I couldn’t be her boyfriend, though. We could have an open relationship of sorts, I proposed. I’d only date her but she could continue spending time with Tay. That way, we could get to know each other and see if this was something we wanted to pursue. 
 
   Liz agreed and we started dating. Everything went great and soon we met each other’s parents, and we started going to family get-togethers. We were totally a real, serious couple. In addition, our sex life was great together. We were burning through a box of condoms a week.
 
   Eventually we moved in together and that’s when things got interesting. A few nights a week, Liz would go on a date with Tayshawn. Sometimes she would sleep over at his house, especially on the weekends, but sometimes she’d bring her black lover home to our apartment. On those days, she’d tell me ahead of time and I’d sleep on the living room couch.
 
   I was pretty much okay with the situation, although in some ways I felt she went a little too far. For example, she gave Tayshawn a key to our apartment. Sometimes he would enter our place in the middle of night, slip into bed with Liz and start having sex with her. I’d wake up to the sounds of my girlfriend moaning and groaning, the headboard banging against the wall. I didn’t appreciate that because I really need my sleep before work.
 
   I didn’t make a big fuss over it, though. I would just give Liz a kiss on the cheek, grab my pillow and blanket, and head to the couch. I would still hear them from downstairs but on the bright side I would sometimes masturbate to the sounds. At first I was intimidated by the way Liz sounded and acted when she had sex with Tayshawn. My girlfriend seemed far more excited by him than she did by me. I once asked her if she was simply putting on a show for him, but she admitted that it wasn’t an act – her black lover was simply amazing and she couldn’t help but cry out, moaning loudly in pleasure as he fucked her. On the bright side, Liz says she really enjoys it when I eat her pussy. A good, hard fuck from her black lover really satisfies her, but I can satisfy her in different ways.
 
   When Liz would return from her dates with Tayshawn, I noticed that her panties were always semen-stained. Even though she was taking the Pill, we always used condoms to be extra safe. Liz said she didn’t want to risk getting pregnant as she’d never consider getting an abortion. I confronted her about it and she just shrugged. “Tay refuses to use condoms,” she said. He claims “real men don’t use rubbers.” Also, he said it’s racist to refuse to take his seed inside of her.
 
   I responded that she uses condoms with me and I’m white, but Liz said Tayshawn was firm on this. “One of the things I love about him is that he doesn’t compromise. It’s one of the reasons that he would be a bad partner, but he’s a sexy, amazing lover.”
 
   One night, after Tayshawn was finished with my wife and left the house, I grabbed my pillow and blanket and went to bed. Liz was still awake reading a book, and I slipped into the bed with her.
 
   “God, he fucked me really nice tonight,” my wife said, smiling as she looked at me over her reading glasses. “I had enough orgasms for a week!”
 
   “I heard it,” I said. I grabbed one of her feet and began to kiss it. “How about a little encore performance?”
 
   “I can’t take anymore tonight,” she said. “He fucked me four times, good and hard with that huge cock. My pussy is so sore right now.”
 
   “I’m not talking about having sex,” I said, kissing my way up the inside of her leg. “I want to eat out your pussy.” 
 
   “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Liz said, pulling her knees up and together. “I really need to shower first.”
 
   I took her knees and pulled them apart. She resisted at first, but then released her legs and spread her womanhood wide. I could see that her pussy was red and swollen, totally used and spent. Her inner thighs glistened and her bush was matted down, sticky with her lover’s semen. The insides of her pussy lips were dripping with her stud’s sperm.
 
   I put my face directly at her vagina, stuck out my tongue and lapped up my first taste of his semen. Although it tasted salty and pungent, it wasn’t all bad. I stuck my tongue in deep, licking as much of his cum as I could get out and swallowing it. Liz ran her hands through my hair, moaning like a whore as I licked her pussy, cleaning her of the remnants of her earlier coupling. After putting her through two orgasms, I rose triumphantly from between her legs.
 
   “Now I’m going to have sex with you,” I said. I rolled a rubber over my erect penis and slipped my little tool inside of her. My wife didn’t complain as I thrust slowly and gently inside, kissing her as we made sweet love. I was so excited from the whole situation that I shot my wad quickly into the rubber’s reservoir.
 
   It was a great situation, but things changed a few months later when my wife discovered that she was pregnant. As soon as Tayshawn learned of the pregnancy, he angrily denied that he was the father and left her. He hasn’t been around or made any contact with us since that time. We both agreed that this was for the best, as Liz would have needed to end it soon anyways. 
 
   Last month we got married, and Liz was six months pregnant at our wedding. We’re worried about what our friends and family might say when the baby is born black, but we know that we’re strong enough to weather whatever happens. We just learned that the baby is going to be a boy, and we agreed to name him Tay, Jr. We’re both so excited to be parents!
 
    
 
   A BLACK BIRTHDAY SURPRISE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Michael. My wife’s name is Madison and we’re both in our late twenties, married for six years. We live in the suburbs and have two kids. Maddie is currently pregnant with our third baby and she’s due to give birth in three months. I would like to tell you about something I did six months ago for my wife’s birthday that was both sexy and fun.
 
   At one point, I’d overheard Maddie talking on the phone with her friend Tess about an encounter Tess had with a black man. My wife was laughing as she stirred a pot on the stove. When her call was over, Maddie told me what happened.
 
   Supposedly Tess was on a cruise with a single girlfriend of hers who met a guy named Rob. It was late at night and Tess was smashed, having been drinking the whole night. She went to Rob’s cabin to meet up with Rob and her friend. However, when she arrived, she walked in on Rob’s cabin mate while he was getting dressed. The guy was black and he had a huge cock. Tess was mesmerized, staring at his huge limp cock. It was halfway down his thigh and it was flaccid.
 
   “You’ve never seen a black guy’s cock before?” the black cabin mate asked.
 
   Tess shook her head no.
 
   “So you’ve never been fucked a black man?”
 
   Again Tess shook her head no.
 
   “Would you like to try it tonight?”
 
   Tess nodded eagerly. The two of them immediately got down to business on the black guy’s bed. From what she said, although Tess loved how big it felt, there was also a lot of pain because his dick was so big. That was enough for her, and she didn’t go back for more.
 
   Maddie and I laughed at the story, and then I asked my wife, “Have you ever wanted to fuck a black man?”
 
   “Well, sure,” she said. “I’ve always thought black guys were sexy. And if I were single like Tess, I would have done the same thing. Why not try it?”
 
   Secretly, for the longest time, I’d fantasized about Maddie having sex with another man. The idea of her having sex with a black guy was even hotter. My wife’s birthday was coming up next weekend, so I decided I’d try and make our fantasy come true.
 
   I remembered that a few years back a friend had hired a male stripper for his friend’s bachelorette party. I called him up and asked him for the contact information for the company. Sure enough, the company had a black stripper who was available that weekend. His stage name was Thunder.
 
   I spoke with Thunder and asked him if he’d be willing to do more than just strip. He said he couldn’t legally agree to that, but for an extra thousand dollars he would drink a special aphrodisiac before the party. Of course, he couldn’t promise anything, but he claimed that every time that he drank the drink in the past before a party, he got so horny and ended up sleeping with the bachelorette or birthday girl. That sounded perfect to me. But I emphasized to Thunder that if something happened, he would need to use a condom because my wife isn’t on birth control. He agreed and said it’s standard practice in his business. So I happily paid him the extra thousand dollars “for the aphrodisiac.” 
 
   Maddie’s actual birthday was on Wednesday night and we had planned to go out to dinner that night to celebrate. However, I called her friend Tess and let her know I was planning a birthday party for Maddie on Saturday night. I let her know about the sexy black stripper, too. Tess said she’d invite some of Maddie’s more open-minded friends, too.
 
   When I told Maddie that some of her friends were coming over for drinks on Saturday, she was very happy. Tess and a few other women showed up with gifts. The whole while, I was incredibly horny thinking about what was set to happen. Not long into the night, Tess challenged Maddie into doing some shots of tequila with her, and we all egged them on. Maddie had already had two cosmos before that, and it doesn’t take much to get her tipsy. After matching Tess with three shots, she was completely drunk.
 
   “You know what, honey?” Maddie whispered to me. “I think we should have another baby!”
 
   “Really?” I’d wanted a third child but after our second was born, Maddie had been firmly against having another. In fact, she’d talked me into getting a vasectomy.
 
   “Yeah, well, I was looking at some baby pictures and I want another. You can get your vasectomy reversed, you know. What do you think? I wish we could do it right now. I’m ovulating right now.”
 
   And that’s when I heard a pounding at the front door.
 
   “Open up, it’s the police!” Although his voice was lower and he was speaking loudly, I recognized Thunder’s voice.
 
   Everybody seemed worried, looking around. Maddie walked up to the door and opened it. Standing there in a police uniform was a tall, muscular, dark skinned black guy. He stepped inside and removed off his hat. “I’ve heard there’s a birthday party happening at this residence. Are you Madison?”
 
   Maddie nodded. “Yes, it’s my birthday party, officer. Is something wrong?”
 
   Thunder took my wife by the hand and led her to the couch. The other women were standing with Tess in the kitchen, whispering with her as they watched.
 
   “Please sit down,” Thunder said.
 
   Maddie sat down, looking a little scared. Thunder pulled a small speaker out and set it up on the table. “Just a second, okay.” He pulled out his cell phone, typed a few things on it, and then set the phone next to the speaker. “Okay, ma’am. I’m here to inform you that you have the right… to enjoy this sexy body!” As soon as the music started, my wife’s eyes lit up and all of the women began cheering.
 
   “Happy birthday!” Maddie said, clapping her hands as she eyed her black stripper hungrily.
 
   The women walked into the living room from the kitchen and stood to either side as Thunder danced in front of my wife. He slowly unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it aside, revealing a white low-cut t-shirt that barely covered his chiseled barrel chest. Slowly, he took off the t-shirt, then unbuckled the belt on his fake pants. He ripped off the pants, which were apparently held together with Velcro, tossing them to the floor. He now wore nothing but a red g-string.
 
   My wife’s eyes were bulging, staring straight at the guy’s crotch. Thunder’s hands were behind his head and undulating his hips, but the girls were focused on his huge package.
 
   “Oh, my goodness, honey,” my wife said, looking at me briefly before her eyes went back to his package. “His dick is fucking huge!”
 
   The black man moved right up against my wife, then pushed her back on the couch. He put his knees on the edge of the couch, his hands on the back of it, and he began dry humping Maddie in rhythm with the music. She put her hands around his back and squeezed his muscular butt cheeks. The women all laughed, cheering Maddie on.
 
   “Take off that g-string, Maddie,” urged my wife’s friend Rose, who held up her glass. “Show us that big black cock! We want to see big black cock!”
 
   My wife turned her head toward Rose. “Are you sure? Do you think I should?” Then she looked over at me. I gave her a thumbs up signal.
 
   Maddie dutifully obeyed, pulling down the black stud’s g-string, and she immediately took a hold of his thick shaft. Although he was only semi-erect, his cock was already much thicker than mine and a few inches longer as well. Maddie slowly pumped his shaft as she leaned in, flicking her tongue over the head. “Mmm, I like precum,” my wife said. Then Maddie took the whole head into her mouth and proceeded to slowly take him into her mouth. I estimated he was a good eight inches long, and she was only able to take about half of him inside her mouth. Maddie pulled her mouth away with a pop, took a breath, pumped that shaft with both hands and said to me, “His cock is so much bigger than your penis, I’ve just never sucked something so huge and manly!” My wife kept her eyes locked on mine as she put her lips around his cock, slurping and sucking the top half of his cock, tugging the bottom half.
 
   That’s when Tess came over to me, sipping on her cosmo. “I think Maddie wants to try a big black cock inside of her.”
 
   “It sure looks that way,” I replied.
 
   “That’s right, baby girl,” Thunder said, slowly rotating his hips as my wife fellated him. He seemed to really enjoy it. My wife, I’m proud to say, is quite a cocksucker and she was giving him everything she had.
 
   My wife then stood up and put her hands all over Thunder’s body. Smiling, she whispered something to Thunder. He whispered a reply and, grinning, Maddie nodded in agreement. She held up a finger to all of us. “Just one second, everybody. We’ll be right back.” Then the two of them walked off hand-in-hand to the guest bedroom. All the ladies made a collective “ooh” as the two of them walked into the room, and Maddie closed the door behind them. 
 
   I walked over to the table and turned the volume down on the speakers. Although the sexy music was still playing, we now could make out my wife’s moans. “Oh, God,” she groaned loudly, “It’s so big! Go slowly.”
 
   A few of Maddie’s friends were near the bedroom door, leaning and listening. A few others were looking at me, probably wondering if I was going to stop her. “Hey,” I said, “Thunder is her birthday present. I’m glad she’s enjoying her present.”
 
   “That’s an amazing birthday package,” Tess said. We all laughed at that.
 
   “Damn, I’m all the way in,” Thunder said.
 
   “Yeah, I can feel it,” Maddie said, breathing heavily. “I can feel you deep inside. I feel so full!”
 
   “I normally can’t go all the way inside,” the black man said. “You took the whole thing.” Then we started to hear the sound of the bed squeaking loudly from inside the room.
 
   “Ohhhhh, yeah. That’s right, baby, yes. Oooh, yeah.” My wife really wasn’t a moaner with me. Pretty much the only noise she would make at all was when she was about to come. But here with Thunder, my wife was moaning loudly and talking dirty like a whore. “Goddamn, you’re so fucking good! Fuck me good with that big black cock. Fuck me, baby! Pound me like a fucking white slut!”
 
   I stepped into the kitchen and poured myself a drink. I tried making small talk with the girls but we kept getting distracted by the sounds of my wife and her black stud. We heard a loud slap from behind the door.
 
   “You like that, bitch?” he asked.
 
   My wife cried out, “Yes, baby, spank that ass. Spank me hard!”
 
   There were probably a dozen more slaps. “Oh, God, I’m cumming, baby!” My wife cried out in orgasm, making a deep whimpering groan. The two of them were in the guest room for nearly a half hour. In that time, Maddie cried out in orgasm four times. 
 
   “Oh fuck, baby,” Thunder said breathlessly. “I’m going to come!”
 
   “Do it baby,” My wife yelled. “Shoot your sperm deep inside me! Come inside me, baby!”
 
   As the black man grunted and moaned, I felt a chill race down my spine. Apparently Thunder wasn’t wearing a condom!
 
   “It sounds like those two are done,” Tess said. “That sounded amazing!”
 
   Thunder walked out of the bedroom naked, his thick mighty cock now semi-erect again, hanging down between his legs. He just smiled. “I think the birthday girl’s passed out.”
 
   “Did you use a rubber?” I asked.
 
   Thunder shrugged. “Hey man, your wife insisted. She wanted to feel the real thing. I mean, can you blame her?”
 
   After that, I told everyone the party was over. Tess and the girls decided to head to O’Malley’s bar downtown. Thunder put his clothes back on and, after I gave him a large tip, he vacated the premises. I then locked the doors and went inside the guest room.
 
   My wife was sleeping on the guest bed naked. She was snoring with her legs were spread open. I saw that her bush was wet and matted down, with semen leaking down her used, spent cunt and creating a pool on the sheets.
 
   Quickly I disrobed, got in between her legs and began licking her swollen pussy lips, cleaning them totally of Thunder’s semen. I sucked on her gaping hole, swallowing as much of his semen that I could reach, trying to ensure she wouldn’t get pregnant. Then I slipped my little white penis inside of her. 
 
   “Errmm,” Maddie said, still half asleep. My wife’s body didn’t move at all as I fucked her loose pussy. After just a few minutes, I grunted and spilled my load inside of her.
 
   My wife had a heck of a hangover the next day. Although she remembered everything that happened, she denied insisting that the black stud take her bareback. She admitted begging him to cum inside of her, but as she pointed out, she was totally wasted at that time.
 
   While she did have a desire to have another baby, we decided it was a bad idea. But it didn’t really matter because weeks went by without her period. She’s now six months pregnant with our third child, and we know that Thunder is the father. I get so excited seeing her pregnant belly, just knowing that  black stud’s child is growing inside my wife. I can’t wait to see her holding Thunder’s baby in her arms, and then watching his baby feeding on my wife’s perky, swollen white breasts. After the baby is born my wife will get her tubes tied, so this will be our third and final baby, making our family complete. 
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   * * *
 
   I’m Jacob and I’m twenty-eight. My wife Brianna is twenty-five. We’ve been married for four years now. Bree recently learned that she’s pregnant with our first baby. But something unusual happened a few months ago and I would like to tell you all about it.
 
   I’m an employee for a small corporation in the HVAC (heating, ventilation and air conditioning) industry. A lot of my job includes going to the customers’ houses for inspections and repairs. One day I was driving back to the office after a call and I noticed one of our company’s trucks was driving by. When I looked inside the truck, I saw my black boss Javorius was driving the truck and my wife was sitting beside him in the passanger seat. Bree was chatting with him and Javorius was nodding. I was shocked because, at least as far as I knew, Bree had never even met Javorius. And she was supposed to be at work at that time!
 
   So I decided to follow the two of them. I made sure to stay a couple of cars back and I managed to keep up with them as they drove out to cheap motel. The pair walked into the lobby, rented a room, and then walked together to Room 8 and unlocked the door. I watched them kiss passionately for a moment, with Javorius’s muscular black arms encasing my wife’s tiny white frame, those black hands of his roaming down her back and over her cute ass. Finally, he took Bree’s hand and they walked inside their room.
 
   Eager to see more, I walked around to the outside window of Room 8 and peered inside, looking through a sliver of unblocked view between the edge of the window and the curtain. The only thing I could clearly make out was the area at the end of the bed. My black boss had his back to me, and his body was fully naked. I was in awe of his physique. His body was truly a work of art, muscled and sculpted, with strong broad shoulders and powerful thighs and calves. Bree was standing on the other side of him, wearing just a white bra and panties, admiring him and sipping on a glass of wine. I could hear the sound of their voices but unfortunately I couldn’t make out their words. Setting her glass down, my wife dropped down to her knees.
 
   Lucky for me, my black boss turned his body just enough to give me a good view. His cock was flaccid and it hung down close to his knees. It had to have been a foot long and incredibly thick. Bree had both hands on that monster dick, and she took the top of his cock inside her mouth. As she sucked on the head, her hands were working his shaft masterfully. As she fellated his black cock, my wife’s eyes were locked onto his. I heard the sounds of that black stud moaning, and I heard the slurping sounds of his dick slurping in and out of her pretty little mouth.
 
   Finally, my wife stood up again. Javorius laid Bree back on the bed. All I could see was his body and Bree’s feet, but I saw my boss pull her panties off and toss them to the floor. Javorius leaned forward and I knew he was eating her cunt. I heard the slurping sounds and Bree’s moans of pleasure.
 
   My little dick strained against my jeans, eager for action, but I couldn’t jerk off in the motel parking lot. I walked into the motel lobby and asked the clerk if Room 6 or Room 10 were available. Lucky for me Room 10 was available, so I paid for the room and got the key.
 
   When I got inside, I stayed silent and listened. Sure enough, I could hear the sounds from the room next to me through the paper thin walls. Honestly, I could hear the action better there than when I was standing outside of the door to Room 8. I quickly got out of my clothes, jumped onto the bed, and listened with my head near the wall as I masturbated my five inch penis. I heard the bedsprings squeaking as my black boss pounded my wife’s cunt relentlessly with that huge black dick. 
 
   “Oh God, Javorius,” my wife cooed, “Give it to me! I love feeling a real cock inside of me!”
 
   “Your pussy is tight, bitch,” he replied. “You’re so wet but it’s so good, like a silky vice. A honey-covered vice grip.”
 
   “Your cock feels so much better than my husband’s little thing,” she said breathlessly. “It feels so good inside of me, so very good baby.” My wife moaned and then groaned loudly, and I knew she was experiencing a powerful orgasm.
 
   The squeaking of the bed stopped for a bit, then started again but this time it sounded differentl and not so fast.
 
   “Oh, yes,” Bree said, and I heard a slap. “Spank that white ass. I’m a bad little white girl. Fuck me like a little white whore and spank my ass!”
 
   “God, bitch,” he said. “Your pussy is so tight. Much tighter than my wife. And you take it all, bitch. My wife can’t take it all, even in doggy style.” I heard the sounds of their bodies slapping and the occasional sound of a spank on Bree’s tender ass.
 
   “I can feel the head of your cock tapping my cervix right when you thrust deep, right when your balls slap against me,” my wife said. “I fucking love that! I love your big, thick cock.” Bree groaned again as she orgasmed another time.
 
   The whole time I’d been trying to hold out as long as possible, but the sounds were so erotic that I couldn’t resist any longer. My little penis squirted, sputtering and spurting against the motel’s wall. Quickly I got dressed and checked out of the motel.
 
   A few months later, Bree informed me that she’d taken a pregnancy test and she was pregnant. I thought it was strange because we always used condoms, and I hadn’t had one slip off or break in over a year. I wondered if my black boss might be the father of the baby she was carrying. Bree doesn’t seem worried, though, so who knows. I’m really just excited that my wife and I will soon be having our first baby, and I get turned on thinking about the possibility that she might deliver a strong black baby!
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   * * *
 
   One day I went to the office to surprise my wife Sarah with a nice bouquet of flowers. We’d fought a lot in recent weeks – mostly because she wants another baby and I think one child is enough for us – and Sarah has always loved flowers. When I arrived the receptionist seemed nervous, telling me that Sarah was at lunch for the next couple of hours and suggesting that I leave the flowers with her. I thanked her for the offer but decided to drop them off personally at her desk so I could leave her a handwritten note.
 
   When I reached Sarah’s cubicle, her coworker Mike leaned out of his cubicle and gave me a huge grin. “Hey, nice flowers, bub. I bet you’re looking for your wife, eh?”
 
   I nodded. “The receptionist said she’s out to lunch.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure Sarah’s eating something right now,” Mike said with a sly smile. He looked up and down the hallway to make sure nobody was around. “Listen, you didn’t hear it from me but she’s down there in Rondae’s office.”
 
   I glanced down the hall toward the office. Rondae was her company’s VP of sales. My wife was just a junior sales associate, and she spoke adoringly of him. “Ron,” as Sarah called him, took quite an interest in my wife and was mentoring her. He was easily the most successful salesman there, so learning from him was a tremendous opportunity. My wife had also told me that Rondae had hit on her pretty hard for months. Although she found him to incredibly handsome and sexy, and she confessed to me that she’d have dated him if she were single, Sarah was married and wouldn’t cheat on her vows.
 
   I walked down to Rondae’s office. The office door was closed, and I quietly tried the handle and found it locked. Walking around to the side window, I saw the shades were pulled down. But there was an inch or so of window space that was uncovered, so I leaned in to take a look.
 
   There was Sarah’s on her knees next to her boss’s desk. He wore a dress shirt and tie, and his pants were down around his ankles. Sarah was fully dressed, wearing a red blouse and black miniskirt with white stockings, on the floor sucking her boss’s cock. Despite the rumors you’ve heard about black guys, his cock was only about seven inches long and pretty thick, nothing at all like I’d expected. Sarah was deep throating his manhood, tugging his shaft gently but firmly between each suck. Rondae’s head was tilted back a bit, his mouth wide open, and he was moaning as Sarah pleasured him with her mouth.
 
   “That’s right, baby doll,” he said. “Suck on that black cock, baby.” He reached down to hold her hair back, keeping it away from her mouth. When Sarah pulled her head away to catch a breath, long thick strands of her saliva were attached between her lips and his dick.
 
   After five minutes of oral, he lifted my wife to her feet. Rondae grabbed her hips, twirled her around and bent her body over his desk.
 
   “Fuck me, Ron,” my wife begged. “I need to feel your cock inside me.”
 
   Rondae looked toward the door, as if to make sure nobody was watching. Then he lifted up my wife’s skirt, pulled her panties down to her feet, and he slipped his big cock deep inside her. Rondae held Sarah’s hips as he pounded his cock inside of her. I could hear the slurping sounds her grateful cunt was making as his black serpent spread out her vaginal walls.
 
   “Oh, God, girl… I’m gonna come, baby. I’m gonna… Aargh!” I saw Rondae’s hands tighten his grip on Sarah’s hips. My wife looked back toward him, a look of panic on her face. Her black boss’s body tensed up as he pushed balls deep inside my wife’s pussy. I saw the base of his shaft pulsing, his testicles twitching, as he blasted her white cunt with his sperm.
 
   “You promised to pull out!” my wife said fearfully. “I’m trying to get pregnant by my husband. I went off the pill two weeks ago, and I’m ovulating right now!”
 
   I saw Rondae wipe his forehead with his sleeve, tired and sweaty. He slowly withdrew his spent weapon from my wife’s tight little beaver. When the head popped out, it was covered in white slime, and globs of semen spilled out of her overflowing orifice. My wife spun around, pulled her panties back up and lowered her skirt back down from around her waist, but the deed had already been done. Her vagina was thoroughly coated with his black boss’s baby batter, and millions of his sperm were rapidly swimming inside their new home, relentlessly searching for her defenseless egg.
 
   Saddened, I walked away from my wife’s office, dropped the flowers onto Sarah’s chair, and left the building. I didn’t bother to tell Sarah what I witnessed that day. That was three weeks ago, and Sarah seems very worried and distracted. Although she hasn’t told me, I know that her period is late. I should point out that her period has been late before, so it doesn’t necessarily mean she’s pregnant with Rondae’s baby. As I write this, she’s in the bathroom taking a pregnancy test. We haven’t had sex in over a month, so if she’s pregnant she will have some serious explaining to do!
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   * * *
 
   Five years ago, my wife decided she wanted to become a surrogate mother. Kaitlyn and I are both in our twenties and we’d already had one child, which was all we wanted. (After our daughter’s birth, at Kaitlyn’s  urging, I got a vasectomy.) But it was an easy pregnancy and my wife, being the caring person she is and always wanting to help others, thought it would be a nice way to help other couples that are having trouble conceiving. Of course, she would get paid tens of thousands of dollars for carrying the child, which doesn’t hurt.
 
   We researched the idea and finally decided to give it a try. The surrogacy agency set us up with a very attractive black couple. The guy was named Carlton N’dambi. I had never heard of Carlton before, but I’ve since learned that he’s the world middleweight boxing champion. The fellow was an African immigrant with a goatee and very dark skin, standing 6’4 with a strong, muscular body. His wife Hailey, I was told, was a blonde model from New York City. Sadly, Hailey was unable to conceive so the two of them needed to use a surrogate.
 
   Kaitlyn and I met Carlton and Hailey at a nice restaurant. I could tell that Kaitlyn was very attracted to Carlton, as she was crossing and uncrossing her legs and flipping her hair. I also could tell that Carlton felt the same way about Kaitlyn. When we got home, my wife told me he’d removed his shoe and ran his foot up her leg during dinner. I’d never had a problem with my wife being flirtatious, and I thought it was good that there was some chemistry between Kaitlyn and the man whose baby she was set to carry.
 
   After we tried a round of IVF and Kaitlyn failed to take (which is fairly common), I got a call from Hailey. She said now that we’d officially used IVF, we wouldn’t really need to go that expensive route any more. It cost $15,000 per treatment, and more importantly it’s not very effective, so if we all agreed we should use natural insemination from now on. Hailey said they’d happily pay us the $15,000 per cycle rather than pay the clinic, and it would help us achieve our goal more quickly.
 
   Honestly, I was shocked at that. I asked Hailey if she’d truly be okay with Carlton having sex with another woman. Hailey replied that it wouldn’t bother her at all, given the situation, and that it’s actually a fairly common thing in the surrogacy industry. She asked if Kaitlyn and I were okay with it, and I communicated to her that I would ask my wife about it later.
 
   When I ran the idea by my wife, her eyes lit up. Kaitlyn was very interested in having sex with this famous, athletic black millionaire. But, she stressed, she’d only do it if I gave it my blessing. I conveyed to her that we really needed the money and, for an extra $15,000 per cycle, there didn’t seem to be any good reason to say no. So, I dialed Hailey and accepted their offer. That night, Kaitlyn and I made love and she seemed especially hot, which I assumed was due to her fantasizing about having sex with her sexy black lover.
 
   Over the weekend, my wife and I went to a lingerie store and bought some sexy things for her to wear with Carlton. Kaitlyn selected a number of different outfits and modeled them for me. I thought she looked amazing in every one of them – or wearing nothing at all. 
 
   So that Monday evening, after our daughter was in bed, Carlton arrived at our house for his first insemination date. Carlton was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, carrying a dozen roses. I could detect the smell of cologne on him. It didn’t seem like much of a business appointment if you ask me, but I was fine with that. I called up to Kaitlyn, and my wife came down the stairs from our bedroom wearing a red bra and matching panties beneath a transparent white robe. Kaitlyn kissed Carlton and thanked him for the beautiful roses. After quickly placing them into a vase in the kitchen, she walked with him hand-in-hand up the stairs to our bedroom.
 
   I decided to use my computer in the basement during their time together. Unbeknownst to my wife, I’d set up a hidden camera on her dresser so I could see and hear everything. I’d brought down a bottle of lubrication with me, and I was ready to see this incredible black stud have his way with my wife.
 
   When I powered the camera on, at first I couldn’t see my wife, just Carlton. He was standing next to the bed wearing just a pair of black boxer shorts. After we’d met Carlton, I had gone back and watched some of his boxing matches, and I realized Carlton was wearing the very shorts he would wear in the boxing ring. I could see a large bulge up the front of them, too, and it appeared he was well-hung.
 
   “Sorry, I don’t have fishnet stockings,” my wife said, speaking from off camera. “But I have these.”
 
   I saw the black boxer looking to his left, outside the range of the camera, and he smiled and nodded. “I love it, sweetie.”
 
   “Great, I’ll put them on,” my wife said. A minute later, she walked up to Carlton and embraced him, and they began kissing wildly. Kaitlyn’s robe was now gone and she wore white stockings and black high heels with her red bra and panties. My wife’s tiny frame was dwarfed her black lover’s monstrous frame. The two lovers’ hands roamed all over each other’s bodies. Carlton laid Kaitlyn down on the bed, his huge ripped body on top of her. She put her legs up at his sides, her high heels up in the air.
 
   “Damn, baby, you got me so hot.” Carlton was pumping his hips, rubbing his crotch against hers. I could see her pale fingers gripping his black shoulders, and she moaned deeply and breathed heavily.
 
   Carlton got up and pulled down his trunks, unleashing his huge black beast. That cock was at least nine inches long and thick as a cucumber. My wife’s eyes widened as she saw it. “Oh, my God, Carlton, it’s huge! I’ve always wanted to experience a cock like that.”
 
   “I guess it’s your lucky day, then,” Carlton said. He leaned down, pulled her panties off, and licked her cunt for a good thirty seconds. Although it wasn’t long, I saw Kaitlyn’s hands gripping the sheets to either side of her, and her face and neck were flush red. She held her breath, concentrating on receiving the pleasure, her body slowly tensing, her legs slowly squirming, until she let out a loud moan, followed by quick, shallow breaths.
 
   The black man stood up, aimed the tip of his thick black missile at my wife’s opening, and he pushed inside with a single thrust. It surprised me that it went in so easily. My much smaller penis normally took me a handful of strokes to enter her, but apparently she was so wet for this black manthat he could slide inside of her with ease. 
 
   “Oh God,” my wife said, her eyes wide open. “That feels so good.”
 
   “You like that?” Carlton asked.
 
   “Oh, yes, baby,” she cooed. “After giving birth I’m not as tight down there as I was. My husband’s penis isn’t big and I can barely feel him anymore. But your thick cock, oh my, I can feel every inch of that. It feels perfect, like your cock was made just for my pussy.” My wife moaned. “Oh God, I really needed this. Nothing can compare to a big dick and getting a good old-fashioned cocking!”
 
   Carlton lifted her legs over his shoulders. Her high-heels were flopping as he pounded viciously inside her. Kaitlyn was moaning, almost crying as she praised his skills at lovemaking. He flipped her over and fucked her doggie-style, his black hands fondling her breasts as he fucked her. I saw Kaitlyn’s hand reach between her legs and finger herself.
 
   At long last, the black stud grunted that he was about to climax. Kaitlyn quickly flipped over, crawled up to his cock, and she pumped his shaft with one hand, fondling his mighty black testicles with the other, with the head of his dangerous black weapon at the opening of her mouth. My wife’s tongue flicked all over his cock head, licking the underside of his cock as he screamed out. I saw blast after blast of Carlton’s semen blasting onto my wife’s tongue, as she massaged his shaft to extract every drop of his load, locking her lips around his cockhead. Then she looked into his eyes, opened her mouth to show him the mouthful of creamy seed, and then swallowed it. She moved her fingers up his cock from the base to the tip, pulling out every drop of goodness from his gun, and swallowed that as well.
 
   “Damn, you are one hell of a cocksucker,” Carlton said. “But that was supposed to go inside your womb.”
 
   “Well, I don’t know. Everyone says that the pull-out method doesn’t work,” she said with a wink. “I guess we’ll find out. If this takes a few more cycles, it’s fine with me. How about you?”
 
   “Oh, that’s fine with me, too,” he said, smiling broadly.
 
   Kaitlyn stood up on her knees, inched up toward Carlton and kissed him. “You’re easily the best lover I’ve ever had. That cock of yours is to die for.”
 
   At that point I turned off the camera, making sure to save the video to watch again later.
 
   Carlton came to our house two more times that week. Every time, Kaitlyn was wearing a new set of lingerie for him. She also went to the store and bought more stockings and high-heel shoes. Watching my wife with her strong, virile black lover was the most erotic thing that I’ve ever seen.
 
   After five months of Carlton having sex with Kaitlyn three or four times a week without a pregnancy, Hailey started to complain. She said that Carlton probably needed to be tested for infertility. But at that point the two of them stopped messing around, and he began unloading his semen inside of my wife. It didn’t take her long to get pregnant. And after that we got some great news – Kaitlyn was pregnant with twin boys! My wife’s belly expanded far more than it did with our daughter, and I was totally aroused knowing she was carrying black babies.
 
   Sadly, not long after that, we read that Carlton and Hailey were getting divorced because of some drug-related issues. The two of them confirmed that it was true. Carlton said that having a baby by a surrogate  was Hailey’s idea – he’d already had five kids and didn’t want any more. For her part, Hailey said she still wanted the twins when they were born, even if Carlton didn’t want them.
 
   We weren’t sure what to do. Kaitlyn and I discussed it and decided it wasn’t right to give them up to somebody who wasn’t even related to them. We decided we’d keep the twin boys and I’d raise them as my own. Hailey was gracious, saying she understood our decision. Carlton, for his part, was relieved that we weren’t asking for child support, and he allowed us to keep the money he’d paid us as surrogates to help pay for expenses.
 
   The twins are getting a little older now, and Kaitlyn is again feeling the urge to get pregnant. We looked into a vasectomy reversal but the doctors said the odds of a successful reversal and a pregnancy in my case were slim. “Uncle Carlton” recently contacted us about seeing the twins, and my wife asked how I’d feel about her resuming her sexual relationship with him – maybe even getting pregnant by him again. I told her that I’d think about it. I’m not sure if I really want another baby to raise, but my cock is hard as a rock just thinking about it!
 
    
 
   SECRET HOOKER FOR BLACKS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Andrew. My wife Sydney and I are in our late twenties. She works as a secretary for a small company. I am an accountant but right now I’m between jobs, having gotten laid off a year ago. At first we thought I would get a new job soon but as the months went by and we burned through our cash reserves, we knew we’d have to do something special to save our family.
 
   I took a part-time contract job through a temporary agency but frankly it barely pays as much as I was receiving in unemployment compensation. That wasn’t going to solve our problems.
 
   Then one day, my wife came home with a smile on her face. Sydney said one of the girls in the office mentioned her niece works as an escort through an agency, doing it “to pay her way through college.” Supposedly, my wife said, the girl is making over $100,000 per year! Sydney suggested she could continue with her day job and work as an escort at night using that agency. Honestly, I wanted to object to it but I knew  we were running out of cash. I really had no choice but to agree that my wife could hook until I find good paying, full-time work.
 
   I knew Sydney wouldn’t have any trouble attracting clients. She’s a 5’5 freckle-faced dirty blonde with nice-sized breasts, a bubble butt, and a flat stomach most twenty-year-olds would love to have. She never had any problem attracting the attention of men when we’d go out in public. Honestly, any man would be overjoyed to have her as his woman.
 
   And sure enough, it didn’t take my wife long to secure her first client. The guy was a gray-haired black guy in his sixties named Ted. He came to our house wearing a black suit with a black bowtie, and on his head he wore a derby hat with a yellow feather on the side. The moment he stepped inside, he removed the hat. “Good evening, young man,” he said to me, with a twinkle in his eye. “I’m looking for a young lady by the name of Sydney.”
 
   “You’ve come to the right place,” I said, welcoming him inside.
 
   Sydney stepped up to the doorway wearing jeans and a pink t-shirt. “You must be Ted,” she said, smiling.
 
   Ted smiled back at my wife. “In the flesh, my darling.”
 
   Sydney put her hands around his waist and the two began kissing. His hands roamed across her ass, and I could tell from her movements that she really enjoyed his touch. She looked up at Ted and asked him to join her in the bedroom. They both walked into our bedroom. I followed behind but stayed behind in the hallway. I heard music start, and I knew she’d turned on the stereo. She was playing some sexy R&B from the 1970’s. Sydney likes to play that music to cover the sounds of our lovemaking from our children, but I was glad because it also helped in a different way – it covered the sound of me opening the bedroom door just a crack so that I could watch them have sex together.
 
   My wife shimmied out of her blue jeans and tossed away her shirt. Sydney was now wearing nothing but a light purple bra and panties. Ted had only removed his shoes and suit coat, so she walked up to him and slowly helped him undress, unbuttoning his dress shirt. “I’ve never been with a black guy before,” she said with a smile. “Is it true what they say?”
 
   “That once you go black, you never go black?” Ted asked.
 
   “Well, that, too,” she replied, unbuckling his belt. “But I meant the rumor that black men have big cocks.” She pulled down his boxer shorts to reveal quite a whopper. His cock a lot longer than mine and it was thicker than a kielbasa. “Oh, boy, I guess it is true!”
 
   My wife eagerly grabbed his cock in her hands and slowly fondled it. I wondered whether the old man would even be able to get an erection, but damn if he wasn’t already fully erect. Sydney stood up next to him, her dainty young white body pressed against his old black one, and she continued massaging his manhood while they kissed. The black man held Sydney’s head in his hands as he kissed her.
 
   “I can’t wait to feel your cock inside of me,” my wife said. “That thing is so damn big, though, I’m not sure I can handle all of that!”
 
   “You’ll take it,” Ted said, gazing with admiration at her. “You’ll take it and you’ll love it, every damn inch. All the white ladies do.”
 
   Sydney reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, and then removed it along with her panties. Both my wife and Ted were now completely naked. He guided her with his hands to lay down on the bed. With no further foreplay, Ted lined up that big black cock at her sopping opening and began to work it inside her. As he did, I heard my wife moaning over the background music.
 
   Once he buried himself fully in my wife, she looked up at him in amazement. “Your cock feels so good, Ted. You’re right, it’s not too big. It’s just right.”
 
   He pounded his cock hard inside of Sydney’s pussy. I heard the sloshing sounds of her juices marinating his meat as he thrusted that dick far deeper than I could ever touch. The thought flickered through my mind that Ted should probably be using a condom, but the sight of that thick black barrel thrusting in and out of Sydney was just captivating. She was rolling her head back and forth, praising Ted for his lovemaking skills in between her moans of intense pleasure. Personally I didn’t see him using any real skills but I guess he didn’t need to, given all that thick black pipe he was using. He was only in the missionary position, but that’s my wife’s favorite position anyway and I heard Sydney cry out in orgasm four times before he reached his climax.
 
   “Oh God, darling,” he said, “I haven’t been inside a young white woman in years, especially a pretty white girl like you.” He thrusted faster now and my wife’s legs were up against him, moving slightly with each thrust. “I have granddaughters younger than you.” His breathing quickened, far more labored. “I’m coming!”
 
   My wife moaned herself, announcing yet another orgasm. The two lovers orgasmed simultaneously, her tight young white cunt blasted by this black old man’s semen. When his orgasm completed, my wife reached around and slapped his ass cheeks playfully. “That was really fun,” she said. “I hope you come back and we can do that again!”
 
   “Don’t worry,” Ted said, wiping his forehead. “I’ll be back.”
 
   Sure enough, he was a man of his word. Although my wife’s client base expanded into a group of more than a dozen regulars, her favorite “suitor” was always Ted. He comes by a few times a week to fuck Sydney, always going bare and shooting his stuff deep inside of her. Her lovers are required to use condoms, with the exception of me and Ted, and she explained that she felt it wouldn’t be right to require a condom now after bare backing Ted the first time.
 
   Personally I like the situation because when I’m making love to Sydney, I wonder whether she’s pregnant at that moment with Ted’s baby. My wife is on the birth control pill, but I know it’s not one hundred percent effective – heck, our first child was conceived when she was on the Pill – and I’m not really sure if Sydney having a black baby is something I fear or desire. Whatever the case, I’m still looking for a full-time job, and right now her old black suitor really brings home the bacon for Sydney and our family.
 
    
 
   HER BLACK PROFESSOR
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   Over the past summer, my wife decided she was going to go back to school and get her degree. We’re both in our late twenties and fairly established in our careers, but it would potentially help Kaylee advance at her company. It was also just for her personal enrichment. Four nights a week, I took care of the kids while Kaylee went to a university that’s about an hour from our home.
 
   At first, my wife seemed a little intimidated because she was ten years older than the other freshman. Soon, though, she made friends and had study partners for her classes. In one class in particular, she seemed very eager to attend. It was a philosophy class taught by an African professor by the name of Adegoke Achebe. The fellow was nearly fifty years old, but according to Kaylee all of the girls thought he was incredibly handsome. I noticed when we’d play a porn movie in bed, Kaylee started preferring to watch movies of white women having sex with older black guys. I asked whether she was fantasizing about fucking that African professor but she adamantly denied it. But I noticed she was far wetter and more excited than usual, no matter what she said.
 
   Suddenly one day I got a call from Heather, one of her classmates, asking if my wife was available. I thought it was strange because Kaylee had told me she was going out to study with Heather that night. Supposedly Kaylee was supposed to meet her for drinks that night after spending office hours with Professor Achebe. When I heard that part, I asked our neighbors to watch our children, jumped into my truck, and I drove off to the college.
 
   Upon my arrival, I learned where Professor Achebe’s office was located. It was in a separate building from the main psychology building, and the place was darkly lit and rather dusty. When I arrived at his office, I heard Kaylee’s voice through the door.
 
   The window on the door had dark green glass, so I couldn’t see anything through it at all. But I did notice that the old office door was a bit smaller than the frame, so I leaned forward and peered through the crack. I saw nearly half the room. There was a tall black man, no doubt Professor Achebe, wearing slacks and an unbuttoned dress shirt which exposed his ripped chest. My wife’s shirt was off though she still had her bra on, and she was backing away as he kissed her neck.
 
   “No, Addy,” my wife said half-heartedly, her face looking up at the ceiling, her neck angled to permit his kisses. “I’m a married woman. I can’t do this with you.” The professor just laughed and kissed the other side of her neck.
 
   “Most of the women I sleep with have husbands or boyfriends. That is no impediment to a modern woman. This is about a healthy man and a healthy woman with needs.”
 
   “I don’t want to hurt my husband,” Kaylee said.
 
   “This has nothing to do with your husband,” the professor said, his hands fondling my wife’s ass cheeks through her blue jeans. “You’ve never had the pleasure of bedding a black man. You deserve to experience that. He will never know.”
 
   Kaylee paused, then said, “My husband uses condoms. I’m not on the Pill. Do you have one?”
 
   “It’s okay,” he said. “I’ll pull out.”
 
   I was shocked, realizing that Kaylee was going to allow this to happen. Professor Achebe unbuckled his belt and his slacks dropped to the floor. He was wearing just a pair of boxers now, with a large bulge in the front. Kaylee dropped to her knees, pulled down the waistband and freed his turgid erection. My wife’s eyes bulged at her prize.
 
   Although I’d expected a large cock, it was over eight inches long, quite veiny and very thick, with a large purple head at the end. “Oh, my God,” she said. “The girls weren’t kidding about you!”
 
   My wife put her head forward and took his large head into her mouth. I sawher cheeks puckering and I knew she was licking and swirling that magical tongue of hers while she looked into his eyes. My wife had one hand pumping his lower shaft, another playing with his balls as she fellated him. The black professor leaned back, moaning as he enjoyed the blowjob.
 
   “Okay honey,” he said. “Now I want to fuck you on my desk.” Kaylee stood up, wiggled out of her jeans and panties, and she bent over his desk. This fifty-something black professor walked up behind Kaylee, grabbed her ass cheeks, and placed the head of that cock right at her anus.
 
   “No!” Kaylee said as she stood up. “I don’t even let my husband do that, not even with his tiny little four inch micropenis! I’m sure as hell not taking a real cock in my ass!”
 
   Professor Achebe laughed. “I was just playing with you. Relax baby and bend back over.” She complied and this time he aimed his cock right at my wife’s warm, moist vagina, pushing himself nearly halfway inside.
 
   “Oh, damn! Shit! That feels really good!” My wife moved her hips slowly in rhythm as he slid back and forth, slowly inserting more and more of his manhood. “Fuck me, Addy! Fuck me with that huge black cock of yours!”
 
   The black professor was pounding into her with deep thrusts, nearly pulling out his whole black cock before slamming in back inside of her. Every so often he’d take his right hand, let go of her ass cheek and smack it really hard. Kaylee whimpered and moaned the whole time, making sounds I’d only heard her make during her climax. I wondered if that’s what was happening, if this black man was giving her a long string of orgasms. 
 
   The professor started speaking in a foreign language. He spoke in a deep voice, and my wife’s moans grew louder. “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming again,” she cried. “I’m coming so fucking hard, Addy!” The professor gripped her waist and pulled her violently against him, pushing hard, that black cock going impossibly deep into my wife. He grunted deeply and I saw his taint squeezing, those mighty balls contracting, his penis twisting ever so slightly at the base as he saturated my wife’s womb with his sperm. Kaylee stood up, still impaled from behind on his thick rod. Her black lover’s hands massaged her stomach and tits as she leaned back, and turned to kiss him.
 
   Right then I realized it would be a good idea to get out of the building before I got caught. I left the building, got back into my truck and drove back to our home. I got inside our house and I masturbated while recalling the amazing scene I’d witnessed. When Kaylee finally returned home a couple hours later, she acted as if nothing at all happened. My wife simply stated she’d been out studying late with her friend Heather, she was tired, and she wanted to go to bed.
 
   I’m still debating whether I should confront Kaylee about what I saw in her professor’s office. It’s only been a couple of weeks since it happened, but I’m wondering whether she will miss her period. I know she’d never have an abortion, so we may be welcoming a black baby into our household. I hope I’m wrong about that! 
 
    
 
   HER BLACK BASEBALL PLAYER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I’m I speaking to Dylan?” I couldn’t recognize the guy’s voice but his voice sounded black.
 
   “Speaking. May I ask who I’m speaking to?”
 
   “Yeah, this is Jhalil Samuels. You know who I am, right?”
 
   Of course I knew that name. He was the star player for the Black Stallions, our city’s minor league baseball team. The Stallions are a farm team for one of the major MLB franchises, and big league players sometimes play on the Stallions while injured. One guy who came down was Jhalil Samuels, a former first-round draft pick who got injured and was put on the Stallions temporarily while rehabbing. My wife Hannah, a pretty thirty-three year old, was working for a property management corporation doing their marketing and promotions. The company purchased the Black Stallions a couple of years ago, and they asked my wife to assist in marketing the team to the community.
 
   Instead of going to the office every day, Hannah was now spending most of her days out with the team and at the stadium, wearing a cute little baseball uniform and her hair up in ponytail, topped off with a baseball cap. Hannah loved watching the games, especially with all of those sexy young athletic guys – she calls them the “boys.”
 
   “Your wife and I have some real chemistry,” Jhalil said. “I’d like to have a sexual relationship with her. Hannah said that I should ask you if it’s okay.”
 
   At first I was shocked, but as we talked I realized it was something I’d always fantasized about and I figured this might be a great opportunity. Although I was a bit surprised that Hannah hadn’t asked me first, I figured it was fine. I told him that my wife had my permission to sleep with him.
 
   That evening during dinner, I mentioned to Hannah that I’d gotten a phone call from Jhalil. Her mouth dropped open and she said Jhalil had been hitting on her pretty hard. Although she was very attracted to him, she explained that she’s a married woman. When Jhalil was persistent, at one point she told him to call her husband and see if he’d be okay with it. It was more of a joke, though – she never thought he would actually phone me!
 
   When I explained to Hannah that I’d given Khalil my blessing to sleep with her, she was totally shocked. But by the end of dinner, I could tell she was thinking about sleeping with the sexy black baseball player with the multi-million-dollar contract.
 
   A few nights later, Jhalil invited my wife to have dinner at a ritzy restaurant in the city. Before she left, Hannah packed toiletries and a change of clothes, so I wasn’t surprised when she called after dinner to let me know that she’d be staying the night at Jhalil’s condo. When she returned home the next morning, we made love while Hannah related all the dirty details.
 
   Jhalil drove Hannah in his Cadillac Escalade to his condo in the city. The guy had a 12,000 square foot home on the 24th floor of a downtown tower. After they shared some drinks, the two of them went to the bedroom. They started by lying down on the bed, kissing wildly with their clothes on. His hands ran all over Hannah’s body, and she really loved that. Soon Jhalil removed my wife’s blouse and bra. When he removed his clothes, he was sporting the biggest cock my wife had ever seen – it was nearly a foot long and as thick around as her wrist, uncircumcised with a big purple head at the end. “I want to feel that inside of me,” Hannah said, removing her skirt and panties. “I want to feel completely full inside.”
 
   Hannah looked deeply into her black lover’s eyes as he lined up that big cock at her eager entrance. She was incredibly wet for him, she said. They kissed as he slowly pushed his black monster inside of my wife’s cunt. Even though she was wetter than ever, his manhood was so large that it took him a few strokes to get it fully inside. The young baseball player began thrusting violently, pounding her at a tremendous pace. Hannah’s arms were wrapped around his muscular black body as she received what was easily the greatest pleasure in her life.
 
   Although Hannah had experienced cocks larger than mine in college, she’d never experienced the feeling of anything quite so big. My wife was hunching up her groin to receive his mighty weapon, and she wrapped her ankles around his waist. Jhalil slipped a hand down to her crotch, diddling her clit with his finger. She was in ecstasy, moaning and groaning loudly, whimpering and crying as he gave her orgasm after orgasm.
 
   My wife said her back was arching, her head thrown back as she rolled through climax after climax. Hannah couldn’t help but tell him how amazing his cock felt and how he made her feel like a woman.
 
   Jhalil straightened his arms, lifting himself up, and my wife looked down between her legs, admiring the beauty of that magnificent black cock pulling all the way out, then thrusting mightily back in. Hannah heard the sounds of her wet pussy slurping as he took his pleasure, and she loved the contrast of his dark black muscular frame against her soft white body. Hannah rode through another powerful orgasm when Jhalil blasted his semen inside her.
 
   After some cuddling, my wife moved down to Jhalil’s cock and began to suck him. She seldom does that for me, but Hannah told me that the sheer size of his cock gave her the desire to pleasure him with her mouth. It didn’t take long before her black lover was hard again. The two of them had sex four more times that night in a bunch of different positions. And then in morning, they shared one last session in the shower before Jhalil called for a taxi to take her home.
 
   As I listened, I loved every bit of her story except when she allowed him to come inside of her. I had a vasectomy after our second child was born and Hannah wasn’t using a thing for protection. I knew she’d never get an abortion, so we couldn’t afford to take that risk. Hannah just rubbed her hand slowly on my chest, smiled and said she’s not worried about that. She said she’d read a story online that Jhalil has two baby mamas and each receives over $100,000 per year in child support, so we’d be fine if that happened, but she’d make him use condoms from now on if I insisted. I thought about it, then told Hannah I trusted her judgment and would support her in whatever she wants to do.
 
   Over the last two months, my wife has been sleeping with Jhalil at least three times a week. Sometimes my wife stays the night at his condo, sometimes they have sex in a vehicle, and sometimes he comes to our house at night after the kids are in bed. When he leaves, I always jump in bed with Hannah and slip my little penis inside of her wet, swollen cunt. I love the slick, oily feeling of his semen lubricating her velvety love nest. I honestly feel no fear or jealousy, just happiness knowing how much pleasure my wife is getting and the excitement of knowing her fertile womb is being filled with the seed of such an amazing man. We’ve talked thoroughly about the possibility that she might get pregnant, and we’re both excited about it. If that happens, I will raise the child as if it’s my own.
 
   This weekend Jhalil is taking Hannah on a two week long vacation at a resort in the Virgin Islands. I can’t wait to hear the dirty details when Hannah returns!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE IS DOING INTERRACIAL PORN 
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   One evening, while sitting around the table, we were looking at our bills. My wife Abigail had been laid off from her high-paying job at an investment company and couldn’t find comparable work. She’d always made more money than I did and I really couldn’t easily make extra money to make up the deficit. My wife’s unemployment compensation was about to run out. The two of us were discussing how to keep the roof over our heads.
 
   “You know, Nick,” Abigail said jokingly, “maybe we should listen to Tony and I should go into porn.”
 
   We have a friend who runs a porno company in California. At one point he suggested that my wife try working in porn because it pays even better than her job at the investment firm. Abigail is in her late twenties with a pretty face and a body that turns heads, even though she’s had two children. At the time, pornography wasn’t something she’d have considered, but desperate times were calling for desperate measures.
 
   “I mean, honey, I’m not working now,” Abigail said. “I could fly out there, film some porn movies, and come back home with the money. Tony said I could make over $100,000 a year doing it. In the meantime, I can keep looking for work back home.”
 
   We discussed the idea, and we agreed that she should give Tony a call. Tony told my wife that he’d love to have her out there. He told her that his company does exclusively interracial scenes, meaning black men with white women like Abigail. Tony said she’d earn $1200 for a typical scene, $2000 for an anal scene, and $5000 for a double penetration scene. He further said that the popular girls work about ten scenes per month. He guaranteed my wife ten scenes if she would fly out there for a month, and Abigail could see whether she liked it or not. Sadly, it was an offer that we couldn’t refuse. My wife got a plane ticket and she flew out there the next weekend.
 
   Tony gave me a complimentary login and password to their interracial porn website. About a week later, Abigail’s first adult movie appeared on their site. After our kids were asleep, I locked the bedroom door and streamed the video onto our HDTV. My wife was sitting on a black leather couch in an open-concept house. You could hear a guy asking her questions.
 
   “My name is Summer Beach,” Abigail said. “I’m twenty-seven and I’m married with two kids.” My wife  was wearing a green blouse and jeans. Abby said she was from the Midwest and this was her first time making a film. My wife said she’d never have sex with a black guy before. When the guy asked what the biggest cock she’d ever felt was, Abby said she’d experienced a couple of seven inch cocks back in college. When asked about her hubby, my wife crinkled her face. “My husband’s penis is pretty small.” Abby held up a couple fingers. “He claims he’s five inches long but it’s more like four, really. And it’s not very thick, either. Sometimes I can’t tell when he’s inside me. The only way I know we’re having sex is because I feel his hips moving against me. Yeah. My husband is pretty good at eating my pussy but I’m more interested in getting a good, hard fuck.”
 
   Then I saw her eyes look behind, to the side of the camera. Two black guys then walked onto the scene, one on either side of my wife. Both guys were fully naked, tall and muscular. The black man on the left was Jamal, a dark-skinned black man with a huge cock, far bigger and thicker flaccid than my penis is erect. The dude on the right was called Kevin, and he was lighter skinned and nowhere near as big as Jamal. I’d estimate he was six or seven inches long.
 
   Abigail got down on her knees and put a hand on each guy’s cock. My wife would lick and suck on one, then turn her attention back to the other man. In just a matter of minutes, both of the men were fully erect, though the huge dick did not fully stand up straight – it only went sideways. My wife stood up and the two guys removed her blouse and bra. When Abby dropped her blue jeans, she was wearing a pair of white panties.
 
   My wife began kissing Jamal wildly, one hand around his back and the other holding his cock below, her body dry humping against him while she moaned, that black cock pressed up against her belly as Kevin kissed her neck from behind and fondled her creamy white legs and ass.
 
   Jamal removed her panties and laid my wife down on the couch. The camera then showed his massive member laying on top of her belly, really emphasizing just how deep that black monster would go inside of her. Abby, for her part, sucked on the white guy’s smaller. My wife let the cock out of her mouth for a moment. “Put that cock inside me,” Abby begged Jamal. “Please let me feel that huge dick inside of me.” 
 
   The black guy lined his monster up at her tight entrance and slowly, inch by inch, began to push it inside of her. Abby moaned loudly, despite her mouth being filled with dick. Once Jamal’s humungous dick was nearly all the way inside of her, she let Kevin’s dick go. “Oh, God,” she said. “That black dick feels so good. I’ve never had a dick like inside of me.”
 
   “You like that, bitch?” Jamal asked, his cock thrusting rapidly inside of her.
 
   “Oh, shit, yes, baby.”
 
   Jamal leaned down and he kissed my wife passionately. Abby moaned as he pounded her white cunt. They broke off their kissing and Jamal rose up. I saw that my wife’s breasts and neck were bright red, flush from her clear arousal. “Your dick feels so good inside of me, baby. I love getting fucked by you!”
 
   Abby was always quiet in bed when we made love, but I hoped she was just acting for the camera. My wife resumed sucking on Kevin’s dick.
 
   After a few minutes, the three of them changed positions. Jamal wasn’t fully hard any more, and Abby sucked him until he was erect. Then Jamal layed down on the couch, and Abby got on top of him, riding him in the cowgirl position. My wife moaned as she took his dick inside of her.
 
   “This feels like heaven,” Abby said, leaning forward and slowly riding him. Then Kevin got behind my wife, his white dick all lubed up, and he lined it up with her ass. “Go slow,” Abby said, grimacing as Kevin slowly pressed his dick inside of my wife. Jamal held Abby’s hips as the white guy buried his dick balls-deep inside of my wife. Slowly, the two of them pumped inside of her.
 
   “Oh, fuck, that feels so good,” Abby moaned, nearly out of breath. “That feels so intense. My cunt is filled and my asshole, too. I had no idea sex could be this amazing!” The three of them moved in a rhythm together. “Oh, God, I’m coming!” Abby was nearly crying as she moaned through a powerful orgasm. Abby experienced two more orgasms before they finished.
 
   I had hoped they’d fill both of her holes with cream, but they disentangled beforehand. Hannah kneeled next to the couch, tugging on the black guy’s cock as he blasted Abigail’s face with huge blasts of semen. One of the blasts hit my wife in the eye. Abby managed to keep smiling, though squinting, her face looked like a glazed donut.
 
   Abigail turned her attention to the white guy’s dick and sucked it. Only moments before, Kevin’s cock had been inside her asshole, and that surprised me. Kevin’s cock exploded and blasted my wife’s face with even more semen. Abby smiled at the camera and waved as the scene ended.
 
   During the following three months, Abby filmed more than thirty movies. Most of the flicks were double penetration scenes, and quite a few of them involved gang bangs. Every one of them involved black guys. Abby returned home every other weekend, and we had the hottest sex of our married lives during those times. My wife said she loves how my small penis fits so easily inside of her during anal sex, and she praises my oral skills, saying I eat her out better than any porn star.
 
   Everything changed, though, when she found a new job in the investment field paying nearly what she’d made at her prior position. My wife is now retired from the adult movie industry, but we have enough memories (and movies) to last us a lifetime.
 
   It appears that we have another memento from her industry, too. Abby hasn’t had her period since she returned home. My wife was taking so many guys with no condoms, and she wasn’t using birth control. Most of the guys didn’t cum inside of her, but quite a few of them did. I’d gotten a vasectomy after our second child, so we knew that if she’s pregnant it won’t be my baby, and it’s almost certainly black. Abby is nervous and afraid to take a pregnancy test, but we’re going to know the truth pretty soon whether she likes it or not.
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   * * *
 
   “Bye honey, I have to go,” Emily said. Our son was already in the SUV, eager to go to his little league game. My wife gave me a kiss on the cheek and ran out to the vehicle. I was staying home working while she went to our son’s game.
 
   Emily had attended all of our son’s games that season. My wife even dressed the part, putting on makeup and perfume, and wearing a sexy baseball uniform. Although Emily was 32 years old and had two kids, my wife could easily pass for being in her mid-twenties. She has a great body that really filled the uniform in an amazing way, and she has long curly blonde hair that I adore. For some reason, although she hates sports, Emily seemed very excited to go to my son’s games that year. 
 
   A couple hours later, around the time I would have expected Emily to arrive home, I received a call from her. I answered it but her voice was distant, and it sounded like she was talking with somebody else.
 
   “You know, Cliff,” Emily said with a sultry voice, “I’ve been waiting all season to do this with you. You’re just so sexy!”
 
   This totally shocked me. I knew that Cliff was the little league coach. The guy had been a highly-regarded pitcher during college, but then he ruined his pitching arm. According to the moms of the boys, Cliff kept in great shape with a trim, muscular body.
 
   “Please keep this to yourself,” he said. “I don’t want the other mothers knowing about this.”
 
   I jumped inside my car and drove toward the field. My cell phone automatically connected to the car’s Bluetooth, and soon the audio of their encounter played over my car’s speakers.
 
   “Wow, that thing is huge, baby.” Emily’s voice sounded excited.
 
   “I’m a black guy, baby. You ever done a black guy?”
 
   “Yeah, a couple times in college,” she replied. “But they weren’t anywhere near as big as you. Your cock is enormous!”
 
   I was surprised by her words. She’d told me she’d only slept with one guy in college before me, and that was her high school boyfriend.
 
   I heard rustling and sighing sounds, and then my wife began moaning. “It feels so good, baby.”
 
   “Damn, it’s all the way inside your pussy,” Cliff said. “Most women can’t take it all. I love having my whole shaft covered with tight, white pussy.”
 
   Both of them breathed hard as they grunted and moaned. They were fucking like rabbits for a good twenty minutes.
 
   “Oh, shit, Cliff. Oh, God, I’m coming!” My wife cried out in orgasm three times. With me, the most I’ve ever made Emily come was a single time in a session. When I’d hear her climax, I’d lose control and blow my wad. 
 
   As I drove into the baseball field, I saw that my wife’s SUV was still there, parked near a large white van. I parked my car a good thirty spots away, then I brought my phone with me toward the van. As I neared it, I saw that it was rocking. I walked up to the back window and it was covered by a curtain, but I managed to see a little in the middle of the curtain. I could see a bed in the back of the van, and Cliff’s black ass was up in the air between Emily’s creamy white legs. She was moving with each of his thrusts.
 
   “Oh, fuck, bitch!” Cliff said in a deep voice. “I’m gonna cum, bitch!”
 
   My wife’s arms pulled him toward her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles. My wife was preventing him from pulling out.
 
   “Aargh!” Cliff groaned, pushing inside as deep as possible.
 
   “I’m coming, too, baby,” my wife whimpered. She moaned loudly as she climaxed.
 
   Finally, my wife released her legs. Cliff rolled off of her and lay next to my wife, breathing heavily. His black dick was still fully erect and shined with their juices. A stream of white liquid oozed out of my wife’s used love box.
 
   “Damn, bitch, you said I had to pull out but you didn’t let me.”
 
   “That’s okay, baby,” Emily said. “Taking your sperm inside of me was the best part.”
 
   Cliff squinted his eyes. “Are you on the Pill?”
 
   “No, but I like the risk sex,” she replied. “I’ve always been that way. You know, I’ve had sex with other men my entire marriage. Even when I got pregnant with our kids.”
 
   “Yeah, but I’m a black man. What will happen if you give birth to a black baby? How are you gonna explain that to him?”
 
   Their conversation had me very aroused. I looked around, and it looked like nobody had seen me. I ended the call, returned to my car and drove home.
 
   When my wife came home an hour later, I immediately tried to get her in bed. Emily was surprised and said she needed to shower first, but I pulled her straight to our bed. My wife was very animated as I ate out her pussy, and I couldn’t help but notice there were white globs of semen inside cunt and flecks of semen in her pussy hair. I tasted her black lover’s come and it wasn’t bad, a little nutty and salty. Then I slipped my penis inside, not lasting long before I added my load to her creamy cunt. After I finished, I rolled over next to her and kissed her passionately.
 
   “Damn, what has gotten into you, honey?” Emily asked. What she didn’t know is that it wasn’t what had gotten into me, but what had gotten into her tight little box, that had gotten me so excited!
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   * * *
 
   Hi, my name is Rachel. I sometimes go out with my friends Brittany and Jessica, for a girls’ night out. We are all married with children thirty-somethings, and we try to go out once a month to have fun. The last time did it, things were crazy and I thought you’d want to hear my story.
 
   The three of us went to a cute little restaurant downtown that specializes in sushi. We sat at the bar and talked about our lives – you know, work, kids and husbands. While sipping on martinis, a few college guys approached us. The one who approached me was a handsome black man. I really loved the scent  of his cologne. The guy said his name was Damion. As we talked, I could tell instantly that there was strong chemistry between us. I’d had a couple of drinks by then, so I was a little drunk.
 
   My friends had already sent their guys away, telling them they were married, while I was still chatting with mine. The crotch of my panties were wet and I was seriously considering making out with this guy.
 
   “You know Rachel, my husband is out of town this weekend,” Jessica said. “If you’re too drunk to drive home tonight, you can stay in the guest room of my house.” Then she turned to Damion, saying, “We have a king-size bed in the guest room. It’s big enough for both of you if you need a place.”
 
   “Well, I sure don’t want to drive drunk,” Damion said. “That would be very wrong, you know.” He winked. “I think we should share the bed.” I agreed. I called home to let my husband Chris know I was crashing at Jessica’s house.
 
   Damion and I drove our cars to Jessica’s home. Once we got into the guest room, things heated up fast. As we kissed, I felt his powerful erection straining against his blue jeans. He dropped his pants and I reached down into his boxers, finding a nice eight-inch cock as thick as my wrist. His cock was only a couple of inches longer than my husband’s penis, but it was just so much thicker. It felt like hardened steel covered with a layer of velvety soft skin, and the purplish black color was simply intoxicating. I stroked his cock with my hand while kissed me.
 
   I removed Damion’s shirt and asked him to lay down on the guest room bed. He complied and now his huge black dick was standing straight up at me. I leaned down, licking and kissing my way down the pole, with my hands on his hips as I took his cock inside of my mouth. He put his hands behind my head, running his fingers in my hair and holding my head as I sucked on his thick dick.
 
   That cock was just too big to pleasure with just my mouth. I moved a hand to the base of his shaft, the other to his balls, and proceeded to provide him with the best oral sex I could muster. After a few minutes, he was on the edge of coming. I sped up the pace as I felt his balls tensing up in his nut sack, and they jerked and contracted as he blasted my mouth with his sperm.
 
   I smiled and swallowed. “That was delicious.”
 
   “Now let me lick your cunt,” Damion said.
 
   I laid on the bed and spread out my creamy white legs. Damion put his face between my legs and licked my white pussy, swirling his pink tongue around my clitoris. The black stud inserted a finger inside me, then a second, as he continued licking. My pussy tightened as I moaned in pleasure. I felt an incredible feeling of pleasure in my loins, and it spread up and down my back then enveloped my entire body.
 
   “Give it to me, Damion! I want that black cock inside me!”
 
   The black stud positioned himself between my white legs. I grabbed his thick cock and aimed it at my wet entrance. He pushed himself in, an inch at a time. I wrapped my arms around his broad shoulders and kissed him as he pistoned his dick inside. The sheer size of his organ felt amazing, and just the excitement of being with a new guy – let alone a black guy who was ten years younger – it was all just so erotic. I lifted my legs up against him as he powered his dick inside of me.
 
   I’d never had an orgasm without somebody touching my clitoris before, but now I could feel it approaching. This cock was so big and thick that it was totally bringing me off.
 
   “Keep going, honey,” I moaned. “My pussy is going to come. You’re dick feels so right in me. I love it, baby! I love it, I love it, I love it!”
 
   Damion quickened his pace. His breathing was faster and I knew he was about to climax. Suddenly, I felt a blast of pleasure course through my entire body. I groaned out in ecstasy. “Oh, fuck, Damion! Fuck!”
 
    Just as I came, my black lover grunted and pushed that huge cock as far inside as it could possibly go. I felt his cock pulsating, twitching as he delivered his load of virile sperm deep inside of my pussy.
 
   Damion rolled off of me, and we kissed for a few minutes. He told me he needed to get back to campus, and he quickly got up, dressed and left.
 
   That was the only time I ever saw Damion. However, that encounter ended up being the best thing that ever happened to me. I regained my desire for sex, and my husband was very grateful. It’s been a while now and I’m eager to have another amazing sexual experience. But Jessica and Brittany are saying it’s my turn to cover for them with their husbands, and they want to spend a little secret sexy time with new lovers. I guess it’s only fair. Until my next hookup, I have some incredible memories to keep me sexually excited!
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   * * *
 
   “Hey Daniel, check this out,” my wife Stephanie said. “You won’t believe how much they’re paying.” She was laying in bed next to me with her iPad. She was looking at an email she’d gotten from the Afterglow Ranch, a legal brothel in Nevada not too far from California. I’d heard about those brothels on a TV show. The woman in the email said they’d noticed my wife’s pictures online and she could make a lot of money as a prostitute. Hundreds of dollars a day, maybe even thousands, they claimed.
 
   That didn’t surprise me. Even at twenty-seven years old and having given birth, my Stephanie still had a great body. My wife sports a nice pair of c-cup breasts, a toned waist, and a nice bubble butt. So, of course there’d be men who’d like to sleep with her. 
 
   “I know you’re a proud man,” Stephanie said. “But you’re unemployed and you’ve been out of work for months. We’re out of money and out of time. I mean, we have kids to feed.” She ran a hand down my chest and pouted her lips. “What do you say, honey? Just until you find work?”
 
   Honestly, I had mixed feelings about my wife working as a whore. I’d always fantasized about her having sex with other guys, but I wasn’t sure if I really wanted her doing that. But then, what she’d said was true. I’d been out of work for some time and my unemployment compensation wasn’t high enough to cover our expenses. If she could make as much as they said, I figured she would bring in over $100,000 per year working at the brothel. Despite my reservations, I agreed to her proposal.  
 
   Soon my wife flew out to Nevada and moved in with a couple other girls who worked at the Afterglow Ranch. Stephanie spent most of her time there, but she flew back home to visit us every other weekend. The cash she was banking really made it worthwhile. My wife was getting fucked by anywhere from two to ten men in a day, sometimes even more. Some of the men only wanted a blowjob, and some just wanted to talk. But the vast majority of the johns wanted full intercourse. Stephanie claimed they always used condoms, though, which was the law.
 
   I decided to surprise Stephanie one weekend. I left our children with my parents, hopped on a plane to Las Vegas and drove a rental car to the brothel. When I arrived, they treated me well and I met Carol, the owner of the place. Carol was in her sixties and looked pretty butch and had gravelly voice, but she was very pleasant and spoke highly of Stephanie. She said my wife was one of the most popular girls they had.
 
   “Do you want to see her in action?” Carol asked. I said yes, of course, so she took me into a back room. A guy was sitting in a chair in front of a bunch of monitors, watching the action in all of the brothel’s playrooms.
 
   “The safety of our girls is critical,” she said. “Your wife is in there right now.” Carol pointed at a screen. Sure enough, I saw Stephanie on the screen wearing just a red bra and panties, sitting on the bed with a middle-aged, dark-skinned black dude wearing a pair of gray shorts. The black guy wasn’t in good shape and had a large stomach. “That guy is Maurice. He’s in love with your wife, thinks she’s his girl. He’s what we call a suitor.”
 
   “What’s a suitor?” I asked.
 
   “A suitor is a guy who spends a lot of money on a girl, courting her like she’s his girlfriend. They give jewelry, perfume, money. A suitor wants to be her only man, or think he’s her only man. Of course, the girls have many suitors.” Carol then instructed the guy sitting in the chair to broadcast Stephanie on the big screen, and he pressed a button.
 
   On the big screen, I saw Maurice kissing my wife’s neck. Her eyes were closed, her head craned back as she received his kisses. The black man’s hands roamed all over my wife’s back.
 
   “Turn up the volume,” Carol said.
 
   “I love your cock, Maury,” Stephanie said sultrily, reaching into the guy’s shorts and tugging his boner. I couldn’t believe how clearly we heard them. The brothel must have had a microphone over the bed. “I love big cocks, baby. They feel really good inside my pussy.”
 
   “Yes, she does,” Carol said with a laugh, looking at the screen. Then she turned to me. “Stephanie said she’d never had a large cock before she worked for us. Now she’s been with a variety of men, and she knows what she’d been missing.”
 
   I turned back toward the screen. My wife was using her mouth and hands to roll a condom onto the black man’s cock. The thing was huge. That cock had to be a foot long and nearly as thick as a soda can.
 
   “Damn,” I said. “I doubt my average-sized penis will satisfy her anymore.”
 
   Carol smirked. “I doubt a small-to-average cock ever did. Even if it did, it won’t be enough after having babies. Giving birth really expands it out. Stephanie needs a larger cock just to feel much of anything anymore.”
 
   My wife was down on her hand and knees. Maurice held her ass cheeks in his paws. He gave her a playful spank before pushing his cock inside of her.
 
   “Ooohhh, baby,” my wife groaned, her face melting with pleasure as he pushed his cock farther inside, stroke after stroke. Finally he was all the way inside and she moaned like crazy, her breasts bouncing back and forth as her body rocked with each thrust. I saw her slip a hand down between her legs, diddling her clitoris. “Oh God, baby, I’m coming,” she said, her voice shaking as she orgasmed.
 
   Maurice slapped my wife’s butt and said, “lay down on your back.” My wife did as she was told, and she spread her legs for him. The black guy moved on top of her, that big stomach of his resting against her belly. As he fucked her, he leaned down and the two of them kissed wildly.
 
   “She really loves that,” Carol told me. “Not only does Maurice have a decent-sized dick, but that belly of his rubs her clitty just right.”
 
   I’m afraid Carol was right about that. As the black guy thundered his cock relentlessly inside of Stephanie’s cunt, she cried out in orgasm over and over. I knew she wasn’t faking them because I saw her legs drop to the mattress each time, and she’d push up her groin against him. I knew from experience that those were signs of her climax. 
 
   “Damn, baby,” Maurice said. “Oh shit, oh shit, I’m coming!” His thick black ass cheeks clenched and I saw his big testicles ride up as he climaxed inside of Stephanie. Finally he rolled off and they kissed. Not long after, my wife donned a red robe and she walked with Maurice out of the playroom. I heard them walking down the hallway. When Stephanie got to the front of the brothel and saw me, her eyes lit up. “Danny!” My wife threw her arms around me. “It’s such a surprise, honey!”
 
   My wife showed me the bar and the front section of the brothel, but then she had to return to work. The next man who arrived was a tall, muscular black guy. Carol said this black guy was a professional basketball player, and he also packed a large cock. I asked if I could watch again but she said no, that was a one-time deal. “I don’t want to interfere with her work.”
 
   I left the brothel and didn’t see Stephanie until late that night, after her shift had ended. We talked for a while, but then she had to stay the night inside the brothel without any visitors. I returned home.
 
   Happily, I landed a great job just a few months later. And, although it violated the rules, my wife managed to maintain her business from our house. Maurice and a handful of her regulars have been flying to our house and spending sexy time with my wife. Stephanie charges the same amount as she did at the brothel. The clients are happy that she’s working under the table because now they don’t need to use condoms with her.  A few of her regulars told their friends, and now her prostitution business is growing nicely. I’ve been tempted to put a camera and microphone into our bedroom so I can watch Stephanie getting pleasured by her clients. Maybe I will!
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   * * *
 
   I’m a twenty-seven year old named Olivia, and I’m a married mother of two kids. I have a great marriage, but after having children I found my sex drive dropped a lot. Part of the decline was probably due to me gaining forty pounds that I hadn’t managed to lose.
 
   Luke, my husband, suggested we become members at a local gym. When I signed up, they suggested I might want to hire a personal trainer to help me exercise and to keep me on course. That sounded like a good idea, so I went ahead and did that.
 
   I couldn’t believe my eyes when I met my trainer. The guy was handsome and sexy, and I was totally into him immediately. He said his name was Darryl. He was a black man with bright white teeth and an awesome body. He wore shorts and a cropped t-shirt that displayed his great abs, as well his tattoos. Darryl could tell I was attracted to him, but we managed to keep the conversation professional. He showed me how to use the equipment at the gym, and how to make proper movements when I’d exercise. Sometimes he’d place his hands on my hips when I was trying a movement, and he’d lean in close against me. I would get so wet from his scent and the feel of his touch. 
 
   In just a few months, I lost all of my extra fat. My weight wasn’t all the way down but I’d gained a lot of muscle and tone, and I felt and looked like I was in the best shape of my life. I suddenly felt sexy again. Luke and I started having sex more frequently, but the chemistry between my black trainer and me was just undeniable. I hate to admit it, but I often fantasized about sleeping with Darryl when I was with Luke.
 
   Then one night, when I was about to leave the gym, Darryl approached me. He confessed that he was totally attracted to me physically. He understood that I was married, but he wanted us to enjoy a physical relationship. I was stunned by his honesty, and I admitted that I was attracted to him as well. Pulling out my phone, I called Luke and told him I’d be home late. Then I got in my car and followed Darryl’s car to his apartment.
 
   At his house, Darryl asked me if I’d like a cocktail. I was excited to be with Darryl but also nervous, so I asked for a double shot of tequila with lime. Darryl sipped on some Hennessy while I drank my tequila, and soon I was buzzing. We went to his bedroom, which was actually quite clean for a bachelor. He leaned in and kissed me. I felt his hands roam over my ass, across my thighs, and then up my back. I hugged him close, inhaling his scent and cologne. I felt the large bulge in his shorts pressing against me and I knew this man was well-hung. I grabbed his shorts on either side, pulled them down his legs, and freed that huge black cock. The thing was a monster, eight or nine inches long and incredibly thick. It was semi-erect and growing, pointing menacingly at me. I gently placed my hands around it, and it felt warm and inviting. 
 
   I knelt down in front of my black Adonis, as if worshipping his body, and lowered my mouth onto his cock head. This was something I seldom did with my husband. A blowjob seemed like something a nice married woman wouldn’t do, but I felt so sexy and free with Darryl. I swirled my tongue around his head, and twisted my head during each movement to create a corkscrew effect in my mouth. Darryl  put his hands on my head, pulling me toward him, encouraging me to take more. I could only take so much, though, so I jerk his shaft with one hand and massaged his sack with the other as I sucked his cock.
 
   Suddenly, Darryl growled and pulled my head firmly against him. I felt his testicles jerking as his thick black shaft twitched inside my mouth, firing rope after warm sticky rope into my mouth. I kept massaging his nut sack, licking the underside of his head as he fired his seed. I looked straight into his eyes, smiling as I licked my lips and then swallowed his gift.
 
   “Now lay back on the bed,” Darryl ordered. I complied, my legs spread wide for him. The black stud gave a quick couple of licks on my cunt, then he moved up on me and aimed his black monster right at my most vulnerable place. Like a burglar breaking into a home, he pushed his weapon deep inside of me. He was so much thicker than my husband, it was frankly no contest, and I felt the most amazing pleasure from him. With every thrust the black man pushed deeper, relentlessly drilling down into my cunt.
 
   I suddenly realized I should have asked him to use a condom. My husband Luke had a vasectomy after our second child was born, so I wasn’t using any birth control. But that flicker of concern was killed by his amazing cock. It was stimulating my g-spot, and really all parts of my pussy that had never been touched before. In less than a minute, I’d started to come.
 
   Darryl and I switched into the cowgirl position, and then to doggy. In every position he hit different places inside. This sex wasn’t just better than what I did with Luke, it was an entirely different experience. Darryl’s black skin against my white body was such a turn on, and that was part of the reason he could so easily give me a series of orgasms.
 
   In the missionary position, my black lover kissed me. Darryl was an amazing kisser, and that big cock of his filled me fully, thrusting in and out relentlessly.
 
   Soon Darryl grimaced, then he grunted and arched his back as he came, shooting millions of African sperm inside right to the heart of my unprotected womb.
 
   When I got home that night, Luke and I made love. When my husband slipped his little white penis inside, he commented that I seemed wetter than usual, and I felt a little loose. But he was so happy that I was excited for sex, and admitted afterward that it was our best sex in years. The next morning I called my doctor about taking the Pill again. Luckily, I didn’t get pregnant from that first encounter, and we’ve had many sessions since that time.
 
   I’d recommend a black personal trainer for every woman out there. It’s not just about getting in shape, it’s about having experiences that enrich your life. Darryl didn’t just help me lose the weight, he helped my marriage by jump starting our love life! 
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   * * *
 
   “I think I’ve found somebody,” Lauren said. My wife was running her fingers up my chest as we lay in bed.
 
   Lauren and I were both in our mid-twenties. We’d both been raised in the Catholic Church and we’d married in the Church, too. For years we’d discussed allowing Lauren to take a lover but she’d said that there wasn’t anyone else she wanted to sleep with.
 
   Obviously that had changed.
 
   “His name is Danez,” Lauren said. “He’s been hitting on me for months but I’ve told him no. But he’s very handsome, strong and sexy, and I’d like to date him. And one of the girls in the office dated him and says that he has a big one. I’ve always wanted to date a black guy.”
 
   “He’s black?” I wasn’t expecting that.
 
   “Yes, Ryan, he’s black.” She gave me a strange look. “Isn’t that okay?”
 
   “Of course it is, honey. His race doesn’t matter.” My cock had already been stirring from our sexy discussion but it turned rock hard when I heard that the guy was black.
 
   Earlier that week, my wife had surprised Danez by accepting a date with him. After getting my blessing they went out as a couple. Soon they were going out three or four times a week while I would stay at home waiting anxiously for my wife to return home. When she’d arrive, her clothes and makeup would be messed up. I would ravish her used body, enjoying sloppy seconds after her black lover had been there. While we made love, Lauren would tell me all the dirty little details from her date with Danez while I was eating her out, which would always get me hot and hard. Lauren said that his cock was long and thick, and she really enjoyed the feeling of having such a large cock filling her. She claimed that sex with Danez was easily the best sex of her life. I was so excited to hear her tales that I wouldn’t last long, adding my own meager load to her soupy snatch. Sometimes she would just give me a blowjob or handjob while telling me about her dates, and I would squirt off all over her hands. 
 
   But her relationship with Danez wasn’t just about sex. They were very close as a couple, and she even met his family. They told her family that she was separated from her husband and in the process of getting divorced. She had formed a close relationship with Danez’s mother and sister, and they treated her as part of their family. I found it especially erotic knowing that they weren’t just sexual partners but also full boyfriend and girlfriend.
 
   Then something happened that changed the whole cozy relationship. Lauren started feeling nauseated. After a couple of days of this, we started to get suspicious. She took a pregnancy test and, sure enough, a baby was on the way. I had assumed the child was mine, but Lauren wasn’t sure. She pointed out that Danez was cumming inside of her about three or four times a week, while I was cumming inside of her only one every week or two. We found out that, during the second trimester, we could do paternity testing at the same time as the amniocentesis. When the results came back, we learned that Lauren was carrying a healthy black baby boy.
 
   I discussed the situation with Lauren and she discussed it with Danez. We decided that Danez and I would share Lauren, that we would both be her husbands. I told my family that I’d learned that Lauren was cheating with a black guy and the baby was his, so we were divorcing. It was a pretty simple situation, actually. We filed uncontested divorce paperwork and we managed to get it approved and through the court in just a matter of months. Not long after the baby was born, Danez married her in a civil ceremony. Lauren’s family didn’t attend the wedding, of course. What my family didn’t know is that I was part of the wedding, attending in place of Lauren’s father, and I gave her away to Danez.
 
   Of course, I continued to be her real husband in the eyes of the Catholic Church. I’m her husband in God’s eyes and Danez is just her legal husband. Lauren refers to both of us as her “husbands.” Although my name is on the baby’s birth certificate as the father and I’m paying her child support, the baby has Danez’s last name and my family doesn’t have any contact with the boy. After giving me a baby, Lauren said, she now wanted to give Danez a child.
 
   Lauren moved into Danez’s one-bedroom apartment in the city, but they’re hoping to move into a bigger apartment soon to accommodate their growing family. You see, Lauren is pregnant again. Luckily, though, we know who the father is. Lauren only has bare back sex with Danez. Ever since the wedding, I’ve been having sex with my wife about once every two weeks, always with a condom. Now that she’s pregnant, I can have bare sex with her again. And there’s even better news – I won’t need to use them in the future, either. Lauren is pregnant with a girl, and she’s getting her tubes tied when the baby is born. With both a boy and a girl, we all feel that our family is complete. Now Danez and I can both ride her bareback without any worry of pregnancy.
 
   I think our family is a model for black and white relations. We’ve found a way to live together and to share resources in a fair and equitable way. Lauren loves having two husbands, one black and one white, to share her life with but also to share in the finances and discipline of our children. Between child support and helping them pay for their rent, it’s not easy for me but I love my new, blended family. I think it’s the family of the future!
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   * * *
 
   Earlier this year, my wife and I decided to vacation for a week at a ski resort. I’m not the world’s greatest skier but I’ve skied since I was a teenager. Ava had never skied but she was eager to learn. The resort we selected is known for great ski instructors, so we decided to give it a try. We signed Ava up for one day of ski classes.
 
   I was all ready to hit the lifts when my wife met with her new ski instructor. I saw the guy who would be teaching her and he wasn’t what I’d been expecting. He was a tall, muscular black man covered in tattoos. He introduced himself as Ray-Ray. Though the guy was totally professional, I could tell from the way he checked out my wife that he found her attractive. And frankly, that didn’t surprise me. Ava is a very attractive woman. Although my wife doesn’t have large breasts, she has a trim and athletic body with a pretty face, and her long curly black hair reaches down to her shoulders.
 
   What surprised me was that Ava looked every bit as attracted to him, and she even flirted with him. In the past, she’d always claimed that she wasn’t attracted to black guys.
 
   I tried to focus on skiing, but the whole time I was on the lift riding up the mountain, I couldn’t help but look over at the bunny hills. I saw Ray-Ray standing behind my wife, holding her pretty white body against his while he showed her how to stand. Ava was smiling, clearly enjoying the attention of this sexy black man. When the two of them rode up the mountain, he’d stand right next to her, talking as they held onto the rope. Later during the day I saw them sitting together in the resort sipping on hot chocolate.
 
   When I met up with Ava for dinner, she told me she’d had a great time. I noticed, though, that she seemed dreamy and distracted. Later that night, while in bed, I learned what was going on with my wife.
 
   “Aiden,” she said, “would it be okay with you if I spent some time alone with Ray-Ray?”
 
   “You already have,” I replied.
 
   “No, that’s not what I mean…” She ran a hand up my chest. “I think Ray-Ray is incredibly attractive and he likes me, too. You’ve always liked those movies where the wife has sex with another guy, so I was wondering if it’d be okay with you if I spent the night with Ray-Ray.”
 
   I felt shocked, not expecting that from her. But we had a mature conversation about it and I agreed that she could sleep with Ray-Ray while we’re at the resort. Ava agreed that her sexy time with Ray-Ray wouldn’t result in her making love less frequently with me. And since we use condoms for birth control, I asked her to use condoms with Ray-Ray.
 
   She hesitated. “I actually mentioned condoms and Ray-Ray said that he never uses them. And his cock is pretty big. I’m sure your rubbers wouldn’t fit him. And he said he’s been tested and he’s clean.”
 
   “But you’re not on the birth control pill,” I said. “What if you got pregnant?”
 
   “Don’t worry,” she replied. “I will ask Ray-Ray to pull out before he finishes.”
 
   That night, Ava and I had some of the hottest sex of our married lives. She was wetter than I’d ever felt her before. I normally would coat the condom with lube before intercourse, but we didn’t have any need for it that night. Both of us were both fantasizing about Ava getting royally fucked by her handsome bad boy black paramour. My wife came twice before I ejaculated into the rubber.
 
   The next morning, when we were getting out of bed, my wife got a text from Ray-Ray. Supposedly he wanted my wife to stop by his room for mimosas before breakfast. When she told me about the message, I gathered that she was asking me if it would be okay. I told her it was fine, I would get breakfast alone and then I’d ski while she spent time with Ray-Ray.
 
   Ava quickly hopped into the shower, put on a sexy see-through bra and panties, threw on blue jeans and a blouse, and dashed out of the room.
 
   I didn’t see the Ava at all that morning. At one point I called her phone but she never responded. A little before noon, I went back to our room to change and head out for lunch. When I got there, I found a “DO NOT DISTURB” sign hanging on the door handle. Through the door, I heard Ava giggling.
 
   “Oh yeah, bitch, just like that,” Ray-Ray said, groaning. I distinctly heard slurping sounds. “I like that thing you do with your tongue. I bet your husband likes that.”
 
   “I seldom give him blowjobs,” my wife replied. Then I heard the slurping and Ray-Ray’s moaning resume.
 
   “All right, baby, that’s enough of that,” Ray-Ray said. “Bend your ass over on the bed.”
 
   I looked around to make sure nobody saw that I was eavesdropping, then I put my ear against our room door. I heard the bed squeaking and my wife moaning in pleasure.
 
   “That feels so fucking good, Ray-Ray. Your big cock is so fucking good.”
 
   “You like that better than fucking your husband?”
 
   “Oh, God, it feels so much better,” she said, moaning. I could hear his body slapping against her ass cheeks. “I can barely feel his little penis inside me. Your cock is just perfect, Ray-Ray. That cock really fills me up. My pussy is so fucking wet for you.”
 
   “I love that tight white pussy, baby. You’re so fucking tight.” He was fucking my wife faster now, and his breathing was becoming faster and harder. “I’m fucking close to shooting my nut.”
 
   “Do it, baby,” my wife pleaded. “Shoot your cum inside of me, Ray-Ray. I want to feel that big black cock shooting inside of me.”
 
   “Ummmghhh,” the black stud groaned loudly. My wife was moaning as he grunted, no doubt firing rope after rope of sperm deep inside my wife’s fertile womb. I heard him breathing loudly, and he started laughing. “Shit, bitch, I really filled your cunt up that time. Look at that come pouring out. A ton of it rolled out and it’s still dribbling down your legs.”
 
   “Really?” she said. “Oh dang, it’s getting all over the sheets. Would you grab a towel from the bathroom?”
 
    At that point, I decided to leave them alone and return to skiing. I finally met up with my wife for dinner. She had a contented, well-fucked look on her face. She said that her black ski instructor had fucked her three times that day and he wanted her to spend the night with her tonight. I reminded her that she wasn’t supposed to neglect me for him. She said she wouldn’t, but asked if it would be okay to spend the night with him. Reluctantly, I agreed.
 
   Ava kept her word. We made love every day for the remainder of our ski trip. In addition to her time with me, she was also fucking Ray-Ray two or three times a day. I never brought up what I’d heard going on in our room, and she never mentioned that she allowed Ray-Ray to shoot his semen inside her. But the thought of her getting fucked expertly by that well-hung black athlete drove me wild with lust, and I could only last a few minutes before my balls would explode, blasting the condom’s reservoir with my seed.
 
   We’ve been home a few weeks now and we’re both totally satisfied after our vacation at the ski resort. The two of us have memories that will last us a lifetime. Ava learned how to ski and also learned the incredible pleasures of interracial sex. One development, though, is that Ava’s period is a couple of weeks late. We both know my wife would never have an abortion, and she’s really worried what people will think if she were to give birth to a black baby. I’m worried, too, but also excited about the possibility. I just can’t keep my hands off of Ava these days, I’m so horny! 
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   * * *
 
   My name is Jackson. A few weeks ago, Madelyn finally convinced me to hire someone to repaint some of the rooms in our house. She called a painter who was recommended by a friend of hers. When the guy arrived, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. The painter was a tall, dark-skinned black man by the name of Darnell. The guy was very professional as he explained everything to Madelyn, but I could tell that she found him very attractive. I must admit, the guy was handsome and well-built with broad shoulders. He wore overalls with paint splatters, but he wasn’t wearing a shirt underneath and it showed off his incredible physique. Darnell said he’d charge $1500 to do the three rooms.
 
    “What do you think, honey?” she asked. I replied that the price seemed a little high to me, and I suggested that we get a second quote.
 
   “The price is fine, Jackson,” she said. “You get what you pay for. My friend Cheyenne says he’s very talented and thorough, and he did a great job in her bedroom.”
 
   Cheyenne was single and had a thing for black guys, and I wondered if Shy was talking about his painting skills or his sexual talents. But I agreed that if Madelyn wanted to hire Darnell, I was fine with that. He would get the job done that week starting Monday. Since Madelyn works from home, she’d be there to supervise him.
 
   That Monday morning, I noticed that my wife put on a sexy bra and matching panties, and she put on some nice perfume. When I left the neighborhood on the way to work, I saw Darnell driving up into our neighborhood in his truck. I decided I should probably stick around and watch to see what was going on. I called in sick to work using my cell phone, drove around town for a half hour, and then returned back to my neighborhood. I made sure to park a few doors down, then I walked up to the back door of my home. In our bedroom window, I heard voices and saw some shadows moving.
 
   Sneaking into the house, I quietly walked up the stairs to our bedroom door. It was open just a crack and I looked inside. My wife was standing right next to Darnell. The black guy wasn’t wearing his overalls this time, just a nice clean button-up shirt and jeans. Madelyn’s shirt was off but she still had on her red bra and jeans. Darnell was fully clothed as they embraced.
 
   “I’ve always had a thing for white girls,” he said.
 
   “Cheyenne gave you a very nice review,” my wife said. “She said you have a huge cock and you really know how to use it.”
 
   “Yeah,” Darnell replied, nodding. “I love you married white bitches. You’re just down to fuck a guy with a big cock.” He reached down, unbuttoned my wife’s jeans.
 
   “You prefer married women?” Madelyn shimmied out of her jeans, exposing her see-through red panties.
 
   “Oh, definitely,” he said, running his hands all up and down my wife’s body. “I don’t need to worry about them expecting a commitment. And the best thing is I don’t need to worry about birth control.”
 
   Madelyn unbuttoned his shirt and took it off. Then she unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans and removed his pants. He was wearing white briefs with a massive bulge up front. Her eyes grew large when she saw that.
 
   “Damn, Shy didn’t exaggerate. You’ve got a huge cock!” She grasped his waistband, pulled down his briefs and freed his dick. That thing was at least eight inches long and thick as a beer bottle.
 
   “God, I love it!” My wife pumped the base of his cock with her hand and lowered her mouth onto his cock. She’s an incredible cocksucker and I knew she was flittering her tongue all over his head. Darnell seemed to enjoy that, running a hand through my wife’s hair and moaning as she blew him.
 
   “Lay down, bitch,” he said. They laid down together and kissed with Darnell on top of her. Her dainty white hands held his powerful broad shoulders against her, and her legs wrapped around his waist. His cock wasn’t inside her yet, but was against her crotch, rubbing against her clit as he dry humped her. This went on for a good minute before he leaned back, lined up his cock at her entrance, spit on his cock to wet it, then pressed it inside of her slit.
 
   “Damn, Darnell,” my wife said, her breathing fast and her eyes wide. “Take it slow, baby. Your cock is so big!” She breathed out deeply. “Shit, baby! I’ve never been so full!”
 
   “You got a nice tight cunt,” he said, pounded her hard. Madelyn groaned as he thundered inside her pussy. “Fuckin’ your nice, white pussy.”
 
   Madelyn was moaning, nearly crying in pleasure. “It feels so good!” My wife slipped a hand between her legs and diddled her clit with a circular motion. “I’m coming!”
 
   Darnell brought my wife off three times before he finally reached his own climax. His back arched as he groaned. I saw his balls riding up, his taint and sack tensing repeatedly as his cock pumped Madelyn’s pussy with his sperm. She was smiling, then she kissed him passionately as they basked in the sexual afterglow.
 
   At that point, I sneaked my way out of the house, jumped in my car and drove around town until it was time to arrive at home. When I showed up, Madelyn greeted me with a huge smile, a bounce in her step, and a contented look to her. She pointed out what a great paint job Darnell had done. I replied that the painting was amazing, but I wanted to know if the black stud was as good as Cheyenne had suggested. She gave me a startled look, blushed, and then smiled. “Even better!”
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   * * *
 
    “This will be so much fun, Mason,” my wife Emily said to me as she put in her earrings. “I just can’t wait to see all my old classmates again.”
 
   My wife was excited to go to her ten year high school reunion. At twenty-eight years old, Emily was still a beauty with a girlish figure – despite having given birth to our two kids. And she had a great job, too, working as a registered nurse at a nearby hospital.
 
   “I hope you have a blast, honey,” I said. “I wish I could go with you.”
 
   We’d been planning to attend the reunion all year. We’d gotten a room at a nice hotel in the city where a number of her old classmates were staying, not only for Friday (the night of the reunion) but for Saturday as well. However, our daughter felt sick and I needed to stay home with the kids for the weekend while my wife attended the reunion.
 
   Honestly, I didn’t mind skipping out of the event. I didn’t know those people – she did. The only thing that bothered  me was knowing that Tyrone would be there. There’d always been a strong attraction between Emily and Tyrone, but Emily’s parents didn’t allow them to date. Emily once confessed to me that her biggest regret in life was that she didn’t sleep with Tyrone when she had the opportunity.
 
   While Emily was in the bathroom getting dressed, I checked her toiletry bag. I was shocked to see that she’d packed her diaphragm for the weekend. I knew she’d be ovulating that weekend, and she’d need it if she were going to have sex. But was she planning on having sex with Tyrone or some other guy from the reunion? That’s when I realized she probably packed it into her bag days ago when we still believed I was going. Since she wouldn’t need her birth control, I removed her diaphragm case from her toiletry bag and put it in her dresser drawer where it belongs.
 
   Emily got in the car and drove out to the city. While she was gone, I made dinner for our kids. I was wondering what was going on at the reunion. Finally, long after the kids were asleep, just before 11 at night, my wife called me.
 
   “Hi, honey, I miss you!” Emily’s words were slurred and she’d obviously had a bit to drink. “I’m having a great time at the reunion. I had a great time catching up with a bunch of my old friends.”
 
   There were some female voices in the background giggling. I couldn’t make them all out, but I swear I heard one of them saying, “Did you tell him about Tyrone?” So I figured I would ask.
 
   “What about Tyrone?” I asked. “Did you see him?”
 
   “Oh yes, he’s here. And he’s looking reeaallyy good. He’s single and he was hitting on me. He asked if I would stop by his room tonight.”
 
   Emily just paused.
 
   “Okay,” I said. “What did you say to that?”
 
   “I said I’m a married woman and I really shouldn’t unless my husband says it’s okay.”
 
   Another pause.
 
   “So you’re asking me if I’ll approve of you sleeping with Tyrone?”
 
   “Well, no, I wasn’t asking that. I’m…  Are you saying that you’re okay with that?”
 
   I paused for a moment and thought about it. Although I felt jealous at the idea of it, I also found it a big turn on. “It’s up to you, honey.”
 
   “Really? You’ll let me spend some sexy time with Tyrone tonight?”
 
   “Yeah, that’s fine,” I said. “You can party with Tyrone. I just wish I were there to watch it happen. But it’s your reunion, honey. What happens at the reunion stays at the reunion.”
 
   “Oh, goody! Thank you so much. You’re the best hubby in the whole world!” I heard female voices talking in the background and more giggling. “I have to go, honey. We’ll talk tomorrow, okay?”
 
   When Emily hung up the phone, I realized that she was going to have sex with Tyrone. I also realized that I’d forgotten to mention condoms, and how I’d slipped her diaphragm out of her toiletry bag. I thought about calling her back, but then I realized that I should just let it go. She was an adult and I trusted her choices.
 
   About half an hour later, I got a call from Emily. I answered the phone but she wasn’t there. Obviously she’d pocket dialed me, and I could hear what was going on.
 
   “I’ve been waiting for over ten years to do this,” my wife said.
 
   “Me, too,” Tyrone said, his voice deep and black. I heard the sounds of clothing moving around, as well as kissing.
 
   “I want to taste your cock in my mouth,” Emily said. “Oh, my God!”
 
   “You like that, huh?”
 
   “Oh my God! Your cock is just huge! It looks like ten inches long and it’s so thick, like a coke can. And your skin is so black and muscular, baby. You have a perfect body. You must spend all your time in the gym.”
 
   At that point, I realized that Emily hadn’t pocked dialed me. She was describing everything in detail for my pleasure, and I really appreciated that.
 
   “Yeah, you like black cock?”
 
   “Mmmm, let me suck on that.” In between the sounds of Emily sucking, she was very vocal in describing what happened. My wife mentioned how hard it was to take his big cock down her throat, but she kept trying.
 
   Tyrone fucked my wife in doggy style, cowgirl, and then missionary. My wife described how amazing it felt to feel his thick cock inside her pussy, and how much better it felt than her husband’s tiny little penis. Honestly, my five inch penis is probably pretty average, but I found her words to be embarrassing but also exciting. She moaned and groaned loudly, and four times she cried out in orgasm. Finally, in the missionary position, Tyrone blasted Emily with his sperm. My wife described how she felt his cock getting even larger just before he came, how his cock twitched as he filled her. She claimed she could feel his warm semen splashing inside of her and then dripping out of her and down her leg.
 
   “I love you, Emily,” Tyrone said. “I’ve always loved you.”
 
   “I love you, too, Ty,” Emily replied. Then the phone call ended.
 
   My wife called me the following night. She said she’d slept with Tyrone three times already that day and she was planning to stay the night with him again. It was far and away the best sex she’d ever experienced, and Tyrone’s cock felt much better than mine. Not only could Tyrone get her off more times, but each orgasm was stronger. Although it felt a little painful to hear her words, I did appreciate hearing the truth and knowing she was having a great time at the hotel.
 
   They continued having sex until late Sunday when she drove home. After we put the kids to sleep, we went to bed. Emily pulled out her diaphragm case from the dresser, inserted it, and we made love. Her body was tired, her pussy loose and slick with her black lover’s semen, but she told me dirty details from her time with Tyrone and I was so excited that I soon shot my load into her well-used cunt.
 
   My wife said Tyrone only lives a couple of hours away from us and she’d like to see him regularly. We’re still working out how to do that, but we think it would be a fun way to spice up our love life. It certainly has so far!
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   * * *
 
   This past winter, I went on vacation with my wife Isabella at an all-inclusive resort in the Caribbean. I figured having everything paid would make the perfect get-away, allowing us to spend the whole time sipping on cocktails and hanging out. Isabella’s parents agreed to take the kids for the week, so just the two of us were able to hang out.
 
   Everything started great, relaxing in the pools and having a great time. But on the second day, Bella went to get a massage in the spa while I sat by the pool drinking Mai Tai’s. She was supposed to return in an hour and a half, so after a few hours I started to worry. Finally I rose up and went to the spa to find her.
 
   On the way, I passed by one of the bars. From the corner of my eye I saw Bella sitting there with a handsome black man. The guy had dark skin, hair in cornrows, and a muscular body. He wore only a pair of shorts, mirrored sunglasses and flip-flops. From what I saw, their conversation seemed flirty and I could tell by the way she was sitting that she was attracted to him.
 
    I walked over to the two of them. When Bella saw me, she seemed surprised. “Hi, honey. Jorell, this is my husband Connor. Connor, this is Jorell, my masseuse.”
 
   Jorell stood up, towering over me by nearly half a foot, and he grinned while giving me a firm handshake. “You are one lucky man,” he said in a thick accent. “You have beautiful wife.”
 
   I thank Jorell for his kind words, then he excused himself to get back to work. I sat down next to Bella at the bar and ordered a drink.
 
   “Jorell is such a great masseuse,” Bella said. I could tell that she was pretty drunk. “He’s amazing with his hands.”
 
   “Yeah, I’ll bet he is.”
 
   “What does that mean?”
 
   “I saw the way you were looking at Jorell. You want to sample his black cock.”
 
   “He’s a very sexy man, that’s true. But I wouldn’t cheat on you, honey.” Bella put her hand on my crotch. “I wouldn’t do anything you didn’t approve of.”
 
   That wording was strange. As we talked, I learned that Jorell told Bella that he enjoys sleeping with white women, especially married ones. They come to the island looking for exotic romance and he’s happy to grant their wish. According to him, some of the husbands allow their wives to have sex with other men while they’re on vacation.
 
   “Can you believe that?” Bella ran a hand up my inner thigh. “Some husbands give their wives the chance to sleep with a handsome Caribbean guy on vacation?”
 
   Sipping my drink, I felt my penis pressing hard against my shorts. My wife’s hand was on top of it, feeling my attraction.
 
   “Does that idea turn you on?” Bella asked. “You like the idea of sleeping with Jorell?”
 
   “That sounds very hot,” I said. “But you’re not on birth control.” After the birth of our first child, Bella stopped taking the Pill. We’d been using rubbers while deciding whether and when to have another baby. 
 
   “He would have to use a rubber, of course.” Bella started to play with my penis through my shorts. “So you’d be okay with it as long he used protection?”
 
   I told her I agreed. I learned that Jorell had invited my wife to his room that night, and she told him that she’d need to get permission. While I had dinner and listened to live music on the beach, my wife would have some sexy time with Jorell. Bella promised to come out to the beach and join me after they were done.
 
   Out on the beach, I ate some appetizers, the whole time thinking about my pretty white wife getting banged hard by her black lover. My little penis was rock hard and I had hold it against my using my waistband to prevent everyone else from noticing it. Eventually I headed back to our room to jerk off. We had a suite, so we were sharing a bathroom with the room next to us. I locked both doors, opened up a bottle of complimentary conditioner, and stroked my five inches of hard steel. I pictured Bella getting plowed by her black lover the whole time.
 
   I was approaching my climax when I heard voices in the hallway. I heard the metal lock on our room door turn, and then I heard people walking in.
 
   Quickly, I checked both door handles to make sure they were locked, then I turned off the light and stood motionless, holding my breath. The crack at the bottom of the door was more than an inch high, and I saw the shadows from their feet.
 
   “See, he’s not in here.” It was my wife’s voice. “Connor is out having dinner on the beach.”
 
   “That’s good,” Jorell said. “We put out the sign on the door, okay?”
 
   “The ‘do not disturb’ sign? Yes, let me get it.” A moment later, I heard the door open and close again, with the click from the loud locking mechanism. “All right, we’re all alone now!”
 
   I heard them kissing through the bathroom door. “Mmmm,” my wife moaned. “Your shoulders are so broad. Your body is just so muscular.”
 
   “You are beautiful,” Jorell replied. I heard more kissing, followed by the sound of a zipper dropping.
 
   “Oh my god!” my wife gasped, then she giggled. “It’s even bigger than I’d hoped! Damn, it’s twice as long as my husband’s little peashooter!”
 
   “It’s the black man’s cock,” Jorell replied.
 
   “Damn, I can barely fit my hand around it, it’s so thick! I don’t know if I can take all of this.” Then I heard sucking sounds and the black stud groaned softly. Bella giggled. “Even your balls are huge. God damn, you’re so sexy!”
 
   I felt incredibly aroused at the sounds I heard, and my little penis had never been so hard. Suddenly I remembered the full-length mirror on the back of the room door. I figured that if I could open the bathroom door just a crack, I could get a view of the action in the mirror. But I was scared I’d get caught, so I just listened and slowly stroked my penis.
 
   “Here’s a rubber,” my wife said. “I use them with my husband. You can use it if you want.”
 
   He laughed. “The cock is too big for that little rubber.”
 
   “I guess we’re going bareback, then,” my wife replied. 
 
   “I will lick the pussy first,” Jorell said.
 
   “You don’t need to when you have a cock like that,” Bella said. “I’m so wet for you, baby. I need to feel that big fucking cock inside of me.”
 
   I heard movement, and then the springs of the bed squeaking a bit. I heard my wife moaning. “Oh, fuck, Jorell. Oh, fuck! God damn does it feel good.”
 
   The bed began to squeak in a rhythm, and I figured they were having intercourse. At that point I figured it was worth the risk. I quietly unlocked the door and opened it just a crack. In the mirror, I saw Jorell’s powerful black frame on top of my wife’s delicate white body, her legs wrapped up in the air as he hammered her relentlessly with his cock. His big pair of black balls was hanging below. I watched for a moment, then ducked back inside the bathroom and resumed jerking off.
 
   “Your cock feels so fucking good,” my wife cooed. “So much better than my hubby’s little thing. Your cock is amazing. I feel so full with you inside. It’s hitting all the right spots, stimulating my whole fucking pussy.” Bella started moaning loudly and announced she was coming. When she did, I lost control. I was masturbating furiously as a fountain of spunklet drops dribbled out of my penis.
 
   “Here I come, bitch,” Jorell said, his breath heavy and halting. He groaned loudly and grunted over and over. I heard the two of them moaning and kissing.
 
   “Baby, that was easily the best sex I’ve ever experienced,” my wife said in a sexy voice. “I came four times just from intercourse, and we came at the same time once. You’re such an amazing lover.” I peeked into the mirror again and caught a glimpse of them right as his thick black cock slipped out of her box. As it did, gobs of white semen slithered out of her pussy and drooled down onto the bed sheets.
 
   I quietly closed and locked the bathroom door, then I turned out the lights. A few seconds later, I heard footsteps coming toward the bathroom. Somebody tried the door but it was locked.
 
   “Our suitemates must have forgotten and left the door locked.” It was my wife speaking from the bed, so Jorell was at the door. “It’s okay,” she said, “use the towel over there.”
 
   I was scared that I might be locked in the bathroom for a while, but after a few minutes they decided to get dressed and return to Jorell’s room. After they left, I waited a few minutes then went back to the beach. About an hour later, my wife showed up in a bikini with a well-fucked look on her face, and she sat next to me.
 
   “How was your time with Jorell?” I asked.
 
   She smiled. “It was great!” She kissed me on my cheek as I took her hand. “It was so fun just to be with somebody different, but sex is still the best with you, honey.”
 
   I kissed Bella wildly, then said, “I know it, baby.”
 
   INTERRACIAL LOVE ON A CRUISE SHIP
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   * * *
 
   My wife Kaylee and I were going on a four-day cruise from Tampa to Cozumel. We went with some friends of ours, Riley and Joe. Both couples had family members watching the kids, so we thought it would be a fun time to get some alone time, just the adults. We made sure to reserve adjoining rooms, too, ones up on the balcony with an ocean view.
 
   But we weren’t just looking forward to the cruise. Joe and I were also looking forward to getting alone time with our wives. My wife Kaylee is a beautiful blonde with shoulder-length hair, and she still has a great figure at twenty-six. Riley is thirty with shorter brown hair, and while she isn’t very buxom she’s still thin and attractive.  
 
   “Hey, Nick,” Joe said to me. “Riley was talking with Kaylee and they have an idea. Instead of us sharing the rooms as couples, how about the guys take a room and the girls take a room?”
 
   “I dunno,” I replied. “Why would we want to do that?”
 
   “Here’s what they’re suggesting. We agree that everybody is single for the duration of the cruise. They’re just two girls together on a cruise, and we’re just two guys. If we want to meet somebody and bring them back to the room, it’s fair game. Personally, I think it’s a great idea. I’d like to get some strange. Are you up for that?”
 
   At first I wasn’t sure what to say. I didn’t want Kaylee possibly sleeping with another guy, but I loved the idea of getting the chance to pick up women on the cruise. The ship was loaded with people and some of the women were quite pretty. And since Joe approved of the idea, I agreed. We put our baggage together in the same room and then went about the ship.
 
   At first, Joe and I hung around the ship just talking, drinking, and having a great time. Later on, we went for dinner. I noticed the girls sitting at a table with a couple of guys. The man sitting across from Riley was white, and the guy across from Kaylee was black. Both of the men were tall guys with broad shoulders with strong physiques. They were clearly flirting, so it was obvious that our wives had no trouble meeting guys.
 
   “Good for them, the little sluts,” Joe said. He said we’d try our luck at the bar later that night.
 
   As it turned out, we didn’t have much luck with the women at the bar. I guess we were a little rusty after being married for so many years. Plus, one of the rules was that we couldn’t take off our wedding rings. Although we told the women that our wives had an “understanding,” I don’t think they believed us.
 
   We headed back to our room around eleven. “Hey, look,” Joe said. Up ahead, under the moonlight, Kaylee was leaning back against the door of the girls’ room. Her black paramour was leaning over her, his powerful black frame dwarfing her tiny white body. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but she had her hands around his waist as she looked into his eyes. Finally, my wife took him by the hand and they walked inside the room. 
 
   “I’ll bet you Riley is in the other guy’s room,” Joe said. “Both of our wives are getting laid tonight.”
 
   “Yeah,” I replied. We opened the door to our room, dejected. Once inside, I was surprised we could hear the conversation in the girls’ room through the air duct.
 
   “Oh my, Durell!” my wife said. “Your cock is so big! How long is it?”
 
   “It’s ten-and-a-half inches in length, but I’ve never measured the girth.”
 
   “Damn, it’s so long and thick, much bigger than my husband’s penis. I don’t think I could take all of that in my mouth.”
 
   Joe’s eyes widened, and he smiled as we listened in.
 
   We heard sucking and slurping sounds, as well as Durell’s groans of pleasure. My wife is an excellent cocksucker, and I knew he was getting a real treat. We heard some movement a few minutes later, and then my wife moaned. “Oh yes, tight there,” she said. “A little to the left.” I figured he was eating her pussy.
 
   “All right, baby. It’s time for some black cock in that little white pussy.”
 
   “I’m so wet for you, Durell,” my wife cooed. “I’ve always wanted to feel a real man’s cock inside me.”
 
   I heard her moan as he inserted his black monster inside of my wife’s tight box. Joe excused himself to the bathroom to jerk off.
 
   “Damn, bitch, you fuckin’ tight! You’re fucking wet but so tight!”
 
   “You’re so big, baby! I’ve never felt anything like this before!”
 
   As they fucked, my wife kept praising his cock and how great a lover he was. Four times she cried out in orgasm, the last one simultaneously with Durell. When their little show was over, I went to the bathroom and masturbated. I was so hot that my penis squirted juice all the way across the sink.
 
   Over the next four days, that black stud Durell was fucking my bride all day and night. As Joe suspected, it turned out that Riley was getting well-fucked by her white lover, too. Riley mentioned to him that Kaylee had told her that sex with Durell was easily the best sex of her life, so much better than what she has with me. Joe and I didn’t get much luckier on the cruise, but on the last night Joe did manage to bed a drunk, very fat woman. The worst part about that was that he locked the door of our room, so I was locked out of my room all night!
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   * * *
 
   I’m Morgan. I want to tell you a story about when my husband Nick and I spent a long weekend on Ketteler Island, which is a remote island in South Carolina. We’d taken the ferry to the island on Thursday and we were staying at the inn on the south side of the island. This was our first vacation without our two kids, and we were hoping to spend the vacation working on a third. I’d charted my cycle and I knew I would ovulate that Saturday night.
 
   The two of us were expecting to spend a lot of time outdoors, but soon after we arrived at the island, a deep fog settled over us. We were staying at a beautiful inn, though, so we weren’t too unhappy about spending time indoors reading and relaxing.
 
   That night, while we were having dinner at the inn, I noticed two men at a table in the far corner staring at me. I’m a 2-year-old blonde haired, blue eyed woman, and I’ve been known to turn heads. Although I’ve gained ten or twenty pounds after the birth of our children, I believe it went to all the right places and I have a nice, womanly figure. It’s not unusual for me to turn heads and attract attention. Still, I thought it was unusual that those men were talking and looking in our direction.
 
   After we paid for our dinner, the two men came over to our table. The first man introduced himself as Orville and his friend as Sully.
 
   “Ma’am, are you familiar with Mr. Latrell Blackstone?” Orville asked.
 
   “Of course we’ve heard of him,” my husband said. “He’s that millionaire from the music industry who lives around here.” I nodded in agreement.
 
   “Billionaire,” Orville corrected. “Mr. Blackstone actually owns this island, and this small section is the only part of the island that is open to the public. He has a mansion on the far side.” He coughed, hesitated for a moment, and then continued. “The fog has caused us a number of problems. Mr. Blackstone has a private airport on the island but the fog makes it too dangerous to fly. Even the ferry is closed and it appears to be closed for days.” He leaned in, whispering. “To tell you the truth, I had arranged for some female companionship for Mr. Blackstone, but now he may be alone for the entire weekend. He’s quite unhappy.”
 
   “I’m sorry to hear that,” my husband said.
 
   “Mr. Blackstone has a strong preference for white women,” he said, looking in my direction. His friend behind him just nodded. “He loves blonde haired, blue eyed young ladies, such as you. The women who were going to spend time with him would have been paid $20,000 each. But given the dire situation, I’m sure Mr. Blackstone would be willing to pay $50,000.”
 
   Nick was offended. “Wait a second, are you suggesting that my wife--?”
 
   “Just a second, honey,” I said. “Surely if Mr. Blackstone can afford to pay $50,000, he can do $200,000. I mean, the man is a billionaire after all.”
 
   Orville grimaced. “You are a hard bargainer. Let me call and see.” He stepped away with his friend, turning his back to us as he made a call on his phone. While he did, Nick leaned across the table.
 
   “Are you crazy?” he said. “You’d spend the night with this black guy?”
 
   “He’s not just a black guy. He’s a famous, sexy billionaire. I’ve seen his pictures, honey. He works out and he’s totally hot for an older guy. And for $200,000? Seriously, can you think what we could do with that kind of money?”
 
   Nick looked unhappy. “I know, honey, but…”
 
   “You don’t think we should do this, even for $200,000? You would turn down $200,000?”
 
   Nick was conflicted, but ultimately he said, “I guess we shouldn’t refuse that kind of money.” 
 
   Orville turned around and stepped up to us. When he reached our table, he began to smile. “I have spoken to Mr. Blackstone and he agrees to $200,000. Is that a deal?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, smiling. Nick look conflicted again. “Right, honey?” Nick looked down towards his feet and nodded.
 
   “Please get your things,” Orville said. “You’ll be spending the weekend in Mr. Blackstone’s mansion on the other side of the island.”
 
   “The weekend?” Nick asked. “I thought it was just for the night?”
 
   Orville smiled wickedly. “Don’t be silly. Your wife will return on Sunday evening.”
 
   Nick and I put my bags into Orville’s van, then I kissed my husband goodbye and hopped inside. We drove us through a security gate and drove to the far side of the island. Although I couldn’t see much through the fog, when we pulled up next to the mansion I could see that the place was enormous and breathtaking. The two men took me to a bedroom where I was able to put my things away.
 
   
  
 

“Did you bring any lingerie?” Orville asked.
 
   I felt a little weird talking about that, but I replied, “Yes. I brought a sexy little babydoll and panties.”
 
   “Why don’t you put that on? Mr. Blackstone is in his bedroom and he’s waiting for you.”
 
   For some reason, I thought I would have been romanced a bit more. I don’t know, maybe dinner first – at least something! But I quickly changed into my lingerie and Orville walked me down the long stone hallway to the mansion’s master bedroom.
 
   “Come in,” I heard a deep black voice say.
 
   I opened the door. Standing before me, holding two glasses of champagne, was the famous Latrell Blackstone. He was shaved bald. His beard was gray on the bottom but complemented by a darker, salt and pepper mustache. He wore nothing but a pair of tiny blue underwear with a large bulge up front, obviously containing a giant cock. It was clear that Mr. Blackstone worked out a lot because his body looked amazing for a man in his late fifties.
 
   “Do you like champagne?” he asked.
 
   “I do,” I said. I took a champagne glass and sipped. “You’re a very sexy man, Mr. Blackstone.”
 
   “I’m told that your name is Morgan?”
 
   “Yes,” I said. “And you are Latrell?”
 
   “Call me Trell,” he said with a smile. “That’s what my friends call me.”
 
   We sat on the edge of the bed and talked about family and my interests, then about his ex-wife and his children, and how lonely he was. He kept filling our glasses, and it wasn’t long before I felt pretty drunk. Trell leaned in and kissed my neck. I couldn’t help but moan in response, loving the attention by this handsome, sexy billionaire. He removed my babydoll and kissed my breasts, massaging them with his hands and sucking my nipples until they were hard and pointy. My pussy was swollen, eager for this sexy man, and I was incredibly wet (partly because I was ovulating). When that thought crossed my mind, I knew I needed to say something.
 
   “I’m not on the birth control pill,” I said, laying down on my back. “I’m actually ovulating right now. My husband and I were going to try for a baby this vacation, so if you don’t want to make me pregnant, you may want to use a condom.”
 
   “That’s okay,” he said, gripping the waistband on my panties. “I’ll take my chances.” I lifted my hips up from the bed and he quickly removed them. He lowered his mouth to my groin and I felt his warm breath on my cunt. He was obviously a talented pussy licker. He teased me, slowly kissing and licking my pussy and using the flat of his tongue on my clit. He was largely avoiding my clit, teasing me until I couldn’t take it anymore. He put in a couple of fingers, penetrating me and massaging my g-spot. He put me through a few orgasms that way. At that point I figured he’d stop, but he kissed my inner thighs and down my legs, taking his time. When he got back to my clit, I immediately began climaxing again. He put me through a dozen more orgasms that way!
 
   Trell stood up, his huge cock straining against his tiny underwear. He took them off and offered his cock to my face. That thing was easily twice my husband’s four-and-a-half incher, and it was incredibly thick as well. I’d always been proud that I could take my husband’s entire little penis in my mouth, but Trell’s cock was an absolute monster by comparison. I could only fit the head in my mouth. I played with his balls in one hand, stroking the shaft with the other hand. I tried to pleasure his cock head with my mouth but I had no experience with a real man’s cock. After a couple minutes, Trell had me lay back on the bed.
 
   The billionaire lined up his thick, black weapon at my tiny white slit. As he began to press himself inside, I held my breath, experiencing such an intense and totally foreign pleasure. He kept pressing, inch after inch, and I nearly cried at the pleasure. To say that Trell’s mighty sword felt different than my husband’s little switchblade would be such a dramatic understatement! My white pussy finally felt full, the way it was meant to be, like a glove finally filled by a hand. Trell leaned down and kissed me passionately as his huge member plunged inside of me, his huge balls slapping my ass.
 
   I’m not sure if I was experiencing orgasm after orgasm, or maybe just one rolling orgasm, but regardless it was the greatest sexual pleasure I could ever imagine with this handsome, strong, sexy black billionaire. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and begged him to fill me with his seed. Finally, after a good twenty minutes, his barrel unloaded and blasted his seed inside my fertile womb. I felt my uterus fluttering, dipping down to suck up and receive his sperm, as my body did everything in its power to have this amazing man’s baby. I was certain that I was being impregnated, that one of his millions of virile sperm would surely find my eagerly awaiting egg.
 
   Trell used me again a few hours later. We cuddled together throughout the night. In the morning we had sex again, this time doggy style in his huge steamy shower, with my face and hands pressed against a huge thick plane of glass. Over the weekend we had meals together, interspersed with hot sex. By the time Trell sent me back to my husband on Sunday night, I’d had probably a hundred orgasms and I was totally sexually exhausted. I explained to my husband that I couldn’t give him sloppy seconds that day, I was just too sore. The next day, though, I did my wifely duty and allowed Nick to pleasure himself inside of me. And on Tuesday, true to his word, Trell wired the money into our bank account.
 
   That was five weeks ago. I hadn’t had my period and finally I decided to do a pregnancy test. Happily, it showed that I’m pregnant with our third child. Nick seems a little concerned about the situation. I don’t blame him, honestly. Although I had sex with him that Monday night, my cunt was positively awash with Trell’s sperm. We’re going to use the $200,000 to pay off our mortgage, and that will free up enough money to pay for raising Trell’s baby. I’ve never been so happy!
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   * * *
 
   I’m Aiden, and I met Lily back when we were in college. I now work as an engineer and she works at the local public radio station. When we found out I couldn’t have my own children, Lily was devastated. She’s a liberal-minded twenty-seven-year-old attractive blonde, and she’d always wanted to have kids her whole life. Although she wanted us to have a baby of our own, she’d talked about adopting kids from Africa, too. I suggested we try to combine the two ideas.
 
   “What do you mean, Aiden?” my wife asked. “Combine the two things?”
 
   Lily has a good friend named Chloe who lives in the neighborhood next to ours. There’s a woman who lives a couple doors down from her named Kendra, a white woman who has four black kids all by different men. One of her baby daddies is a guy named Rashad and, according to Chloe, he is incredibly sexy and handsome with a muscular body and total swagger. Rashad is officially is the father of eight kids, but the rumor is that the real number is nearly thirty. In addition, the guy has served two felony sentences in the state prison. Although Lily claims she’s not into bad boys, I always suspected that she probably wanted them sexually but was repressed.
 
   My wife was hesitant at first, but she agreed to meet him. When Rashad came to our house, he totally looked like a dangerous thug. His jeans were hanging too low and he wore expensive shoes and a rap shirt. But still, I could tell that my prim and proper NPR wife was totally into this black man. The energy was simply crackling, and I could tell by her body movements that she wanted him. We had some shots and it wasn’t long before he danced with Lily, his hands all over her ass. They started kissing in front of me, and at that point I knew it was going down.
 
   “Would it be okay if I show Rashad our bedroom?” Lily asked coyly.
 
   “Of course!” I replied. She took him by the hand and led him up the stairs. I followed behind them and listened through the bedroom door.
 
   “Fuck, bitch, you gonna like this big black cock. You ever fucked a black man before?”
 
   “No, I haven’t.”
 
   “Yeah, well you gonna like this, bitch. Go ahead! Suck on my cock!”
 
   A few moments later, I heard my wife say, “Oh, god, it’s huge!”
 
   “Yeah, baby, that’s a black cock.”
 
   “I thought that was just, you know, a racial stereotype.”
 
   Rashad laughed. “I’ll give you a stereotype. Put that white mouth of yours on my black dick and suck it.” I soon heard moaning. “Yeaaaah, bitch. That’s right… Suck that dick nice and good. Suck on my black cock. Tell me how you like it, bitch.”
 
   “I love your cock,” my wife cooed.
 
   “You love my big black cock. Say it, bitch. Big black cock.”
 
   “Big black cock.” I heard Lily sucking and slurping on his cock.
 
   “All right, you fucking white whore. Bend over the fucking bed.”
 
   I opened the door a crack. I saw my wife with her pants around her ankles, bent down over the bed with her shirt still on. Rashad indeed had an enormous cock, nearly a foot long, and he was moving the head around my wife’s vagina, trying to find the opening and slip it in. He found it and pushed himself inside. Gripping Lily’s hips, he started pounding her very fast and hard.
 
   “Oh, God,” Lily cried. “It’s so good. It’s so… It feels so good inside me.”
 
   “So FUCKING good, you white bitch.” He smacked her ass cheek hard. “My black cock feels so fucking good. Say it, you fucking whore.”
 
   “Your black dick feels so fucking good! It’s just amazing.” Lily was breathing hard and moaning loudly. Her hand was on her clit, rubbing it. “Oh, God, I’m gonna come!” She did cried out in orgasm three times before he finally shot his load inside of her. I saw his balls tighten and clench as he pushed balls deep inside Lily, flooding my wife with sperm. 
 
   From that time forward, Rashad has been coming two or three times a night to fuck my wife. I only watched them once, but I often listen to the sounds of them fucking. My wife is always quiet and reserved in bed with me, but she was so loud with Rashad. Lily said she didn’t want to hurt my feelings, but the sex Rashad gave her was life changing.
 
   The two of them had sex for six months before we suspected something was wrong. After that long without a pregnancy, I suggested they should go in for fertility testing. And that’s when Rashad admitted to us that he had a vasectomy after the birth of his last kid. Lily and I were both pretty pissed that he’d misled us, but he said he knew another black man who would love to have sex with a pretty white girl like Lily and knock her up. The guy’s name is Vernon. He’s currently serving a ten year sentence for multiple felonies, but he’s set to be released in two months. As a result of being incarcerated, Vernon had plenty of time to work out, and the photos show that he’s got an incredible body.
 
   Lily has seen Vernon’s pictures, as well as photos of his children by other white women, and she’s excited to start on her next black lover. I can’t wait for him to get released! In the mean time, she is still having sex with Rashad just for the pleasure. It won’t be long before her belly swells with a black baby! 
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   * * *
 
   “I found this,” I said, holding the letter out to my wife twenty-nine-year-old wife Amelia.
 
   It was a letter from another man, Terry, and he was clearly a lover of hers. When she saw it, she knew that she’d been caught.
 
   “I don’t want to hurt you, Nate,” she said. “I don’t want you to worry about the paternity of our children or to think that I don’t love you.”
 
   Although I felt like I’d been punched in the gut, I wasn’t angry at her. In fact, I found myself aroused at the thought of her having sex with another guy. “I just want to know the truth.”
 
   Realizing that she was caught, she admitted everything. A couple of months after our wedding, she began her first affair with a neighbor of ours who lived down the hallway in our apartment complex. That affair went on for a year and a half before we moved out, as Amelia was pregnant and bought a house. After our son was born, Amelia went back to work and soon started an affair with Terry, a co-worker of hers. About two years later, she gave birth to our daughter and I got a vasectomy. We’d always used condoms during the fertile part of her cycle, and I thought that I simply hadn’t been careful enough those times.
 
   “But I really love you, honey,” Amelia said. “You don’t know how much I’ve given up for you. I even gave up my best lover for you.”
 
   My wife explained that a couple years after our daughter was born she began a relationship with a sexy black man named Efrem. According to her, the guy was very handsome, had a huge black cock and he really knew how to use it. “Sex with Efrem was easily the best of my life. Every time with him was amazing and I had the most powerful orgasms.”
 
   Tearfully, she explained why she gave him up. Although I’d been willing to use condoms, her lovers were not so accommodating. Although she wasn’t trying to get pregnant, Amelia was clear that she’d never consider an abortion. While her earlier lovers were white like me, Efrem was a dark-skinned man of African blood and if she got pregnant with his child, I would surely know that it wasn’t mine. Although he agreed to pull out of her, sometimes her would forget and shoot his load inside of her. When she had a pregnancy scare, she knew that she was risking her marriage and told Efrem that they had to end it.
 
   I felt my cock stiffen at the thought of her having sex with a sexy black guy, but I knew it wasn’t the right response at the moment. So I held her close and told her that I wasn’t angry at her. I understood that she didn’t mean to hurt me, and that she had given up a lot for me. But I let her know that she had nothing to fear. I explained to her that if she didn’t need to sneak around. If she were to get pregnant by her lover, I would raise the child as my own.
 
   Amelia was a little surprised but we discussed everything and we came to an understanding. She still had Efrem’s phone number and she gave him a call. It had been six months since they broke up but as they talked on the phone, it was like no time had passed at all. He still lived a couple towns over, working at the plant, and he was single. She explained to him that her husband was now aware of her extracurricular activities and approved of it. Then she invited him to come over that night for some sexy time, and he agreed.
 
   When Efrem arrived at the house, her took my breath away. He had to be 6’4 at least, with dark black skin, broad shoulders and huge muscles. He also had a handsome face. When Amelia came out of the bedroom in her babydoll and panties, the two of them embraced and began kissing wildly. My little white penis was rock hard as I watched them groping madly before she walked him to our bedroom.
 
   Amelia unzipped his pants and began sucking on his cock. She wasn’t exaggerating – the guy was hung like a horse. She kept her eyes on me as she sucked on the head of his huge cock, her dainty white hands tugging on the shaft and caressing his mighty black ball sack.
 
   Efrem fucked my wife for the better part of an hour, giving her powerful orgasms and making her scream in pure bliss. Just seeing her white body wrapped around his strong black frame had me excited, but watching her experience the otherworldly pleasure that he gave her sent me over the edge. I was standing against the wall rapidly stroking my little peener, and I soon shot my load onto the floor. Efrem came inside of my wife twice, and each time she came simultaneously with him. When he finally got dressed and left for the night, they were both sexually exhausted.
 
   That was two months ago. Efrem now visits our house once or twice a week. Sometimes I stay at home and watch the kids while Amelia goes over to his house, and when that happens she comes home and tells me everything that happened. When I see him pumping his black seed inside of my wife’s pussy, or see his semen dripping out of her cunt, I don’t feel any fear or regret. I just love knowing that she’s getting the best sexual experience of her life, and that she loved me enough to give that up.
 
   Efrem is nothing to her but a sex partner, a guy who gives her intense sexual pleasure but not somebody that she loves. Amelia has even made it clear that if she gets pregnant from him, she doesn’t want him having any relationship with the child given his violent tendencies and drug issues. If you think about it, Efrem is the one who is being used. Amelia is taking what she gets from her black lover and bringing it home to enhance our marriage. In a way, I almost feel sorry for him.
 
   QUEEN OF SPADES
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   * * *
 
   My name is Jenna. I’m thirty-two and the mother of three children. My husband Aaron raises the children as his own and he couldn’t love them any more if they were as light skinned as we are.
 
   When I first met Aaron, he knew that I had a thing for black guys. In fact, at the time we met, I had two black boyfriends and was also sleeping with other black guys on the side. A lot of men would feel threatened and intimidated by the situation. But Aaron, to his credit, was man enough to approach me and ask me out, stating that he wasn’t trying to change my life and that dating him wouldn’t mean giving up my other lovers. I really respected him for that.
 
   At first, Aaron was a little worried about his penis size. Like most white men, Aaron’s penis is rather small – only about four inches long when fully erect. The truth is that all of my black lovers’ cocks are larger soft than my husband’s penis is when he’s hard. But I explained to Aaron that having a small penis actually was better for anal sex and made it easier to give him a blowjob. Moreover, I don’t need him for my sexual satisfaction – I have my black lovers for that.
 
   A lot of times when I get fucked by my black lovers, Aaron will sit in a chair in the corner or stand against the wall watching us. He likes to masturbate his little thing while he watches. Honestly, I often forget that he’s even there. At the start I’ll take my black lover’s huge cock, adoring it with my mouth as I slowly stroke his shaft, keeping my eyes locked on Aaron’s eyes as I pleasure that mighty black tool. My pussy gets so wet and I’m just crazed when that thick black cock penetrates me. My eyes roll back in my head as I scream in ecstasy as I’m pounded hard from behind.
 
   Later, after my black lover leaves, I like to lay back and spread my legs open for Aaron. He gets down and licks my pussy clean as he pleasures me orally. It’s the one thing sexual that we do on a regular basis. Although we sometimes do anal, that only happens a few times a year when I’m with a black guy who enjoys that kind of thing. Most of them don’t want to do a threesome with another man. Their loss!
 
   The kinds of black guys I love are tall, dark skinned, strong and well-hung men. And I love confidence. All the men who fathered my children are arrogant and take control. They know that white women love them and they enjoy breeding them. When they know that I’m fertile and I might have their baby, they seem even more excited than usual. I continue having sex with them through the pregnancy, too. And they love that. Knowing that they’re getting sex that the husband isn’t turns them on, and they like knowing that they’re having babies that another man will raise for them.
 
   I think it’s sad that there are a lot of racist white women who have never dated a black man. If you haven’t had a big black cock, you really don’t know what you’re missing. I think that’s the reason why so many women have never had an orgasm. Nice guys are nice, but sexy guys are for sex. And the sexiest guys of all are black!
 
   SIN AT THE SENIOR CENTER
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   * * *
 
   My name is Peggy. A lot of younger people think that older people don’t have sex. That really is just silly. It might take an older man a little longer but we still want and need physical attention from the opposite sex. And I have a story of an encounter I had that rivals anything that you youngsters might do, if I say so myself.
 
   A couple months ago, I was at the senior center downtown. It started as a normal day, sitting with the other women and knitting some hats. When one of the staff said we were getting free gifts and a quick presentation from a drug company, I’d seen it before and didn’t think it would be anything too special. But that day changed my life in a big way.
 
   “Good afternoon,” the large black man said. He was tall and rather handsome, and appeared to be in his thirties, quite a bit younger than my sixty-three years. “My name is Anderius and I represent Grand Xendara Pharmaceuticals.” As he went through his script, I noticed that he seemed to pay extra attention to me. I could tell that he liked me and I was flattered. Although I’d always turned heads when I was younger, that doesn’t happen as often at my age.
 
   At the end of his presentation, he gave us all coffee mugs and pens with his company’s logo on them, as well as some brochures describing their products. After he spoke with a few of the other girls, he came up to me. We soon had a fun conversation and the man was quite charming. I told him that my husband doesn’t often come to the center, and I go there sometimes just for entertainment.
 
   “You’re a pretty lady, Peggy,” he said, smiling. “Aren’t you too young to be here?”
 
   “Oh, I’ve been around the block a few times. I could show a young man like you a thing or two.”
 
   The sexual attraction was palpable. Soon he gave me his card and said that he’d like to spend some more time with me, and to do it alone. I told him I’d give him a call.
 
   A few days later, my husband was out fishing a few hours away, so I knew I had the day to myself. I went to the senior center and called Anderius. He said he’d be right over. About half an hour later he showed up and we walked back to the men’s bathroom on the far side of the building, and we locked the door behind us. Immediately we started kissing and I felt myself so aroused. His big black hands went all down my body, and when he removed my dress he saw my sexy red bra and panties with garter belt and garters.
 
   “Damn, you’re a fine looking woman,” he said. I felt his bulging crotch against mine. I unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants, and when they dropped I saw he wasn’t wearing underwear. His cock was huge, big and thick, dark black like the rest of him but the head and half the shaft were discolored, quite a few shades whiter. I kneeled down and began sucking on that cock. I alternated between taking a mouth full of cock and pulling away, flicking my tongue all over the head. Then I started bobbing my head in earnest as I gently played with his big balls.
 
   “Bend over the counter,” he said. “I want to fuck you like a dog.” I did as he requested, my hands on the sink counter, staring right into the bathroom mirror. I saw his big black body behind me and I felt that big, warm piece of manhood touch my entrance and then push inside of me. I gasped, he was so large. But he kept pushing inside of me, deeper and deeper. Soon he was fully penetrating me and he held my hips as he pounded me good and hard. I could see myself in the mirror, my pearls swinging around my neck, my cleavage looking great as ever and shown off by my sexy new bra, and my face flush with excitement and pleasure. I was moaning hard and I slipped a hand between my legs, massaging my clit. Soon I started to reach my climax, and just then I heard Anderius grunting. He pounded me harder, so much harder, then pressed hard against me. As an intense orgasm shot through my body, I felt his big black cock pulsing inside of my cunt.
 
   He slipped his cock out of me, then I turned around and we embraced, kissing.
 
   “You are one fine fuck,” he said.
 
   “You’re not so bad yourself,” I replied. “I love that big black cock of yours.”
 
   “You’re never too old to try black cock,” he said, smiling. He was right!
 
   FORCED BISEXUAL BY
 
   HER BLACK LOVER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Devin. I’ve always hated my wife Trinity’s lovers. But to an extent, I’ve always admired them, too. The men she chooses as lovers are nothing like me. They’re strong, dominant, confident men. Most of the time they have large cocks and they’re simply built for pleasing women. Often times they are degenerates covered in tattoos who use drugs and can’t hold a job. But they’re strong and in control, and women simply find them sexy and irresistible.
 
   But the man who is most amazing would have to be her current bull, Demarco. He’s a beautiful black man, tall and muscular with tattoos and a domineering style that white women adore. From what I’ve heard, the guy has slept with dozens of white wives in our area. But what I know for sure is that he sleeps with my wife and he gives it to her good. Trinity is totally obsessed with her virile black bull, and she’ll do anything to please him.
 
   Recently he’s been interacting with me. Normally her lovers just ignore me, focusing on my wife and freeing me to masturbate and enjoy the show. Sometimes the guys don’t want me present watching them, so I have to wait until they’re finished and have sloppy seconds. I don’t mind that at all because I love eating her creamy snatch when it’s just been ruined by a bad boy with a big cock.
 
   But Demarco has been ordering me around. “Get me a beer,” he’d say, and I’d get him one. But he started getting more and more demanding, I think trying to find out how far I would go. Finally, a few weeks ago, he ordered me to fluff his cock. “Not her, you,” he said. “Suck my cock, boy. You suck that big black cock of mine!”
 
   Trinity looked a little amused as I slowly got down on my knees. I’m not gay or anything, but I’d always admired the strong, powerful bad boys that my wife loves so much. I think I might actually love them as much as she does! But I never thought about engaging with them myself. I tentatively took his big, thick cock in my hands and slowly stroked the shaft.
 
   “Suck on it, boy!”
 
   I put my mouth around his cockhead, which was dripping with pre-cum. It was warm and stiff, but with a soft velvety surface of skin. I opened wide and took the head inside of my mouth. It was a little salty but inviting.
 
   “Yeah, that’s it,” he said, putting his big black paws around my head. “Suck on that black cock.” He began moving his hips. I was suddenly scared, not sure what to do as that mighty black tool began pressing down my throat with each deep thrust. I tried not to panic, remaining still and giving him a nice warm tunnel to fuck. But at last I couldn’t take it anymore, and I began to gag. I struggled against his hands, but he let me go. As I gasped for air, saliva dripping from my mouth, I saw Trinity on the bed smiling, watching us as she played with her clitty.
 
   “What’s wrong, boy? You need more experience sucking cock? That’s fine, I’ll give it to you. You’re going to be a world class cocksucker before I’m done with you!” As soon as I’d caught my breath, he grabbed my head again and he pressed his cock back inside of my mouth. I put out a hand to gently hold and tug on his balls as he used my face for his pleasure. This time I was able to last longer, and soon he said he was about to cum. His hips were thrusting harder and faster.
 
   “Take my load, boy,” he commanded. “Open wide and stick out your tongue.” I looked up at him, trying to act like a porn star as I presented him with my face. He stroked that big black cock right in front of me and suddenly it exploded, and I winced as a thick warm rope of semen blasted all over my right eye. I had my eye shut as he continued blasting my face with his sperm, rope after rope all over my face.
 
   “Yeah, that’s a good little white boy,” he said. “You love sucking on that black dick, don’t you? You’re a little whore for black cock.”
 
   I felt humiliated as I slowly got to my feet. I went to the bathroom to wash off my face. I had to use soap and water, but soon it came off. When I returned to the bedroom, he was in the missionary position on top of Trinity, her soft white legs up around his strong black body as he pounded her. They were kissing wildly and didn’t even know I was there. My little white penis was rock hard and I stood against the wall, stroking my little thing rapidly until I shot my squirt all over my fingers.
 
   Since that time, Demarco has been getting more and more aggressive. He’s made me eat his asshole out and he’s even fucked me once in the ass. I was so afraid that it would hurt but we used Anal Eaze, and while he was rough as far as slapping my ass real hard, he didn’t push that monster cock in too far, just slowly pushing it in and out. I was surprised at how much physical sexual pleasure I got from feeling my ass penetrated, but also the psychological joy of having my body used by this strong, powerful man. I know he’s just starting and soon he will be pushing deeper inside of me. But that’s the way it is with the bulls – they’re born to push the limits in every area of their life, and that’s what makes them so wonderful and exciting!
 
   DOMINATED BY MY WIFE’S STUD
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   * * *
 
   “Riley, what do you think about opening up our marriage?” my wife Sierra asked.
 
   I wasn’t totally surprised by her question. Although we’re still in our mid-twenties, our sex life had become very monotonous and rather boring, and I’d heard rumors that she’d been pretty promiscuous back in college before we met, though she claimed to have only slept with five guys. I was totally understanding of her and told her that, yes, she could take other lovers. But we laid down some ground rules, like that she needed to everything open with me and keep me in the know.
 
   After our conversation, Sierra soon had a profile out on a number of dating apps and sites. She advertized herself as a happily married woman who is looking for a little variety to spice up her life. In just a few months, she had managed to get four “boyfriends” – really fuck buddies if you ask me – who she sees on a regular basis. They do sometimes go out on dates but they’re certainly not exclusive to her and she’s not exclusive, either. In addition to her boyfriends, she was always meeting new guys as well, sometimes for one night stands and in other cases trying to see if they’d make good future boyfriends. I’d say on average she was sleeping with three different guys a week, while she and I would make love about once every ten days or so.
 
   Of all her lovers, the one who stands out from the others is Murphy. He’s a tall, strong black man in his late thirties with a great body, a cruel and domineering personality, and a violent temper. He’s always pissing of Sierra but the sex with him is always the best, she says. “The sexual chemistry is just amazing.” 
 
 
   And it’s not just his big, eight-inch cock that she loves. My wife admires and adores how strong and powerful he is, controlling the situation at all times. And while Sierra is often dominant around me, she is totally submissive in the presence of Murphy. He is simply that kind of man, commanding respect and admiration from all around him. We personally know three other white wives who are being serviced by Murphy and in every case, their husbands naturally respect and obey Murphy.
 
   “I think a man can sense when another man is his superior,” Sierra said. “He’s the kind of man that other men respect and women desire.”
 
   The thing that I love (and hate) about Murphy is that he always keeps pushing boundaries. He’s never satisfied to simply take whatever he wants – he needs to go further, to take even more. Like having sex with me.
 
   “Have you ever been fucked by a black man before?” he asked me one night as we stood in the kitchen. Murphy and Sierra had just come back from the bar.
 
   “I’m not gay,” I said. “I’ve never had sex with a man.”
 
   “Yeah, well you’re gay for me,” he said with a wicked smile. “Tonight you’re gonna be my bitch.”
 
   “I think that’s so hot,” Sierra said. “I’d love to see you make love with another man.”
 
   Murphy ordered me to follow him into the bedroom. Reluctantly I obeyed him, with Sierra following behind me.
 
   He unbuckled his jeans and dropped his underwear, so he was wearing nothing but a t-shirt and gold necklace. His thick brown cock was standing firm and glorious, aimed right at me.
 
   “Get down on the floor, boy,” he ordered me. “I want my cock sucked.”
 
   I looked over at Sierra, who was smiling and gave me a nod. “You’re going to love sucking him,” she said.
 
   I walked up to him but he stopped me. “First, take off all your clothes.” I stripped down naked, tossing my clothes on the floor, then kneeled in front of him.
 
   That long, thick cock sported a big purple head and it had a large ball sack slung below. Just looking at his massive equipment that dwarfed my thin little five incher made me feel like less of a man, like I wasn’t a man at all compared to a guy like him. At one level I was jealous of him, but it was more admiration than anything. He had the whole package – good looks, big muscles, broad shoulders, a huge cock and a virile, manly personality. Even his “weaknesses,” such as his bad temper and violent past, were really just more evidence of how this incredible male specimen was overflowing with power and manliness.
 
   “Watch your teeth,” Sierra warned, standing near the doorway. “Keep your tongue flat over your teeth when you have cock inside your mouth.”
 
   I opened my mouth wide and welcome that his big manly missile inside my mouth. I could only take in the head and a few inches of the shaft at first as I began to bob up and down. I then licked on his shaft, flicking my tongue over that beautiful purple head, then began sucking again. Murphy put his big black paws on my head, holding me and pulling my head as he moaned.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right. Suck my dick, you little bitch. You like that don’t you? You like it, bitch.”
 
   “Mmm hmmm,” I said, looking up into his eyes, my mouth filled with his manhood. Although I said it largely for his benefit, it was actually true. I loved using my mouth to give this amazing man pleasure. My mouth was salivating, and I reached up to begin massaging his nut sack.
 
   “Don’t touch my balls,” he said. I don’t know if I did it wrong, maybe touching him too hard, but I complied. I moved my hands to his big, strong thighs and I began pumping my mouth on his manhood. Murphy was doing the same, pushing his cock in and out of my mouth at a fast clip.
 
   “That’s enough,” he said. He pushed my head away forcefully, which shocked me. “Get on the bed, boy. Bend over on the bed so I can fuck that ass of yours.”
 
   I got onto my feet, wiping my face, and did as he told me. My body lay against the comforter as I sensed his big black body behind me, that mighty black cock threatening to penetrate my asshole.
 
   “Here,” Sierra said, handing him a bottle of lube. I felt cold liquid on my asshole, and I turned to see Murphy putting lube all over his huge cock. I felt conflicted, worried about how big his cock was and whether it would hurt, but at the same time really wanting a huge, manly cock like that inside of me, not a finger-sized penis like my own. I wanted to feel that amazing stud open me up and take his pleasure with my body.
 
   “There,” he said, tossing the bottle back to my wife. “I’m ready for a tight, ass clenching fuck.” I felt his big strong hands grab my waist, and I knew that he was about to take my anal cherry.
 
   “Just relax,” Sierra said. “Inside you have your sphincter and it closes. You need to relax it, like you’re going poop. Open up and let him inside.”
 
   I did my best to relax. But as that big cockhead pressed against my entrance, I couldn’t help but clench.
 
   “Relax, boy,” Murphy said forcefully.
 
   I against tried to let everything go as his big head pushed its way inside of me. It felt very strange but, at the same time, I was surprised at how great it felt. It was almost like my ass was designed for this, for anal pleasure. He pushed in further and further. I focused on staying calm and I could feel him pushing in deeper and deeper, something inside of me probing inside. When I felt his balls against my legs, close to my ass cheeks, I realized I’d taken all of him.
 
   “Yeah,” Murphy moaned. “You took it all, bitch. You’re a greedy little whore.”
 
   He started by fucking me slowly, but soon he picked up the pace. My cock was rock hard, rubbing against the comforter. I wished it was against the soft sheets but this wasn’t about me, it was about pleasing Murphy. He was groaning loudly. I felt a sharp sting as he slapped my right ass cheek.
 
   “You like that, bitch. You like that big cock in your ass.” He smacked my left cheek hard. “Don’t you?”
 
   “Yes, I do,” I said. “I love your cock.”
 
   “Beg me,” he said. “Beg me to fuck you.”
 
   “Fuck me please, master,” I pleaded. “Fuck me fast and hard, sir.”
 
   He gripped my ass cheeks and pounded hard inside of me. It was painful and I was gritting my teeth, but I knew as a man that he was nearing his climax and he needed to do this. He needed to go full throttle until it happened. I whined a bit as the pain tore through me, eager to feel him finish. My body rocked back and forth, my little penis rubbing against the bed, my head back and tightened as I yearned for his finish.
 
   “Uuungh!” he pushed in deep, his fingers tearing into my ass cheeks with a death grip, as he orgasmed. I felt his cock growing even larger inside of me, and I felt it pulse as he filled me with his cream. As I was filled with his semen, I was swelling with pride knowing that I’d given him so much pleasure. I was his little fuck doll, and damn if I wasn’t good at it. The ring of my asshole was tight around the base of his cock, a mixture of pleasure and pain.
 
   That was the first time that I’d been with another man but it certainly wasn’t the last. Murphy fucks me regularly and, I must confess, I’ve become quite an expert cocksucker. I’ve also bottomed for a number of my wife’s lovers. I’d been worried that my ass would stay loose but it tightened up quickly and naturally, without any long-term pain or issues. I love knowing that I’m able to give a man that kind of pleasure. In a way, it kind of makes me feel powerful!   
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   * * *
 
   Like a lot of guys, I’d always fantasized about seeing my wife sleep with another man. And like most guys, I figured it would always remain nothing but a fantasy. Although my wife Reagan doesn’t usually turn me down for sex, she isn’t really all that sexual and she seldom orgasms during love making. So I figured that the odds weren’t high that she’d do something so naughty and sexual.
 
   But things changed when my old friend Jaydee came back to town. We’d been friends as kids. Jaydee  was good looking and very popular with the females, especially white girls. Frankly, I think a lot of them liked the idea of trying sex with a black guy. Later on when I went off to the college, he joined the Army. I hadn’t seen him in about ten years when I ran into him at the bar. I bought him a drink and we chatted for a while. Later, I invited him back to my home.
 
   When Reagan met Jaydee that night, I could tell that she wasn’t turned on. That might have had something to do with the fact that we were both tipsy at the time, but he was also very arrogant and bragging, and that’s never been her thing. I ran into Jaydee at the bar again a few nights later and he told me that he thought my wife was very pretty but he liked how she wasn’t falling all over him. “I like a challenge,” he said. I told him that he should meet her again when he’s sober, or at least when she’s had something to drink as well.
 
   The next Saturday we went to a favorite restaurant of ours. The food is decent and it’s within walking distance of our house, so we’re able to have some drinks without needing to drive. We were both sitting at the bar and having some cocktails when I got a text from Jaydee. I sneaked into the bathroom and replied, letting him know where we were. When Jaydee showed up, my wife wasn’t exactly pleased but he sat down with us and we talked while drinking more. Reagan’s tolerance isn’t all that high and I could tell that she was pretty well intoxicated at that point. The bartender signaled that she’d had enough for the night, and we decided to walk back to our house. 
 
   Once we were home, I helped Reagan up the stairs and lay her down on our bed. Her legs were spread, revealing her white panties beneath her black skirt. Jaydee stripped down and lay down next to her and began running his hands over her. His cock was only a couple of inches longer than mine, but it was also a bit thicker. He undid her skirt and pulled off her panties. Reagan’s eyes were closed but she was reacting positively to his moves, appearing quite receptive and was kissing him back. But when she opened her eyes, she suddenly began to resist him.
 
   “I thought you were my husband,” she said, pushing against him.
 
   “I am your husband,” he replied.
 
   With just three thrusts, Jaydee got his big black cock up inside of her. She was playfully pushing back against him as he pounded her repeatedly with his tool. He put his hands around her throat, almost like he was choking her. Reagan just moaned in pleasure, and she rubbed her groin up against him. “Oh god, I’m cumming!” She hunched up, her stomach muscles clenching, as she had her first orgasm from intercourse. Jaydee followed suit, quickly squirting his semen up inside my wife’s belly.
 
   After he pulled out, he said it was my turn. I took his place between her legs and I loved the feel of her warm, spent pussy. Jaydee had his half-erect cock at my wife’s mouth now, and she was licking his manhood while I fucked her. I didn’t last long before I added my cum, filling her completely. Jaydee was now hard again, and she gave him a wet, sloppy blowjob. It took her a good fifteen minutes to get him to cum again, and he blasted his seed down my wife’s throat. She swallowed his load, dropped her head onto the pillow and fell asleep.
 
   The next morning neither of us mentioned that anything had happened. I suspected that Reagan had been so drunk that she’d blacked out and didn’t remember anything that had happened. But later, when I talked about meeting Jaydee for drinks, she seemed eager to do it and I figured she wanted more of her black lover. For my part, I loved seeing him unload his sperm inside of my wife and I wanted to see a repeat performance. The next time we got together my wife had her first multiple orgasms, but that’s another story!
 
   SEDUCING THE WHITE WIFE
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   * * *
 
   I’m Kelvin, a 38 year old black man. Some people may look down on me for this but I’ve slept with hundreds of white women, including dozens of married women. And seven of those women had my baby. In each case, their husbands raise my babies as their own, as they should.
 
   It’s not that I don’t like the sisters. I’ve slept with plenty of them, too. But there’s something about sleeping with a white woman, especially a married woman that gives me that special feeling inside. It’s like you’ve made it, you know?
 
   Even better is when she has your baby. I can’t explain the feeling of knowing that part of you will live on. And having those white men pay for my kids and spend their time raising them is just the cherry on top.
 
   One woman I’ve been chasing recently is Cadence. She’s in her mid-twenties and lives in a typical suburban neighborhood, with a bunch of look-alike track homes all built too close together. She’s a manager at a distribution company and you’d think she has it all but she knows that something is missing. She did the safe thing, dating and marrying a wimpy white guy Robert that her parents would like.
 
   What she didn’t think about was that you only live once and we are sexual people. She needs real sex from a real man, and she’s not going to get it from Robert.
 
   “Robert is the most wonderful man in the world,” she told me, sipping on her Manhattan. “But he’s too nice. He’s a great dad to our son, too, but when I’m in bed I’m not looking for a nice guy.”
 
   I nodded, listening as I drank my old fashioned, and I explained to her that I sleep with a lot of married women and women in relationships. “Some of them just want to try out a black guy. But most of them are looking for more. When I say ‘more,’ I’m not just talking about my nine inch cock, though they like that. I mean they want a man that’s exciting and risky. They want to feel alive, and you need a man who is alive to feel that way.”
 
   As she listened, I could tell that she was considering it. “I wouldn’t want to do that my husband.”
 
   I shrugged. “Enjoying a little romp isn’t something you do to somebody else. It’s something you do for yourself. Wanting good sex is just natural, and one guy can’t give you everything. Just like you can’t get everything from one of your girlfriends, right? Each one adds something different.” 
 
    We kept talking. The more we did, the closer I was getting to getting inside of her panties.
 
   The great thing about my lifestyle is that I don’t have any responsibilities. I rent a room in a small house with a friend. The rent is cheap and that allows me to afford a luxury car and expensive clothes. I don’t have a girlfriend or children, so I spend a couple hours every day at the gym. I keep myself in great shape and focus my time on meeting and seducing women. I never let them see my crib, though. I’m playing a fantasy and I like to keep it that way. Women like Cadence see this exciting single guy living a fun life and they want a taste of that. Just a taste.
 
   “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Cadence said. We were in her bedroom alone. She’d just finished working at a convention and she was able to sneak away from a long lunch break before returning to the office. “But you’re just so sexy.” She was on the bed, on her knees wearing nothing but a white undershirt and white panties. I was wearing just my jeans and I walked up, and we slowly kissed.
 
   “You’re such a beautiful woman,” I said. Her body was undulating against mine as I lay her down. We slowly kissed and groped, then she lifted her hips as I slipped off those white panties and tossed them to the floor. I began licking her wet, swollen cunt and she was gripping the sheets, her face flush as she gently moaned. My tongue flicked over her love button and she groaned in delight.
 
   I stopped quickly, and she got on her hands and knees and unzipped my jeans. Pulling them down, she smiled joyfully as my cock popped out. “It’s so big,” she said. She put her hands on my shaft and I leaned back as she began sucking me. Her technique wasn’t great but I figured, like most married women, she gave up on blowjobs shortly after her wedding. She was out of practice if she’d ever known how to do it right. But that was fine, I just enjoyed it for a moment, then I removed her shirt and pressed her down on the bed.
 
   When I put my cockhead up against her slit, I waited for a moment, savoring the pleasure of feeling her warm, wet quim. Then I pushed myself inside, slowly inch by inch.
 
   “I’m so wet for you,” she said. “I need lube with Robert but I’m so hot right now.”
 
   I kissed her, my body on top of hers as I went inside deeper and deeper. She moaned, her hands caressing my body as I slowly plumbed her pussy. After a while, we rolled over into woman on top, and I loved laying beneath her as she rode me.
 
   “Your cock is so good,” she whispered huskily, her head just inches above mine, her long hair down around my face. “It feels incredible inside of me. You’re hitting all the right places.” As she rode me, her ass cheeks were rubbing against my ball sack on the down stroke, and I was loving it. Finally I couldn’t take any more. I starting thrusting upward against her, my hands on her ass cheeks, and soon I felt my cock explode. I was pressed deep inside of her, holding her ass against me.
 
   “Oh fuck,” she said, her face turning pale. “You were supposed to pull out.”
 
   “You never said that.”
 
   “I’m not on the pill,” she said. She lifted herself up and looked between her legs. My softening cock slipped out and my semen was dripping out of her. “Shit!”
 
   I chuckled. “I didn’t know. With you on top, I couldn’t have pulled out anyway.”
 
   She got up and ran into the bathroom. I saw her looking at her cunt, then she jumped inside of the shower. While she was in there, I got up and got dressed, then knocked on the shower door.
 
   “I’ll see you later, okay?”
 
   She didn’t respond for a moment, then she said, “yeah.” I hesitated, then walked out of her house.
 
   I didn’t hear from Cadence for a month. When I heard from her, she’d had her period but she told me that she’d been scared to death. She decided that she needed to sit down with Robert and have a conversation about their relationship. Although she loved him, she needed the chance to enjoy other men and other relationships. They decided that she could have lovers but she’d keep him in the know about who, what and when. Now we could date without having to worry about her fucking up her marriage, she said.
 
   It’s been three months. Although she uses condoms with Robert, we’re still having bareback sex. She asks me to pull out and usually I do, though sometimes I don’t when it’s the safer part of her cycle, and sometimes even when she’s fertile. We both know that she could get pregnant but we both love the risk sex. Robert understands that pregnancy is a possibility and Cadence would never get an abortion, but he promised her that he will accept and raise any children that might happen.
 
   I love the risk sex, too. I look forward to the day that Cadence gives birth to my child. Until then, I’m enjoying giving her the sexual experience that she craves and that Robert can’t provide. The way I look at it, Robert and I are two parts to the whole. Neither one can give her everything she needs. But between the two of us, we’re the perfect man for her!     
 
   WITH A SIDE OF CHOCOLATE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Chase. I’m 34 years old and married to my wife Gracie who is 28. We’ve been married for eight years and we’ve managed to stay in great shape. Our love life has been active, usually having sex about four times a week. I have a decent-sized penis, about seven inches long and thick as a kielbasa, and I work out regularly at the gym. Gracie gets a lot of attention from men, whether she’s wearing a bikini, dress clothes or sweatpants. She has firm c-cup breasts, with a slim waist and well-toned legs. Like a lot of men, I’ve fantasized about my wife having sex with another man. I’m writing to share with you an unusual experience that happened to us and I’m hoping that it will inspire some of you to have similar encounters of your own.
 
   In order to help pay the bills, my wife recently started dancing at a strip club downtown. She’s always had a thing for black guys and this particular club is run by black men and has a primarily black clientele. Sometimes I like to go in and watch her dance, with all the black gentlemen watching her as they sip on their drinks, sticking dollars inside of my wife’s g-string. Her particular act is to pretend to be a nerd, with her hair in ponytails and wearing glasses. I love to watch her swaying on the pole, as well as going to private tables to dance for the men. 
 
   When I see Gracie giving a lap dance to one of these men, I do feel a little pang of jealousy. But honestly, my penis turns rock hard as I watch them lusting after my white wife. Some of the men put their hands on her, which I’d thought was against the rules. And if the guys give her a large enough tip, they go back to the VIP room and she gives them a blowjob. She’s raved about how large their cocks are, and how she’s had to adjust her technique to accommodate their large tools. She claims that she’s never slept with the customers, though.
 
   One night, I stopped by when they were having a “private party.” That meant that the place was closed to the public, and they could continue to consume alcohol even after last call. I walked up to the club entrance and they recognized me and let me inside. When I walked inside, I was shocked at what I saw. Rap music was playing over the loud speakers. Gracie was laying down on a table, wearing nothing but her g-string, and there was chocolate syrup being poured onto her belly and breasts. I sat back in a chair near the bar, watching the show from about ten feet away.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right, baby,” one of the men said. There were six black men sitting around the table. 
 
   One of the guys stood up and he began to lick the chocolate off of her breasts. I could see her chest heaving, and the guy stopped for a moment to suck on her nipples. They were hard and pointy, and she was clearly excited by this. One after another, these young gang-banger looking men licked my wife’s belly and breasts. 
 
   After that was over, she stood up on the table and began to dance for the guys. Her body was undulating, her bare breasts large and firm, and her nipples pointy and erect as she danced for them. I noticed a few of the guys had their cocks out and were jerking off, something you’d never see during regular hours. At one point she must have realized that one of the guys was nearing his climax because she lay down in front of him, squishing her breasts together and sticking out her tongue. The guy climaxed, shooting his load onto her tongue and between her breasts. The guys were loving it.
 
   What really surprised me was what happened next. Gracie got up and left the room, which I presumed was to clean herself off. When she returned she was completely naked and carrying a thick blanket. She lay the blanket down on the floor, got down on her back and spread her legs. One by one, the guys fucked her in the missionary position. They didn’t even bother to remove their jeans, just pulling them down. One after another they stuck their large black cocks inside of her. Gracie was moaning deeply and praising their large cocks. “Fuck me with that big black cock!” Each guy only lasted about five minutes before filling my wife with his semen. Gracie was clearly loving it, playing with her breasts and tweaking her nipples. Twice she announced that she was about to cum, and I saw her stomach contracting as she climaxed.
 
   The last guy was very tall and thin, and he had a cock that had to be nearly a foot long. When he finished, he didn’t cum inside of Gracie. Instead he pulled out and blasted his sperm all over her belly. His head was craned back, a look of ecstasy on his face as he jerked his shaft, splashing her stomach and tits with his baby batter. Gracie’s pussy was already overflowing with semen, and a pool of white sperm was on the blanket between her ass cheeks, having flown freely out of her cunt and down her ass.
 
   When it was all over, Gracie went to the back room with the blanket. The black guys went over to the guy behind the bar and gave him some cash, presumably a tip. When Gracie came back out, she was fully dressed and a big smile on her face.
 
   “Did you like the show, honey?” she asked.
 
   “I didn’t think you knew I was here,” I said.
 
   “I saw you walk in. Did you like the show?”
 
   I told her I loved it.
 
   “Great,” she said. “I made five hundred dollars. I’m going to start doing this every weekend!”
 
   My cock was straining against my jeans. When we got home, I immediately went down on Gracie, my tongue sticking in deep to clean out any stray semen from her black lovers. Then I stuck my penis inside of her loose pussy and in minutes shot my own load. Then we cuddled and went to sleep. It was the hottest sex of my life!
 
   DOUBLE BLACKED
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I was surprised when my wife Faith agreed to fulfill my fantasy. Honestly, I’d always thought of her as a little prudish, a virtuous young wife and mother. But when I bought a Slingbox and started streaming adult movies onto our bedroom TV to spice things up, I noticed that she was very interested in the scenes where the wife has sex with more than one guy at a time. She especially liked the ones where the girl is getting double stuff, riding one guy in her pussy while a second guy is behind her fucking her ass in a sandwich. She’d be watching the screen intently while I fucked her, and she would orgasm pretty hard to those scenes. I finally got the courage to ask her if she’d be interested in doing that in real life.
 
   “It sounds interesting, Wyatt,” she said. “Is that something you’d like to see?”
 
   “Is it something you want to do?”
 
   “I asked you first,” she said. “Do you want to see me have sex with two guys at once?”
 
   I kind of hemmed and hawed, then finally admitted that my real fantasy was seeing her with a black guy. “But I wouldn’t mind seeing you fuck two black guys at once.”
 
   Faith was rather shocked at my request, but she admitted that she’d always been attracted to black men. “I just can’t imagine having sex with other men in front of you. I don’t know.”
 
   I assured her that everything would be fine, and that it’s something I really wanted to have the chance to see. We decided that we’d arrange for her parents to watch the kids while she played with the other men. We set her up with an account using on online match service for married women looking to play. 
 
   We found a handsome black man named Isaiah who had a thing for married white women, and not only did Faith find him attractive, she was intrigued by his large prick. The thing was large flaccid than mine is erect! I was afraid to bring up the possibility of a threesome, but he said he had a friend who he sometimes has threesomes with. After buying her some sexy lingerie, we were on our way. That Friday night, everything went down. The kids were sent off to Faith’s parents house and she was dressed up in a short skirt, sexy stockings and high heels.  
 
   The doorbell rang and I felt my stomach turn. It was about to go down. It was Isaiah and his friend Kamar. I was struck by how tall and muscular these guys were, and I felt a little intimidated. When Faith walked up, they whistled at her. We poured some drinks and talked. Isaiah informed us that he was a “maintenance man” for a lot of married women who needed some help taking care of the plumbing. Faith said that she was so turned on by how handsome they were, and she’d always wanted to sleep with a black man.
 
   Isaiah leaned in and began kissing Faith passionately, his big tongue slipping deep inside of her mouth. My penis got incredibly hard, four inches of steel pressing hard against my pants. Soon Kamar joined in, and they moved into the living room. Both guys started undressing and my wife followed suit, down to just her panties and bra. Faith’s eyes widened when she’s saw Kamar’s cock. While Isaiah was easily eight inches of dark chocolate, his friend’s spear had to be at least ten or twelve inches long and it was thick as coke bottle. I felt a pang of envy at the lustful look she gave. She knelt between them, a hand on each cock and sucking the heads of each, pulling and licking them to full staff. 
 
   Isaiah pulled Faith to her feet, pulled down her panties. Then he pushed her down onto the couch  and nuzzled the head of his big cock up against her tight wet entrance, lubricating it in anticipation of penetrating her quim.
 
   “You need a condom,” Faith said. “I’m not on the pill.”
 
   “Shit, I don’t have any. I usually fuck bareback.” Isaiah looked at me. “Do you have any Magnums?”
 
   “No, just snug fits,” I said sheepishly. “I’m a little on the small side.”
 
    “It’s okay,” Faith said, looking at both men. “Just pull out before you cum.”
 
   I felt worried about the lack of birth control, but Isaiah pushed forward and slid his mighty cock inside of my wife.
 
   “Oh god,” Faith said. “It’s so big. It feels so good. Fuck me, baby. Put it deep inside my white cunt.”
 
   Soon Faith was cumming like I’d never seen her before. Normally she’s quiet in bed, but now she was moaning and groaning like a whore, her black stud’s cock fully embedded inside of her fertile white womanhood. Her stocking-covered legs were up around his body, her heels flopping, her legs moving a bit with each of his thrusts. She moaned and turned her head, taking Kamar’s enormous dick into her mouth. After  a bit, she took his cock out and spoke.
 
   “God Wyatt, it feels so good. I love having this big, strong black man on top of me, and his cock is so much bigger than yours.”
 
   I was stroking my little penis, loving the show. I could tell she was talking for my benefit, which I appreciated.
 
   “That’s right, baby. Fuck me with that big black cock. You’re so much better than my husband. I feel like I’m finally being fucked, getting really fucked for the first time.” He began fucking her faster, and my wife locked her ankles around his back, holding him in place as he ejaculated. Isaiah grunted loudly as he filled my wife’s womb with his sperm. I felt incredibly worried that she might get pregnant, yet my little penis was so excited that it squirted off, my juice spraying onto the carpet.
 
   They got up off the couch and Kamar lay down on the rug. That huge black cock was standing tall, and I wondered if Faith’s little pussy could take all that. But she grabbed his cock head and slowly lowered herself onto him, inching his manhood inside of her. “God damn you’re big,” she swore, taking a bit more with each thrust. 
 
   Faith turned around to me. “Get him ready,” she said. Isaiah was only semi-erect and I knew what she wanted. I went over to him, knelt down before him, and took his black cock into my mouth. It was coated with the combined juices of my wife’s pussy and his semen, and although the taste was unusual it wasn’t so bad. I sucked and licked him to fullness and then he pushed me away, and he walked up behind my wife’s cute butt. He slowly pushed himself inside of her, with Kamar’s giant phallus filling her cunt, and now Faith was in heaven. “Oh God, Wyatt! Oh my God, this is so incredible!” The two men were slowly thrusting, both of her holes filled with giant black cock. She was squirming in pleasure, and she announced two orgasms before Kamar shot his load inside of her, followed by Isaiah’s second load in her ass.
 
   That was just the beginning of the weekend. The three of them had sex for two straight days, leaving Faith totally exhausted sexually. It changed our life because Faith really opened up sexually, and now she sleeps with a lot of different men, mostly strangers. Also, a couple of months later her period was late. When we took the test, we found out that she was pregnant, and the next spring she gave birth to a beautiful black baby boy. I guess my fantasy changed our life in more ways than one!
 
   MY ELF WIFE HAS HALF-HUMAN BABIES
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is L’Airdewayne Drezdain, a high elf living in the Great Forest. My wife Shandevaer comes from nobility, the great granddaughter of one of the Royal Knights. Although we are both hundreds of years old, we are young in human years, appearing to be in our mid-twenties.
 
   Although I am called the father of four children – two sons and two daughters – I have some suspicions. All of my children appear to be half-elven. They are far taller than pure elves and they grow older much more quickly. But my wife insists that they are my children, and that they are fully elven.
 
   I’d always noticed that the elf women are very attracted to the human men. Their men are taller, stronger, more violent and quick tempered, and (if rumors are true) far more well-endowed than the typical elf’s three inch penis. If you believe the twittering, they say that humans are twice as big on average. Yet how would these pure and virtuous elf women even know?
 
   My suspicions began before our first child was born. A band of humans had arrived in our forest for a meeting with Gon’Alder the Great Sage. There was quite a stir, with the younger women clearly smitten by the humans, in particular a warrior named Grold. He was a swarthy skinned man, roughly 6’3 and a man of pure muscle wearing plate mail armor, a shield and brandishing a great sword. The older women tried to keep him away from their daughters, and soon I learned that the villagers had asked us to let him stay in our tree house on the outskirts of the village. I agreed and although his body was too large for our beds, we laid down blankets in the spare room for him to lay upon.
 
   During the night, I noticed that Shandevaer was not laying beside me. I rose in the darkness, threw on my robe, and walked down to the guest room. The door was closed but I opened it just a crack. Being an elf, I could see clearly despite the darkness. My wife was standing in front of the burly human, his knees bent just a little and her mouth at just the right height, and she was performing oral sex on him. I was surprised at the size of the man’s equipment. It was easily three times the length of mine and impossibly thick, like that of an animal. Her tiny little hands caressed his testicles and she looked into his eyes as her elven tongue flicked over his monster. I felt humiliated and yet highly aroused.
 
   Next the two of them kissed, with a trail of her saliva attaching her mouth to his manhood. Then he lay down on the bed and she got on top of him. Slowly, she lowered her tiny elven vagina down around his penis. “The gods in heaven!” she moaned. “It is huge!”
 
   “Does it hurt?” he asked.
 
   “No, it is heavenly,” my wife replied. Inch by inch, she took more and more of him. She never quite took the whole thing but she had most of it inside of her, slowly sliding up and down as she leaned forward. “This feels unbelievable. Now I understand why the elven women desire you so. You aren’t just bigger, stronger and more confident than the elven men. You are built to please a woman physically as well!”
 
   It didn’t take long before she began groaning, erupting in a powerful orgasm, then another. Finally he rolled her over onto her back and began pounding her with that huge thing. In a matter of minutes, he flooded her with his sperm.
 
   I never mentioned anything to my wife, though I noticed that her vagina was quite loose after that midnight encounter with the human. Although it is notoriously difficult for elven men to conceive, the human men are far more fertile, and I wasn’t surprised when Shandevaer informed me the next year that she was pregnant with a child. When the baby was born, it was huge by elven standards.
 
   Since that time, Shandevaer always seems to disappear whenever human men arrive at our village. There are quite a few half-elven babies in our village, though the women deny it. They claim that there’s something strange in our village, perhaps magic that causes many of our children to grow taller, faster and stronger. But between their blushes and giggles, we know the truth. 
 
   FORCED BISEXUAL BY HER BULL
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   * * *
 
   Five months ago, I had an experience that changed my life forever. My name is Carson. I’m 34 and wife Kendall is 31. For the last few years, we’d opened up our relationship by allowing Kendall to date other guys. At first she was only dating one other guy, but over a period of time she began to expand the number of lovers. Currently she has a handful of lovers, but one guy in particular, Dylan, is the main “bull” in her life.
 
   Kendall met Dylan when he ran into her at a fair a few towns over. After checking out the charitable items for sale, we walked down to a local restaurant to have drinks and an appetizer. I noticed a handsome, bodybuilder type guy in his mid-twenties checking her out, and he walked up and sat down at the stool next to her. Kendall quickly worked into the conversation that I was her husband, but to my surprise Dylan wasn’t deterred at all. He offered to buy her a drink, which she accepted, and they started talking. Within half an hour he’d gotten her phone number.
 
   From that point onward, the two of them were inseparable. Dylan would often take my wife out on dates, then bring her home to have sex with her in our marital bed. Other times she’d stay the night at his house. She confessed to me that Dylan was the best lover she’d ever had, and he’d always make her orgasm, often multiple times. She said his cock wasn’t huge, about seven and a half inches, but he was just so sexy, manly and dominant that she was on fire for him. Although I’d never watched them have sex, I’d seen them kissing and making out, and it always got me hot. But I didn’t have much time to watch them because I was watching the kids downstairs.
 
   We had a daughter not long we got married, and we had our son just recently. We’d always used condoms for birth control, but when we started to allow Kendall to play she went on the pill. She was nervous about it, though, as she’s not very good at remembering to take a pill every day. I assured her that she had nothing to worry about, as I would be the father if she got pregnant. Sure enough, less than six months later she was pregnant and I’d been using a condom with her every time, while her lovers were bare backing her. After the birth she was adamant that two kids were enough, though she started to waver a bit after meeting Dylan. I would bring it up in bed, mentioning how he’d make a beautiful baby, and one time while drunk she agreed.
 
   But the thing I really wanted to do was to see them in action. I asked her if she’d run in by Dylan and she agreed, though she told me not to get my hopes up. “I don’t think he’d want another man in the room,” she said. “I think he’s kind of homophobic.”
 
   “I’m not talking about anything gay,” I said. “I just want to watch and masturbate.”
 
   A few days later, Kendall told me that she had some good news. “You’ll want to get a baby sitter,” she said. “Your wish is going to come true.” I was over the moon, and I quickly called our most reliable sitter and asked her if she’d watch the kids at her place. Although it was an unusual request, she agreed.
 
   When Friday night finally arrived, I couldn’t contain my excitement. Kendall and Dylan came back from a night of bar hopping and dancing, dressed in cowboy boots, blue jeans and button-up western shirts. I heard keys at the front door and looked down the stairs. As soon as they stepped inside the house, Dylan began to kiss and fondle my wife, his big muscular arms bulging out of his shirt. They started undressing each other right there just inside the front door. His shirt was off, showcasing his large pecs and strong arms and washboard stomach, while my wife’s shirt was off and he unhooked her bra. At that point they looked up at me, and they walked hand in hand up the stairs. We all walked into the bedroom and shut the door.
 
   “Tonight is your turn,” Dylan said, in his deep gravelly voice. He unbuckled his pants and pulled them down, along with his underwear. His cock was a few inches longer than mine, hairy and veiny, and he ordered me to suck on it.
 
   I hesitated, not expecting this. “I was just going to watch.”
 
   “Suck my cock,” he commanded. I got down on my knees and did my best at trying to suck his cock. I covered my teeth with my lips and slithered my tongue all over his cockhead. It felt strange, warm and hard in my mouth, and I wasn’t sure if I was doing it right. I reached out and grabbed his ass cheeks, then started to bob my head on the shaft. He felt his big, strong hands grab ahold of my head and begin pulling me against him. I was proud that I’d managed to avoid gagging, and I swelled when I heard him groan in pleasure.
 
   “That’s enough,” he said. “Get on your feet and get naked.”
 
   I stripped off, wondering what was about to happen. Was he going to fuck me in the ass? I looked over at Kendall, who seemed very pleased, smiling ear to ear as she stripped off her remaining clothes.
 
   “Lay down on the bed,” Dylan ordered. I followed his instructions, my little four inch cock standing straight up, drooling with pre-cum. Kendall lubed my cock with olive oil, then she got on top of me and eased herself on top me of me anally. It was anal cowgirl, which we’d never done before. Then she turned herself around into the reverse cowgirl, and then she laid back on top of me. Dylan moved in between her spread legs, ran his cock up and down her slit, and got on top of her.
 
   It was crazy. Although Dylan’s big cock was thrusting inside of Kendall, our three bodies were pressed together. I saw my wife’s arms up around his back and I did the same with my own arms, putting them up over his shoulders and pulling him close to us. We were moving together as a machine, and Kendall was moaning like crazy as Dylan’s big, powerful body pleasured us both. I wanted to move my hips, to get some full thrusts, but I didn’t have much ability, my body pressed hard into the mattress.  Dylan leaned down and kissed Kendall, and I was turned on by it all. I heard her moan in orgasm and felt her body jerking and jolting as the pleasure shot through her limbs.
 
   “God, I’m gonna cum,” Dylan said. He quickly got off of Kendall and moved over to the side of the bed, putting his cock into Kendall’s mouth. I grabbed her hips and managed to get a little more movement now, moving inside of her ass, while she sucked his cock and massaged his ball sack. Dylan was standing there, slowly thrusting his hips a bit, his hands at his sides.
 
   Suddenly, Kendall took his cock out her mouth and put it right into mine. Dylan grabbed my head and pushed his cock in deep as his cock exploded, filling my mouth with his seed. I struggled to get away but I couldn’t move, with his thick warm blasts of man yogurt sliding through my mouth and down my throat. I tried as best as I could to lick that cockhead, and then sucked on it, as if to get out every last drop.
 
   “Damn,” Kendall laughed. “I didn’t know he was going to cum right then!”
 
   We all laughed.
 
   “I’m glad he did.”
 
   That was our first threesome. After that, we had four more sessions together. Then Kendall started to feel sick. You guessed it, we found out she was pregnant. As I hadn’t had vaginal sex with her without a condom in years, we knew I wasn’t the biological father. Although she was sleeping with two other men during that time frame, one of them used condoms and she’d slept mostly with Dylan anyway. For his part, Dylan was very excited and happy to have a baby on the way. He’d impregnated four different women, including two married women, and he’d never paid a dime in child support. He had nothing to worry about from us, of course, as we were both happy to raise his beautiful babies!  
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   * * *
 
   My husband Cooper is a truly great guy. He’s smart, a good provider, and just an all around wonderful man. But he isn’t really big in the sex department, and I’d been fantasizing about sleeping with other men. Although I’d seen some of the stories he reads and knew he enjoyed the stories about watching wives with other men, he wasn’t doing anything to make it happen. So I pushed him a bit, and sometimes when having sex I’d pick a video where the guy was well-hung. Cooper’s penis is probably pretty average, just five inches when erect, and I’ve mentioned to him many times that I’d love to try it with a bigger guy.
 
   Sometimes the two of us will go out to clubs to dance. When I do, I like to dance with other guys and it really turns Cooper on. I wanted to see how he would react in real life to seeing his wife with another man, and judging by the bulge in his pants, he was ready for it. I would always leave the club all turned on, and my husband enjoyed that and was eager to get inside of me. When he’d do it, I’d always make a point to mention how well-equipped those men felt based on their crotches, and how I’d love to feel a big cock inside of me.
 
   “How’s this, Molly?” Cooper was pounding me with fast strokes, as if that might help.
 
   “That’s not it,” I replied.
 
   Cooper soon lost control and shot his little dab inside of me. As he lay beside me, half asleep, I stroked his chest with my hand. 
 
   “Cooper, honey,” I said, letting my hand slide down toward his penis. “I have a strong desire to have sex with other men. I need to know what it’s like to feel a larger cock inside of me.”
 
   He seemed worried. Although he admitted the idea was arousing, he was worried that if the sex was better with other men that I’d leave him. 
 
   “You have nothing to fear, honey,” I said. “You’re like my meat and potatoes. The other guys are like a sweet, tasty dessert. You’re not in competition.” I smiled. “You want me to do it, don’t you? You want to see that big cock pushing inside of me, fucking me, and filling me with his sperm.”
 
   His little thing was fully erect again, as I slowly stroked it. “Then you’ll get the chance to eat my cream pie. You’d like that, wouldn’t you honey.”
 
   His only response was a squeaky, “yes.” 
 
   Once I had his approval, I was ready to start my new sexual adventure. On the weekend we went out to the club, as we normally do, but this time I let one of the guys there know that I was interested in a little more than dancing. The guy I picked was Harmen, a black guy about ten years older than me (I’m twenty-seven) who was built like a tank, a very sexy man who whispered to me that he had a ten inch cock.
 
   I brought Harmen over to the table and introduced him to Cooper. I could tell that my husband was intimidated by this sexy, strong black man. He was bigger and more masculine than Cooper, his physical superior in just about every possible way. I made a show of putting my hands on Harmen and kissing him right in front of Cooper. I reached over to my hubby’s crotch and felt his stiff little stub, and I felt confident that this was going to work for all of us. I asked Harmen if he’d like to join us at our house for drinks and he agreed.
 
   I rode back home with Harmen, who told me that he really had a thing for fucking white women. He said he’d slept with a number of married women, and often times the husbands want to watch and jerk off in the corner. A few of the wives, he said, had carried his babies. “They start off just wanting sex, but in the end they feel a strong desire to have the baby of a real man.” I assured him that it wouldn’t happen with us. I was on the pill, I explained, and we weren’t planning on starting a family any time soon.
 
   When we reached our house, Harmen went straight for it. He began kissing me wildly, his black hands caressing me and getting me even wetter than I already was. When we reached the bedroom, he ordered Cooper to undress me, removing my dress, then my bra and panties. 
 
   Harmen looked at me appreciatively, then he ordered Cooper to do the same for him. He was hesitant and looked at me, so I encouraged him. “Do it, honey.” When he unzipped Harmen’s jeans and pulled them down, he was wearing a pair of blue pair of briefs with an enormous bulge. Cooper hesitated, then pulled down his briefs, unveiling a huge black erection. The thing was gigantic, every bit the ten inches that he’d promised and impossibly thick. Cooper looked frightened by it.
 
   “This is what a real man has in his pants,” Harmen said. “This is what women want. It’s what they’re born to want, a real man with a real cock. Don’t judge her for that. Every woman wants it. It’s natural.” Harmen stroked his shaft. “It’s beautiful, bro. You need to love it as much as she does. Say it, I love the big black cock.”
 
   “I love big black cock,” Cooper said.
 
   “I love real men. Strong, powerful, dominant men. Superior men. Say it.”
 
   “I love strong, superior men,” Cooper said. “Molly deserves to be fucked by a man like you, and you deserve to get to fuck her.”
 
   “That’s right,” Harmen said, with a big smile. He instructed me to lay down and spread my legs. My pussy was sopping wet, eager for that amazing tool.
 
   “Guide me in,” Harmen said, turning to Cooper. My husband took ahold of that big black cock and put the head right right at my vagina. Harmen’s huge black frame was on top of me, dwarfing me with his muscular body. He pushed himself a few inches inside of me, and I groaned in appreciation. It felt even better than I’d hoped. With each new stroke he went in deeper. Soon he was fully inside of me. My hands were up around his shoulders, loving what he was giving me.
 
   I saw Cooper standing to the side, naked from the waist down, whacking his little pud as he watched earnestly. The look on his face was a mixture of pleasure and pain, but I could tell from his hard dick that he was loving it. I was bouncing on the mattress as my black lover pounded me hard and fast, grimacing and grunting as he took his prize. I felt an orgasm begin and my body contracted as tingling pleasure shot through my body.
 
   “I’m cumming,” Harmen announced. We were going to orgasm together! I held him close to me as his cock grew even larger, and he pumped my pussy full of his sperm. I saw Cooper standing against the wall, his head thrown back, a look of ecstasy on his face as he squirted his meager juice onto the carpet. 
 
   Harmen withdrew his huge cock and went to the bathroom. Cooper immediately jumped in, putting his face between my legs. He began slurping and sucking my used pussy. I put my hands on his head, praising his work as he licked me through a wonderful orgasm. My husband rose up triumphantly, his face shiny, covered with my black lover’s seed. 
 
   When Harmen returned, his big black cock was semi-erect and hanging down toward his knees. I sucked him back to full hardness, then he fucked me doggy style, adding yet another load to my cunt. Afterward, Cooper resumed his place and performed cunnilingus on me yet again, bringing me to another climax. 
 
   That night, Cooper slept in the guest room. Harmen woke me up once in the night for another round of sex, and then we fucked again in the shower in the morning. When he finally left the house, I was totally sexually exhausted. Cooper sheepishly admitted that he’d heard us having sex during the night and in the shower, and he jerked off to the sounds. I suggested that he should ask Harmen to come back and visit us again, which he did.
 
   Harmen now comes to our house once or twice a week to service me. I’d like more but I realize that he’s not a one-woman kind of guy. Harmen claims he’s sleeping with three other white wives at the moment, and I believe it. But I’m not a one-man woman myself, and I’m interested in bringing other well-hung men into our bedroom. I still have sex with Cooper every week or two, and he’s happy as a clam. Happy as my well-fucked clam, that is!
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   * * *
 
   I’d like to tell you about an experience I had last summer. It was a hot July weekend, so my wife Claire and I drove out to the ocean. We were at one of the most popular beaches, which I prefer because there are a lot of young women there to admire. Claire was wearing her bikini and getting a lot of attention from other guys.
 
   One guy in particular seemed interested in her. He was a tall, handsome black man, looked like his early 20s, with a great physique. The most interesting thing about him was the bulge in his trunks – it looks like he was packing some major equipment. Just the thought of Claire slowly pulling those trunks down and a large cock popping out had me excited.
 
   I mentioned the guy to Claire and she’d noticed his interest, too. “He’s really cute,” she said. We conspired to have me walk to the restroom. While I was gone, she asked him to apply her sunscreen. When I returned, I got quite the sight of seeing this big black man rubbing my wife’s legs and ass cheeks with lotion. I also noticed that there was now something huge pressing against his trunks, and I was getting hard myself just imagining those two together!
 
   We made some small talk, and we learned that his name was Ericson and he was renting a nearby cottage with a few of his friends. He suggested that we head over to his place for drinks and we agreed. As we walked down the beachside walkway toward his cottage, Claire couldn’t contain her excitement.
 
   We each had a shot at his place, then he turned on some music. Claire and Ericson danced while I watched. Soon he went in for the kiss, and it didn’t take him long to remove her bikini top. My wife’s perky breasts were revealed, and he began to suck on them with those African lips. Claire moaned, her hands on his shoulders as she enjoyed her nipples getting sucked. 
 
   Ever the helpful husband, I pulled down her bikini bottom, exposing her cute pussy and landing strip.
 
   “Your turn,” Claire said playfully. She dropped to her knees and pulled down his trunks. His cock was incredible, around a foot long and quite thick, too. My wife took it in her hands and began to slowly tug on his shaft, and sucking on his big purple head. My testicles were hurting a little, my penis in need of attention, so I dropped my own trunks and began to stroke it as I watched them. 
 
   Claire paused. “Do you have any condoms?”
 
   Claire was looking up at him, her back to me, so I shook my head no. Ericson saw my gesture.
 
   “No,” Ericson said. “I’m fresh out.”
 
   “That’s okay,” I said. “She’s on the pill.”
 
   Ericson put her down on the grungy couch, got in between her creamy white thighs, and invaded her tight white pussy with his black monster. He slipped in easily, she was so wet for him, and soon he was fucking her fast and furiously. He kept his body close to hers, kissing and looking her in the eyes. Ericson only lasted about five minutes before he reached his peak. He groaned and swore, pushing in deep as he blasted my wife with his sperm.
 
   He removed his cock from her, releasing a gusher of semen that drooled out of her pussy and rolled down her inner thighs. 
 
   Claire hadn’t gotten her satisfaction, though. She pulled him back to her and they kissed, her hands all over his body. She also tugged on his cock, and soon he was fully erect again. This time she bent over the couch and her young lover fucked her doggy style. I was standing in front of her, watching her breasts swaying with each thrust, her eyes rolling in pleasure, her face flush with sexuality. He was holding onto her hips, and I could see her ass cheeks moving with each thrust. Her hand was beneath her, rubbing her clit, and soon she had a loud, powerful orgasm. I was so turned on that I beat my little penis furiously, my boy juice squirting onto the linoleum floor. Ericson soon joined us, holding her hips firmly as he penetrated her balls deep, blasting my wife’s cunt with more of his black baby batter. When she rose up from the couch, her pussy was swollen, gaping and red with overuse. 
 
   We thanked him for the drinks and the great time, but we had to go. We never saw Ericson again. But it’s been a source of fantasy and reminiscence ever since. Sometimes we like to talk about encountering him again at the beach but this time with his friends, too. Claire said she really enjoyed feeling such a large cock inside of her and she’s willing to try it again. I’m encouraging her to do just that. 
 
   WHEN I GOT CAUGHT
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   * * *
 
   There are lots of reasons why people cheat on their significant others. Men usually just see a woman they like and can’t keep it in their pants. But I think that when women cheat, it’s usually for different reasons than men. Often times you’re getting back at him for cheating, or maybe he’s simply not paying you enough attention. I’m not saying that it’s right, just that I think women do it for different reasons. That was certainly the case with me.
 
   In my case, I cheated on my husband Charlie because I felt unhappy with our marriage. When I met him, I thought he was everything that I should look for in a man: smart, educated, and from a good family. He was somebody that I could trust and who would be a good provider and good father to my future children. But he was never my type, and when I went off the birth control pill I noticed that my attraction to him changed. I’ve read research about it since that time and learned that the Pill screws with a  woman’s hormones, making her attracted to a man who isn’t right for her. That lack of attraction resulted in the two of us fighting.
 
   “I don’t understand, Kennedy,” he said. I was always finding excuses to turn him down for lovemaking. I had a headache, I was tired, I had to get up early in the morning – it was always something. “Why aren’t you interested in making love anymore?”
 
   I didn’t want to tell him the truth. I’d gone off the Pill so that we could start a baby, but now I was feeling dissatisfied with Charlie as a partner. I was looking for somebody who was handsome strong, and more dominant. Frankly, I wanted a man who was more of a man. I’d always been warned to stay away from guys like that, the macho guys, but I was at a point where I needed to try it. I needed to find out the truth for myself and figure out whether this marriage was something I wanted to maintain.
 
   That was my state of mind when I met Clayton. I was in Reno for a long weekend at a work conference, staring out the window, sipping my morning coffee and eating a Danish when he walked up to me. Clayton was a very easy on the eyes, a handsome black man who looked a lot like a younger Denzel Washington. I noticed there wasn’t a wedding band on his hand.
 
   “It’s quite a software package they’re selling,” he said, sipping on a glass of orange juice.
 
   “It sounds amazing,” I agreed. “My company actually uses a competitor’s software and I think it’s a little better.”
 
   “Really?” he asked. We started talking about business but as we did, I found myself immensely attracted to him. Although he was wearing a sweater over a white button-up shirt, I could see his large muscles and broad shoulders. I could tell that he was attracted to me, and I caught Clayton’s reflection in the window as he checked out my backside. At twenty-six I still have a firm, attractive body with a nice round bottom and an ample bosom, and I’ve been known to turn heads. Even though I was married, I felt myself falling for this handsome, charismatic man.
 
   As we sat through the conference, I found myself fantasizing about making out with Clayton in my hotel room. It was terrible, I know. I tried to concentrate on the software vendors and their presentations, but my mind kept going back to sex. I was just starting my ovulation, so I suppose it shouldn’t have been surprising that my mind was going in that direction. But I still felt bad for Charlie back home and I didn’t plan on doing anything with Clayton, or at least nothing more than just kissing.
 
   That evening, after the conference was over, Clayton offered to buy me dinner. I accepted, telling myself that it was a business dinner and not personal. But during the meal he held my hand and told me that he found me to be incredibly attractive. Clayton explained that he wants to settle down with the right woman, and that he admired my intelligence and savvy, as well as my beauty. “You’re the kind of woman I’m looking for.” I had mixed feelings about that. I wasn’t sure I was ready to end my marriage, but I was definitely interested and flattered.
 
   I’d had a drink at dinner, and afterward we sat at the hotel bar and had more drinks. I hate to admit it but I was intentionally getting myself a little tipsy so that I could get up the courage to make out with Clayton. When he invited me back to his room, I agreed.
 
   As soon as we were inside his room, he began to kiss me passionately. I moaned as Clayton’s hands roamed across my body, giving me shivers. This strong, handsome man was caressing my body with his hands and I felt like a woman – a desirable, beautiful woman. When he unzipped his pants, I didn’t think there would be anything wrong with giving him oral pleasure. I was shocked when I saw how large he was – he had to be twice as long and far thicker than Charlie. Charlie says he’s four and a half inches long but I measured it once at it was more like four and a quarter. I didn’t think it really mattered until now, with that large black penis in my hands. I think it was just symbolic of how strong and masculine Clayton is, and symbolic of just how Charlie is lacking.
 
   After I pleasured him for a while, Clayton pulled down my panties. He played plenty of attention to my breasts, which I adored, then kissed his way down to my love nest. I was over the top as he performed cunnilingus on me, and I had a strong orgasm. Then he moved up on top of me, his strong black body above me, and pushed his big manhood inside of me.
 
   “Oh God,” I pleaded. “Go slowly.” It was so much larger than my husband’s, and I wasn’t sure I could take it all. But we French kissed as he slowly pushed himself in, slipping in and out in slow thrusts, which I loved. The lovemaking was slow and romantic at first, but it began to become faster and more passionate. I had another orgasm just as Clayton reached his climax, and he stopped on top of me, still inside of me, and we slowly kissed. Finally his manhood softened and he slipped out of me.
 
   As I got dressed, I started to feel guilty. I’d been denying my husband sex and now I made love with this sexy black stranger during my ovulation? Clayton seemed to sense my unease, and he told me that I was an amazing woman and he wanted to see me again. I told him that I needed some time alone to think. He offered to walk me back to my room, but I declined his offer and walked back by myself.
 
   The next morning I’d thought that our dalliance was over. But we were flirty during the conference and that night I again made love with him in his room. And the next night, we did it again. I must admit that the lovemaking with Clayton was the best of my life, and I thoroughly enjoyed every moment of it. But when the conference was over, I told him that I wanted to focus on my marriage and I didn’t want any distractions.
 
   When I returned home the next night, Charlie was waiting for me with a bouquet of flowers. I smiled and accepted them, and I felt guilty about what I’d done. When we got home, he immediately wanted to make love to me. I felt it was the right thing to do and I didn’t stop him. I have to admit that it was disappointing to me, coming up well short in comparison to the sexy, well-equipped Clayton. But he tried very hard and he managed to give me a small orgasm, and I was satisfied with that. We pulled the sheet over ourselves and went to sleep. 
 
   My period didn’t come that week. After another week and then another, I started to get very scared. I began crying, fearing that I was probably pregnant by Clayton. I wouldn’t ever consider an abortion, and if I gave birth to a black baby Charlie would know it wasn’t his baby. Although there was a chance that it was my husband’s child, I had to tell him the truth.
 
   I confessed everything to Charlie. He was clearly hurt but he said he wanted to try and work it out. I also called Clayton, who encouraged me to leave my husband and to move in with him. Charlie begged me to stay with him, and said that it’s our baby no matter who is the biological father. After a lot of drama and heartache, I finally decided to stay with Charlie.
 
   As I suspected, our baby was born black. He could have left me, but Charlie was man enough to step up to the plate and help to raise our baby. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that Charlie is a real man after all. Being a man isn’t all about strength and masculinity, it’s about being responsible. Even if he’s not my type, Charlie is all the man that I’d ever need.
 
   MY SPRING FLING
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   * * *
 
   For weeks I’d been looking forward to spring break down in Panama City, Florida. I’d hoped that my boyfriend Brady would have come with me, but he’d already graduated college and was working a real job, and he hadn’t accrued enough vacation time yet. But that wasn’t all bad. I asked one of my girlfriends if she’d like to come along.
 
   “Of course, Caroline!” I could tell that Kaylee was sincerely excited. “I’ve never been to Panama City before. We’ll have so much fun!”
 
   On the plane flight down, as I flipped through my magazine, I wondered just how much fun we’d have. I was still a virgin, as Brady and I are religious and we were planning to wait for our wedding night. But at the same time, I was going with Kaylee who was single and ready to mingle, a real party girl. I just hoped that I wouldn’t do anything that would compromise my relationship with Brady.
 
   After landing at the airport, we rented a car and drove over to the hotel. It was a beautiful place right on the beach. I looked out our window and saw all these college-age kids in trunks and bikinis partying in the sunshine. A cool spell had rolled in and I’d worried that the temperature might be below room temperature, but happily it missed the panhandle and it was as warm as summer up in Wisconsin.
 
   Kaylee and I got into our bathing suits, grabbed our magazines, put on our sunglasses and headed down to the chairs on the white sandy beach. The hotel had waitresses that came out to us. I ordered a zombie and Kaylee ordered a mai tai, and we toasted.
 
   “To single girls having fun!” Kaylee offered.
 
   I paused. “I’m not single, though.”
 
   Kaylee grinned. “If you’re not married, then you’re single. Besides, we’re on vacation. Every girl is single when she’s on vacation.”
 
   We both laughed at that, toasted and drank a sip. I’d always heard the rumors about women in committed relationships acting naughtily on vacation. But that wasn’t the kind of girl I was, and I knew that I’d never do anything like that.
 
   Just then, I felt something hit my leg. I looked up from my magazine and saw a Frisbee on the sand right next to my leg.
 
   “Hey, sorry.” A muscular, dark-skinned black man was standing next to my chair, towering over me. He was very handsome with bright white teeth, smiling sheepishly. “I missed that toss.”
 
   “It’s okay,” I said, lowering my glasses. “Accidents happen.”
 
   “Thanks for being understanding.” He picked up the Frisbee. “I’m Liddell.”
 
   “Caroline,” replied.
 
   He turned around and ran back to his friends. As he walked away, I checked out his strong, firm body.
 
   “You really like him, don’t you?” Kaylee asked. “Are you thinking you may have gotten into a serious relationship a little too early?”
 
   Physically, he was just the kind of guy I desired. He was taller, stronger and better looking than Brady, but my boyfriend was a really good guy. I went back to reading my magazine.
 
   We swam in the pool, drove around town checking out the place, and finally got dressed to go out to dinner. We decided on an Italian restaurant downtown that had gotten strong reviews. There was a wait so we sat down at the bar. While we were looking at the menu, Liddell sat down on the stool next to me.
 
   “Caroline, right?” he asked. “Don’t worry, I won’t hit you with a Frisbee.”
 
   We both laughed. I saw that a cute white guy, also very muscular and tanned, sat down on the stool on the far side of Kaylee. I heard him introduce himself as Mark. The two of them were now in conversation, so I figured I’d roll with it. Liddell ordered me a drink, and we sipped while conversing.
 
   As I talked with Liddell, I learned that he was a basketball player at his college, but he was studying engineering. He talked about his brothers and sisters, and it was clear that he loved his family. I noticed that he was very charismatic and a great conversationalist. Brady is often quiet with strangers, and I end up being the one who is more outgoing by default. It felt nice to be in a conversation and let the man take the lead. The more we talked, the comfortable I became. I felt myself falling for this handsome black stranger.
 
   After having dinner with Mark and Liddell, we were heading back to the hotel. Liddell explained that they’d used Uber to get there, so they didn’t have a car. We offered them a ride. Kaylee drove with Mark sitting in the passenger side, while I sat with Liddell in the back seat. During the ride, we spoke a little and I felt his hand on my thigh. I didn’t know what to do, whether I should brush him away, and then he leaned in for a kiss. I hesitated, and he stopped.
 
   “Is something wrong?” he asked.
 
   Liddell was so handsome, and with the drinks I’d had I wasn’t thinking straight. “No, it’s great,” I said. I leaned toward him and we kissed. Our tongues were dancing together, swirling around each other in a sensuous dance. I felt my nipples hardening, my crotch getting wet as my body instinctively prepared to make love to him. I noticed that he was excited too, with an incredibly large bulge in his jeans. It was so exciting to me, even though I knew it was wrong. I had a boyfriend back home and here I was, kissing this strange black man that I’d just met hours ago. 
 
   Kaylee parked the car in the hotel parking garage. I glanced down at my phone and saw that it was nine o’clock.
 
   “Mark has something he wants to show me back in his room,” Kaylee said, turning back to face me. “So I’ll be with him for a few hours, and you’ll have the room to yourself. You have my cell phone if you need me.”
 
   “Okay,” I said.
 
   I was standing in the elevator holding Liddell’s hand. When Kaylee and Mark stepped out of the elevator on the second floor, I knew that it was just the two of us going back to my hotel room. Liddell moved behind me and slowly caressed my body, and I was tingling with excitement. The elevator stopped and I heard the ding.
 
   It was now or never. I told myself that I needed this. It wasn’t something I was doing to Brady – it was something I was doing for myself, and I shouldn’t make it wrong.
 
   The moment we got inside my hotel room, Liddell went right at me. He was kissing me wildly, his hands roaming all over my body. I felt my womanhood soaking, eager for him. I’d never had sex with Brady, but this handsome black man was something I couldn’t resist. He was just the kind of man to take my virginity.
 
   As soon as our clothes were off, I saw Liddell’s cock. The thing was huge, nearly a foot long. I was intimidated, not sure that I could take it. He put his cock at my mouth. Although I’d never given oral sex before, I tried my best to suck on it. I don’t think I did a great job because he quickly decided to have real sex. With me laying on the bed, he got on top of me, lined his big black cock up with my womanhood, and he pushed himself inside. I winced from the pain, but he took his time, slowly going deeper with each time. It felt so amazing, connecting with a man this way, kissing him as he took my virginity. Soon I felt his testicles against my ass and realized that I’d managed to take all of him inside me, and I felt proud about that.
 
   I thought Liddell would go slow, but the man was powerful and forceful. He was pounding me fast, and when he turned me over and we did it doggy style, he pulled my hair back and slapped my ass hard. I was a little scared and my butt cheeks were hurting, but I was also receiving incredible pleasure. It wasn’t long before I felt the most amazing pleasure welling up inside of me. “Oh goodness, I think…” I melted into moaning as an orgasm swept through my body. About a minute later, Liddell gripped my hips firmly, quickened his pace, and filled me with his sperm.
 
   As we lay cuddling, I was totally scared. I wasn’t on birth control and I knew that, at that very moment, tens of millions of his sperm were deep inside of me, looking for my egg. I would never get an abortion, and I was scared that I was going to have a black baby.
 
   Soon Liddell got up, dressed and left. When Kaylee returned to the room, she said that Mark was great in bed and gave her three orgasms. I didn’t want to talk about my experience, feeling embarrassed and worried about a pregnancy, but I did confess to her that having sex with Liddell was amazing and that I’d orgasmed. Later that night, I drove out to a pharmacy and got the morning after pill.
 
   I thought that it would be the end of my time with Liddell, but I did hook up with him a couple days later. I demanded that he use a condom, though. I got better at sucking dick and got more comfortable at having sex, trying new positions and just able to relax and enjoy it. Later, when I married Brady, I believe that our physical relationship was much better as a result of my time with Liddell. I know it sounds crazy, but my black lover was a real blessing to my marriage. I never told Brady about him, and he thinks that he took my virginity. Frankly, I don’t think I did anything wrong and I’m glad that I got that wonderful experience with a sexy black man to remember for the rest of my life.
 
   MY SUMMER SWOON
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   * * *
 
   My name is Addison, and I’m now seven months pregnant with my black lover’s baby daughter. Last summer I met an attractive black man named Andre. He was tall, in great shape, and walked with confidence and swagger. He hit me up while I was sunbathing by the pool in our complex, and I found him to be very attractive. I worked my husband Bryce into the conversation, but that didn’t deter him at all.
 
   Honestly, the fact that he was willing to pursue a woman he finds attractive regardless of her relationship status was a turn on. I’ve always been attracted to strong, dominant men. Everything about Andre was attractive to me.
 
   You might be surprised by this, but it was my husband Bryce who wanted me to pursue a sexual relationship with Andre. He insisted that the two of us refrain from love making while Andre was courting me, so that there would be no confusion as to the father of the baby. And honestly, I’m happy to know with certainty that they baby I’m carrying will be as dark skinned as Andre, though perhaps a touch lighter from my side.
 
   My husband and I are very excited to welcome this baby into our family. My friends and family have been very loving and supportive of my desire to have a black baby, and Bryce will make a great dad. Everything about this situation has been a cocoon of love and support. I believe that it’s important to live your life to the fullest and follow your dreams. Don’t worry about potential problems with people who are bigoted and unwelcoming of multiracial families. If you meet a black man and you want to have his baby, and you have a supportive husband like I do, you don’t want to live a life of regret by not having the beautiful black baby that you both want. You only live once.
 
   MY AUTUMN AFFAIR
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Marissa. My husband Brendan and I have been married for twelve years but only recently did our sex life really take off. It all started at a company party when I went dancing with Hank, a handsome college age guy from my husband’s materials plant. We were dancing very provocatively, and afterward I went to our table and told Brendan how he’d been caressing my ass and grinding his junk against my crotch. I mentioned that he felt very large down there, and I was very turned on by him.
 
   Judging by the little tent that his meager tool made in his pants, my husband liked it, too. He encouraged me to keep dancing with him, and he sat sipping his drink while we danced, basically doing foreplay on the dance floor. That night, when Hank asked me to stop by his house for the night, I wasn’t going to accept but Brendan insisted that I do it.
 
   I’m glad I did. It was the best sex I’d had in many years. He taught me new positions and techniques in bed, and he really brought about a sexual awakening in me. One time we had sex at my house, and Brendan got to watch as my younger lover pleased me expertly with his large cock. My husband was standing against the wall stroking his subpar pecker, and he squirted off right as Hank was shooting his load all over my face.
 
   And that was just the first of many encounters I’ve had with other men. I’ve learned to really love having a variety of lovers. They each have different ways of doing it, and I love the grunts they make when they shoot their sperm. I’ve also thrown out my boring panties and bras, replacing them with sexy stockings and underwear. 
 
   My biggest adventure so far was filming an amateur adult video that we sold to a small local DVD company. In that scene I had a foursome – me and three other guys! There is no way to compare the sensation of having two men inside of you at the same time, and a third man filling your mouth. I felt do desirable!
 
   I hope other couples will learn to try new things, to open up and explore. The first step is the hardest, and it’s a journey that will lead your marriage to incredible happiness!
 
   ST. PATRICK’S DAY ROMANCE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   It all began as just a fantasy of ours, but it turned into reality. My wife Alana has always wanted to try a threesome with two men, and she wanted to do it on video. This past St. Patrick’s Day we were at a hotel in Connecticut and made our fantasy come true. 
 
   We stopped by a little dive nearby and played some pool. Next to us were a couple of young guys in their mid-twenties, one white and one black. They introduced themselves as Kareem and Joe, and we had a great time talking while we played our separate games. Later, we decided to switch and play teams, and we had a great time chatting and drinking. I couldn’t help but notice that the guys couldn’t keep their eyes off of my wife.
 
   When it was time to leave, I invited the guys back to our hotel room for a nightcap, and they happily agreed. When we reached our room, Alana played some music through her phone using our Bluetooth speakers. That’s when things got a little crazy. Alana offered asked Kareem if he wanted to try a shot of Grey Goose, and she put the shot glass between her breasts. He was totally game for that, and he kneeled down and she leaned forward, his face right in her breasts.
 
   It was then Joe’s turn, but he immediately went to kissing my wife’s neck. Soon they were on both sides of her, kissing her face and neck, their hands roaming all across her body. My penis was rock hard at this scene. Slyly, I set my iPhone on the table at just the right angle and set it to record.
 
   Alana stripped down to just her panties, and she asked the two guys to take off their clothes. Soon they were completely nude in front of her. Joe’s cock was about six inches long, but Kareem was more like ten inches and very thick.
 
   When Alana saw Kareem’s equipment, her eyes widened. “Oh my God!” she exclaimed, looking over at me. She got down on her hands and knees, her tiny hands around his huge, thick shaft. “I’ve always wanted to feel a man like this inside of me.” They she began sucking on his cock, licking the head and twisting her head slightly. I loved watching her delicate white hands caressing those beautiful black balls as he moaned in pleasure.
 
   “That’s enough,” Kareem said.
 
   Alana stood up, dropped her panties, and told Joe that it was his turn. She laid down on the bed, spread her legs, and the white guy began licking her pussy. I saw his cock was already hard. Alana was moaning as Joe put her through a loud orgasm.
 
   “Okay, baby,” she said to Kareem. “Lay down so I can ride that beautiful black cock!”
 
   When I saw my wife drop down and her little love box envelope that black monster, I began stroking my little four incher. It was so erotic seeing her moaning, a look of sheer ecstasy on her face, as she took all of him inside. I was proud of her for that, taking the whole thing. He hands were resting on his strong chest, pushing herself up and down, riding him. And that’s when Joe got up on the bed behind her, kneeling, and pushed himself inside of her asshole.
 
   The moan that my wife made when she was taken by both men simultaneously was different from what I’d ever heard her make before. It was deep, guttural, and she was clearly out of her mind with lust. Their two bodies slowly gyrated, and she was in heaven. This went on for a few minutes before I saw the look on Kareem’s face and realized he was near his climax. I saw his hands grips her closely, and soon he was shooting his seed deep inside my wife’s hairy pussy.
 
   After that, Joe pulled out of her ass and brought it to her mouth. I wasn’t sure what she’d do, as he hadn’t cleaned himself off. But she greedily took his cock inside of her mouth, licking and sucking like crazy, and soon he blasted off all over her face while my wife tugged on his shaft, a big smile on her face.
 
   It was a great experience for both of us. We later put our video up on an online porn site. I love watching it and reliving the time she experienced two men at once. We can’t wait to do it again!
 
   I SWAPPED OUT HER PILLS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Bye, Sebastian,” my wife Destiny said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “I love you, honey!” She said that on a Friday night as she left in the strong arms of a very special lover of hers, her black boyfriend Marcus. We both knew that she would come back home on Sunday afternoon having spent the weekend making love with her handsome black lover. We both knew that her love nest would be filled with her lover’s seed, and that I would welcome her back with open arms.
 
   What she didn’t know, though, was that she wasn’t on birth control. About a month earlier, I had bought some fake birth control pills off the internet and swapped them in place of her real ones. I knew that she would be ovulating that weekend, and the odds were good that she would return to my arms with her lover’s black baby growing in her womb. Although she wouldn’t intentionally do that because everybody would know I wasn’t the father, I knew Destiny well enough to know that she would keep the baby.
 
   I suppose this may sound strange to some people. Why would I want my wife to get pregnant by her lover? I don’t really know myself, and at some level the very idea of it scares me. But I also found it very exciting. While the idea of her making love with Marcus was very exciting, the fact that she was fertile made my penis hard as steel. Whatever the reason behind it, it was a risk that I was willing to take – in fact, a risk I was eager to take.
 
   That Sunday morning when she returned home, I couldn’t wait to make love to Destiny. As was our custom, she told me in great detail about all the hot sex they had together. “His cock is so much bigger than yours,” she cooed as I performed cunnilingus on my wife. “I love the way it feels inside of me. We had sex twice this morning. Can you taste him, honey?” I was eagerly sticking my tongue in as deep as possible, licking up all of their combined juices.
 
   Although I would normally have intercourse with her at that point, I asked her for a blowjob. I wanted to be sure that I didn’t accidentally impregnate her with my own sperm. Destiny is a world-class cocksucker, and in a matter of minutes I shot my load down her throat. 
 
   It was a few weeks later when Destiny started to feel nauseated. She was startled and worried, but I was over the moon knowing what was happening. She took a pregnancy test and it confirmed what I already knew: her strong, virile black lover’s baby was growing in my wife’s womb. At first she was worried, knowing that Marcus had abandoned the mothers of his other children. But I assured Destiny that she had nothing to worry about. “I don’t care what color the baby is,” I said. “It’s our baby, honey.”
 
   Eight months later, Destiny gave birth to a black baby boy. Two years after that, she gave birth to a beautiful black baby girl. Once again, it seems that her birth control pills failed her. I bet I don’t need to tell you how that happened!
 
   PUTTING IT IN
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2016 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   My wife Jada and I had an amazing experience that we’d like to share. Jada’s fantasy was for me to hold her lover’s manhood and guide him inside of her, and I wanted to make it happen. My friend Darkeem is quite a ladies’ man and is rumored to have a very large black cock, so I ran it by him. He didn’t seem to believe me at first, but eventually he realized I was serious and agreed.   
 
   I told my wife that I’d invited Darkeem over for drinks on Friday night, and I suggested that he might be willing to play with us. Jada was very excited by the possibility. Of course, I’d already confirmed with with Darkeem and knew it was going down.
 
   After having dinner, we had some cocktails. At one point Darkeem and I were chatting and Jada was getting tired from the alcohol, so she went to bed. We waited ten minutes, then walked quietly up the stairs. I undressed and slipped under the covers with Jada, and I began kissing her. Soon she was getting quite excited, and I asked her whether she was hoping that we would have had sex with my black friend.
 
   “I was hoping to,” she said. “He’s really very sexy. I can see why he gets all the girls.”
 
   Darkeem smiled. He stripped off all his clothes and slipped under the covers on the other side, and he began caressing her. She jumped a bit, startled, then realized that Darkeem was with us. My penis turned rock hard as I kissed her neck and played with her erect nipples. 
 
   Darkeem went down between her legs under the covers, and while I couldn’t see it happening I knew he was eating her pussy. Jada’s face was flush, she was moaning with excitement, and I loved watching her body tense as she orgasmed. Darkeem then threw off the covers, and I saw the huge cock between his legs.
 
   “Just a sec,” I said. I grabbed the bottle of lube from the dresser, coated my hands and played with his half-stiff cock to bring it to its full glory. It was truly amazing, so long and so thick, adorned with bulging veins and a large bulb of a head. I was half-tempted to suck on it, but I resisted. I looked over at my wife.
 
   “Are you ready?” I asked.
 
   “I need to feel him inside of me,” she said. “Put it inside of me, honey.”
 
   I took his big cock, aimed it at my wife’s womanhood, and Darkeem slowly pushed it forward and inside of her. Jada groaned deeply as this well-hung black stud pushed inside of her in a single thrust. I don’t know if it was the lubrication that did it or if she was just so excited for him, but normally I need a number of thrust to get in my full five inches. Here, her pussy eagerly accepted his long, thick weapon to the hilt. As he began thrusting, Jada simply couldn’t contain her pleasure and sheer joy, moaning loudly as he fucked her in the missionary position. I lubed up my much smaller penis and masturbated while I watched them fuck.
 
   Jada had her arms around his shoulders, holding him close to her. “Oh my God,” she exclaimed. Arching her back, her muscles tensing, she had the grandmother of all orgasms. Just then, Darkeem had his own climax, pushing in balls deep as his huge black monster shot shot spurt after spurt, the base of his shaft pulsating as he emptied his seed inside of her.
 
   That was our first time doing that and it was a huge success. Jada loved it and she’s eager for more. Next time, she says, she wants to try double penetration. “I couldn’t take a man like Darkeem in my butt, but your little penis is the perfect size for anal sex. I’d love to feel his huge manhood inside my pussy while you thrust inside my backside.” I can’t wait! 
 
   I CUT MY HUBBY OFF FROM SEX
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Amanda. My hubby Seth and I have a “sexless marriage.” That is, we haven’t had intercourse in over two years. Sometimes I will masturbate him when I come home from one of my dates, and when he’s been an especially good husband I will sometimes reward him with an oral treat. (He’s so grateful, I think the big lug lives for them!)
 
   I started cheating on Seth when it was clear that he was interested in more than companionship than an overall relationship. I love him very much. He’s a wonderful man, a good provider and very thoughtful, just not big in the sex department. We’d been trying for a baby for years to no avail, and when I started dating other men I went on the pill.
 
   At first took a lover about four years ago, without his knowledge. After about a year of sneaking around, I came home one night and told him everything. I described for him in detail what I did to my lover and what he did to me. He got all angry and jealous and humiliated, but also excited. Finally he masturbated. And since that time, I’ve told him about all of my dates when I come home.
 
   Hubby gets so hot and stiff when I tell him about my dates. I have three lovers right now, all with respectable sized equipment, one of them black. He gets so stiff and excited when I tell him about my dates, especially the black guy. I can see his little penis just come alive, leaking semen.
 
   I recently turned 30 and I don’t have any kids. Seth has been talking about me coming off the pill. I liked the idea of that, but when I started to get serious he started to get cold feet. He’s worried that it’s the black guy who will get me pregnant. And you know what? It probably would be the black one to give me a love child.
 
   A few months back I finally flushed my pills down the toilet. When I told hubby, we played that I was pregnant already by one of my lovers. Hubby became so excited that he literally leaked semen. Then we talked about how much better it would be for real. He was still doubtful, though, even when I sucked him off.
 
   I’ve also started to take control of his satisfactions, stopping him from coming. I would masturbate  him by hand but he needed to tell me to stop just before he finishes. If he doesn’t and he orgasms, he gets a punishment. One time I “forgot” to stop and he came, so I punished him by not allowing him to masturbate all week. Boy was he horny by the end of the week!
 
   I also went on a date recently with Jarvis, my black lover. Hubby got to meet him finally and then we went out on a date. I danced with my lover all night and I really got into it with him, all touchy and physical in public. People could see my wedding ring and hubby’s, and my cuckolding ankle bracelet on my right ankle. Jarvis and I then left the place with hubby left sitting. I got home a little while later and told hubby all about what my lover did to me, and I reminded him that I’m no longer on the pill. Seth’s little cock was so stiff and leaking but I didn’t allow him any relief! I did, however, allow him to service me orally. I was surprised at how far his tongue could go inside of me, and how eager he was to lap up my lover’s seed.
 
   It’s only a matter of time before I get pregnant by one of my lovers. Personally, I’m hoping that it’s my black lover who does it. The ultimate cuckold is the father of a black baby. It will be so hot for hubby to see my little waist expanding with my black lover’s baby!
 
   SERVANT TO HER BLACK LOVER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Parker. I’m twenty-eight and I am a slave to my black master, Terrence. My wife Alexa is twenty-five. She’s six months pregnant with his baby and she’s very happy now that she’s enjoying his large black cock instead of my little white thing. He’s making my life hell but I recognize that this is the natural order of things. I’ve always loved reading stories in magazines about naughty wives who sleep with stronger, superior men, especially black men. After experiencing it, I can tell you that it’s even better than fantasy.
 
   Now that Alexa has had the opportunity to be with real men, like Terrence and Leroy, she understands what real pleasure is all about and no longer has any use for inferior men like me. She’s a beautiful woman with long black hair, a pretty face and a great figure. I have been unable to impregnate her either because my white sperm is insufficient to get the job done or because I frequently fail to get to that point, prematurely finishing before I can get the job done.
 
   For years I had suggested to my wife that she take on side lovers, but she had always refused. But when she met a strapping black man on vacation in Mexico, that all changed. We stayed at a resort south of Cancun. Carrying a beach towel and a clothing bag, we decided to check out the nude beach to the south of the resort. I’d heard that nude beaches weren’t filled with young attractive people, at least in the States, but on this beach there were all sorts of beautiful people. A number of the men were checking out Alexa as we looked for a spot to sit. I noticed that the men were taller, stronger and better looking than me, not to mention that they all appeared to have much larger equipment. I felt embarrassed and intimidated. I noticed that the black men had huge dicks that were much larger flaccid than my three inch penis is when erect. We sat on our towel and watched the game. As they played volleyball, their huge cocks moved with their bodies, and I noticed that Alexa was in awe of them.
 
   After they finished their game, one of the black men came over and introduced himself as Gordon. He had the body of a black Adonis, and he admired Alexa’s beautiful perky breasts. He no doubt noticed that her nipples were hard as she admired him, and she spread her legs to give him a good view of her pussy, which was engorged with her arousal. It was clear that she wanted to have sex with this amazing man. I suggested that we get dressed and walk back to our resort and talk more in our room.
 
   Once we reached our room, the two of them removed their bathing suits. As Gordon’s cock became erect, I noticed that it didn’t grow very much from its flaccid length, maybe ten inches in all. There was little foreplay as they were so hot for each other. He quickly put her on her back, spread her legs, and wetted the large purple head of his cock with her juices. Then he slowly eased him magnificent manhood inside of her. Alexa cried in both pain and delight as he pushed inside of her. Soon he was fully inside of her, his balls resting against her ass cheeks. I loved the sight of that thick black shaft filling her white tunnel, stretching her to the breaking point. My wife’s body was pressed against his, her arms and legs wrapped around his perfect body, the two of them kissing as he pounded her powerfully. Over and over Alexa orgasmed, and I realized just how sexual she would be with the right man. When Gordon reached his climax, he pushed in deep and shot his seed. I saw the base of his testicles contracting, his cock pulsating as he filled his pretty white conquest with his sperm. Afterward, the two of them went to sleep in the bed while I slept on the couch.
 
   The two of them continued to sleep together throughout our vacation, and she left their fully satisfied but with a newfound hunger for black cock. Back home, Alexa signed up for some online dating sites and went looking for the perfect lover: strong, dominant, black, handsome, intelligent, and well-endowed. She found all that in Leroy, a thirty-five year old black stud. He showed a picture of his whopper, the same ten inches as Gordon but even thicker. Soon she invited him over our house for a late night romp.
 
   Alexa has been sleeping with Leroy now for the better part of a year and she’s carrying his child. He moved into the master bedroom so that he can sleep with Alexa, and I’ve been moved to a cot in the spare room. I follow every command of his, and they both love to humiliate me. Leroy is unemployed so I take care of all the bills, and I have a credit card just for his use. Alexa does allow me to perform cunnilingus on her after her sessions with her black stud, and I love to masturbate my little penis while licking her clean. Some may think our lifestyle is strange but I know that this is the rightful order of things and I love it. 
 
   THE BLACK FOREIGNER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife Erin is thirty-three years old and, until recently, I don’t think she’d ever had sex with another man. I’d fantasized about her doing it and approached her about it, but she always acted uninterested. That changed one night when Erin and I went dancing. We went to O’Grady’s, a downtown club, and she’d had a few cocktails. The dance floor was packed and I went up there while Erin sat there watching. The DJ was playing a great mix of current and older dance music.
 
   Suddenly, I noticed a black guy in his mid-twenties approach Erin. He told her his name was Dontrall. He was in the country temporarily, and would be returning to Brazil soon. She seemed very receptive to him as they talked, and soon she rose with him and they walked to the dance floor. She cast me a sly glance and the two of them started to dance. He held her close to his body, and his hands were all over her skirt, feeling up her ass. I felt jealous but also very aroused as I watched the two of them grinding.  
 
   After a couple of numbers, Erin disappeared to the bathroom and returned, dancing with him further. After a while he left the bar and I talked with her about it. She confessed that she’d removed her panties and put them in her purse, and she allowed Dontrall to feel her up under her skirt, rubbing her bare pussy with his hands down the bathroom hallway. She said, though, that nothing else had happened. They just kissed and cuddled. She did, though, get the chance to play with his cock. She said it was huge, just like the rumors said. “I hope it doesn’t hurt your feelings, honey, but his manhood dwarfs yours. He’s packing a real monster in his pants!”
 
   We raced home, both eager to make love. As I made love to her, she asked me what I thought about her having sex with Dontrall. He was only in the country for another week, then he’d return to Brasil. I told her that if she wanted to do it, I wanted her to have that experience.
 
   “I do, Cody,” she admitted. “I want to feel a decent-sized cock inside of me. I mean, not that yours isn’t decent or anything. Yours is satisfactory. Just, you know.”
 
   I knew what she meant. I think I’m pretty average at just under five inches, as best as I can tell. I can’t help it that a guy like Dontrall is hung like a horse. Erin and I had the best sex of lives as we fantasized about her being taken by Dontrall, pleasured by his huge black cock. 
 
   I thought that we’d never hear from Dontrall again but then, a few months later, he called Erin on her cell phone. He asked her if she’d like to join him on vacation in the Bahamas. She asked if I was okay with that, and of course I gave her my blessing. We bought her plane ticket with the understanding that she’d be sharing the room with Dontrall. We went to the mall together and shopped at Victoria’s Secret, buying her sexy lingerie to wear on her week-long vacation.
 
   Not long after she arrived, she called and told me that she was surprised to learn that Dontrall wasn’t going to be alone in the room – he had also brought along his friend Juan, who is also black. I asked her if the guy was attractive to her.
 
   “Yes, he’s very handsome and attractive, but he never told me about it.” She was pretty upset at first but it turned out pretty well in the end. That night Erin had a threesome with her two black lovers. Over the course of the week, she was having threesomes with them twice a day, as well as giving random blowjobs. Apparently Juan was only about seven-and-a-half inches long and nowhere near as thick as Dontrall, but he was perfect for anal sex. She loved feeling Dontrall’s cock filling her pussy completely while Juan stroked his smaller tool in her backside.
 
   Her whole visit was intense for me, not being able to see what was happening but knowing that my wife was having the hottest sex ever. I was masturbating furiously, and my penis was so limp but I couldn’t stop going at it over and over. When she returned home, she was totally tanned and sexually exhausted. The guys said they wanted to go on vacation with her again. I can’t wait! 
 
   BLACK LOVE ON THE JERSEY SHORE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Sam and I’m 28 years old. My wife Layla is 24 and the most beautiful woman in the world, with a great figure and shoulder-length dirty blonde hair. We live in New Jersey and it was summer time, so I asked her if she’d want to spend a long weekend out on the Jersey Shore. Unfortunately, I was called away on business at the last minute, but I was able to come home a day early. I figured that I would surprise her. 
 
   When I arrived at our place, I called for Layla but she didn’t answer. I carried my luggage upstairs to the bedroom, then went to look out the window. I noticed that Layla was wearing just a black bikini and sitting below outside on the deck overlooking the strip. I realized that she wasn’t on our room’s deck, but the deck of another room in the building. Just before I opened the window to call her, I saw a muscular black man in a bathing suit join her. He was holding two glasses of wine. I stood there stunned as he kissed her on the lips.
 
   I saw the black man lay down on a blanket, and then my wife began applying suntan lotion to his rippling muscles. Then she laid down on her own towel and he did the same for her, his black hands going all over her soft delicate white body. I felt my little white penis stirring, growing at this sight. Then Layla got up and removed her bikini bottom, exposing her naked womanhood and brown landing strip.
 
   The black man slowly applied the lotion all up my wife’s groin, then he threw away his suit and she began to do the same for him. I was shocked when I saw his impressive cock, dark and thick, hanging halfway down his thigh. My wife couldn’t keep her eyes off that beautiful cock as she massaged him, and it hardened as she worked on him. That’s when she said something to him, he smiled and nodded, and then she began tugging on his shaft. She flicked her tongue all over his cockhead, and her hands gently massaged his testicles. He began thrusting his hips toward her face, and it wasn’t long before he blasted his seed down my wife’s throat. She soon got him erect again, then the two of them glanced around to make sure nobody was watching, then they walked inside.
 
   I drove around the area for a couple of hours, then called Layla and let her know that I was out early and would be at our room in an hour and a half. When I arrived, she greeted me in a t-shirt and jeans, giving me a sexy kiss and asking me to take a shower while she got ready for some romance. After I finished showering, she took eagerly gave me a blowjob. When I went down on her, I tasted the silky, slimy residue of her black lover’s semen inside of her, and she had an intense orgasm while holding my head against her box. Then we made love and I added my own juice to her well-soaked snatch.
 
   That was the only time that I’d ever caught my wife cheating on me. Still, I love to think back to it while we’re making love, and picture that strong black stud filling my wife’s mouth and cunt with his seed.
 
   BLACK HUNK FROM THE GYM
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I’m sorry, Patrick,” my wife Gianna said. “I need other lovers. It has nothing to do you with. This is about what I need.”
 
   I’d caught my wife having sex with a guy she’d met online. I’d read her texts to him where she discussed how much she loved his big cock, how it felt so much better than my much smaller little dick, and how she loved being with a strong, manly guy like him. She didn’t apologize or anything, and just said that I needed to accept her the way she is. It was hard for me at first, but eventually I realized that she was right.
 
   It wasn’t long before she started another affair. Gianna and I started working out the gym and we encountered a huge black guy there, a body builder named Everson. The guy was probably six foot six and made of solid muscle. One time I was showering after a workout and I couldn’t believe what the guy was packing between his legs. He saw me looking and just laughed at me, saying that white guys are always staring at him.
 
   “Would you like to touch it?” he asked.
 
   I’m not gay or anything, but I was curious what it would feel like. I took his big horse cock in my hand and I jerked it a little bit, and I felt it growing in my hands. He asked me to suck him off. I wasn’t sure, but I dropped to my knees and began to suck that mighty cock. I was afraid somebody might see us there and I kept looking around, but nobody saw us. I licked and sucked Everson’s cock as best as I could, and he put his big strong hands on my head, holding me as I pleasured him. Soon he started thrusting inside of my mouth and blasted me with large ropes of silky semen, which I swallowed.
 
   Everson pulled it out with a pop, and I didn’t know what to say. I just told him that I’d like it if he’d join me and my wife for drinks at our house. He said my wife is a fine piece of ass and he’d love to fuck her. A few nights later, he came over to our house. Gianna was incredibly excited, never having fucked a black guy and eager to try a man even larger than her last paramour. When he arrived we didn’t even get to drinks. He started kissing her straight off, and my wife was rubbing his erection through his jeans, telling him how big it was and how much she needed it. He slipped a hand under her skirt and rubbed her pussy through her panties, and said he liked her hairy pussy.
 
   In the bedroom, Everson was totally dominant. He told me to strip my wife naked, and then he had me fluff him. I licked the pre-cum off his partially erect dick and sucked him until he was fully erect, but now he walked up to my wife and began hissing her, that mighty manhood pressed against her belly.
 
   “God, Emerson, that cock is unbelievable. You’re built to please women. You make my husband’s tiny little thing look like a joke.” She dropped to her knees and kept her eyes locked on his as she expertly sucked on his huge, thick black cock.
 
   After just a few minutes of that, he instructed Gianna to stop. He had me lay down on the floor and stick my little white penis inside of my wife’s ass in the reverse cowgirl. After that, he pushed her back so she was laying on top of me, and he penetrated my wife with his mighty black cock. I could feel that huge black monster sliding inside of her as we fucked, and both of their bodies were sandwiched on top of me. His huge black body enveloped us, and we were helpless as he took his pleasure, his face near mine as he kissed my wife’s neck. Twice my wife cried out in orgasm, and I loved feeling her muscles contracting on top of me, and through the inside of her anus.
 
   Then I heard Everson groan deeply, pistoning that cock inside of her hard and fast, and then pressing deep. I swear I could feel that huge cock pulsing as it flooded my wife with his sperm, his ball sack twitching against my leg as he deposited his full load.
 
   Gianna and Everson then kissed and cuddled with me trapped below, but he wasn’t finished. Soon he was fucking her again, furiously pounding her with that giant pussy pounder. This time as he neared his climax, he pulled his cock out and took it in his hand, moving up next to my wife’s face. He blasted her with a rope, and then moved his cock to my face. I saw his milky white semen shooting as it hit my right eye, blasting my face with a few shots of warm sticky man juice.
 
   Since that time, we’ve had him over our house many times. I’m not gay or anything but I really enjoy how strong and masculine he is, and how he likes to take control over other men, including me. I think I love Everson and his big cock almost as much as Gianna does!
 
   AN EAGER AND WILLING WIFE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Leah. I’ve always considered myself to be a good girl and I’ve always believed that I’d never cheat on my husband. Nate is my best friend and we’ve been together for years, and I figured we would be together forever.
 
   I was just twenty-two and working a low-end job in the mail room when I met Quincy. I’d always thought it was just an expression to say that somebody “took your breath away,” but it literally happened when I met him. He was a tall, handsome black man with an incredible body who just oozed sexuality. He had tattoos on his right arm and a diamond stud in his left ear. I shouldn’t have been surprised when I heard that he’d worked as a stripper.
 
   “Hey, Leah,” he said, with that gorgeous smile. “I love that dress.”
 
   “Thanks,” I said. Of course, I’d worn it for him, hoping that he’d notice. There were a lot of pretty women who worked in my office and I was surprised that he seemed to focus his interest on me. He was so good looking and I felt such a strong attraction to him. I felt bad knowing that I had a husband at home. But at the same time, I’d never felt this way about a man before and so many people had warned me that I’d married too young.
 
   I tried to resist, and I guess I was giving Quincy mixed signals. I would flirt with him, putting my hand on his leg at lunch but I wouldn’t kiss him. He wasn’t happy that I would rebuff his advances, and to make me jealous he starting flirting with Allie, another girl in the office. I was a little upset but I realized that I wasn’t being fair to either Quincy or my husband. If I wanted to experiment, I needed to make a change.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said to Nate, tears rolling down my eyes. “But we need to spend some time apart.”
 
   “Are we getting divorced?” he asked.
 
   “I don’t know. But I need some time to myself.”
 
   I went back to work and told Quincy that I was moving out of my house, and that I was now free to date him. He was happy that I’d made the decision and he said I could move in with him. I quickly packed my things and moved into his Quincy’s apartment. Nate figured out pretty quickly that I was seeing another man, but there wasn’t much he could do about it.
 
   “I still love you, baby,” Nate said. He’d called me at work. “If you decide you made a mistake, you can always come back to me.”
 
   “Thanks baby,” I said. “I still love you too, but it’s something I need to do right now.”
 
   Of course, I didn’t have any intention of leaving Quincy. The sex with him was simply incredible. It always felt like a chore with Nate, an obligation that I needed to do because I was married to him and I loved him. But with Quincy I just felt so beautiful, sexy and sexual. I loved feeling his strong, powerful body above me, and I felt safe with him. I loved the contrast in our skin colors, with his huge black member slipping inside of my tight white box. It didn’t hurt that he was well-hung, either, twice as long as Nate’s little four incher and many times as thick. The feeling of fullness during intercourse was just amazing, and I also loved just playing with that big cock when laying next to him in bed. I never had any trouble climaxing with Quincy.
 
   Things changed, though, when I started seeing signs that Quincy was cheating on me. He’d go out to grab something from the corner store and he’d be gone for four hours. Sometimes he’d go to see “a friend” and not return until the morning. I sneaked a look at his cell phone and saw that he was actually seeing three different girls at the same time. I felt so stupid!
 
   I was still talking with Nate pretty much every day, and I was telling him everything. I probably shouldn’t have told him all the details but he insisted. He claimed it didn’t bother him when I told him about how great the sex was with Quincy, and how great his large cock felt inside of me. I think it probably did, though. All the time he said he still loved me and would take me back. One night, after Quincy was gone the whole night with another woman the day before my birthday, I decided I’d had enough. I packed my things and went home to Nate, and he welcomed me back home with open arms.
 
   I realize now that I was a fool to risk what I had with Nate over Quincy! Even if you spend an hour in bed having sex, as we often did, you need somebody who is faithful and is there for you the rest of the day. That’s what I have with Nate, and no amount of sexual satisfaction could ever make up for that. Even when he found out that I was pregnant. We knew it was Quincy’s baby – I’d always insisted that Nate use a condom with me, but Quincy was so dominant that he always got his way – yet Nate stayed with me 100%.
 
   Quincy says he won’t ever see the baby and he keeps asking me to abort it, but Nate has stepped up and he’s going to raise the baby as his own. “I don’t care what color the baby is,” he says, “you’re my wife and it’s our child.” I don’t really care if Quincy never sees his child or pays support – Nate is the father in every way that matters and he’ll be a great dad!
 
    
 
   OUR BLACK NEIGHBOR
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Unfortunately, I’ve been very busy trying to build my business and I’ve spent a lot of time away from home. My wife, Ellie, has complained that I’ve been neglecting her. She’s been spending a lot of time on the computer and her phone, and she doesn’t want me to see what she’s doing. I’ve also noticed our love life dwindling, and she often tells me that she’s too tired or not in the mood for sex. Finally I confronted her about whether she was having an affair.
 
   “I haven’t cheated on you, Ashton,” she said. “But there is somebody who I’m interested in, and if things progress the right way, I’ll let it happen.” 
 
   I tried to talk her out of it, to give me another chance, but she wouldn’t listen to me. In fact, she called the guy and set up a date with him. When she said his name was Kaprice, I immediately knew who he was. He’s a black guy who lives in the condo complex right next to our neighborhood. I’d seen him a number of times admiring my pretty blonde wife while she’s out jogging. Ellie arranged to meet him at a hotel downtown, which she paid for with my credit card. Even worse, she insisted that I drive her there and watch Kaprice make love to her.  
 
   Ellie dressed in a sexy, well-fitting night gown with sexy red stockings and high heels. When I saw him in the hotel lobby, he smirked and shook my hand. Kaprice is a tall guy and built like a tank, and he squeezed my hand hard. The two of them pretty much ignored me as we rode the elevator up to their room. Once there, Ellie was all over her black lover. He unzipped her dress and she slipped out of it, and soon she’d removed her bra and panties as well. Completely naked but for her stockings and heels, she laid down on the bed while Kaprice sucked and licked her breasts, causing her nipples to turn hard and pointy.
 
   My little white penis was throbbing, aching and hard as steel, so I dropped my pants and masturbated to the sight.
 
   Kaprice ordered my wife to undress him, and she obeyed. Although she’s normally dominant around me, she was totally subservient to this black stud. She pulled down his boxers and I was shocked when I saw the size of his cock. It looked like a thick black plantain, close to a foot long and bending upward. My wife slowly put her lips around the engorged head of that mighty black cock, her eyes looking straight into mine as she gave him a long, slow blowjob. She was acting so incredibly slutty, and I was jerking my meager shaft as I watched.
 
   Then Kaprice ordered Ellie to lay down on the bed, and she complied. He took that big black dick of his, aimed his black weapon at her womanhood, and pushed the head inside of her. I saw her face grimace in pain as he forced that huge black cock inside of her. She was stretched beyond belief, tight as a drum, her hungry pussy filled with the biggest and strongest cock ever. Ellie gave out a long, guttural cry as he pushed the shaft in with two quick thrusts.
 
   She threw he head back, moaning like a whore, and her cries of pain soon turned into wails of delight. Ellie lifted her legs up around him and pulled him closer with her arms, begging him to fuck her good and hard. Her black lover was pounding her with incredible force, and I could tell from her breathing and moaning that an incredible climax was about to hit her. I watched that huge cock of his, pounding rapidly in and out of my wife’s stretched cunt, soaking wet from her eager pussy.
 
   Ellie was squirming in pleasure, talking incoherently as she praised this black stud for fucking her so well. She was cumming long and hard, one long rolling orgasm. The most I’d ever done was to give her a single orgasm, but this amazing black man was giving her climax after climax, still pounding her relentlessly with his thick black penis. He sped up even faster, and I realized his own climax was nearing. He groaned loudly and pushed in deep as he filled her my wife with his sperm, his heavy black testicles unleashing millions of sperm inside of her cunt. Just then, I reached my own climax, my little boyhood spraying my seed harmlessly onto the hotel floor.
 
   Ellie, cuddling with her black lover in a post-coital embrace, told me that I should go home now. “I’ll call you when it’s time to pick me up.”
 
   That was Sunday morning, after having spent the weekend on my tab fucking her black stud. On the car ride home, she explained to me that he’d fucked her royally all weekend, and that she’s now his fuck toy and she will do whatever he requests. She told me that she loves being his “submissive white bitch and fuck toy.” I don’t know why, but I’m afraid I love it as well. 
 
   HER SEXY SIDE JOB
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Will. My wife Camryn is a twenty-five-year-old mother of our three year old son, and she’s been looking to find some work to do at night or on the weekends. One day, while looking through the local independent newspaper, I saw an advertisement for a company that offered “bikini telegrams.” From the description, there was a little singing involved but it wasn’t so much a singing telegram as sending a pretty woman in a bikini to somebody’s door for a special surprise. As my wife is both beautiful and sexy with a great figure, I urged her to give it a try. 
 
   Camryn emailed the company and included a full-body photo, as requested. The next morning she received a telephone call from Roger, the owner of the company. He asked her to stop by his office in a bikini so that he could ensure that she has the right look and possibly to talk about more. We asked a neighbor to watch our son and we went to his office that morning with my wife wearing a long white coat over her bikini-clad body. We waited for about ten minutes then he called us in over the office speaker.
 
   When we walked into his office, we were greeted by Roger, a good- looking black man in his forties, around 6’2” with a bit of a pot belly. After some idle chit chat, he asked Camryn to take off her coat so that he could see her body. My wife looked at me for approval and I nodded. She unbelted the coat and removed it, revealing her slim waist and perky breasts. Roger stood up behind his desk, looking at my wife’s body hungrily, slowly nodding.
 
   “Okay, now take off the rest,” Roger said. Again I nodded my approval, and she unhooked her bikini top and then dropped her bottom. He stepped around the desk and walked up to her. He felt her breasts, legs and ass. “Very nice body. Very firm.” He looked over at me. “You’re a lucky man.” Then he told Camryn that he was interested in hiring her, and that she should fill out the paperwork out front.
 
   On the drive home, Camryn was hot as a pistol. “I felt so violated,” she said. “But it felt so hot. Especially because he’s black.” She was jerking on my shaft, and I was trying to concentrate on driving while my four inches were painfully stiff. Eventually we pulled over into a wooded area and she got on top of me, riding cowgirl in the front seat of the car. 
 
   That night in bed we talked about the possibility of seeing her in action with Roger. Camryn was non-committal, saying that she found him attractive but she’s married. She did add, though, that she’d spoken with another girl who worked for the company and apparently they secretly do more than just deliver bikini telegrams – they also perform sex acts for a price. While Roger normally takes half of the profits, she said, he allows the girls to keep all of their profits if they sleep with him. I ran my hands down her hip and up her inner thigh, and pointed out that she’s doing the job to bring in money so there’s little point in giving Roger half. 
 
   A week later, my wife started delivering bikini telegrams to various birthday boys, often college kids or old retired men. Most of the time they were just business, but on quite a few occasions they wanted more from her. She almost always accepted their offers, and she required them to use condoms. But she also confessed that she was having regular sex with Roger without condoms, and she said it was the best sex she’d ever had. 
 
   “I know you’ve always wanted to see this, so we filmed it for you earlier today,” she said one day, as we sat on our bed. She opened up her email and played a file on her tablet. It was a video of her with Roger in a bedroom. I felt my little four incher getting hard as I watched. Camryn and Roger were kissing each other passionately as her black lover’s hands roamed all over her body, playing with her ass and breasts. He asked her to do a little strip tease for him and she complied, slowly undressing for him and tossing her clothes onto the floor. 
 
   The two of them go onto the bed doing the 69, and I was stunned when I saw his cock. The thing was nearly a foot long of powerful, veiny, ebony manhood. The video switched to a close-up of Camryn sucking that amazing cock, with most of it in her mouth as she played with his balls. He didn’t last too long, and my wife backed away just in time, with thick white ropes of semen shooting all over her tongue and open mouth.
 
   Amazingly, his cock didn’t slacken at all. He laid beside her in a spoon position, and slipped his cock inside of her from behind. The camera showed a close-up of that huge black spear penetrating her white pussy, stretching it beyond belief. After a long, slow fuck, he finally grunted and shot his load deep inside my wife’s belly. 
 
   Camryn turned to me, her hand slowly masturbating me. “Did you like our movie?”
 
   I nodded. “I didn’t think you could take so much in your mouth, and all of it in your pussy. You’re one incredible woman.”
 
   My wife spread out her legs and offered me her cum-soaked twat. “Eat my pussy, honey. Lick out all of my lover’s sperm before he makes me pregnant.” I did as she requested, savoring the taste of their combined juices. Then I rolled on a condom, slipped my little white penis inside of her, and, after just a few minutes, I squirted off.
 
   Despite my best efforts, I failed to clean her sufficiently. Camryn is now pregnant with twins. As Roger is the only man she takes unprotected, we know that the babies will be black. After they’re born, she’s going to stay at home with the children until they’re old enough. Then, if she works hard and gets her body back into shape, she’ll go back to work giving bikini telegrams. In the meantime, I love watching the video of Roger inseminating her with that giant black cock. It’s so erotic!
 
   CAUGHT HER CHEATING
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife Nicole is a pretty, shapely blonde of 28 years old who’s a bit on the flirty side. Nonetheless, I never really suspected her of cheating until just recently. She’d come back from a trip to the park with her sister and her young niece, and I was trying to find my cell phone. I looked inside of her hand bag and was surprised by what I found.
 
   Stuffed inside her bag was a pair of her lacey red panties, and worse, the crotch was crusted with what appeared to be semen. I looked further in there and noticed a half-used box of extra-large condoms. I found that quite strange given that I had a vasectomy after the birth of our daughter. There was also a card with a loving note on it from Devonder “to my sexy white baby girl Nicole.” I was shocked. Clearly, when she was supposed to be hanging out at the park, she was having sex with a black man.  
 
   That evening, when she came home from work and got in the shower, I looked through her phone. She had been sexting with Devonder. She praised him for his “huge dick” that “feels so incredible inside.” Supposedly his cock gave her a “feeling of fullness” and brought her to intense orgasms. She told him that he’s so much better in bed than her husband, and that her husband’s little five inch penis isn’t enough to truly satisfy her. I felt angry and humiliated. She was supposedly going over her girlfriend’s house for drinks and to talk about her friend’s recent breakup, but I knew from her texts that she was going to meet her black lover.
 
   I called a friend and asked if he could watch our daughter for a few hours. After Nicole left, I dropped off our child at my friend’s house, then I drove over to Devonder’s place. He lived in a studio apartment in government subsidized housing, and I was a little surprised that she’d date somebody who lived there. Heck, I was surprised that she would date a black guy, period. I arrived just as she was going into his apartment, and I walked around the building to find the bedroom window. Sure enough they had the window open, and although there was a curtain blocking my view, he must have had a lamp on the far side of the room there because I could clearly see their shadows on the curtain.
 
   “Oh yes, baby,” my wife cooed. “I want you to fuck me.” From the silhouettes, I could tell that he was holding her body against him.
 
   “Yeah, you like that black cock, don’t ya? That big black cock in your pussy.”
 
   “That’s right, baby. Give me that big dick of yours. My pussy needs to feel a big dick like that. Stretch me out, baby.”
 
   I watched the two of them kissing, their arms roaming all over each other’s bodies. Then I saw her riding him cowgirl for a while, throwing her head back as she was grinding her groin against his.
 
   “Oh, God, baby… Your cock feels so good inside of me. I’m going to cum, baby. I’m going to cum all over you big black cock. Oh, God… OH, GOD!!!”
 
   After cowgirl they fucked doggy style, and finally finished in the missionary position. Throughout their session, she came loudly and hard four times. She was always pretty quiet in bed with me, but with Devonder she was animated and very vocal, verbalizing her adoration of this black stud. Finally he groaned.
 
   “I’m coming, bitch. Here it comes!”
 
   “Do it baby,” my wife replied. “Fill my womb with your black sperm. Give me a black baby.”
 
   I saw his shadow on top of hers, his black ass jerking intensely as he filled her belly with his baby batter. I’d wondered how her panties were soaked with semen if they were using condoms. Now I knew the truth – she was taking him bareback.
 
   I drove to my friend’s house after that encounter, picked up my kid and returned to my house. When Nicole came home, she acted like nothing had happened. A few days later, though, I told her about what I’d found and how I’d heard her and watched her shadow as she fucked her black lover. She knew she was trapped and confessed to everything. She says she loves Devonder’s black cock and has the strong desire for his baby. So far she isn’t pregnant, but we both know it’s only a matter of time. I just hope that I don’t lose her.
 
   GOING BLACK DOWN SOUTH
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Garrett. For as long as I can remember, I have desired to see my wife Angelina have sex with black guys. I guess I married the right woman because she told me that she’d be willing to give it a try, but she didn’t want to do it anywhere around where we live because the neighbors might know. The area we live in is nearly all white, anyway, so we’d need to go at least an hour away to find a place with a decent selection of sexy black studs.
 
   “I’ve found the guy,” she said excitedly. I walked up behind her and looked at her tablet. She was looking at the picture of a handsome, muscular black man named Tyzee. He had a washboard stomach, powerful arms and a barrel chest. According to his profile, his cock was ten inches long and thick as a Coke can, and he showed a picture of it that proved he wasn’t exaggerating.
 
   “I want to have sex with him,” she said. “I want to try a man with a big cock like that.”
 
   I’m pretty average as far as penis size goes, just under five inches. I could have been offended but I understood her desire to try something a little more significant than what I had to offer. As I looked at his profile, he seemed like a great guy for my wife to sleep with. The only problem was that he lived in Georgia and we lived in Maine. 
 
   “I think it’s time for a road trip!” I said, smiling. We both took a week off work, flew down to Georgia, got a rental car and drove over to his house. When we pulled up to his double-wide at his mobile home park, I felt a little unsure about what we were doing. But when we knocked on the door, the chemistry between my wife and Tyzee was incredible. He welcomed us inside and offered us a seat, but it didn’t take long before the conversation turned to sex.
 
   Tyzee’s bedroom had a huge flatscreen TV on the wall, way too large for the room. He put a disc into his DVD player and a porno started on the screen. It was a blonde white woman having sex with a dark skinned black thug. That’s when Tyzee turned his attention to Angelina. The two of them began kissing and undressing each other, and soon my wife was down to nothing but her bra, panties and sexy seamed black stockings.
 
   Tyzee pulled down his boxers. “Now for the main attraction,” he said. His cock was enormous, at least twice as long as mine and far thicker despite being flaccid. “Here it is, baby. Why don’t you suck on my cock and get me started?”
 
   Angelina kneeled down on the bed, her hands and mouth worshipping that big black cock as she sucked him stiff. Tyzee, for his part, had his eyes on the TV screen and I could see the light from the set on his body.
 
   “That’s right, baby,” Tyzee said. “Suck on that black cock, you white whore.” He put his big hands on her head, holding her as she bobbed her head, taking more than half of his cock inside of her mouth. Although she never liked giving my blowjobs, she seemed over the top with excitement as she fellated this handsome black stud. “Blow that big cock, bitch.”
 
   
  
 

Once she had him fully erect, Tyzee directed her to move into place so that he could fuck her doggy style while facing the TV set. He rubbed the head of his big dick all over my wife’s wet cunt, then pressed his cock inside of her. Angelina was watching the video, too, as he pounded her with that big cock.
 
   “God damn that’s big,” Angelina said. “It feels good, baby. Fuck me with that black dick.”
 
   Tyzee was staring at my wife’s pretty bubble butt, and he alternated between slapping her ass cheeks and holding her hips. His huge cock was thrusting inside of her slowly and deliberately, and he lasted a good twenty minutes before his face contorted, his pace quickened, and he pushed in deep, filling Angelina with his sperm.
 
   After Tyzee finished, we left and went to our hotel. The next morning we returned and Tyzee fucked her again, this time taking her in a number of different positions. He came inside of her mouth that morning, and then in her pussy the two times they fucked that night. For a whole week I got to watch my wife and her sexy black lover fucking, and I masturbated so often that I thought my penis would fall off. When we finally left, Angelina was totally satisfied.
 
   It was just the beginning, though, of our sexual adventures. Over the past year I’ve watched my wife have sex with nearly thirty different men, half of them black. She’s fucked younger guys, older guys – really all sorts of men. I love watching her get fucked by cocks that are much larger than mine, and jerk off while they please her in ways that I can only dream about. Angelina loves having many different lovers, especially black ones, and she’s always willing to let me have my way with her after she’s been with a lover. I’m hoping one day to do a threesome with her, but so far that’s just a fantasy. But when you’re married to a woman like Angelina, your dreams come true!
 
   MY ARMY WIFE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   If you’re like me, you love to read those letters about men who let their wives have other lovers. The problem is that some guys like to marry a good girl and try to turn her into a slut. I was smart enough to marry a beautiful, loving slut named Charlotte. We’ve been married for twenty years now and she’s kept me very sexually satisfied during those years, in part by living vicariously through her sexy adventures. I’d like to tell you about that.
 
   When I met Charlotte, she was well known within my platoon as being quite a slut. Some buddies of mine recommended that I ask her out because she’s “easy,” a “sure thing,” you know. Lots of the guys on post had fucked her. To a lot of guys, that would be a sign to head for the hills. To me, it meant that she was the girl of my dreams. Not only was she beautiful and intelligent and fun, she was also very sexy and sexual, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.
 
   When I received my papers to be stationed in South Korea, she warned me that she wouldn’t be faithful while I was gone. “What happens while you’re gone won’t hurt you, Ben,” she said.
 
   But I assured her that I wanted to know everything. I wanted all the details if she slept with another man. “As long as you’re honest with me,” I said, “I’m okay with it.” And she did just that, sending me hot emails in great detail about the men she was having sex with back in the States – who had fucked her, how it happened, and how great it felt. I really loved those emails, and I jerked off to her adventures every night while I was overseas.
 
   When I returned home, I thought that we’d resume a normal married life. But Charlotte was having too much fun to go back to monogamy. In particular she had a black boyfriend, a single guy who worked out at the gym all the time. The guy had a horrible temper and I was worried to death that he’d hurt her. But while he dominated her and was very physical, he never really crossed the line. She admitted that she actually liked how he would spank her hard, and how he’d choke her right before he would climax. She said he gave her powerful orgasms and I really wanted to see it in person, but the guy wasn’t down for that. 
 
   One time we had a party and one of our friends brought along a handsome black friend named Yusef. He was a big guy, built like a tank, and soon he was fucking Charlotte regularly with his eight inch cock. He allowed me to watch and I was so turned on watching my wife writhing and moaning as she was fucked by this sexy black man that I masturbated furiously. I was so excited that I shot a thread of semen three feet into the air! 
 
   Throughout our marriage, Charlotte has slept with over a hundred men that I know about. She used to date mostly older guys, but as she’s gotten older I’ve noticed that her taste now tends toward the college age guys. There’s nothing I find hotter than my wife dating a college age black guy who is young enough to be her son. I’ve seen her take on as many as five college guys at once. One time she was riding on top of a guy when a second guy took her ass from behind. She had a cock in her mouth, too, with a guy on either side of her stroking their cocks and ready for action. Suddenly Charlotte had a bright idea – she took each of those guys’ cocks in her hands, jerking their shafts while all three holes were filled. The woman can multi-task, I tell you! 
 
   You’re probably wondering if my wife got any STDs or pregnant from her encounters. I can honestly say that in twenty years we have never contracted any diseases, knock on wood. But she did get pregnant by her lovers. Charlotte gave birth to five babies. Two of our children are black and one is Hispanic. Of the two remaining children, the boy is the spitting image of one of her lovers who she was bedding at the time. The girl might be mine but who really knows – she looks just like her mother. There won’t be any more children, though, as she had her tubes tied after the birth of our fifth and final child.
 
   Charlotte is everything that I ever dreamed of in a woman – beautiful, intelligent, sexy, and hot as a pistol with a burning sex drive. I couldn’t ask for anything more! 
 
   AT THE STRIP CLUB
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’d like to tell you about an experience that really improved my relationship with my wife. Last year Allie and I were on vacation when we spotted an advertisement for a bodybuilding contest. She said she’d like to go to the club where it would be held and watch the contest. I wasn’t particularly interested, but I figured if it helped get my wife all hot and bothered, why not? So, we went to the club and Allie really enjoyed herself checking out the tanned, muscular young guys.
 
   After it was over, we had a couple of drinks at the club’s bar. Then a couple of the contestants, one black and one white, showed up at the bar. I suddenly had an idea.
 
   “If one of those guys were interested, would you like to fool around with one of them?”
 
   “Oh Trevor,” Allie said, blushing. “Yeah, they’re really hot.”
 
   Taking a big gulp of my rum and coke, I got up and introduced myself to the guys. I bought them drinks, congratulating them on their performances. I mentioned that my wife was very turned on by their appearances and they must have women on them constantly. The two guys shrugged, said they do okay, and they mentioned they were single at the moment. I stated that my wife was really horny right now, and that I wouldn’t mind it if one or both of them wanted to join us back at our hotel.
 
   The two guys seemed skeptical at first, but they realized I was serious and agreed to come along. Back in our room, I sat down in the corner while Allie sat on the bed while the guys, stripped. Their cocks were both erect and in her face. The white guy, Tony, was decently hung, around seven inches and rather thick. The black guy, Jareese, was about an inch longer and a bit thicker. Allie took one guy in each hand, pumping them. The scene was so sexy that I couldn’t help but drop my drawers and pull out my penis and begin masturbating.
 
   At that point, Allie put the black guy’s cock in her mouth still tugging on Tony’s shaft with her right hand. She sucked on him for a few minutes, then switched to tugging Jareese while fellating Tony. It was really a beautiful, sexy thing to see.   
 
   Soon the guys began removing my wife’s clothing and all three were completely naked. Allie was laying on the bed with Tony sucking on her breasts and nipples, while Jareese was between her legs fingering her pussy. After the black guy ate her pussy, then Tony took his turn. I could tell Allie was enjoying it, and she was on fire for some loving.
 
   Tony was the first to mount her. Allie gave out a moan of pleasure as he pushed his cock inside of her. I loved watching her legs spread wide as his firm, muscular buttocks flexed and pressed. He fucked her a while before I saw him push deep inside, the base of his cock tensing and releasing as he flooded her with semen.  Then he withdrew and Jareese took up station.
 
   “Give me that black cock,” my wife said playfully. She cried out in pleasure as he easily slipped his big cock inside of her. I could see the semen from her earlier coupling coating the shaft of the black man’s cock as he plunged rapidly inside of her, and some of the white juice was pouring down her legs. Jareese didn’t last long before adding his own sperm to her love box, but happily Tony was erect again and ready for more. He had Allie lean over the bed while he did her from behind. My wife’s was groaning in pleasure, playing with her love button as this muscular stud took her from behind. Jareese was standing right behind him tugging his shaft, and as soon as Tony pulled out Jareese slipped right inside.  
 
   After the guys left, I had a nice sloppy lovemaking session with Allie. We both admitted it was the best sexual experience of our marriage and we hoped to do something like that again.
 
   A couple days later, while Allie was sleeping, I sneaked out of the room to hit the grocery store. When I returned, I saw Tony and Jareese standing outside of the hotel talking. I approached them and asked if they were hoping for another go with my wife.
 
   “We already did,” Jareese said. “Allie called us over an hour ago.”
 
   Sure enough, when I got to the room Allie was pretending to sleep under just a sheet. When I pulled it off, her body was clearly used, her vagina saturated with semen. I immediately dove down and ate her clean, then had my way with her. I told her I was sad I’d missed the show but glad she had a good time.
 
   19 LOVERS AND COUNTING
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   No matter how much you love your wife or how pretty you find her, it’s normal for your love life to become a little boring. We decided to spice things up a bit, and knowing that my wife Emma has slept with nearly twenty men in the last year, including having a number of threesomes, does nothing to lessen my love and attraction for her. In fact, I’m proud to be married to a woman who is attractive to so many men and who pleases them so well. My wife’s lovers range in age from 21 to 74, and she’s had sex with men of all different races. I want to share with you my story of how this all took place. 
 
   A few years ago, Emma and I were on a two week vacation on the southern coast in a cute little bungalow. After we unpacked our stuff, I went for a walk to check out the surrounding area. On my way back, I saw a black man in the bushes on the lawn next door. He seemed to be looking into the bathroom window, and at first I feared he was a burglar. But I could tell from the movement of his arm that he was likely masturbating. As I walked closer, sure enough he was masturbating. And I saw what he was watching: my wife Emma in the bathroom, drying herself off after taking a bath.
 
   I stepped away backward, then made my way back to the road and went back in our house. When I mentioned to her what I’d seen, Emma wasn’t angry at all. She’d always been an exhibitionist, though, so I shouldn’t have been surprised. But she asked a lot of questions about the young black man, about how good looking he was. I told her that he was college age and in good shape, trim and muscular, but I couldn’t comment beyond that. 
 
   A few days after that, I again noticed the black guy near our bungalow. It gave me an idea. I suggested to Emma that she do a nice strip tease and rub her breasts all over during her bath, and perhaps even masturbate. Emma thought that was a great idea, and I went outside to watch as the young black man watched the show. 
 
   I watched him pull out his cock and start jerking, and when I saw what he was packing I was shocked. That thing was twice as long as my penis! He seemed to really love the show, but at some point I wanted to do more than just this. So I walked up to him.
 
   “Hello?” I said.
 
   The guy jumped back and threw on his shorts. “Oh, shit…”
 
   “Don’t worry,” I said. “My wife is an exhibitionist. She loves having an audience.” I then explained to him that Emma had always liked black guys and slept with one back in college, and he should go in there and fuck her. At first he didn’t really believe me, but soon he calmed down. He said his name was Travis and he really loved white women. He said he’d be up for having sex with my wife, but only if I approved of it. Of course, I told him it would be hot for all of us, and of course I approved because it was all my idea.
 
   When I walked inside the cottage with Travis, I was a little worried as to how Emma would react. She turned her head around in the bath tub, surprised that the black man was inside with us, but happily was interested in having sex with the young man. She dried off and we all went to the bedroom, and at that point Travis was no longer shy. He quickly was licking and sucking on my wife’s breasts, and his fingers were rubbing on her clit. He threw off his clothes and revealed his huge equipment, which made Emma’s eyes pop. When he got on top of her, my wife moaned in deep appreciation of that large black cock.
 
   Travis, being quite young, didn’t last long, squirting his load deep inside of my wife. After he finished I took up station, slipping my much smaller white penis inside her slippery, slimy tunnel. Travis watched us make love, and by the time I’d finished he was hard again, ready for more. Emma curled her finger toward him, as if to call him to bed, and this time she rolled over onto her knees. She reached behind her and held her pussy lips open with her fingers, to let the black man have easy entry.
 
   Travis held her waist with his hands and pushed himself in deep. Soon he was fully inside of her, and Emma was moaning at how great it felt, and how he was touching every place inside of her. He pounded her furiously with that large black cock, then added another load to her. Finally he said he had to go and he left. We never saw him again.
 
   From that point forward, my wife has been sleeping with college age black men. Like Travis, they come on quickly and then leave suddenly, but we don’t mind that at all. Emma loves the variety and I enjoy seeing her so excited when she’s with a new man. So far she’s made love with ten young black men, and I’m working to keep a long line of well-hung black men in the pipeline. Although the other races and ages are great, it’s seeing my wife with those men that turn me on the most.
 
   The vacation did exactly as we’d hoped. It revitalized our love life, even if not in the way we might have imagined. Emma was always pretty open sexually but now she’s totally free, just a total slut for new cock. Our love life is better than ever and I wouldn’t have it any other way! 
 
   CHURCH GIRL GOES BLACK
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   For my whole life, I’ve always loved white women. There’s nothing wrong with the sisters, don’t get me wrong, but there’s something about a beautiful white girl that just gets me hard as a rock. Another thing I love is having sex with married women. So you can probably imagine just how great it was when I slept with Ashlyn, a devout Christian evangelical who thought she’d never violate her wedding vows.
 
   I met Ashlyn a few years ago. I was staying at a hotel in Indiana for the week while working with one of my company’s partners on a major project. While I was there, a Christian group was holding a class called “Strengthening Your Marriage” or something like that. I got off the elevator and I saw all these cloth-covered tables with books and CDs, and all these happy couples slowly looking at the merchandise and chatting quietly. As I walked by, I read some of the titles and realized they were Christian. I just continued walking, turned the corner and walked toward the lobby. There were a bunch of the couples out there, too. I walked to the main door and saw an attractive, well-dressed young woman with brown hair standing there, in her early to mid-twenties.
 
   “But Eric, you promised,” she said. “This is for us to come together as a couple, with God. I just sat in the class for two hours by myself with all these couples around me. I was so embarrassed.”
 
   As she talked, I realized she was one of the Christians. I sat down in one of the cushy seats near the door and admired her. Beautiful face, nice perky breasts, and what was likely a nice ass hidden by a black skirt. I figured the odds of bedding her weren’t great but I was going to give it a try. I walked back to the conference table, bought the main manual for the class, then returned to the lobby and sat down. When she finished her call, I approached her.
 
   “My name is Markael. I’m sorry to eavesdrop but did I hear that your husband isn’t able to be here?”
 
   She introduced herself as Ashlyn. I learned that she was 23 years old. She and her husband Eric had met a year ago and been married for six months. They recently moved into the area from Louisiana for a job opportunity for her husband Eric. But the job had him working crazy hours. Right now, he was boarding a plane at the last minute out to Oregon to finish a major deal and he’d be gone for the week. She’d already been unhappy with how much time he was working and she’d scheduled this encounter to help bring them back together as a couple.  
 
   “I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. “I’m in a similar spot myself.” I made up a bullshit story, telling her that I was married and that my wife is always flying around the country for her work. “Our kids are teenagers now,” I said. “I’m thirty nine now. So we’ve kept our marriage together.”
 
   I invited her over to the bar. I asked her if she drinks and she said a Cosmopolitan would be fine. I ordered a double vodka, neat and a glass of water.
 
   “How do you handle not seeing each other?” she asked, sipping on her drink.
 
   “It was difficult at first. But we talk on the phone when we’re apart. And we have an understanding about physical affection.” I explained to her that we had an open relationship, and it wasn’t adultery because it was our agreement. She seemed a little disturbed by that at first, but the more we talked the more comfortable she became with the idea.
 
   “That’s not for me,” she said. “But if you two feel you’re right with God, it’s not for me to judge. Some people would judge me for drinking wine. I don’t feel that’s my place to judge.” Then she mentioned that she and her husband were virgins when they met and they’re still figuring things out. Eric, she said, has some difficulty keeping his penis erect and he blames it on the condoms. She said they’re using condoms for birth control because they’re planning to start a family very soon, once their work situation has settled down.
 
   Ashlyn looked down at her cell phone, then excused herself to the bathroom. While she was gone, I poured my vodka into her cosmo, and then refilled my drink with some of the water. When she returned, we continued our conversation. Luckily she didn’t notice the amount of alcohol or that the level was higher. After she’d finished her drink, she was quite tipsy. I told her that I’d escort her back to her room.
 
   She seemed to get drunker as we rode the elevator to her floor. She wasn’t walking straight and I asked her for her room key. When I opened the door, I walked her inside.
 
   “You know Markael,” she said, slurring her words. “I’ve always thought black men are sexy. If I weren’t…”
 
    I immediately went in for the kiss. She feigned a little resistance, but her tongue danced against mine as my hands roamed all over her body. I felt up her tits and began to unbutton her blouse.
 
   “I can’t do this,” she said. But she didn’t make a move to stop me. I tossed her blouse to the floor, unhooked her bra and released her large, firm young breasts. They had large brown nipples, which I love. “I’m married.”
 
   “We’re married,” I said, unzipping the back of her skirt. “I’m a married man and you’re a married woman. It’s okay.” When I pulled her panties down, I saw that she had a brown hairy pussy.
 
   She giggled and put her arms around my shoulders. “It doesn’t work that way and you know it.”
 
   I dropped my pants. When Ashlyn saw my cock she gasped. “Oh my goodness, that thing is enormous! Eric’s thing isn’t even half that size! And it’s so thick!”
 
   “Why don’t you suck on it?” I asked.
 
   “I’ve never done that before,” she said, hesitating. “We just do the missionary position.”
 
   “That’s okay,” I said, not wanting to ruin the moment. I led her back to the bed, laid her down and spread apart her young creamy thighs. I smelled the whiff of her pussy, a scent that never fails to excite me. I began licking on her pussy and she began to writhe on the bed, moaning in pleasure. “That feels so good,” she said. “My husband doesn’t do that.”
 
   Then I moved up on top of her. I kissed her passionately with my big cock on top of her stomach, dry humping her as I caressed her limbs. She was totally on fire, desperate for my manhood. I took my cock in my hand, aimed it at her sopping wet pussy, and began to slowly push it inside of her. She was incredibly tight but I managed to push in.
 
   “Oh God it’s big!” Her eyes were wide as I inched my way inside a little further with each thrust. “It’s stretching me out!” It wasn’t long before I had my entire eight-and-a-half inches inside of her, my balls resting against her ass cheeks.
 
   “It’s in!” she said, her eyes glowing and smiling hugely. “I didn’t think I could take all that!” Then suddenly she got worried. “I’m not on the pill,” she said. “I’m fertile right now. I don’t believe in abortion and I can’t have a black baby. Eric will know it’s not his baby.”
 
   “Don’t worry,” I told her. “I’ll pull out.” I leaned in and kissed her as I began to slowly push my cock inside that tight little cunt. Her pussy was clenching around my cock, and I couldn’t pound her fast if I’d wanted to. I played with her breasts a bit, sucked on her nipples, and continued to slowly fuck her.
 
   “Oh goodness,” she said. “I think I’m going to orgasm, maybe. I’ve never done that before.”
 
   When she said that, I started to fuck her even faster. I moved up a little higher on her so that my lower body would rub against her clit. Sure enough, her breathing quickened, her face was flush, and soon she was moaning loudly through an orgasm. The whole thing was so erotic that I couldn’t take it any longer. I pushed inside and blasted her fertile young womb with everything I had. It felt like my balls were being emptied as I shot rope after rope, with millions of my sperm deep inside of her now looking for her egg.
 
   After we finished making love, we got together under the covers and cuddled. I’m guessing that she forgot about my promise to pull out because she was just so sweet and affectionate, and soon we both fell asleep in each other’s arms. In the morning we had another fuck and this time she had her first try at doggy style sex. I even spanked her ass a bit and she really enjoyed it. While she was in the shower afterward, I got dressed and slipped out of the room, and I checked out of the hotel.
 
   I never saw Ashlyn again. I always wondered whether she got pregnant from our encounter. I’ve impregnated quite a few married white women and they’ve had my babies, but this one is still a mystery. I certainly wouldn’t want it to hurt her marriage but I do hope that she’s out there somewhere raising my baby.
 
   FINDING HER A BLACK STUD
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Over nearly twenty years of marriage, I’ve enjoyed allowing my wife Madison to date other men, especially black men. She loves men who are strong, handsome and dominant. I think a lot of husbands wouldn’t understand how I could allow those men to bed my wholesome, shy bride. But for some reason I’ve always felt a desire to see her flirting with other men and think about their babies growing in her womb. While making love, I would suggest my wife allow her lovers to take her in the nastiest ways, and it always turned both of us on. 
 
   The first problem we encountered was how to find someone with both the right look and personality, as well as being great in bed. The problem was resolved when I attended my sister’s wedding. There was a tall black man there, in great shape, who was supposedly a sergeant in the Army. His name was Justus and he danced with my wife frequently during the night, obviously enjoying the cleavage and large warm breasts on display from her low-cut dress. Back at our table, Madison told me she could feel his hard cock pressing against her as they danced.
 
   “It felt so big, Jacob,” she said. Obviously she was proud of how she’d turned him on. 
 
   Later that night, I invited Justus back to our room, suggesting that I had vodka and beer back in our room. It was after midnight, Justus knocked on the door. He was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt now, and I let him in. 
 
   Madison was in bed wearing just a t-shirt. We’d been kissing and gearing up for lovemaking. She was surprised that we had a visitor, and she seemed concerned that Justus was there. But I told her that I’d invited him and that all was well. We talked for a couple of minutes, a bit awkwardly.
 
   “If you’re going to sleep with my wife, now’s the time,” I said. Madison seemed shocked at my words, but she didn’t resist as the strapping black stud took her in his arms and began having his way with her. As he kissed her neck and fondled her body, she sighed in pleasure. When Justus laid her down on the bed, she opened her soft white thighs to permit her black lover’s mouth to taste her love box, her bosom heaving as she moaned and gripped the bed sheets.
 
   Then he unbelted his pants and dropped them to the floor, unveiling a long and thick black cock. I was so turned on watching this black Adonis move between my wife’s legs, stick his hard cock at her entrance, and start thrusting inside of her. His cock was at fully depth inside her wet, warm, velvety cunt. I loved watching his muscular buttocks tensing and releasing as he rode my wife, and hearing her moans and groans of pleasure. She was shuddering, arching her back, grunting like an animal as she took the pleasure he was giving her.
 
   “Do it baby,” my wife pleaded. “Fuck me hard and come inside of me. Fill me with your black sperm. Give me your baby!”
 
   I was masturbating at that point, and her words were such a turn on that I reached my climax, shooting my semen into the air and onto the floor. I continued pulling on my penis as the two of them kissed in a post-coital embrace. Soon Madison was suckling on his big cock, her eyes locked on mine as she worshipped his manhood with her mouth, bringing him to full staff again. My wife then rode on top of her black lover, rubbing her crotch against him as she praised his big, thick cock.
 
   Since that first encounter, Madison has dated countless men. She has had a steady boyfriend during almost our entire marriage, and roughly half of her lovers were black. But regardless of race, she loves men who are well-hung “bad boys,” with great bodies, a violent temperament, and an arrogant demeanor. I can tell that other women love them as well, from the looks they give her men, and I can’t help but admire them. Deep down I think we all know that those men are the strongest and best, the ones who are fittest for breeding and who make the best biological fathers for children.
 
   Over the years, Madison has become quite a little cock hound. She calls herself hopelessly boy crazy and eager in bed, and she’s been a wonderful wife and a great mother to our children. I couldn’t ask for anything more in a wife!
 
   MY WIFE’S BLACK BOYFRIEND
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   When I first suggested that my wife Ava date other men, she didn’t believe I was serious. The more we talked about it, though, she realized I was serious. Ava was playing with my manhood, which was very hard given the situation, and she smiled at me.
 
   “I’ll think about it,” Ava said.
 
   Two weekends later, Ava and I hit out favorite bar. It was pretty quiet that night but I noticed a black man sitting by himself at the bar. The guy appeared to be in his mid-fifties, but he kept himself in great shape. I noticed that he was checking out Ava’s legs and breasts, and she noticed his attention as well. At one point he introduced himself as Jeoffrey, and he seemed like a nice guy. But even as we talked, I was picturing him in bed with my wife. I asked my wife whether she was interested in playing with him and she nodded.
 
   Once the bar announced last call, I invited Jeoffrey back to our place. He didn’t believe us at first, but then he realized we were serious and he agreed. Once we got home, he soon was all over my wife. Soon they were both naked. When he stripped down, I realized he wasn’t as muscular as his broad shoulders had suggested, but the guy had a large cock – it must have been nine inches long, twice the length of my penis, and it was quite girthy. Ava gasped when she saw it and wrapped her hands around it adoringly.
 
   “It’s beautiful, Ethan,” my wife said, grinning. “He’s got a big one!”
 
   “Give her that big cock,” I said. “I want to see you putting it inside my wife.” I felt jealous of the guy, but at the same time my smaller penis was incredibly hard at the idea. Jeoffrey smirked as he glanced at my much smaller tool.
 
   Ava tried to roll one of my condoms over the head of his prick. She had great difficulty getting it on, given the size of his manhood, and eventually I told her not to bother.
 
   “Okay, honey, if you insist,” my wife replied, shrugging.
 
   She pulled her black lover up against her, and as they kissed standing up, he aimed his cock right at her entrance and pushed himself inside. It went inside easily, all nine inches of black steel. I felt pain in my gut as I watched the look of ecstasy on my wife’s face as he slowly thrusted inside her. Ava was sopping wet, and his cock made a slurping sound with each stroke. I was masturbating as I watched the two of them together.
 
   Ava was in another world, her eyes vacant as she moaned in pleasure. Her black lover picked up the pace, his big cock a blur inside of her. Soon he bent her over the bed to take my wife doggy style, her large booty up in the air for him as she offered herself freely. I loved watching him pound her hard and fast, her cheeks wobbling at bit as his body slapped against hers. Suddenly Jeoffrey pulled out and shot his load all over my wife’s lower back, stroking his cock as he delivered his load. Watching that erotic scene caused me to climax, too.
 
   After that encounter, Jeoffrey began to visit Ava on the regular. At first we bought a box of extra-large condoms, but later we all got tested and showed that we were clean. From that point forward, he began to finish inside of my wife. They go out on dates sometimes, then come home for some sexy time. On other occasions, Jeoffrey stops by late at night just for sex, and then he leaves. I love to follow up after them.
 
   “Now it’s your turn,” Ava would say, smiling. Her cunt would be red and swollen, her crotch glistening from her arousal, a trickle of white semen dripping out of her. I’d slide in between her creamy legs, licking and sucking on her cream pie, cleaning her completely. Having reclaimed her pussy, I would then move on top of her, slip my penis inside of her and fill her spent cunt with my cream.
 
   My wife’s black boyfriend has added so much to our marriage. We’re having sex more frequently than we had in years, and she loves intercourse with a well-endowed man. My favorite part is the cream pies. I only wish we’d started doing it sooner!
 
   MY WIFE’S BLACK FRIEND WITH BENEFITS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Emily and I’m writing this to share with you an experience I had with my husband Ryan a few weeks ago. I know Ryan would love to know that men all around the country are fantasizing about me and our little adventure. 
 
   For weeks, Ryan had been asking me about an affair I had with a guy before we got married, back when it wasn’t clear that we were exclusive. One detail I’d mentioned was that the guy was black and that really got Ryan’s engine running. There was a black stud at his office named Kincade would was bedding all the single women in the office, as well as some of the married ones, and Ryan wanted to know if I’d be interested in meeting him. I saw his picture and thought he looked quite handsome, but I told him that I wasn’t sure. I didn’t want my husband to think I’m a slut!
 
   But then one night Ryan comes home from a night at the strip club and I’m all ready for him, wearing lingerie, stockings, high heels and perfume. I walk up and kiss him, and soon I’m performing oral on him. Normally he will tell me to stop well before he came, but that time I’m surprised by a blast of warm semen in my mouth. I didn’t mind and happily swallowed it.
 
   “How about a nice, hard cock to please you?” Ryan asked.
 
   “That sounds really nice,” I replied.
 
   Suddenly in walks Kincade, fully naked, and tugging on a huge uncircumcised black cock. That thing was shaped just like my husband’s but it was a few inches longer and thick to match. He didn’t shave his hair, either. I don’t know if that’s a black thing or what, as the black guy I’d dated before my marriage didn’t shave either.
 
   I quickly decided to just roll with it. I took that beautiful cock in my mands and began to rub the shaft, and loved the way the foreskin would pull back to reveal a swollen purple head. I kissed the head of his cock, massaging it with my tongue and my full lips. 
 
   Ryan was watching the whole time, sitting there tugging on his little thing. I put on my best show for him, licking the black stud’s balls and running my hands up his washboard stomach while telling him how hot he looked. My hubby didn’t last long before he squirted off a second time, just moments before my  black lover filled my mouth with sperm.
 
   That was just the beginning of the night. Kincade stayed until early morning, and we had sex three times in every possible position, each time ending with that black hunk filling my willing tunnel with his gorgeous sperm, while Ryan watched and masturbated.
 
   This weekend Kincade is coming back, and my husband says we’re going to do a threesome. I’ve never done a threesome with another man before, and I’m so excited just thinking about it. I normally don’t do anal sex, but I’m really excited about having both holes filled at the same time. Even better would be to give a guy oral at the same time. If it goes well, I’ll ask Ryan if he can set that up!  
 
   TWO MEN ONE WIFE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Although I don’t consider myself gay or bisexual, I’m not one to turn down a good time. I guess you might call me “heteroflexible.” I never anticipated being involved with another man, but my wife Isabella recently had an encounter that changed our lives forever.
 
   We were hanging out at the pool at our condo complex when a black guy walked up to the pool and all the ladies’ heads turned. He was twenty-something, well-built with a handsome face and a tattoo of a Chinese dragon going down his left arm. Isabella was definitely checking him out.
 
   “You like him, don’t you?” I asked.
 
   “I think he’s hot,” she said, lowering her sunglasses. “Don’t you, Matt?”
 
   I had to admit that he was good looking in a classical sense. Later on, my wife decided to put down her magazine and take a dip in the pool. She was slowly walking into the water. Right then, the black guy was tossing a Nerf football with a young boy, and he missed a pass and it splashed water all over Isabella, making her jump.
 
   “Sorry about that,” he said in a deep, sexy voice. “Bad throw.”
 
   He introduced himself as Sammy and said he was a friend of one of our neighbor Kevin. As they talked, I could see the clear attraction between the two of them. They chatted for the better part of an hour before leaving the pool. Not long after, Kevin showed up and Sammy got out of the pool, leaving with his friend.
 
   “I invited Sammy over to our house later tonight,” my wife said, drying herself off with a beach towel. “I told him that we have an open relationship and he’d like to get to know me better. And he wants to try a threesome.”
 
   In the past, Isabella had met guys for hookups at our house and I would go somewhere else. On a few occasions, the guy would permit me to watch. But I’d never had the chance to try a threesome with another man. I wasn’t interested in touching the guy, but being able to be a part of it while my wife is pleasured sounded very erotic.
 
   That night, Sammy showed up wearing long shorts and a basketball t-shirt. Isabella and I were sitting in the living room watching TV when he arrived. I was in the recliner when he sat down on the couch next to my wife. It wasn’t long before he put his arm around her, then they started kissing. The whole scene quickly turned erotic. I decided to turn on a porno movie for background, picking an interracial scene, while the two of them removed their clothes.
 
   Normally we’d have sex in the bedroom, and I wasn’t sure how the three of us would do this on the furniture. But soon Isabella was sucking on her lover’s penis. I’d expected it to be a lot longer but it was only about seven inches, just an inch longer than mine. I loved watching the little heart-shaped indent above my wife’s butt cheeks as she fellated her black lover. He was laying down on the couch, and after a while she got up on top of him, riding him in the cowgirl.
 
   I quickly removed my clothes and stroked my manhood, eager to join the fun. I got behind Isabella and slipped my turgid penis up inside of her. I’d often heard her groan during intercourse, but the sound she made with two cocks inside of her was different, more guttural. She truly seemed to be out of her mind with lust.
 
   “Oh God, baby,” she cooed. “This is unbelievable.” The two of us moved in unison, pounding both of her holes with speed and determination. After just a few minutes, I reached my climax, filling her asshole with my seed. After I pulled out, I went to the bathroom to wash myself clean. When I returned, my wife was now on her back, her black lover on top of her pounding her in the missionary position.
 
   My penis was only half-erect, but it slowly grew as I watched her breasts bouncing with each thrust. I knelt down beside the couch and sucked her nipples, while playing with her breasts. 
 
   “I’m gonna come,” he announced, his face grimacing.
 
   “Do it, baby. Come on my breasts,” Isabella pleaded.
 
   Out of the corner I saw him moving off of her, and I realized that I was blocking the very place he was about to spray. I moved back to let him in, but just then he grabbed my face and pushed his cock inside of my mouth.
 
   “Mmmhfff!” For a split second I struggled, but his arms were so strong I couldn’t move. His warm, thick manhood was inside of me and I could taste my wife’s juices. In a split second, I decided to just give in, to swirl my tongue around his cockhead. I felt his cock swell even larger, and it began to pulse inside of my mouth. Sammy groaned deeply as he blasted my mouth with warm, sticky ropes of semen, and I swallowed it as best I could. He was gently thrusting inside of me, and I swallowed his sperm down my throat.
 
   Sammy smiled. “You like that, didn’t you? You like a nice cock inside your mouth?”
 
   I wiped my mouth clean with my forearm and caught my breath. “That was great. I’d never done that before, with a man like that.”
 
   Sammy then bent me over the couch, with my wife laying on the couch beneath me, as he took my anally. I was afraid that it would hurt but it really didn’t, and although I’m not gay I really enjoyed feeling that thick shaft rubbing inside of me. My penis was rubbing against my wife’s stomach, and it soon shot off all over her belly. Sammy lasted a while before he came again, this time pulling out and finishing on my ass.
 
   That encounter was the hottest encounter I’d ever had up until then. Isabella really enjoyed sharing her lover with me, and we had a number of threesomes and foursomes after that. It was life changing experience for both of us!
 
   THE BLACK COWBOY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   In 1872, life was difficult for us. I was thirty and my wife Millicent was twenty-eight and we had a large home on the plains of Oklahoma. We had been blessed with five children, but two years of dry weather had limited our harvests and the pigs had gone ill. With things looking rough, Millie suggested that we open our house to borders. I didn’t like the idea but we had no choice.
 
   At first we hosted an old gentleman who was staying with us after losing his house. After a few months, though, he left and moved to Cleveland. We were looking for another renter when I heard a knock on the front door. I answered it and standing on our porch was a large, strong negro. He tipped his hat.
 
   “Howdy, sir. Are you George Hanson?” he asked.
 
   “I am.” I looked him up and down. He was dusty, wearing a shirt, jeans and boots. He’d tied his horse up behind him. “Can I help you?”
 
   “I’m looking for a room.” He pointed at the sign. “It says you’re boarding.”
 
   “It’s $10 a night,” I said. It was such a high amount of money that I knew he wouldn’t be able to afford it. The best hotel in the area didn’t charge that much.
 
   He slowly walked forward and stood in front of me. He towered over me, with a strong muscular frame, but I stood my ground. Then he reached into his pocket, handed me a ten dollar bill and said, “I’ll pay your price.”
 
   I didn’t want him staying with us but I really had no choice. I’d made an offer and he accepted it. Besides, we needed every penny we could get. Soon we were having dinners with the negro. We learned that his name was Willie and he was a “shootist,” a gunslinger who worked for hire. I was surprised to see Millie looking in his direction sometimes when she thought nobody was looking, checking out his muscular frame. I wondered if she desired to have sex with the negro.
 
   “Do you know where I can find a brothel?” he asked me. I told him that I’d heard there was one a few hours away near the border but I’d never been there. He was disappointed that nothing was closer than that, but I was curious about his experience with the brothels. Willie told me that he would pay $40 for a night of passion with a lady. I was shocked by that. Later that night, I mentioned my conversation to Millie.
 
   “You know, honey,” she said, holding my hand, her fingers intertwined with mine. It was raining heavily outside, the raindrops tapping the ceiling. “We could really use $40 a night. He’s a very sexy man but I’m a married lady. I’m sure you wouldn’t want me doing that.”
 
   I looked over at her. I hated the idea of that negro having relations with my wife but if that money would really help us. Not only save the house but even get us more seed and pigs. We talked about it and decided that it was something we should do. The next day, I told Willie that if he was interested in Millie, she would service him for $50 a night. I knew that was ten dollars more than he was used to paying but he smiled broadly. “Yes, sir. That will do just fine.”
 
   Three or four times a week, I would sleep in the boys’ room while Willie would sleep with Millie in our bed. I could hear the sound of the bed squeaking and Millie moaning as he gave it to her. She was usually so quiet with me but she groaned and grunted, telling him that his manhood was so large and felt so good inside her. The boys looked at me but I just shushed them, telling them to go to sleep.
 
   Months later, Millie learned she was pregnant. We weren’t sure who the father might be, but when she gave birth to a negro baby, it was scandal in town. I insisted to everybody that it was my baby, though they didn’t believe me. A year later she gave birth to a second negro baby. A few months after that baby, Willie rode off, hired to kill a murdered in the Dakotas. We haven’t seen him since. But the money he paid us helped save our family when we needed it. The farm is doing better than ever and we’ve even hired two negro workmen to help in the fields. Millie asked if I’d considered making the same offer to those workmen, $50 a night for her company. I was happy when she asked. Truth is, I’d been fantasizing about that for months. 
 
   WHITE FATHER OF BLACK BABIES
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   * * *
 
   When my wife Bailey told me she was pregnant, I was ecstatic. Although we weren’t really ready yet for children and we were using condoms for birth control, I knew that they’re not always effective and that a pregnancy was still a possibility. And I was happy to have our first child on the way.
 
   At the hospital, when our son was born, the hospital staff acted very strangely at the birth. I was with my wife on the other side of the curtain so I couldn’t see it, but they were murmuring about something. When they asked me to come and cut the cord, that’s when I realized what was so unusual: the baby was black. Not even a light skinned mulatto but a fairly dark one.
 
   When Bailey saw the baby, she was shocked. “Oh my God,” she said, holding her newborn. She seemed stunned, like she didn’t know what to do or say. Later on, as our friends and family came to visit, there was a lot of private whispering with my wife. I didn’t say anything until we got the baby home, but then I felt that I had to confront her.
 
   “I admit it,” she said, crying as she breast fed our son. “I had an affair.” She claimed she only knew him as “Jay Ron” but he was tall, strong and black. When she called him after the birth, he yelled that he wasn’t the father and never to call him again. For some reason, although it made me jealous, the whole idea of the affair turned me on. I pressed her for details. She didn’t really want to share them but finally admitted that the guy had a huge cock, much longer than my average-sized four inches, and that sex with Jay Ron was the best she’d ever had. “I immensely enjoyed every session that we had in bed but I never wanted to hurt you. I never meant to get pregnant by him, but he wouldn’t use condoms. I love you, Tristan, and I don’t want to lose you!”
 
   We talked about what we were going to do. Eventually we decided that the best thing to do is to tell everybody that I’m half African myself, though I don’t look it, and that we did a DNA test that proves he’s my son. A lot of people didn’t want to believe it but when we told them about the DNA test, they accepted it (or at least pretended to for our sake).
 
   Once we were over that hurdle, we were actually free now as a couple. Once she was far enough from the birth to have sex again, she was soon eager for another black lover. She found her next lover, Detreece, using a dating app. Like Jay Ron, her new lover was tall, muscular, dominant, intelligent, well-endowed and black. Bailey would bring him over to our apartment a few times a week.  I’d watch the baby downstairs while they would go upstairs and have sex, and I’d get turned on hearing Bailey’s cries of joy as he gave her powerful and plentiful orgasms. When they were finished, her black lover would leave the house, never staying the night. Later on I would cuddle with Bailey in bed, sometimes slipping on a condom and taking sloppy seconds. 
 
   After Detreece was Lamont, followed by Karl, Montrell, Damian and Darius. Bailey didn’t intentionally have one baby by each lover, but we were both happy that it worked out that way. They were kind of a reminder of her past relationships. The great thing is that, because our first baby was black, we didn’t need to explain each subsequent birth. Everybody just accepted that we’d had another black baby, and knew that we’d provide a loving family for them.
 
   Right now, Bailey says she doesn’t want any more kids. “Seven is plenty,” she says. But her newest lover, Kordell, really wants her to have his baby. For my part, I’m encouraging her with her new relationship and just trying to support her, watching the kids while they spending sexy time together. Bailey knows that if she carries Kordell’s baby I’ll be the father, ready and willing to take care of it financially and in every other way. I can’t wait to see how this develops!  
 
   SEDUCED BY A BLACK VAMPIRE
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   * * *
 
   “What is that?” Lillian said, looking out the cabin window. It was raining outside and there was something moving behind the trees. And she was alone. 
 
   It was her husband Max’s idea. He thought that spending a couple nights alone in a nice cottage would help them rekindle their love life. It was also, hopefully, going to make a baby. Although they were both in their late twenties with no children, their love life had already dwindled due to Max’s work commitments. He said he’d be there this weekend, though. Then his boss called and he had to take his laptop and make an emergency run into town to find an internet connection.  He’d left an hour ago and Lillian was still in her lingerie and robe.
 
   Knock, knock. She turned and looked at the door. There shouldn’t be anybody anywhere around. Who could possibly be knocking.
 
   “It’s me, honey.” Max’s voice. “Let me in.”
 
   A wave of relief swept through her and Lillian unlocked the front door. When the door swung open, there was nobody standing there, and she saw something small and black swoop into the room. Was it a bird? She turned around and saw a bat fluttering around the room.
 
   “What should I do?” Lillian wondered. She wasn’t going to run outside into the rain but she didn’t want to be in a room with a bat, either. She started to cower against the wall.
 
   Then, suddenly, the bat disappeared. Standing where it had been was a tall, handsome black man. He had broad shoulders, a strong physique, and he was nicely dressed.
 
   Lillian freaked out. “Who are you? What’s going on?”
 
   The black man smiled. “I’m Kadrick. And I’m a vampire.”
 
   “A vampire? Don’t be ridiculous. Vampires don’t exist.”
 
   “They do in your dreams,” Kadrick replied. He took a step closer. “You took a nap on the bearskin rug by the fire waiting for your husband to return home. I’m literally the man of your dreams, the guy you really want to have sex with.” Suddenly, a bouquet of roses appeared in his hand.
 
   Lillian was unsure what to believe. It didn’t feel like a dream at all and she didn’t remember laying down by the fire, though one was crackling in the fireplace.
 
   “You have nothing to be afraid of,” he said, handing her the flowers. “It’s just a dream. There’s nothing wrong with having sex with another man in your dreams.”
 
   Lillian still felt unsure but she accepted the flowers. She looked real. She smelled them and the scent seemed real. But this man was, truth be told, the kind of man she truly was attracted to. He was taller and stronger than Max, but she’d always had a thing for black men. Lillian had never dated men just for pleasure but if she were that kind of girl, she’d have dated a few black men before settling down.
 
   Kadrick walked up to her and began kissing her. Lillian kissed him back, and she ran her hands all over his body. She loved the feel of his muscular body and the spicy scent of his cologne. Soon he had her naked down to her white panties, and she was unzipping his jeans. She could see his manhood straining against his underwear and she knew he was better endowed than Max. When she pulled down his jeans and underwear down to his ankles, Kadrick’s long, thick cock was pointing right at her. It had to be ten inches long of thick dark chocolate.
 
   “Goodness it’s big,” Lillian said.
 
   “Put it in your mouth for me,” he said.
 
   “I’m not really good at this.” Lillian took his cock in her hands. “I don’t do this with my husband.” She put it in her mouth. She could taste his body, and loved the feeling of his hardness covered with soft skin. She flicked her tongue over his cock and he moaned in appreciation.
 
   It didn’t last long, though, before he had her lay down on the bearskin rug. She lifted her hips as her black lover hooked his fingers into the sides of her waistband, and he pulled her panties off of her. When his mouth reach her womanhood, she loved the feeling of his warm breath on her and the feeling of his tongue licking and his mouth sucking. She groaned in pleasure when he stuck in a couple of fingers and thrust them inside of her, touching her g-spot.
 
   Then he lay beside her, spooning against her, and slipped his huge cock inside of her pussy. She was worried at first that she couldn’t take all of it, but he kept inching it inside of her and soon he was inside of her balls deep. It was no contest, her husband’s little penis giving nothing of the pleasure that this thick black rod was giving her. It gave her an incredible feeling of fullness, not to mention rubbing her g-spot with every movement, and it filled her so tightly that her clit was pulled down and rubbing against his shaft with each stroke.
 
   She craned her neck back and they kissed as her black lover pounded her relentlessly. His hands caressed her body, adoring her beautiful body, and soon she felt an amazing sensation well up inside of her. It started with her groin and lower back, then shot up and down her spine and out to her limbs. It was the grandmother of all orgasms, and it seemed to go on forever, rolling from orgasm to orgasm as he thrusted harder and faster. He switched into the full missionary position and it was clear from his breathing that he was going to cum. Soon he pushed himself balls deep inside of her. She felt his cock jerking inside of her, his balls twitching against her ass cheeks, as he shot millions of his black seed inside of her, just as she had yet another strong orgasm. She felt herself lose consciousness.
 
   Awhile later, she awoke on the bearskin rug to the sound of Max’s truck pulling up outside. Her body was naked, and a trail of white cream oozed out of her pussy. Oh no! Lillian got up, grabbed her lingerie and ran into the bathroom. She quickly jumped into the shower and rinsed off, hoping to remove all signs of her earlier coupling. When she got out, she got back into her white lingerie and greeted Max.
 
   “Hey baby,” Max said, smiling. “It’s all taken care of. We’re free.” He put his arms around his wife and they began kissing. Then he walked her over to the bearskin rug and they made love. 
 
   WHITE FILLY AND DARK STALLION
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   * * *
 
   From the outset of our marriage, Olivia was clear that she’d have lovers on the side, as many as she desired. This was the agreement she was offering, and I would either accept it or she’d find another man to marry. I've always liked a woman who goes after what she desires, and I accepted her terms without hesitation. 
 
   We never really had a sex life together. I tried to make love to her, but my penis is on the small side and she didn’t find it pleasurable. She said it tickled her and was irritating. Plus, I felt angry at myself for doing it wrong, and neither of us wanted that frustration.
 
   On our Jamaican honeymoon, Olivia sent me out to find her a well-hung, and preferably black lover to take care of her physical needs. I found a tall, muscular black man and I asked him if he’d like a drink. His name was John and we had a good chat, and the conversation soon turned to sex. I explained that it was my honeymoon but my tiny boyhood is far too small to please my beautiful bride, and she needed a man with respectable-sized equipment to satisfy her. John offered his services to take care of my wife in bed. I was very aroused by the whole conversation, realizing this was actually happening, and I asked him to come with me into the hotel. 
 
   Once at our room, I unlocked the door and saw Olivia on the bed using her large black vibrator on herself, thrusting it inside her wet snatch. John smiled as we walked inside.
 
   “Honey, I found a man for you.”
 
   Olivia looked shocked, but then she smiled as she saw the handsome black stud. “Good job, Nick. I thought you’d never find a way to please me in bed, but you just did!”
 
   John slipped into bed with Olivia, kissing her and running his hands all over her body. She held his strong body with her little white hands, and she cast me a naughty smile. I tugged excitedly on my little penis as I watched the show from the foot of the bed. They quickly removed each other’s clothes, going at it like crazy. John’s big black hands were caressing my wife’s white skin all over, grabbing her buttocks as he licked her breasts. Kissing her, he got on top of her.
 
   For a bit, he rubbed his massive ten-inch cock up and down my wife’s entrance, then he finally pushed himself inside her thirsty hole. The sight of that dark black cock sliding inside of her pretty pink pussy is one I’ll never forget. I couldn’t take it, and soon I shot my load onto the floor.
 
   Olivia was screaming, begging him to pound her harder, her body arching in ecstasy as she orgasmed from his powerful moves. After a bit, they switched to doggy style (Olivia’s favorite) and she continued her series of climaxes. Finally John announced he was near his climax, and he pushed in deep, filling my wife with his sperm. I reached my second climax at the same time, with a little bit of boy juice leaking from my tiny tool. Afterward, the two of them kissed and caressed while sharing sexy talk. 
 
   That was Olivia’s first black lover. After we returned to the States, she said she wanted a black boyfriend to service her on the regular. Since that time, she’s enjoyed black meat from a number of different men. She always picks men who are tall, strong, confident, intelligent and well-hung. After she’s been serviced by them, she likes for me to clean her and please her with my tongue. She says that after receiving a powerful dicking, it feels good to have a gentle warm tongue bathing to clean and please her. 
 
   I know that there are other men who share this lifestyle. I’d like to hear their stories and share mine with them. I’m especially interested in men whose wives have gotten pregnant by their black boyfriends and who have raised the black babies as their own. Olivia is talking about doing this and I’m very excited by the possibility, but also a little concerned. I want to be the best father I can be for them! 
 
   PREGNANT BY MY BLACK BOYFRIEND
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Kara. I’ve been married for eight years to Noah, and he’s the most wonderful man in the world. We have three children and we’re expecting our fourth child in August. This child will be special, not only because it will be our first boy but because this child will be black.
 
   Although Noah is a kind and wonderful person, and he’s a good provider, but he’s not really the best looking guy around. He doesn’t have the strong, muscular body that I find so attractive. I knew when we were first dating that something was missing. Sexually, our relationship felt “hollow.” It wasn’t that he couldn’t bring me to orgasm – he sometimes did – but even when I orgasmed I still felt like I wasn’t satisfied. My body simply wanted more than he had to offer. And I’m not just talking about his penis size, which is a problem – he’s only four inches long – but just in general he’s not a manly kind of guy.
 
   We’d been dating for a couple months when I met Rick, a handsome older guy with a great body. He was hitting on me pretty hard and I loved the attention, and I knew I was going to end up sleeping with him. I felt terrible and wondered if I should just break up with Noah. But I decided to do the right thing. I sat down with Noah and explained my feelings to him, and that I needed to have other lovers like Rick. I also told him that I wanted my children fathered by strong, handsome men like Rick. Although I could sense his discomfort at the idea, Noah agreed that he wanted us to stay together as a couple and he’d support my desire to have other lovers.
 
   Things went swimmingly from there. I would go out on dates with Rick and I’d come home well-used, filled with my lover’s seed. Noah was always eager, even desperate to see me when I’d arrive home, and he’d eat my pussy clean before rolling a condom over his little thing and rubbing it inside of me until he climaxed. I think he liked the idea of my lovers even more than I did!
 
   We were married for two years when I went off the pill and had Rick’s baby. My second baby was by another lover, Brendan. The third was by Jay. All of my children’s fathers were tall, strong, handsome, arrogant, well-equipped, masculine, sexy and sexual. They are the kind of men that women desire and other men respect. Noah loved and admired all of my lovers, but he hated them, too. It was an interesting dynamic. It was most obvious with Jay, my lover who was Noah’s polar opposite. He hated Jay the most, but he loved to see me with Jay more than any of my other lovers.
 
   After the birth of our first child, I suggested to Noah that he get a vasectomy since I wasn’t going to have his children. He replied that it would lessen his enjoyment if he did that. He preferred being able to impregnate me but knowing that he wasn’t allowed. I shrugged. That was fine with me.  
 
   My current steady is black. When my husband learned that I was dating Antwonne, he was very nervous. He was afraid that I might get pregnant with a black baby.
 
   “I’d be so humiliated,” he said. “Everybody would know that I’m not the father.”
 
   At the same time, though, I could tell that the idea had him very turned on. His little thing would get so hard and it just oozed sperm. His little nut sack was boiling over, knowing that his wife’s womb was going to get filled with a black man’s sperm. I would give him a nice hand job before my dates, telling him about how great it would when my belly swells with Antwonne’s baby.
 
   Recently Antwonne got arrested for a parole violation but we’re hoping he’ll be out of prison in time for the birth. A lot of women have to worry about paying their bills when their baby daddies are unemployed or incarcerated. Two of my children’s fathers are incarcerated at the moment, and only one of them is employed. All of them drink alcohol and use hard drugs. They might not make good parents or providers, but that’s where Noah comes in. Between my husband and my lovers, I have it all! 
 
   THE FAULT IN OUR STUD
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   The past year my wife Kaitlyn has been dating a handsome black guy named Tyreese. She describes him as a super lover and says he does thing for her that I never could. If the guy had any fault, I would say that it’s the fact that he has never let me watch them together.
 
   “I’ve asked him, Jack,” my wife explained as we were laying in bed. “Tyreese doesn’t want another man anywhere near him.”
 
   “But I wouldn’t touch him or anything,” I replied. “I just want to see you getting pleasured by him.” Normally, when she’d come home from her dates, Kaitlyn would lay down on our bed and spread out her legs, revealing her semen-soaked love nest. I would then lick and suck on her, sticking my tongue in as deep as possible to clean out every drop while she described her encounters in detail, then I’d take up station on top of her and do her in the missionary position. I would always get so hard listening to her descriptions that I wouldn’t last long at all.
 
   One thing we’ve tried recently, though, was having Kaitlyn call me on her phone just as she’s about to get into bed with Tyreese. She’s put her phone on speaker and then I mute at my end. That way I can hear everything but they can’t hear me. Even so, I try not to make a sound, sitting there quietly listening at home sitting on the bed, masturbating like crazy.
 
   “That’s right, baby,” my wife would coo. “Give me that thick, black cock of yours. Ten inches of virile black meat. It feels so much better than my husband’s little thing. He’s only four inches long. That’s barely enough to tickle a woman. But your cock feels so good inside of me. I feel filled when you thrust inside of me, baby.”
 
   I knew that she was saying that for my benefit, but her dirty talk still turned me on.
 
   “Yeah, bitch,” Tyreese said in his deep black voice. “You like that black cock, don’cha? Yeah, I got what you need. You want a nice guy to pay the bills for you and a big dicked bad boy to give you a good fucking.”
 
   “Yes, baby!” I could tell from Kaitlyn’s voice that she was nearing her climax. “Give me that big black cock! Come inside of me, baby. Put a black baby in my womb!”
 
   When I heard that, I immediately exploded. A firm squirt of liquid popped into the air, and the rest of my stuff dribbled down my hand. I continued tugging on my boyhood until I’d finished completely. Then I went to the bathroom as I cleaned up. While I was in there, I heard Tyreese groan in orgasm as he filled my bride with his come.
 
   “Come inside me, baby,” my wife slowly, softly pleaded over his grunts. “That’s right, come inside of me. Every drop of your sperm inside of me. That’s right, baby.”
 
   “I love you,” Tyreese said.
 
   “I love you, too. I love you madly!”
 
   I’ve only listened to them that one time, but since it was such a success we’re going to do it again. I still hope that one day I’ll get to be there in person, watching my bride get taken by her handsome, sexy black stud. One can always dream!
 
   MY MEXICAN WIFE LOVES BLACK GUYS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Diego. I am thirty-four years old and the father of nine children. My wife Valentina is a devout Catholic and refuses to use birth control. Although I’m not that religious, I respect her devotion to her faith.
 
   That is not to say that my Valentina is a perfect Catholic. The Church teaches that sex outside of marriage is a sin but my wife has a boyfriend. In fact, she has had a steady lover during almost our entire marriage. Sometimes she is dating more than one man at a time. The worst part, though, is that she prefers black men.
 
   At first I didn’t know that Valentina was cheating on me. I saw some signs, like she stopped being interested in making love. Then I saw on her computer that she was communicating with another guy named Deandre. I found blurry pictures of them together in a hotel. One showed my wife taking off her shirt, another showed a muscular black man with broad shoulders and tattoos, and then a picture of my wife sucking the head of his cock while looking up into the camera. I was shocked not only because they black guy’s cock is so much longer and thicker than my five inch penis, but she never gives me oral sex because she says it’s degrading.
 
   When I confronted Valentina, she admitted that she was seeing Deandre but she refused to stop. She said she needed to be with a strong, macho man and I was too nice to turn her on.
 
   “You are a good man, Diego,” she said. “You are a good husband but I need a man who is strong and powerful.”  
 
   I began to sleep on the couch but she continued to date her boyfriend. About a month later, she learned that she was pregnant. I was pretty sure that Deandre was the father. When our first son was born black, I was humiliated. I told my family and I thought they would support me. But they said that marriage is for life and they don’t believe in divorce, and I should work it out with Valentina.
 
   After the birth of our son, Deandre wanted to try for a girl. My wife gave birth to another boy and then a girl. Not long after that, Deandre was arrested on drug-related charges and I was happy to get my wife back. It didn’t last long, though. Soon she met Jemal, a handsome black playboy who lives in our apartment building. He became the father of our second daughter.
 
   My wife didn’t intend to get pregnant only by her lovers. We have sex without using rubbers every week or two, but so far I haven’t managed to give her a baby. She dates her boyfriend usually three or four times a week and sex is always part of it. Sometimes they just come by my house, sleep with Valentina, and then they leave.
 
   I have to work long hours to provide for my nine children. My wife is pregnant again, this time with twins. She thinks that I might be the father of the children she’s carrying, but she doubts it. There are two other men who she’s slept with more frequently than me. At least one of the guys is Salvadorian, though, so at least people might think I’m the father!
 
   NAUGHTY CHURCH GIRL
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Hi, my name is Olivia. My parents raised me in the church and I’ve always been a good little church girl. In fact, I play the organ in my church choir. To the average onlooker, I appear to be a perfect person. The truth is, although I try my best to be a good Christian, I’ve stumbled a time or two.
 
   When I was in high school, I dated a guy named Chris. My family was barely middle class and he came from a lot of money. He wanted to have sex with me and, although I knew it was wrong, I allowed him to have his way with me. I was so young and stupid, I wasn’t using any birth control, and I shouldn’t have been surprised when I found out that I was pregnant. I totally freaked out, though, having no idea what to do. Chris panicked, too, and he wouldn’t commit to marrying me. His parents were on my side but he just wouldn’t do it.
 
   “He’ll marry you eventually,” his mother told me. “He’s just immature. He needs to grow up.”
 
   Chris went off to college and he left me back home in my small town, where my parents helped me raise my daughter. Although I’d always felt that Chris and I would end up together, he wasn’t there for me and I dated other men. I’m embarrassed to admit it, but I slept with eighteen different guys before I met my husband. Some of the guys made big salaries and some of them were very attractive (one was a model), but none of them married me.
 
   That’s when I met the love of my life, Nicholas. Nick was working for the newspaper downtown. Although he didn’t make a ton of money, he was a Christian and a very sweet man. I explained to him that I was trying to be a good Christian and, despite the fact that I had a child, I didn’t believe in sex before marriage. On our wedding night, I took his virginity. We were both twenty-six years old.
 
   I know it’s terrible to say this, but Nick just didn’t know how to please a woman in bed. He couldn’t compare to my other lovers. Of course, that shouldn’t have been surprising because he was a virgin. But he also doesn’t have a lot to offer in the manhood department, if you know what I mean. Most of my lovers were bigger soft than my husband is when he’s erect. He’s like a little boy, I’m sorry to say.
 
   I tried to be a good wife and to focus on the great things about him, like how he’s so loving and attentive. But I couldn’t help but compare him to my old lovers. Not only were most of them much better looking than him, but quite a few of them made high incomes. Although Nick always tried his best, he just left me feeling shortchanged.
 
   Things got worse when he lost his job at the paper and I had to take on a second job to help pay the bills. I applied to a bunch of places for a night job, but the one that caught my eye was a trucking company downtown. I was applying for a position in the back office. The guy doing the hiring was Aaron, a very nice looking black man. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of him and it was obvious that he took a great interest in me. We both acted professionally but I wasn’t surprised when he offered me the job, and I accepted it.
 
   As soon as I started working there, Aaron began making passes at me. I was very excited by his advances and I knew that it was going to fall to his charms. When I’d first started dating my husband, we’d talked about how I had a daughter. He was okay with that, but he wanted to have a child of his own, too. Ever since our wedding, we’d been using condoms for birth control, with the idea that we’d start a family soon. But he’d failed to bring in the income that we needed and we’d been using condoms for over two years. My biological clock was ticking and I really wanted to have another baby.
 
   That was the dilemma. Although I really wanted to have a baby with my sexy new boss, I couldn’t do that to Nick. He was a great husband and I wouldn’t want to humiliate him by giving him a black baby to raise. Still, when I finally began to sleep with Aaron, he was insistent that he wouldn’t use a condom.
 
   “Please be careful,” I pleaded. We were in his office, kissing on a futon that he’d pulled out like a bed. “I’m not on birth control. I don’t believe in abortion and I can’t have a black baby.”
 
   “Don’t worry, baby,” Aaron said smoothly. “I’ll pull out.”
 
   He slowly unbuttoned my shirt as we kissed, then he removed my bra. My large breasts fell out and he played with them, sending a thrill up my spine. I followed suit by removing his shirt and pants, then I pulled down his underwear. Unlike my husband, Aaron was well-equipped. It was probably a good eight inches long and very thick, and I loved taking it in my hands as I sucked him. My boss moaned as he put his fingers through my hair, praising me as I sucked on his enormous manhood.
 
   Soon we were both fully naked. My black lover bent me over the futon. I felt his hands on my hips and the tip of that big black cock at my sopping wet entrance. He slowly pushed it inside of me, and it felt heavenly. “Oh goodness,” I moaned, “it’s so big and thick!” Deeper and deeper he pushed, and I loved the feeling of fullness that only a large dick can provide. He was pounding me good and hard, and I was groaning loudly. Thankfully there was nobody else in the office at that time.
 
   Aaron flipped me on my side and fucked me behind in a spoon position, then I got on top of him. I was riding him hard. I loved seeing his strong black body below me, those big pecs and huge biceps, as I thrusted my groin hard against him. I felt his legs moving up from the futon, doing his best to control the tempo.
 
   “I’m going to come, baby,” he moaned. “I’m so close.”
 
   I don’t know what got into me. Maybe it was just the heat of the moment, that intense need to get off at that moment, or maybe my body just wanted the seed of this strong, virile man. Whatever the reason, I rode him hard and fast, my lips locked on his as he reached his climax, blasting my fertile white womb with his sperm. I felt so safe inside his black arms, loving every jerk and jolt of his body as he inseminated me. For the first time since I’d met my husband Nick, I’d allowed a man to take me without a condom, and hundreds of millions of this black hunk’s sperm were swimming up inside of me, filling every crevice.
 
   That was weeks ago. I’m three weeks late for my period and I’m afraid to take a pregnancy test. Nick senses that something is wrong, but whenever he asks I tell him that it’s nothing. If I am pregnant, I’m definitely having the baby. Nick was strong enough to raise my daughter who isn’t his child, and unless he’s racist he should be man enough to raise my black lover’s baby, too. For all of our sake, I hope he will do whatever it takes to keep our family together.
 
   BLACK STUD AT THE HOTEL BAR
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I lifted my glass and sipped on my Manhattan at the hotel bar. It wasn’t my first drink. It was Saturday evening and I was ready for some action. My company had sent me and a handful of other employees to Las Vegas for an important tech conference. They were hoping to make some connections with Enderev Technologies, a Silicon Valley company that was also presenting at the conference. I didn’t think we had much chance of success but I was glad they’d scheduled the business trip. When I’m at home, I’m your typical loyal wife and mother. When I’m on the road – let’s just say that what my husband doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him.
 
   As I looked across the bar, I noticed a handsome black man around thirty years old sipping down a dark drink. He was well dressed with an athletic build and a thin beard. I asked the bartender to give him another drink from me. When he got the drink, the guy looked over my way and he checked me out. He seemed to like what he saw. Although I’d given birth, I was still in great shape for a woman in her late twenties. I’ve been told that I’m beautiful with an hourglass shape, and I’ve never had any problem turning heads.
 
   The man walked over to me. “Thanks for the drink,” he said, flashing a beautiful smile. “I’m DeMarcus.”
 
   I introduced myself. There was immediate chemistry between us. As we spoke, I learned that DeMarcus was the husband of Jackie, a black woman who worked as a director at Enderev. I found out that she had DeMarcus on her payroll as a personal assistant and she always took him along on trips.
 
   “She wants to keep an eye on me,” he said.
 
   “I don’t blame her. You’re very handsome and sexy.” I found myself putting my hand on his chest. I could feel his hard chest beneath his button-up shirt. “I’m sure you don’t have any trouble finding women who would love to go to bed with you.”
 
   “You know,” he said, checking over his shoulder out toward the lobby, “my wife is in meeting for the next two hours. Maybe we could continue our conversation in your room?”
 
   It didn’t take us long to hit the elevator and make our way to my room. Once inside, I pounced on DeMarcus. His hands roamed across my breasts and ass and he removed my shirt and bra. I quickly unbuttoned his shirt and pulled down his trousers. When I pulled down his briefs and unleashed his meaty black serpent, I became even wetter. It was a few inches longer than my husbands and incredibly thick.  I felt the desire to worship his amazing body and manhood. 
 
   I dropped down onto my knees in front of DeMarcus. I held the base of his cock with one hand, cupped his balls with the other. I flicked and swirled my wet tongue all over his mighty erection. It had been over six months since I’d been with a man with large equipment. Although I told my husband that his penis was satisfactory and that size doesn’t matter, I was incredibly eager to be stretched wide and fully filled.
 
   His cock now hard as a rock, he pulled me up at the edge of the bed. We kissed passionately and I pulled him close against my chest, to feel his warmth and smell his scent. He hadn’t mentioned anything about rubbers and I wasn’t about to bring it up. They dry me out and don’t feel as good, and I feel that I can judge whether a man is safe. And nothing is more exciting than hearing a man grunting in orgasm and feeling his man’s unsheathed cock shooting spurt after spurt inside my body. 
 
   “I want to fuck you like a dog,” he said.
 
   I dropped my jeans and panties to the floor, then turned around and bent over the bed. He leaned on top of me, kissing my neck as he fondled my breasts and then brought his hands down my body. I felt him take the tip of his cock against my sopping slit, rubbing it up and down, lubricating the purple bulb of his cockhead while teasing me. Then, with a single thrust, he penetrated me fully. I couldn’t believe that I was so wet that he could do that. The feeling of his enormous member inside me was a pleasure that I can’t possibly explain.
 
   He held my hips and began to pound aggressively. I leaned forward, my face against the bed, and I started to orgasm almost immediately. I whimpered and moaned lustily as he pistoned his tool in and out, touching every sensitive place inside me. “That’s it, baby,” I said. I could feel my tits bouncing hard in rhythm with his thrusts.
 
   Then DeMarcus rolled me over into the missionary position. He lifted my legs over his shoulders and leaned forward as he fucked me. I was grunting with every stroke, my head rolling from side to side as I experienced the greatest sexual pleasure of my life. DeMarcus’s breathing became more pronounced and he began fucking even faster, so I could tell his climax was nearing.
 
   “Where do you want it?”
 
   “Cum inside me, baby,” I said as I ran my hands up and down his back. “Shoot your sperm deep inside of me.”
 
   DeMarcus’s face tensed up into a grimace. He grunted hard and pushed his cock inside me balls deep. I could feel his huge black cock getting even larger as he ejaculated millions of sperm inside of my pussy. He made a couple of jerking thrusts as he fired a few final bursts of semen, fully filling my cavity.
 
   I reached up and pulled his head down to my face. After kissing for a few minutes, I said, “Jackie is a lucky woman. You are one amazing fuck.” I giggled and we kissed some more. After a quick shower, DeMarcus left my room and returned to wait for his wife to get out of her meetings.
 
   What I do on my business trips doesn’t hurt my husband, but it gives me incredible pleasure and makes me feel alive. And we ended up getting that deal with Enderev after all. Jackie was instrumental in getting the deal approved. I wonder if DeMarcus put in a good word for us?
 
   WILD GIRLS AT THE WEDDING
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My friend Alyssa turned to me. “It’s official, Becky,” she said excitedly as our plane was landing. “We’re in Las Vegas!” We were holding a bachelorette party for our friend Megan, who was getting married next month. Most of the other ladies would be arriving a bit later, but we’d booked an early flight ourselves so we’d have time to check out the city. After getting our luggage, we jumped onto the shuttle and went to our hotel.
 
   “I can’t believe I’m single for the weekend!” Alyssa was in her late twenties, and married like the rest of us. I’d been married to Jordan for five years and we had two young children together. Alyssa’s hubby had given her a hall pass. Not surprisingly, she was horny as hell and eager to get some strange.
 
   Jordan and I didn’t have any agreement, though, so I would have to be a good girl and have fun just partying and gambling. After Alyssa and I checked into our room, we went down to the bar and ordered drinks. 
 
   “So, we have the day to ourselves.” Alyssa sipped on her Cosmo. “What should we do until the other girls arrive?”
 
   “The only thing on my agenda is a little gambling,” I said. “I don’t want to lose a lot of money, though. My limit—”
 
   “Hey,” Alyssa interrupted. “Check out the guy to my right, at the far end of the bar.” I sipped my margarita as I glanced in that direction. I saw a handsome black man checking us out and smiling in our direction. He seemed a bit older than us, probably around forty. After finishing his drink, he walked over to us. 
 
   “Good morning, ladies,” he said. “The name’s Orlando.” After we introduced ourselves, Orlando bought us each a drink. We chatted with him and learned he was a talent agent representing some of the hottest R&B acts, and he was staying the night in the hotel’s “high roller suite.”
 
   “Are you kidding me?” Alyssa asked. “That room is something like $10,000 a night!”
 
   “It’s actually $25,000.” Orlando smiled and shrugged. “But when you have great taste, you demand the best. It’s ten thousand square feet of luxury. Would you ladies like to see the room?”
 
   My friend looked at me, then she looked back at Orlando. “Sure, we would love to.”
 
   “Great. I know you haven’t had a chance to get freshen up yet. Why don’t you ladies put on something nice and come to my room in an hour?” He gave us a room card. “The high roller room has a private elevator. You can get on the elevator in the lobby.”
 
   On the way to our room, I turned to Alyssa. “Are you going to sleep with him?”
 
   “Oh hell, yes, sister!” she exclaimed. “We both are!”
 
   “No way,” I said firmly. “He’s a very sexy man, but I’m not cheating on my husband.”
 
   “You know what they say,” Alyssa said, smiling broadly.
 
   “What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas?”
 
   “That, too,” Alyssa replied. “I meant you only live once, and what he doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him.”
 
   We both showered and dressed. As I put on sexy lingerie, Alyssa stared at me. “What are you looking at?” 
 
   “That’s some sexy stuff you’re wearing, sister. A see-through bra with matching panties, garter belts. You weren’t planning on having some fun out here on vacation?”
 
   I laughed off her intimation. “No, I just like to look pretty and feel sexy.”
 
   We both wore nice evening gowns over our lingerie. Although it wasn’t yet noon, we were dressed to the nines. We rode the elevator down to the lobby, then hopped onto the private elevator to the high roller suite. When we arrived, Alyssa knocked on his door.
 
   Orlando opened the door and greeted us. “Come in, ladies.” He wore blue jeans and a button-up shirt with the top unbuttoned, exposing some tattoos around his neck as well as some chest hair. I detected the scent of his cologne, which I found spicy and enticing.
 
   “Damn,” Alyssa said, looking around the hotel room in awe. It was impeccably decorated and brightly lit. The room was wide open with windows all around the room, with a grand view down of the city. “This shit is amazing.”
 
   “I’m glad you like it,” Orlando said. “Why don’t we make some drinks?”
 
   As we stepped into the kitchen, I noticed that the back wall was lined with high-end liquor. “What’s your pleasure?”
 
   Alyssa ordered her usual Cosmo and I requested a mojito. Sipping it, I noticed it was very strong. The three of us sat on one of the couches with Orlando in the middle, and we chatted about our husbands and children. Orlando told us about his fast-paced life in the music industry. Honestly, I was very turned on by him – his look, scent, personality, his accomplishments – everything about him. By the time we finished our drinks, Alyssa and I were both smashed. Orlando put his arm around me, leaned in and kissed me. In the state I was in, I kissed him back. The experience was magical. I felt like electricity was shooting through every inch of my body.
 
   The black hunk removed his shirt and then turned to my friend. They kissed, then Alyssa asked Orlando to unzip her gown. Soon Alyssa was wearing just her lingerie. I asked him for help, too. He got behind me, placed his strong black hands around my waist, and instead of unzipping me he kissed my neck. It felt so erotic and I just closed my eyes, enjoying that moment. He finally unzipped my gown and I shimmied out. Now Alyssa and I were wearing just bras, panties, stockings and garter belts. At that point I realized that we were having a threesome with this wealthy black stud. I’d never done a threesome before but I was eager to learn.
 
   He took us into one of the suite’s bedrooms. Orlando removed his jeans, now wearing only a pair of boxers, and we sat down on the bed. We were sitting on either side of him, and we both started kissing and fondling him. I couldn’t help but notice the bulge in his underwear, and I knew he was well-equipped. I put a hand on his crotch the entire time we necked, trying my best to get him fully erect.
 
   I could resist no longer and pulled down the waistband of his underwear, unleashing his mighty black cock. When I saw it, I literally gasped. It looked like one of those huge fake dildos they sell at adult stores as gag gifts, but this thing was real. His cock had to be a good ten inches long and as thick as a tennis ball! I seldom give my husband a blowjob, but then his little thumb-sized peener doesn’t exactly inspire my lust. But Orlando’s strong, tall, mighty manhood was such a turn on, and I wanted to do anything to please and satisfy it. I leaned over and sucked on his cock.
 
   From the corner of my eye, I saw my friend’s bra fall to the floor as the black man’s cock filled my mouth. His masculine scent and flavor got me even more excited, and I really loved the contrast of his hard maleness beneath his velvety black skin. I licked and sucked, all the while playing with his testicles. His big black balls were a solid match for his cock, also oversized and no doubt packing gallons of virile sperm to impregnate white ladies like us. Orlando moaned as I orally pleasured him, but soon he asked me to stop. I tossed aside my bra and panties, and now wore nothing but a garter and stockings.
 
   Orlando got down on the bed and I got on top of him. Alyssa crouched over his mouth, holding the back of the bed while he at her pussy. I held his huge black cock, rubbed it on my pussy lips to wet it, then I lowered myself onto it. As I rode that black stud, I went a little deeper with each movement. His cock was so much bigger than my husbands, and it felt simply amazing. I felt full inside, and I especially enjoyed feeling the plum-sized head rubbing my g-spot as I slid up and down.
 
   It wasn’t long before we flipped over and Orlando plowed me missionary style. I locked my legs around his waist, begging him to come inside me. Although I use a diaphragm for birth control, I didn’t bring it with me because I hadn’t planned on having sex. But it had been just a week since my last period and I felt pretty sure that I wasn’t fertile. Orlando climaxed, pushing deep inside me, and I felt his cock pulsing as he shot his sperm into my womb. We kissed passionately as he remained inside, the last of his black baby batter seeping out of that mighty cock to fill me completely.
 
   After only a couple minutes, our black lover was hard again. This time Orlando fucked Alyssa doggy style while I watched. It took him a good fifteen minutes to ejaculate, and he brought her off repeatedly before that. The three of us took a nap in the luxurious bed, cuddling together as we napped. When we woke a couple hours later, we quickly got dressed and returned to our hotel room.
 
   Frankly, I felt a little embarrassed about what we’d done and didn’t want to tell anybody about it. But when our friends arrived that night, Alyssa told all the details to everyone. The other girls were shocked, excited and jealous. Megan, the future bride, had a glimmer in her eyes and half-jokingly talked about paying a visit to Orlando herself.
 
   Our time with Orlando was a wild start to the weekend, but it only got wilder from there!
 
   SEDUCED BY HER BOYFRIEND
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife Sierra turned to me. “Honey, what do you think about opening up our marriage?” I wasn’t completely surprised by the question. We’re in our mid-twenties and healthy, but our love life had become predictable and boring. And although she claimed she’d only been with five guys, I’d heard rumors Sierra had been promiscuous in college. I figured she was itching for more than I could give her.
 
   I communicated to Sierra that I would support her having other lovers. We laid down some ground rules, though. For example, I needed to know who, what, when and where. After that conversation, my wife soon had a profile on dating apps and web sites. She advertized herself as a happily married woman looking for variety to spice up her love life.
 
   In just a few months, my wife was balancing four boyfriends (fuck buddies if you ask me) who she saw on a regular basis. They sometimes would go on dates but they’re certainly not exclusive to her and she’s not exclusive to them.
 
   In addition to her boyfriends, Sierra was meeting new guys. Sometimes they were one night stands. Other times she was testing them to see if they’d make good regular lovers. I’d estimate she was sleeping with three different men a week, and we’d make love about three times a month. 
 
   The one lover of Sierra’s who stands out from the others was Murphy, a tall, strong black man in his late thirties. The guy has a great body, but matched with a cruel and domineering personality and a violent temper. Murphy was always angering Sierra, but she would forgive him because the sex with him was the best. “The sexual chemistry is amazing,” she said.
 
   It wasn’t just his big, eight-inch cock. Sierra admired and adored his strength and power, as he would control the situation at all times. While Sierra was usually dominant around me, she was totally submissive in the presence of her black bull. Murphy was simply that kind of guy, commanding respect and admiration from everyone around him. In fact, we knew three other white wives who were being serviced by Murphy. In each case, their husbands naturally respected and obeyed him.
 
   “A man can just sense when another man is superior,” Sierra once said to me. “Muphy is the kind of guy that other men respect and women desire.”
 
   The thing I loved (and hated) most about Murphy was that he’d always keep pushing the boundaries. He was never satisfied to merely take what he wanted – he always needed to push further, to take even more.
 
   “Have you ever had your ass taken before?” Muphy asked me one night. We were standing in the kitchen not long after they’d come home from the bar.
 
   “Hey, I’m not gay,” I replied. “I’ve never had sex with a man.”
 
   “You’re not gay?” Murphy said angrily. “Bullshit. You’re gay for me tonight. You’re gonna be my bitch!”
 
   “I think that would be so hot,” my wife said sexily to me. “I’d love to see you taken by another man.”
 
   Murphy had me follow him into our bedroom. Reluctantly I obeyed him, with my wife following behind. He unbuckled his jeans and dropped his shorts, wearing nothing but a shirt and gold necklace at that point. His thick ebony cock stood firm and glorious, beckoning me.
 
   “Down on the floor, boy,” he ordered. “Suck that black cock.”
 
   I glanced over at Sierra, who smiled and nodded. “You’re going to love sucking him,” she said. “A cock like that is just so beautiful, so powerful and manly.” I stepped up to him but he stopped me.
 
   “Take off all your clothes.” I stripped naked, throwing my clothes to the floor, kneeling in front of Muphy. His long, thick cock sported a huge purple head and had a large sack slung below. His massive equipment dwarfed my thin five incher, and it made me feel humiliated, like less of a man. It was true, though; I wasn’t a man at all compared to this strong, black stud. I should have been jealous of him but I found myself simply admiring him, loving his beautiful body and strong dominant personality. He had it all – great looks, huge muscles, broad shoulders, and a huge cock. Muphy’s so-called “weaknesses,” like his bad temper and violent past, were in fact unappreciated strengths. He was an incredible male specimen overflowing with power and masculinity.
 
   “Watch those teeth,” my wife said helpfully as she stood near the door. “Keep your tongue flat when you have a cock in your mouth.” I opened wide and accepted his huge manhood inside of my mouth. I could only take the head and a few inches of the shaft, but I started to bob up and down. I licked his shaft, flicked my tongue over his purple head, and I sucked him some more. Murphy threw his big black paws around my head, holding me in place, pulling my head toward him as he moaned.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right, bitch. Suck that cock. You like it don’t you? You’re a little slut for black cock.”
 
   “Mmm hmmm,” I murmured. I looked into his eyes, my mouth filled completely. It was the truth. I loved giving him pleasure, using my mouth to fulfill his desires. I was salivating as I reached up and massaged his nut sack.
 
   “Don’t touch the balls,” he said.
 
   I didn’t know if I did it wrong, maybe touching him too hard. But I followed his instructions. I placed my hands on his big, strong thighs and I pumped my mouth up and down on his manhood. Murphy was rocking his hips, pushing his cock in and out of my mouth at a rapid pace. 
 
   “That’s enough,” he said. He pushed my head away, which shocked me. “Get onto the bed. Bend over so I can fuck that sweet girly ass of yours.” I rose to my feet, wiped my face, and did as he instructed. My body was laying on the comforter with my ass up in the air. I sensed his big black body behind me, his huge cock threatening to penetrate my asshole.
 
   “Here’s the lube,” Sierra said, handing Murphy a bottle. I heard a squirting sound and felt cold liquid on my asshole. I turned around and saw Murphy lubing up his huge cock. I felt conflicted, worried about how big his cock was and whether it would hurt. I wanted to run, but at the same time I really wanted to experience that huge, manly cock inside of me. I wanted that amazing stud open me up and take his pleasure with my weak, feminine body.
 
   Murphy tossed the bottle back to Sierra. “Now it’s time for a tight, ass-clenching fuck.” I felt his big strong hands grab my waist, and I knew he was about to take my cherry.
 
   “Relax, honey,” Sierra said. “You need to relax your sphincter, like you’re going poop. Just open it up and let him inside.”
 
   I tried my best to relax, but when that huge cockhead pressed against my entrance, I instinctively clenched.
 
   “Relax, boy,” Murphy said.
 
   Again I tried to relax. I felt his big head push inside of me. It felt quite strange but I was surprised at how great it felt. It was almost like my asshole had been designed to do this, for anal pleasure. Murphy pushed in further and further. I focused on staying calm as I felt his warm manhood going deeper, probing. When I felt his heavy balls resting against my legs, close to my ass cheeks, I felt so proud. I’d taken all of him!
 
   “Yeah,” Murphy groaned. “You took all of my big cock, bitch. You’re a greedy little whore, ain’t ya?”
 
   He fucked me slowly but soon picked up his pace. My little white penis was rock hard, rubbing against the comforter. It was uncomfortable and I’d wished it were rubbing against the soft sheets, but I remembered that it wasn’t really about me. This was about him taking his pleasure. Murphy groaned loudly. Then I felt a sharp sting as he slapped my right ass cheek.
 
   “Yeah, you like that, bitch. You like that thick cock in your ass.” He smacked my other cheek very hard. “Don’t you, bitch?”
 
   “Yes, sir, I do,” I said. “I love your big cock.”
 
   “Beg me,” Murphy said. “Beg me to fuck you.”
 
   “Fuck me please, sir,” I pleaded. “Please fuck me fast and hard!”
 
   He gripped my ass cheeks and pounded hard. It was painful inside and I gritted my teeth, but I knew as a man that he needed to speed up as he neared his climax. I tried not to whine as the pain ripped through me. I was so eager to feel him finish. My body rocked back and forth, my tiny thumb-sized boyhood rubbing against the bed, my head thrown back, my body tightened as I yearned for him to finish.
 
   “Uuungh!” he pushed in deep, his fingers digging into my ass cheeks as he climaxed. I felt his cock grow even larger. It pulsed as he filled me with semen. As I took what he was giving, I swelled with pride knowing I’d given him so much pleasure. I was now his little fuck doll, and damn if I hadn’t done a great job at it! The ring of my asshole was tight around the base of his cock, raw in a mix of pleasure and pain.
 
   Although that was the first time I’d been with another man, it certainly wasn’t the last. Murphy comes by the house and fucks me regularly now. I must admit, I’ve become a world-class cocksucker. I’ve also bottomed with a number of my wife’s lovers. At first I was worried that my asshole would remain loose after being taken by these well-hung men, but it tightened up quickly and naturally without any long-term pain or issues. I feel really empowered knowing I can give a man that kind of sexual satisfaction. It’s a different kind of power!
 
   THEY’RE NOT MY HUBBY’S CHILDREN
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   When I first met my first serious college boyfriend and told my parents that I was going to follow him from New York City out to Los Angeles, my parents cautioned me against it. “You haven’t dated enough guys,” my mother said. “You need to sew your wild oats before you settle down.” My parents, as you can gather, were rather liberal and wanted me to live a modern woman’s free lifestyle.
 
   I broke up with that boyfriend and I managed to have a lot of hot sex. I had some monogamous relationships, and in between them a lot of hot casual sex. I’d  tell the guys that I wasn’t looking for anything serious and I was dating somebody else at the time. They loved that, of course, and reply that they’re not looking for a commitment either. 
 
   Eventually, though, I got bored with the single life. Although I loved my job, I wanted more in my life. I was twenty-eight at the time.
 
   That’s when I met my husband, Joshua. He was a decent-looking guy who worked for a company not far from where I lived in Jersey City. Although he couldn’t compare to the guys I’d been dating as far as and charisma go, he seemed like the kind of guy that you could bring home to your parents. Honest, dependable, saved his money, showed up on time, and he wasn’t out at all hours of the night crawling around. He was a little quiet and didn’t get out much, but when he asked me out I surprised him by saying yes. I found that I really enjoyed his company and he opened up when we were alone. He seemed like great husband material. Although he wasn’t much to speak of in bed, I thought I was retiring from sex.
 
   After a couple years of marriage, I started to feel the itch. I needed something more than Joshua had to offer. I don’t just mean physically, although he’s pretty small compared to many of my past lovers. But I really wanted to have the kind of hot, exciting sex that I’d enjoyed in my single days. I discussed my needs with Joshua and he agreed to allow me to date others. I started off by playing the field, which I enjoyed, but soon I simmered down to just two steady boyfriends.
 
   Later, when we decided it was time to start our family, I went off the pill. I was using condoms with my husband but he thought I was using them with my lovers, too. But I was soon having unprotected sex with my lovers while using protection with Joshua. When I got pregnant the first time, he knew I was sleeping with other guys and it was possible that he wasn’t the biological father but he was going to be the father no matter what. I gave birth to a beautiful healthy baby boy. Although I didn’t point it out to my hubby, our son was the spitting image of Craig, one of my lovers.
 
   After giving birth to our son, I went back on the pill. A year later, I went off the pill and got pregnant by Steve. Like Craig, Steve was a tall, charismatic man with an athletic body, a very sexy and sexual man. He gave us a very beautiful daughter. We were done with having children at that point, and I had Joshua get a vasectomy.
 
   So now I’m on the pill again, and I have a handful of lovers who I see on occasion. They aren’t boyfriends are anything – our relationships are purely sexual. Joshua loves being able to go bareback now that he’s snipped, though he says he wouldn’t mind if I had another child. I asked him if he’d be okay if I went bareback with my lovers and got pregnant, and he says he would be okay with that and raise the child as his own.
 
   For now I’m happy to have sex without the worry of pregnancy, but I kind of like the idea of having a third child that my husband knows isn’t his. He likes to talk about seeing me pregnant with a black baby. I had an amazing black lover a few years ago who had a thing for getting married white women into “dangerous” situations, but I couldn’t risk getting pregnant with a child that obviously wasn’t Joshua’s. But now that Joshua is on board, I just might rekindle that romance!
 
   TAKEN AT THE SUMMER CONCERT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Isabella. A couple weeks ago, I had an experience that I’ll never forget. I’d like to tell you about it.
 
   My boyfriend Matt surprised me with a ticket to the Pending Five concert. He knew I loved their music and thought it would be a fun date. He’s such a sweet guy and of course I agreed.
 
   On our way inside the concert, I caught a guy checking me out. He was very handsome with a rugged look, wearing just a white t-shirt and blue jeans. With broad shoulders and heavily muscled, and judging by his two friends, I could tell he was a blue collar guy. I recently graduated with a degree in communications and Matt has a degree in computer science, so those aren’t the kinds of guys I ever considered dating. But I found myself incredibly attracted to him, and one time he caught me glancing his way and he smiled. I blushed, and I felt myself getting all warm and wet between my legs. I wasn’t wearing panties, just a short skirt and blouse, and I worried that I was so wet it might leak down my legs!
 
   After getting inside the facility, we bought some beers and found our “seats” – standing room only, actually. I talked with Matt for a while but I couldn’t help thinking about the handsome stranger I’d seen out in line. When the concert started and the lights dimmed, my attention turned to the opening act. I wasn’t familiar with the group, but Matt knew them and loved their music. It was so loud it was almost deafening.
 
   I started dancing to the beat when I felt a body brush up against mine. I turned around and saw the handsome stranger. He was looking ahead at the stage but then saw me looking at him. He looked down at me and smiled broadly, showing a big toothy smile.
 
   I turned away quickly, trying to focus on the show. But I felt his body slowly rubbing up against mine. I was getting so turned on by him. I felt him put his hands on my thighs at one point, his body moving with mine. I felt a large bulge in his jeans pressing against my lower back. Glancing over at Matt, I realized that he was totally unaware. So I just enjoyed the playful little dance, and put my hands back on his legs.
 
   After a bit I felt him remove his hands. Then I felt his hands slipping up inside of my skirt and playfully rubbing my ass cheeks. I was stunned. Suddenly, I felt something warm and thick nuzzling up against my pussy. I turned back to face the stranger, and he put a finger to his lips, as if to shush me. I turned back forward, watching the concert, as I felt his large manhood pushing inside of me.
 
   I gasped as the head made its way inside. He was so much larger than my boyfriend, and I wasn’t used to feeling something so large. With every inch inside I felt some discomfort, but also pleasure as he pushed and stretched me open. He kept going deeper and deeper, and I felt myself moaning in pleasure. He was touching places inside that had never been touched before, large enough to effortlessly rub my g-spot with every thrust.
 
   “Do you like it?” Matt was looking right at my face, yelling to be heard over the music, a look of sheer excitement on his face.
 
   “Yes, baby,” I said loudly. “This is the best experience I’ve ever had! Thank you!”
 
   My boyfriend leaned over and kissed me, then returned to watching the concert. I felt the stranger put his strong hands on my hips. He started pumping inside of me with speed and force. I reached my fingers down and rubbed my love button in a circle, and soon I was nearing my climax. When it hit, I couldn’t help but moan out loud in orgasm. I just let it go, knowing that it would be covered up by the music. I felt my pussy squeezing, contracting around that thick cock. I felt him push deep inside of me, his back up against me. I knew he was coming as I felt his testicles up against my ass cheeks, and his cock was softly jerking inside of me. Then I felt him slowly withdraw his cock.
 
   I pulled my skirt down and turned around to look at him, but the stranger was gone. I returned to watching the show, and during the intermission I asked Matt to take me to a nearby bathroom, where I cleaned myself up. Although my vagina was totally saturated with white semen, I was happy that very little had run down my legs. I don’t know if my pussy was just so swollen from his large member or if my body simply wanted to retain the seed of that gorgeous hunk. Whatever the case, I was able to quickly clean myself off, put my hand into my boyfriend’s hand, and return to the concert.
 
   That was the last time I ever saw that stranger. I kept looking for him during the concert but he was nowhere to be found.
 
   It’s been a few weeks now and I’m a little late for my period. I’ve also felt a little nauseated. Matt’s very excited, and it’s clear that he’s hoping I’m pregnant. We’ve already been talking about getting married so if that’s the case, it wouldn’t be a bad thing at all. Whatever the case, I will always remember that beautiful man who took me at the concert.   
 
   MY WIFE IN THE KISSING BOOTH
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Hey Logan,” my wife Hailey said, holding a flyer in her hand. “Check this out!”
 
   The local YMCA was holding a fundraising carnival and there were twenty booths with all sorts of fun kid-friendly activities. Our son was involved in their activities during the summer time, and we wanted to help them out. I told her it looked like a great thing to support.
 
   “Candy asked if I would be willing to work in the kissing booth,” Hailey said. “I told her I’d do it but I’d need to ask you first.”
 
   I wasn’t surprised that they’d want Hailey in the booth. She’s a beautiful twenty six year old woman with a sweet, innocent smile, and she never fails to attract attention from men when we’re in public. No doubt she’d help them raise a lot of money. I told her that I’d support her if that’s what she wanted to do.
 
   When the day of the carnival arose, I walked around the various booths with our son. There was a lot of attention at the various booths, but two booths had more activity than the others. One was a dunking booth where you could sink some of the personnel from the local high school, including the principal and a popular math teacher. The other booth was the kissing booth, where there was usually a line of ten men willing to donate $5 to kiss my wife.
 
   I saw Hailey kissing the men, some of them unattractive but quite a few of them very handsome. I could tell by the look on her face and her body posture whether she was into the guy. One guy, a bodybuilder in his mid-thirties, put his hands on her while they had a long, slow French kiss. People were hooting and hollering as they waited their turns.
 
   I took my son over to buy a hot dog and chips at a booth on the far end. We played some of the other games, and when we finally returned to the kissing booth to find Hailey, I noticed she was gone. A sign out front said “be back in 15 minutes” and Janice, a counselor from the YMCA, was inside the booth. I asked where Hailey had gone, and she said that my wife had walked off with a black guy towards the cabins. (The cabins for the summer camps were down the hill, slightly to the east of the carnival booths.)
 
   “They shared a really intense kiss,” Janice said, smiling. “It was really hot. And I know she liked him, too, because he gave her his number on a slip of paper.”
 
    I asked Janice to watch my son while I searched for my wife. I walked down the path, through the pine trees until I reached the cabins. I heard some voices coming from the back of Cabin 4, so I walked over to the side window and peeked inside.
 
   Hailey was completely naked in a bunk bed, laying on the bottom mattress with no sheets. On top of her was a dark-skinned black man with a ripped body. He had a huge cock between his legs and it was aimed right at my wife’s pussy.
 
   “Be gentle,” she pled. “I’ve never been with a man like you. My husband’s penis is nothing like that.”
 
   The black guy slowly pushed it inside of her, and I heard her moaning as he kissed her. He was slowly pushing it in deeper and deeper, and she loved it. “Oh god, it feels so good, baby!” She was looking right into his eyes, a look of surprise and ecstasy on her face, and I knew she was sincere.
 
   I felt jealous and angry, and especially unhappy knowing that she wasn’t on the birth control pill. We were using condoms for birth control and she was allowing this stranger to take her bare.
 
   “Oh god, I’m coming!” My wife arched her back, her eyes rolling back in her head as she experienced the most intense pleasure of her life. She cried out that way four more times as they made love in position after position. They finished in doggy style, with her black lover slapping her ass hard as he fucked her with power and passion before he pushed in deep and filled her with his sperm. He slowly slipped out his cock and I saw his semen leaking out of her cunt and down her leg.
 
   Rather than confront her, I sneaked back up the hill while they dressed. Later on she returned to the kissing booth, and she kissed dozens more men. When we went home, she said it was fun but she didn’t feel right kissing other men while we’re in a relationship. Funny thing, that weekend I went through her purse and I found eleven names and phone numbers on scraps of paper in her purse.  
 
   WE BOTH LOVE THE RISK
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   To my husband Jack and me, the hottest thing in bed is pregnancy risk. Nothing gets him hotter than seeing me flirting with another man and fantasizing about seeing my belly swell with that stud’s child.
 
   “Hey Kaitlyn,” Jack asked, holding up a black basque. “How about this?” He loves to shop with me for lingerie to turn on my lovers. I nodded and told him that Delroy would love it.
 
   Right now I’m dating a very special lover. Delroy is a 6’2, well-built black man with a large cock and dominating personality. He was introduced to me by my friend Stephanie, who is also one of his lovers. Last year she had his baby and her husband is raising the child as his own, as he should. One thing I love about Delroy is that he’s totally selfish. I know some women will disagree, but I don’t think a real man should focus on the woman’s needs. When a man is strong and dominant, that’s a huge turn-on and I get pleasure when he takes his own pleasure from me. The only thing he needs to do is care about himself, and simply being with such a man is so incredible that I orgasm like crazy.
 
   Besides, after Delroy leaves Jack walks into the bedroom and pleasures me orally. I really enjoy the gentle feeling of my husband’s tongue on my love box after I’ve just experienced the rough, primal sex I receive from Delroy. He’s gotten very good at getting me off that way, in addition to licking me clean.
 
   I’ve been dating Delroy for about six months now and Jack is encouraging me to go off the pill. I do feel a strong desire to have this amazing man’s children. At the same time, though, I’m really enjoying just being there for him sexually. Although I’ve never asked him about what he does with other people, and he’s never asked me what I do, I know that Stephanie and I are not his only lovers. Stephanie once told me that he’s picking up new women all the time, and he has a strong preference for married white women.
 
   I know that if I have Delroy’s baby he won’t be around to raise the child. He’s mentioned that there are women claiming he’s the father of twelve children but he denies he’s the father of any of them. If he hasn’t paid child support for any of them, why would he support my child?
 
   “You need to come off the pill, honey,” Jack said, caressing me in bed one night. “One day he will be back in prison and you’ll have missed your chance.” He had a good point. Delroy is on probation for domestic abuse and drug-related charges. He keeps getting locked back up over violations and it’s only a matter of time before it happens again.
 
   I’ve already given birth to two other children, neither of which came from my husband’s seed. Both of my children’s fathers are strong, dominant, sexy, masculine men. Delroy would be our first black child, though. I’m a little worried about how others will react when they learn that we’re living an alternative lifestyle. Still, the very thought of my belly swelling with my black lover’s baby is a turn on for us both. It will be so humiliating for my husband when everybody can see that he’s raising another man’s baby.
 
   Two weeks ago, I finally threw away my pills. My first date with Delroy while fertile will be this weekend. I put Jack back in condoms, even just for blowjobs and handjobs, so that there’s no risk of him accidentally impregnating me. I’m tingling with anticipation, waiting for that incredible black stud to have his way with my body, using me for his pleasure with that big, thick cock of his and filling me with her sperm. I can’t wait!
 
   SHE HAD TO TRY IT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My wife Meghan is 28 years old, pretty and petite, with medium-sized breasts that look amazing on her small body. She’s always been a tease and loves to show off her pretty long legs to other men, and to wear short skirts that show off her shapely thighs and the top of her stockings. In the past, she’d been careful not to let things go too far. That changed earlier this year.
 
   We were at a club when, as is our custom, she sat at the bar and allowed men to chat her up and touch her a bit. Many times I’d watched as a handsome stranger’s hands went all over her body while her hand rubbed his crotch. Afterward, I’d meet Meghan out on the sidewalk and we’d race home, where she’d hold me down on her warm, writhing pussy.
 
   “Yes, Noah. That’s it, baby,” Meghan cooed. “Eat my lover’s semen. Lick it all up!”
 
   We both found this very exciting, and I’d stick my tongue in as deep as possible, while she’d tell me how big her lover’s cock was and how great it felt inside of her. Her pussy would be wet as hell as she’d come all over my face. Then I’d make love to her.
 
   But soon this evolved into Meghan allowing the men to go further. She started allowing some of the men to finger her pussy beneath her skirt. This turned me on immensely, but it would still end with her coming home with me. As I’d eat her pussy, she’d tell me about the other man’s hands that had just been there, her legs parting just a bit to allow him full access. We both knew it was only a matter of time before she went a bit further and had sex with one of those men.
 
   Three weeks ago it finally happened. The guy was Meghan’s type in many ways: tall, muscular, well-dressed, with a cocky strut and an arrogant attitude. The one major difference, though, was this guy was black.  I could tell that Meghan was very excited by this guy, and I noticed that she was acting very submissive to him. She was totally under his spell, and I wondered if this might be the first guy she banged during our relationship. 
 
   I saw Meghan’s head disappear under the booth, when he pushed her down below the table. She was down there a good ten minutes or so, and I could tell from the look on his face that she was giving him a blowjob. I saw his eyes close and his mouth open a bit as he pumped his African seed down my wife’s throat. When my wife finally came up for air, she looked at him for approval, and I knew she needed to be bedded by this virile black man. 
 
   Meghan walked up to me, a little dance in her step. “That’s Deshane. He wants to drive me home. Is that okay?” I knew what she meant. I told her that of course it was okay, and I got in our car by myself and raced to our house. I knew I didn’t have much time before they’d arrive. When they did, Meghan poured each of them a shot of whiskey, and after downing their drinks, then they sat down on the settee. I watched them kiss slowly and passionately, and I saw her hands going toward his crotch and trying to unbelt his jeans. Soon they were both undressed. 
 
   When he pulled off his pants and underwear, I was shocked at what I saw. The guy’s cock was enormous – I’d guess nine inches long and nearly as thick as my wrist. I was in awe as my wife knelt before him and licked the full length of his manhood. When she pulled back his foreskin, it revealed a big purple  crown that glistened with precum.
 
   Deshane was laying back on the settee while my wife went to town, eagerly licking and sucking on that ungodly cock. I saw her pussy glistening from behind, watering like mad at the prospect of feeling that giant black cock inside of her. I wanted to get down and lick that gorgeous cunt of hers but I didn’t know how Deshane would react, so I stayed in place, watching eagerly as I masturbated. Suddenly the black man pushed Meghan onto her back, onto the floor. Then he lifted her legs over his shoulders and pushed his cock against Meghan’s delicate white entrance. My wife squirmed as he teased her, rubbing that big purple head up and over her clit.
 
   Meghan cried out in ecstasy when her black lover pushed his big cock inside of her. Her feet were up in the air, flopping around with each thrust, and she continued to groan in delight as he thundered in and out of her pussy. 
 
   “Oh God, it’s so big! It feels so good!” Meghan’s face was flush, her breath shallow, and I knew she was approaching her climax. “Errr…. Aaaaahhh,” she moaned long and slowly, her stomach tensing and releasing as the orgasm ripped through her. When I saw her intense orgasm, I came as well, shooting a wad onto the floor.
 
   The black stud’s cock was pounding fast and furiously, pistoning inside of my wife’s tightly-stretched pussy. Meghan’s arms were around Deshane’s back, her hands roaming from his broad shoulders down his strong back to his large African buttocks. She held him close to her as he announced he was about to come. He threw his head back, grimacing as he pushed deep inside, grunting with each pump as he filled my wife’s tiny entrance with his sperm.
 
   Deshane wiped his forehead with his forearm, then got up and looked down proudly at Meghan, his cock half-erect and covered with their combined juices. My wife was laying there as if passed out, and soon he turned to the kitchen and got himself another shot of whisky. After he downed it, he pulled my wife to her feet and led her off to our bedroom. I stood outside the bedroom door and masturbated again to the sounds of their lovemaking.
 
   It was a good hour before he finally had his fill of my wife. When he walked downstairs to get his clothes, I stepped inside and found Meghan laying on the bed, totally exhausted. I looked at her gaping pussy, dripping semen and glistening with juices. She spread her legs out, and when I got close she pulled my head down to her love tunnel. I kissed her inner thighs, then slowly circled in on her pussy lips. It wasn’t long before I was going at it with abandoned, licking and sucking her well-used twat. My tongue dug in deeply, searching for every drop of her black lover’s seed. I didn’t know my tongue could go so deep! Meghan writhed around in response, holding my face in place as I worshipped her pussy with my mouth. I brought her off twice before we cuddled and fell asleep.
 
   Deshane has been over a handful of times since then. Sometimes he fucks her for an hour and other times he will stay the night. Either way they do it behind closed doors, and when he’s gone I dive into my wife’s cream-filled snatch, pleasuring her to exhaustion.
 
   Meghan says she loves getting fucked by Deshane but she wants to take on other lovers as well. I’m encouraging her to do just that!
 
   THE GIRL THAT GOT AWAY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Nick. I’m twenty-six years old and I haven’t had much luck in the love department. Frankly, I think I’m still in love with a girl from college.
 
   Her name was Olivia. She wasn’t just a buxom brunette with a pretty face. She was sweetest, most beautiful girl I’d ever seen. She always seemed happy and she would light up a room. And I loved talking with her. We actually had a lot in common, having grown up just a few towns away from each other. We always had the best conversations. But when I finally mustered up the courage to ask her out, she turned me down.
 
   “I really like you,” Olivia said, putting a hand on my knee. “You’re such a sweet guy and you have so much going for you! But I look at you as a friend, like my brother. You want to be my friend, don’t you?”
 
   Of course, I wanted a lot more than her friendship, but I had no choice. A couple months later, she started dating Brody, a guy from the basketball team. Sure, he tall and handsome with a great body, but he was a total jerk who treated her like shit. She would cry to me, telling me all the awful things he said and did. I asked her why she wouldn’t break up with him.
 
   “Because I love him,” she cried.
 
   I heard from her friend Tamara, though, that the sex with Brody was fantastic. “She says his cock is really long and thick, and it feels so good inside her. She loves bad boys with big cocks. Olivia says she loves to suck on his big, fat cock and swallows his big loads. And he fucks her in the ass with that big dick, too. She doesn’t like anal but she’ll do anything that he tells her to do.”
 
   I felt my stomach drop when I heard that, and not just because my penis is a little on the small side. I didn’t realize that she’d slept with that many guys to even have those preferences! The more I talked with Tamara, the more I realized that this sweet girl than I’d imagined.
 
   After Brody got caught cheating on her a couple more times, she finally broke up with him. I hoped that I could date her on the rebound but in less than two weeks she started dating Seth. He was a friend of mine and we went to high school together. I was talking with him one day when Olivia approached us, holding her books in her hands. She was totally mesmerized by my friend, and I wasn’t really surprised when she started dating him. He’d always been very popular with the girls in high school, as well as college. I never understood that because he was such a selfish asshole and borderline violent. His face looked kind of like a caveman to me, but the girls all said he was handsome.
 
   “That bitch Olivia,” Seth said one day, smiling wickedly as we ate in the cafeteria, “she’s a really nasty slut. Nasty!” He claimed that she liked to lick his asshole and give him sloppy blowjobs, and wanted him to slap her and choke her in bed. “I love to treat her like the worthless bitch she is.” Of course, he was dating a bunch of other girls, too – she was just a booty call to him. He’d call her late at night for sex and she’d come to his dorm room. He’d have his way with her and then kick her out.
 
   I told him that I didn’t believe him and I wanted to see it for myself.
 
   “You want to watch me fuck your friend?” Seth smiled. “Sure, why not? I’ll set up my camera and send it to you.”
 
   The next night he sent me a text saying it was about to go down. I turned on my computer and opened the app. Sure enough, there was Seth’s room in high definition. He got out of bed, opened the door and let in Olivia. He turned on the radio and rap music started playing. In just a matter of seconds, they were kissing each other. They undressed each other, and soon she was kneeling between Seth’s legs, sucking on his big hard cock while looking deep into his eyes. I felt sick to my stomach as I watched my sweet, innocent friend acting so slutty. Her lips were moving and I heard the sound, but I couldn’t make out the words.
 
   I thought at that point that he’d return the favor, eating her pussy, but he got on all fours and Olivia put her face into his butt cheeks. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I saw her flicking her tongue out as she licked Seth’s asshole. After a few minutes of this, he bent her over the bed and began fucking her doggy style, slapping her ass hard. I could hear the slaps and saw red marks on her cheeks.
 
   That didn’t go on long before he pulled out of her cunt and slipped his cock inside her asshole. She turned back to him and I saw her lips say “go slow.” He pushed himself inside of her and went slowly for a second, but then started pounding her like a rabbit. Her face showed anguish, but I wasn’t sure if it was intense pain or intense pleasure, or perhaps even both.
 
   A few minutes later, Olivia suddenly pulled away, turned around and knelt between his legs again. She was sucking on his cock like an obsessed woman, even though his cock was just inside of her butt. I was disgusted, even more than seeing her eat his asshole. She was slurping on that cock, looking right into his eyes, as he blasted her mouth full of his cum. She smiled broadly, opened her mouth to show him her mouth filled with semen, and then swallowed. Then the two of them got dressed, he walked her to do the door, and she left.
 
   Despite what I saw, it never really changed my feelings for OIivia. I still somehow think of her as a pure, virtuous girl. The problem is that women like that aren’t interested in guys like me. I often masturbate thinking about her and fantasizing what it would be like to be her boyfriend. We’re both out of college now and I have a good job, so I thought about calling her up. But I saw on social media that she’s dating a loser from town who’s an alleged drug dealer and who’s in and out of jail for assault. The next time he’s locked up, I’m going to ask her out! 
 
   NEW GUY IN TOWN
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Really beautiful!” I looked up from the table and saw a handsome brown-eyed stranger, maybe a few years older than my twenty-one years, looking into my eyes. What (or who) was he calling beautiful, I wondered. He’d taken my breath away, and I found myself unable to reply. “Did you make them?”
 
   That’s when I realized he was referring to the ornaments on the table.
 
   “I did,” I replied. Every year my church made Easter decorations for sale at the town’s Spring Gala. This year I’d made large ceramic eggs about the size of grapefruits, decorated with crosses and scriptures. I’d put a lot of effort into them and they’d been a big seller. The money we raised helped to pay the part-time pastor’s meager salary and a part-time secretary. “Are you a Christian?”
 
   “Yes, I am,” he said, smiling broadly. He was tall, wearing faded blue jeans and a t-shirt that really showed off his great body. He clearly worked out a lot. “I’m Andrew,” he said, extending a hand.
 
   “Hannah,” I said, smiling broadly. “Do you go to church around here?”
 
   “No,” he said sheepishly. “I just moved to town. I’m living with my brother right now.” He picked out one of the eggs, a green one with yellow lettering, and handed me forty dollars. “My mother would love this one.”
 
   “I hope you’d consider coming to church with me,” I said as I wrapped his egg in paper and put it into a box. Even as I said it, I realized my error and I started to blush. “I mean, not coming with me. I mean, consider coming to my church. Greenville Baptist Church. It’s a wonderful place.”
 
   Just then Martha walked across the room at a rapid clip. The middle-aged woman was supposed to take over for me about five minutes ago, but she was usually ten or fifteen minutes late, so for her she was early. “I’m here, Hannah,” she said, in a sing-song voice, as she stepped behind the table, taking off her coat and putting in behind the chair. “How are we doing?”
 
   “We’re doing great,” I said. I told her we’d made over $100 so far.
 
   “I just bought one of Hannah’s eggs,” Andrew said, smiling. “It’s really beautiful.”
 
   Martha looked back and forth at us, with a knowing smile. “Do you go to church?” she asked.
 
   Andrew grinned. “Hannah’s already told me about Greenville Baptist. I’m willing to look into it.”
 
   “Maybe Hannah would be kind enough to show you the church? It’s only a few blocks down the road. There’s a service going on tonight at seven.” She leaned in toward Andrew. “She’s single, you know, and I can tell she likes you!”
 
   “Martha!” I couldn’t believe she was sending me out with this stranger. I told everybody that I was still dating my old high school boyfriend, Taylor. But he was over 1,000 miles away at Florida State. Everybody told me that I shouldn’t waste my time with a long-distance relationship, and even though they all thought highly of Taylor, they were always trying to get me to move on and date somebody else.
 
   “I’m free right now.” Andrew shrugged. “I mean, if you are.”
 
   “Sure,” I smiled. I donned my spring jacket and walked out of the hall with this handsome stranger.
 
   “The church is right up the road?”
 
   “Yes, right up ahead on the right. But I need to tell you, what Martha said back there wasn’t true.”
 
   “You aren’t attracted to me?”
 
   I stammered, blushing. “No. I… I mean, no, that’s not what I meant. You’re a very attractive guy--”
 
   “I think you’re very pretty,” Andrew replied.
 
   “I have a boyfriend!”
 
   “Oh,” he said, lifting his eyebrows and pursing his lips. “I see.”
 
   I explained to him that my boyfriend was away at college and we’d been dating since high school and we planned to get married after he graduated.
 
   “Are you in love with him?” he asked.
 
   I was about to immediately say “yes,” but I hesitated. The feelings I was feeling for Andrew had me wondering if I was fully committed. I’d been waiting for marriage to have sex with Taylor, which wasn’t too hard to do with him living so far away, but I felt the warmth and wetness in my loins, the tingling in my body with Andrew. Every fiber of my body wanted this handsome, sexy stranger.
 
   “That’s a big step. You’d better be sure, you know.”
 
   “Everybody tells me that. I’ve been going to Greenville Baptist my whole life,” I said, changing the subject. “It’s a great faith community. People are loving and caring, and they believe in family and children. It’s just wonderful to be a part of a church like that.” I turned to look at Andrew. “You’re living with your brother?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m staying in his spare room. I got into some trouble back home.” As we walked down the road, Andrew opened up to me about his past. He came from a broken home. His father spent most of his life in prison, and Andrew had spent a lot of time in juvenile detention for violence, vandalism and theft. He’d spent some time using drugs but he’d turned his life around. But recently somebody had robbed the gas station in his town and people were pointing the finger at him.
 
   “I told them I was home alone. Everybody thinks that’s just a story but they don’t realize how often you’re home alone by yourself. You’re at home watching TV or reading, and then you go to sleep. But everyone assumes that I did it because of my past.”
 
   I felt so sorry for him. I realized that his past was largely attributable to his terrible upbringing, and a person should be forgiven if he truly repents. Just because a person has made mistakes in the past doesn’t mean that he’s a bad person. And the fact that he’d shared his problems with me made me feel closer to him.
 
   I showed him the church briefly and we stood together outside the doors, and as we looked in at the empty church hall, I briefly saw myself marrying Andrew there. I couldn’t believe that I was falling so hard for this guy I barely even knew. Then we walked back toward the Spring Gala, where Andrew had parked his car. I mentioned that I didn’t have a car and I’d have to wait for Martha to drive me home.
 
   “You know, I can give you a ride home if you like.”
 
   “You don’t have to,” I said. “But that’s very sweet of you.” He took my hand in his. Although I wasn’t sure if I should do that, I let him. I just felt so safe with him.
 
   As we drove, he said he wanted to show me something that he’d brought with him from his home. I didn’t know what it was, but I agreed. When we got to the spare room, I asked to see it.
 
   “Hannah, there’s something magical between us,” he said. He put his hands on my hips. “You feel it, don’t you?”
 
   “Andrew, I can’t--”
 
   He leaned in and kissed me, and I couldn’t help but kiss him back. I felt my body melting into his arms. Every thought of Taylor down in Florida skipped my mind, and I felt my loins swelling, my clitoris hard, eager for this strong, handsome stranger’s body. All those years I’d told myself that I was a strong Christian girl saving myself for marriage, but I realized that the real reason was that Taylor wasn’t man enough to do the deed. It wasn’t my moral strength but the lack of true temptation. Here I was now with this strong, virile, masculine young man, and I needed him desperately. I took off his shirt and admired his beautiful, chiseled chest. I loved his strong facial features, so manly. 
 
   Soon my shirt was off, exposing my virgin white bra. He reached around me and unhooked it, and it dropped down to the floor. He unbuttoned my jeans and pulled then down to the floor, then he removed my silky white panties. Andrew removed his jeans and I eagerly pulled down his underwear. Out popped his long, thick manhood. A couple of times I’d allowed Taylor to feel my breasts and touch my between my legs, and when I’d reciprocated I felt so disappointed at the size of his penis. It was really small when erect, maybe four inches or so, and as thick around as an uncooked weiner. But Andrew was a real man, twice the length of my boyfriend and very girthy.
 
   I dropped to my knees and took Andrew’s penis inside of my mouth. Although I didn’t know how to give a blowjob, I tried my best. I licked and sucked on it, and frankly it was hard to do it because of his size. But soon he pulled me up to my feet, kissed me and then pushed me back on the bed.
 
   Andrew got on top of me, kissing my breasts, which I loved. Then he put his hand gently on my face and we kissed passionately. Finally, he lined up his large, thick penis at my womanhood. I was so wet, so eager to have him inside of me. Taking the shaft in his hand, he aimed the heat right at my sweet entrance, then pushed forward. I yelped as he broke my hymen, ripping open my virgin vagina to take his pleasure.
 
   “It’s okay,” he said, pushing himself in deeper, inch by inch. My young womanhood was stretching open, perfectly fitting this gorgeous man’s penis, enveloping and gripping him, embracing him as he penetrated me. I felt almost out of breath, astonished at how great it felt with each stroke inside me.
 
   “Lift your legs,” he instructed, and I put them up in the air against his thighs. He quickened his pace, pounded me good and hard, and I couldn’t help but moan loudly. I felt an incredible feeling of physical pleasure well up in my loins, and I groaned loudly as a strong orgasm ripped through my body. As my orgasm subsided, Andrew leaned down and kissed me, and it wasn’t long before I orgasmed a second time.
 
   Andrew rolled over and had me ride on top of him. I loved trying that, being on top and getting the chance to control the speed but also to enjoy his beautiful chest and face. We kissed as I slid up and down on him, and I don’t mind admitting I enjoyed yet another strong climax. Finally he had me get on my hands and knees and he took me from behind, and he pulled my hair back and spanked my ass as he pounded me hard and fast. I couldn’t believe it but I really loved that.
 
   “Oh God, I’m coming!” Andrew pushed himself deep inside of me and I felt his penis get even larger, pulsing as he filled me with his baby batter. He leaned down against my back and I turned my head to kiss him as his body pumped every last drop of sperm straight to my womb.
 
   We cuddled for a bit, then I told him that I had to go to church. As I dressed, I asked him if he wanted to join me but he said not tonight. I felt ashamed at what I’d done, but when he offered to drive me to church, I accepted. I waved as he drove away, then I went inside to worship. I should have felt guilty being in church after that, but I must admit that I didn’t feel guilty at all. Everything felt so right, better than it had ever been.
 
   Taylor came to town two weekends later. After having given myself to Andrew, I felt like I owed it to my boyfriend given how he’d been so patient and understanding all those years. I have to admit that our lovemaking was a little disappointing. Partly it was due to Taylor’s inexperience, but his small penis didn’t help, either. He asked if I came and I avoided the question, telling him that I didn’t need to orgasm to enjoy making love with him.
 
   The next week I read in the newspaper that the police had arrested Andrew for the burglary, and they supposedly had fingerprints that proved it was him. I was late for my period and I took a pregnancy test, and sure enough I had a baby on the way. Taylor didn’t know about Andrew and he just assumed it was his, but based on the timing I’m sure that it’s Andrew’s baby.
 
   Taylor and I are getting married next month and we’re both excited to be marrying each other. Although Taylor may not be the most exciting guy, he’s an honest and reliable guy who will make a great husband. And I don’t regret getting the chance to experience great sex with Andrew. Those memories, and his baby, are something I’ll treasure for the rest of my life.  
 
   CAUGHT MY WIFE CHEATING
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   * * *
 
   I wasn’t intending to look through my twenty-six year-old wife Sarah’s emails, but she left her email open and I couldn’t help but see the new email in her inbox. The subject line said “RE: I Love You, Baby” and the sender was a guy named Armel Johnson. I couldn’t help but open it.
 
   “Love you baby. We’ll talk Friday night” was his reply. Just below it was her email to him.
 
   “Oh Armel, baby, I wanted to talk with you on the phone but you didn’t pick up. You know I love you with all my heart. These last six months have been the best months of my life thanks to you. The sex with you is the best I’ve ever had in my life. I’d never had an orgasm with Michael and I thought it was me. I always had to fake it. But with you they come some easily, so quickly and so hard. You’ve made me realize what a truly sexual woman I really am. I know you think it’s all about your size but it’s more than that. Even if Michael’s penis were twice as long and four times as thick, I don’t think the sex would be so great. It’s just being with a real man, one who’s so tall and strong and sexy as you. It’s everything about you, the way you look, move and smell. You just make me so horny and hot.”
 
   I was shocked at what I was reading, but there was more.
 
   “My parents raised me to not take chances, to date men who are safe and boring. ‘Nice guys.’ I guess that’s good for them but it leaves me feeling hollow inside. You know that something really good, important and satisfying is missing. I tried to deny it but I’ve always known at some level that the men I want are men like you: strong, dominant, sexy and sexual. A superior man, the kind that women desire and other men instinctively respect… I want to have your baby, Armel. I really do! But if I have a black baby everybody will know that I’ve been unfaithful. I don’t want to fuck up my marriage. Michael is a nice guy and a good provider, even if he’s lacking in the sex department. I love him and I value my marriage a lot. The sex with you is unbelievably fantastic, better than I ever believed possible, but it’s not worth losing Michael over. You do understand, don’t you? I really want to have your baby – desperately – but I can’t do it. Don’t leave me, baby! I love you!!!”
 
   I couldn’t believe what I was reading. I felt humiliated and jealous of this guy Armel. But I felt happy that no matter how great the sex that they shared, my wife valued our marriage higher than him.
 
   Later that day, I confronted Sarah. She started crying and said she knew it was wrong, but she met this guy at a restaurant while out at lunch. He was a black Adonis, with a handsome face and an amazing body, and he carried himself with confidence and swagger. She felt butterflies and an intense physical attraction, but knew that she couldn’t do anything about it because she’s married. But she kept talking with him, flirting with him over texts and social media, and soon she decided that this was something she needed to do. “I’d never felt these feelings for a man before and guess I wanted to know what it would be like to sleep with a man like Armel.” 
 
   As she told me everything that happened, I really sympathized with her. She was simply doing what came naturally to her. It may have run contrary to societal rules and expectations, but if it were truly wrong she wouldn’t have felt these desires. Honestly, although I was unhappy at the thought of her being in love with this man, the fact that she was having sex with this strong, virile black stud was a turn on to me. Even more, I was turned on by the idea of my wife getting pregnant by him. I shared with her my fantasy, and that our desires were in line.
 
   “Really?” Sarah couldn’t seem to believe it. “You’re okay with me having sex with Armel?”
 
   “Not only that, but I will support you having his baby.”
 
   Sarah’s eyes lit up and she kissed me. “You know, I’ve never loved you more than right now.” She quickly texted Armel and told him that she now had my blessing.
 
   We knew that Sarah would be ovulating in two weeks. I reserved a room at a beautiful resort for the whole week right around her ovulation. She took the week off of work and they spent the whole time together having baby-making sex. When she came back home, she was tanned and well-rested, and Armel’s beautiful baby was growing inside of her womb.
 
   After our son was born with dark skin, our family and friends were surprised. A lot of questions were asked, some judgment, and we lost some friends over it. But all in all, it’s the best thing that’s ever happened to us.
 
   Now Sarah has started dating another guy, Stan. He’s white but he’s a lot like Armel in that he’s tall, strong, dominant, narcissistic, and a pathological liar. “A guy like that would make a terrible husband or father, but a perfect lover,” Sarah once confessed. Lucky for her she has me to be her husband and the father of her children. Stan also wants to impregnate my wife. He has six children by five different woman and he says he’s just getting started. Of course, when you’re not paying for the kids, that’s easy to say.
 
   The only problem is that Armel wants to try for a girl now. Sarah’s not sure if she should have Stan’s baby first or if she should have Armel’s babies together in time. I suggested to her that she simply go off birth control, sleep with both men and let nature take its course. I’ll use condoms to make sure I don’t accidentally impregnate her. She seems to like the idea, so we’ll see what happens!
 
   KEEPING WARM
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “It’s a new start,” I said to my sister as we moved the boxes into my new apartment. It was late November and snow was on the ground. I’d separated from my husband and moved to a small town in Illinois where my sister lived.
 
   She smiled, wiping her forehead. “What you need to do now, Lily, is get to know people around here. Become part of the community.”
 
   She was right. I’d managed to secure a transfer from one office to another at my company but that just paid my bills. I wanted to feel a part of something. I was twenty-nine years old and this wasn’t how I’d envisioned my life. I thought I’d have a couple of kids by now, not be separated from my husband and living in a shoebox apartment. Sighing, I opened the boxes and put away my things.
 
   A few days later, I was at the supermarket and I picked up a free newspaper that covered the local area. It mentioned that a local charity was giving gifts to poor children and they needed people to help wrap the gifts. Realizing this would be a great way to meet people around town, I called the number and offered my help. I was told to come in for the 1PM shift down at the Elks lodge on Saturday.
 
   When I walked inside the club, I was heartened to see the wonderful scene before me: people of all ages and types working together, laughing as they wrapped gifts. This is what I’d dreamed about.
 
   “You must be Lily,” said a middle-aged woman holding a clipboard. “Why don’t you help over at table four.” I looked and saw two young white women and a handsome dark-skinned black man working at the table. “His name is Olin.” She smiled. “He’s going to be our Santa Claus this year.”
 
   When I walked over and introduced myself, the other women seemed jealous of me. Olin was very pleasant, with a deep voice and a muscular physique. Although he was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, I could tell he was ripped and I felt a strong physical attraction to him. We were wrapping a bunch of boy gifts, mostly trucks.  
 
   As we talked, Olin explained that he loves helping children. “I didn’t have a father in my life, so I really want to provide that example for other kids.” My heart melted as he described his difficult life and upbringing, and how he was working to make things better for others.
 
   “What about you?” Olin asked.
 
   “I’m separated from my husband,” I offered, taping up a boxed monster truck. “I figured it would be best to start over somewhere else. My sister lives in town, so I moved here.”
 
   “That makes sense,” he said. “I love new beginnings.”
 
   After we finished our shift, Olin stopped me in the hallway.
 
   “I’d really like to see you again,” he said.
 
   “I’ll be at the toy delivery next week.”
 
   “No, I mean outside of this. I’d like to take you to dinner.”
 
   I was flattered that this handsome, sexy man was interested in me. Normally I wouldn’t date a black guy but he was really my type, and I loved the way he cared about children. I smiled and agreed to go out with him.
 
   Olin took me to dinner at Red Lobster. We had a great time talking about our families and values, and I really liked him. Although he described having a rough past, including a year in prison, I could tell that he was a good person who was just misunderstood.
 
   “The whole conviction really was payback by the police,” he said. “When I was a teenager, they tried to get me for killing my best friend to steal his pay. They had video of a guy, my height, my build, who killed him as he walked out of the ATM. But the video was blurry and it wasn’t me. The racist jury convicted me just because I was black. At least the court wouldn’t let them try me as an adult, so when I turned 18 they had to let me go. But when there was a burglary downtown the next year, they pinned it on me and I served a year in prison.”
 
   I felt so terrible about his whole story. Everybody was mistreating him, never giving him a chance simply because he was black and from a broken home. Although I could tell just by the way he looked and moved that he had a temper and a violent streak, he was firmly in control of his amazing body and I knew he was innocent. He was the perfect man – all of the appealing characteristics of a bad boy but with the sweetness and compassion of a nice guy. I’d never slept with a guy on the first date before, but that night I invited him into my apartment.
 
   Once we were inside, Olin put his dark black hands around my waist and we kissed. I felt so turned on by this man that my crotch was soaked with my arousal. I held his strong, ripped body close to mine as we made out for the longest time. Soon we ended up together on the bed kissing, and then he removed my clothes and his t-shirt.
 
   I unzipped his jeans, pulled down his shorts and was shocked when I saw his penis. It was a thing of beauty, long and thick, veiny down the shaft with a large plum-sized head and big testicles slung below. It was three times as long as my husband Dylan’s tiny little package, and impossibly thicker. I nearly laughed, just thinking how humiliated my husband would be if he saw what a real man’s package looked like. 
 
   Although I didn’t give oral sex to Dylan, I was eager to please Olin with my mouth, to take this symbol of his masculinity and virility in my mouth. I opened wide and leaned down, encasing the head of his big cock with my mouth. I played with his balls with one hand, slowly stroking the base of his shaft with the other, as I sucked up and down on his cock. Olin put his hands on my head as I bobbed up and down, and he moaned deeply in pleasure.
 
   “That’s right, baby,” he groaned. “Suck on that big cock. Show me what a slut you are. My little white whore.”
 
   I sucked on him for a good ten minutes before he had me bend over the bed. He got behind me and took me from behind, pushing that huge black cock inside of me. It felt amazing as it pushed inside of my womanhood, stretching me open, using me for his pleasure. It was a totally different experience than anything I’d done before, a feeling of fullness made me feel truly like a woman. I moaned in ecstasy as that big cock slipped in and out of me, and I felt my clit being rubbed just a bit with each thrust. 
 
   Dylan’s pathetic little thing wasn’t big enough to stimulate me through intercourse, but Olin was big and strong enough to do the job, and soon I was orgasming from intercourse alone. It was something I’d always wanted to do, dreamed of doing, but didn’t even know was possible. He gave me two strong orgasms just in that one position, then we switched to woman on top.
 
   As I rode on top, I was smiling ear to ear, just so happy to finally experience sex as it was intended. My clit was rubbing against his shaft with every down thrust, and in just a matter of moments I was orgasming again. It was so fucking wonderful, I actually started to cry! His biceps were bulging, his big black hands on my ass as I bounced on him. I leaned down and we kissed like crazy.
 
   We switched into missionary position, and I had two more intense orgasms before Olin finally reached his climax. I reached down between his legs and gently rubbed his testicles as he filled me. His eyes rolled back in his head, he grimaced and grunted, as he pushed in deep and flooded me with his sperm.
 
   I continued dating Olin over the next two months. I got some ugly looks from people in town, and I was saddened to think that people were still so racist. But then I began hearing the “real reason” that people didn’t think I should be dating him – not only his criminal record, but that he was a habitual cheater and that he had a dozen children by five different women and didn’t have anything to do with them. I confronted Olin with the rumors but he swore he was faithful and denied the children were his.
 
   Then I caught him one night. He said he was working but I saw his car go by. I followed him the house of Jenny Swathers, a married woman who went to the Methodist church downtown, and they walked hand-in-hand into her house while her husband was at work. I cried as I realized I’d been deceived.
 
   I called Dylan and cried to him on the phone. I told him that I missed him and that I realized that I’d been a fool to leave him. I didn’t deserve it, but he was so understanding of me, and he agreed to take me back. Even when I found out that I was pregnant he stood by my side, even when we learned we were having twins.
 
   Dylan and I now have twin black baby boys. When we’re pushing them around in strollers, people sometimes ask if they are adopted. I explain to them that they were conceived when Dylan and I were separated, and that Dylan is raising them as his own. People are very proud of Dylan for being strong enough of a man to step up and raise another man’s children. Some people are rude about it and say he should leave me, and he always stands up for me and defends my honor. He even got a vasectomy at my request, as we already have our two kids and that’s all we wanted to have. That truly proved that he loves our boys as his own.
 
   Dylan may not be sexy or have a large penis, but he’s a good man. A guy like Olin may get all the girls in bed, but you only spend fifteen minutes or so having sex. What are you going to do the rest of the day? You need a man who will be there, who will listen to you and live a life together with you. Olin is wasting his life having meaningless sex with woman after woman, while Dylan and I have a beautiful family together, creating memories that will last a lifetime. My separation really helped me to appreciate what I have in Dylan. He’s the best!
 
   PREGNANT BY HIS BEST FRIEND
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   * * *
 
   
  
 

I’m Ella and my husband is Tyler. I’m a 33 year old mother of three. I’m currently pregnant with our fourth child. Although my husband and I are both white, for some reason I keep having dark skinned babies!
 
   It wasn’t long after we were married when I started working at a fast-food restaurant. One of the managers there was Damian, a sexy black man who was dating one of the girls I worked with. He gave me a lot of attention and that really upset his girlfriend. Sometimes he would take me back into the back room and lock the door so that we could have private conversations. I never did anything with him, though. I never even kissed him! But I soon got pregnant and when the baby was born, our son looked like the spitting image of Damian, just a few shades lighter.
 
   It happened again two years later, when I gave birth to another black-looking baby. I’d taken a job working as a receptionist at a tool and die plant. One of the supervisors there was Otis, a handsome black ladies’ man. There were rumors among the girls on the line that Otis had a long, thick penis and he knew how to use it. One of the girls got pregnant by him and was breast feeding his little present when she told me about his sexual prowess. Although I was very intrigued, of course I wouldn’t cheat on my husband. Strangely, a year later I gave birth to our first daughter and she looked like a female version of Otis.
 
   Our second daughter was born three years later. I’d stopped working to stay at home as a full-time mother and wife, as we couldn’t afford the day care and Tyler had gotten promoted at his work. I noticed one of our single neighbors pulling into her driveway with a black man driving her car. When I asked her about it later, she told me that Randarious was a stock broker. Although he was twice my age at 54, I thought he looked very sexy and dignified. She confessed that she was concerned about how he’d had lots of children and abandoned them, but at her age (48) she didn’t need to worry about pregnancy. I found his web site and called him for some investing advice. Talking is all we did, so I was surprised when I got pregnant a few months later and gave birth to a baby that looked just like him.
 
   Tyler, to his credit, has never doubted the paternity of his children. Even when some people point out the difference in skin color, he reminds them that we don’t know who my father is and I might be a light-skinned mulatto. Honestly, I have no idea how my children have turned out so very tall, beautiful and black. I guess I’m just lucky in that way. But I’m sure unlucky when it comes to condoms. Tyler has used a condom every time he’s had sex (I took his virginity), but I’ve gotten pregnant over and over.
 
   I’m currently carrying our fourth and final child. Tyler’s best friend Mike has been staying with us the last six months while he’s in the process of divorcing his third wife. Mike is nothing like my husband. He’s tall, strong, ruggedly handsome with a deep voice. He’s very charismatic, spontaneous, social and a risk taker, and women are always falling all over themselves to be with him. Tyler, while a sweet guy and a wonderful husband, isn’t very talkative or charismatic at all. They’re quite the odd couple.
 
   I love talking with Mike and flirting with him. Of course, that’s all we’ve ever done. But Tyler wasn’t careful enough with his condoms and one of them must have broke. I’ve told him that he should stop finishing inside of me, that when he’s nearing his climax he should pull out and masturbate himself to completion. But he just smirks and says, “that’s okay, I’ll take the risk.” He uses extra-strength condoms with spermicide and feels that should be enough. But now I’m pregnant so I guess it wasn’t enough, now was it?
 
   Mike is very excited about the pregnancy. He’s asked if he can cut the umbilical cord at the hospital, since he’s never had a child and wants to know what it’s like. My husband was nice enough to let him do it, even though that honor normally goes to the father. After this baby is born, I’m going to have my tubes tied. Once I don’t have to worry about pregnancy, I hope I’ll be able to remain faithful to my husband. There are just so many handsome, sexy guys all around me. What’s a girl to do?
 
   SEDUCING WHITE WIVES
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Reginal. I’m a 44-year-old African American. I’m not ashamed to admit that I’ve bedded hundreds of white girls, including dozens of married ones. I had eight of those women have my baby. Their white husbands are raising my babies as their own.
 
   Now listen, it’s not that I don’t like my beautiful black sisters. I’ve slept with plenty of sisters, too. But there’s something special about having sex with a white woman, especially a married white woman that really gives me that feeling inside. It’s like you’ve made it in life, that you’re somebody special. That’s especially true when she has your baby. It’s like part of you will live on. I guess the white men paying for my black babies and raising them is just the icing on the cake.
 
   Recently I’ve been trying to bed a woman named Teresa. She’s in her mid-twenties and lives in a typical suburban neighborhood, with a bunch of track houses all built too close together. She’s a manager at a company and you might think she has it all in life. But like a lot of white women, she knows that something is missing. She did the safe thing, dating and marrying some wimpy white dude Robert that her parents would like.
 
   What she didn’t think about was that you only live once. Every one of us is a sexual being. Teresa needs real sex from a real man, and she’s sure as hell not getting it from Robert.
 
   “He’s the most wonderful man in the world,” Teresa tells me, sipping on a Manhattan. “But he’s too nice. He’s a great dad to our son, too, but when I’m in bed I’m not looking for ‘nice.’”
 
   I just nodded, listening as I drank my old-fashioned, and I tell her I sleep with lots of married women and women in relationships like her. “Some just want to try out sex with a black guy. But most of them are looking for more. When I say ‘more,’ I’m not just talking about my ten inch cock, though they like that. I mean they want a man who is exciting and risky. They want to feel alive, and for that you need a man who is alive to feel that way.”
 
   As she listened, I knew she was considering it. “I wouldn’t want to do that my husband.”
 
   I shrugged. “Enjoying a little romp in the sack isn’t something you do to somebody else. It’s something you do for yourself. Wanting good sex is just natural, and one man can’t give you everything you need. Just like you can’t get everything from one of your girlfriends, right? Each one adds something different.” We kept talking. The more we talked, the closer I was getting into her panties.
 
   The great thing about my bachelor lifestyle is I don’t have many responsibilities. I rent a room in a small house with a friend of mine. The rent here is cheap and it allows me to afford a luxury car and expensive clothes to wear. I don’t have any girlfriend or children, so I can spend a few hours every day at the gym. I keep myself in great shape and spend my free time meeting and seducing women. I never let them see my crib, though. I’m playing a fantasy and I like to keep it that way. Women like Teresa see this exciting single guy living a fun life and they want a taste of that. They just want a little taste.
 
   “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Teresa said. We were in her bedroom. She’d finished working a convention and she sneaked away from a long lunch break before returning to her office. “But you’re just so sexy,” she said. Teresa was on her knees on her bed, wearing nothing but a white undershirt and white panties. I was wearing just my blue jeans and I walked up to her, and we slowly kissed.
 
   “You’re such a beautiful woman,” I said. Her body was undulating against mine as I put her down on the bed. We kissed and groped each other a bit, then she lifted her hips as I removed those white panties and threw them to the floor. I licked her wet, swollen pussy and she gripped the sheets, her face flush as she moaned in delight. My tongue flicked all over her clitty and she groaned.
 
   She got onto her hands and knees and unzipped my jeans. Pulling them down, Teresa smiled joyfully as my cock was released. “It’s just so big,” she said. Teresa put her hands on my ebony shaft and I leaned back as she sucked me. Her technique wasn’t all that great but most married women are out of practice, giving up on blowjobs shortly after their weddings. Teresa was out of practice if she’d ever known how to do it right but it was fine by me. I just enjoyed her mouth for a minute, then I removed her shirt and pushed her down onto the bed. When I put my cock against her entrance, I waited for a bit, just savoring the pleasure of her warm, wet cunt. Then I pushed inside, inch by inch.
 
   “I’m so wet for you, baby,” Teresa said. “I always need some lube with Robert but I’m just so hot right now.”
 
   I kissed her wildly, my strong black body above her as I went inside deeper and deeper. She moaned, her hands all over my back as I slowly plumbed the depths of her pussy. Soon we rolled over into cowgirl sex, and I loved laying there beneath her as she rode on top.
 
   “I love your big black cock,” she whispered huskily, her head just inches above mine, her long hair hanging down around my face. “It just feels so incredible inside. You hit all the right places, baby.” As Teresa rode me, her ass cheeks were rubbing against my ball sack, and I loved the way that felt. Finally I couldn’t last any longer. I thrust upward inside her as deep as possible, my black hands on her white ass cheeks, and my cock exploded. The tip of my cock was pressed against her cervix, my seed aimed right at the entrance to her fertile womb. 
 
   “Oh fuck, baby,” Teresa said, her face white as a ghost. “You needed to pull out!”
 
   “You never said anything like that!”
 
   “Damn, I’m not on the pill,” she said. Teresa raised herself up and looked down. My softening cock slipped out of her pussy and a trail of my semen dripped out. “Shit!”
 
   I laughed. “I didn’t know about that, baby. With you riding up on top, I couldn’t have pulled out of you anyway.”
 
   Teresa ran into the bathroom. I saw her looking down at her sloppy used cunt in horror. She hopped into the shower. While she was showering, I got dressed. Then I knocked on the glass shower door.
 
   “Hey baby, I’ll see you later, okay?”
 
   Teresa didn’t respond for a minute, then finally she said, “yeah, okay.” I walked out of her house and got into my car and drove away.
 
   I didn’t hear from Teresa for a month. When I did hear from her, she’d told me she’d just had her period but she’d been scared to death she was pregnant. She sat down with her husband Robert and had a conversation about their marriage. Although she loved him, she admitted that she needed to enjoy and experience other men and other relationships. The two of them decided she could have lovers but she’d keep him in the know about who, what and when. Now we could date each other without having to worry about fucking up her marriage, she said.
 
   That was three months ago. Although Teresa uses condoms with her husband, we’re still having bareback sex. She asks me to pull out of her and usually I do, although sometimes I don’t when it’s the safer part of her cycle. Frankly, sometimes I finish inside of her even when I know she’s fertile. We both know she could get pregnant by me but we both love the risk sex. Robert understands that pregnancy is a real possibility and that Teresa would never consider an abortion, but he promises he will accept and raise any children that might happen, no matter their color.
 
   I enjoy the risk sex, too. I can’t wait until Teresa gets pregnant and gives birth to my baby. Until that time, I’m just enjoying giving this white wife the sexual experience she craves and her white husband just can’t provide. The way that I look at things, Robert and I are two parts that make up the whole of Teresa’s relationship. Neither one of us is will give her everything she needs. Between the two of us, though, we are the perfect man!     
 
   WHITE WIFE AT BLACK COLLEGE
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   * * *
 
   “I hope you have fun, Jessie,” my husband Michael said as he pushed his glasses up his nose. He was standing beside his car in the parking lot, just outside my new dorm room at Kentucky State University. “I don’t know how I’m going to stand living apart from you.”
 
   “I know, honey,” I said, giving him a big hug. We’d lived together for more than ten years. We’d grown up together in a small town in Ohio. We’d started off as high school sweethearts and now we were married with two children.
 
   “But we really don’t have a choice,” I continued. When my husband lost his accounting job in the recession, we figured that he would find a job soon enough. After a year went by, we realized that we would need to make some changes. My husband had to take a job as a cashier at the local grocery store. And we decided I would need to go back to school and get a job in the medical field. I applied to a number of schools with a good medical program. I was accepted into a few different schools, but I was offered a generous scholarship at Kentucky State, a historically black college a few hours from our home. We would have preferred something closer to home but we agreed that it was the best decision for our family.
 
   “Things will get better,” I said. “We’ll be back together in no time.”
 
   Michael gave me a kiss. “I know.” Then he hopped into the car, turned the ignition and rolled down the window. “I’ll give you a call tonight,” he said as he drove away.
 
   “Love you,” I said, waving as he left.
 
   I walked back to my dorm room. When I walked inside, there was a young girl dressed in a t-shirt and jeans. She had pasty white skin, ample breasts and a large butt for her size, black wavy hair down to her shoulders, and thick black rimmed glasses. She was putting clothes into her dresser. She turned to me and smiled.
 
   “You must be Jessica.” She gave a huge, geeky smile as she hugged me. “I’m Emily, your new roommate!”
 
   “Call me Jessie,” I said.
 
   “Nice to meet you, Jessie.” She jumped up and down on her toes. “We’re going to have so much fun!”
 
   As we unpacked our belongings and moved in, we talked about our backgrounds. I found out that Emily was from a small town in Kansas. Her two main reasons for coming to school here were to get away from her parents and to have access to lots of young black men – nearly two thirds of the students at Kentucky State are black.
 
   “Why do you prefer black guys?” I asked. As an attractive blonde woman still in her twenties, I’d turned a few heads in my day. Although I’d put on an extra ten or fifteen pounds after having two kids, most of it went to my breasts and ass, and I still garnered attention from men of all races and ages. Although I found black men to be sexy, I never considered dated outside my race.
 
   “I don’t have anything against white guys,” she said. “It’s just that black guys were the ones who paid attention to me in high school. They like a girl with a big booty.” She lifted a pair of shirts and put them in a drawer. “But I had to date them on the sly. My parents say they aren’t racist, but one day I brought home a black guy. My dad totally flipped out.”
 
   “So, is it true what they say?” I asked slyly.
 
   Emily’s eyes widened. “Their cocks? Oh, yes, it’s true. Not all of them, of course. But on average, yes, they are huge. I’ve had sex with fourteen black guys and I’d say eight inches is pretty normal. Eight inches and thick!”
 
   “Fourteen guys,” I said. “I’ve only been with my husband.”
 
   “Fourteen black guys,” Emily clarified. “I’ve been with white guys, too, and a couple Asians. Believe me, the black guys are definitely bigger.” She sat down on the edge of my bed. “So tell me, how big is your husband’s penis?”
 
   I laughed. “Jeesh. All right, if we are sharing… I haven’t measured it but I’d say about five inches long.”
 
   “Is it thick at least?”
 
   “I dunno.” I tried to think of something to compare it to. “Like the size of an uncooked hotdog?”
 
   Emily laughed. “I’m sorry to laugh, but that’s just awful. I could never be in a relationship with a guy that small. Sex is important to me. And I mean good sex – not getting tickled by an oversized clitoris!”
 
   We both laughed.
 
   We both started off our classes. It was the first time that I’d been away from my husband and children and I started to feel a little homesick. I called Michael and the kids on the phone every day but it wasn’t the same as seeing them. Still, I was starting to get used to living with a young roommate and enjoying the college vibe. In fact, Emily told me that she heard about a party going on at one of the black fraternities on Friday night. She said there would be lots of alcohol, dancing with hot guys and hooking up, and asked me if I wanted to go. I said it sounded like fun.
 
   On Friday night, we dressed up for the party. Right before we left, I told Emily to wait. I needed to call my husband and make sure he was okay with it.
 
   “That’s fine,” he said. “I don’t want to stop you from hanging out with people and having a good time.”
 
   “I know. I just wanted to make sure you’d be okay with it because there will be a lot of single guys there. It sounds like there will be kegs there. You know, typical college stuff. I’ll probably just hang out with Emily and meet people, maybe dance.”
 
   “Yes, that’s fine.” He paused, then said, “You’re basically living the life of a single college girl. I don’t want to stop you from making friends and hanging out with them.”
 
   “I appreciate that. It’s just that there will be guys there and drinking, and I just want to make sure that anything I do won’t make you upset.”
 
   Emily rolled her eyes. She was dressed in a sexy red blouse, impatiently waiting for me to finish the call.
 
   “Well, if you have unprotected sex, I probably wouldn’t be happy about that.”
 
   “Oh, jeesh.” Michael and I used condoms for birth control and I would never consider abortion, so that should have went without saying. But I wasn’t intending on breaking my marriage vows. “I’m not talking about having sex.”
 
   I heard my daughter’s voice in the background. Michael stopped to scold her, then returned the phone. “I gotta go. Honey, you’re a grown woman. You can make your own decisions. I’m not going to micromanage you. I trust your judgment.”
 
   Emily and I made our way to the fraternity house. It was old and dusty, and it looked kind of like an old plantation house. Loud rap music was playing inside. A young black guy with glasses was standing at the door holding a clipboard. I figured he was going to check to see if we were on the list. “Welcome ladies,” he said, as he waved us in. 
 
   When we stepped inside, the room was pretty packed. There were dozens of people in the room. About half the women were white. The other half of the women, and all of the men, were black. I started to feel a little scared but Emily seemed totally at ease and took my hand, steering me over towards a keg near a long wooden table. We each grabbed a red plastic cup, poured ourselves a beer and started sipping.
 
   “Those guys over there are checking us out,” Emily said. “They’re really cute.”
 
   There were two muscular, dark-skinned black guys standing near the ping pong table, each holding a red plastic cup. The first guy had dreadlocks and was wearing Abercrombie from head to toe. The second guy was wearing jeans and a blue hoodie over a red-and-white t-shirt. They apparently saw us looking their way and started making their way through the room. When they reached us, the guy with the dreadlocks introduced himself as Carl. The guy in the hoodie said his name was Malik.
 
   Carl and Emily seemed to really hit it off and they walked over near the wall to talk. “He really likes your friend,” Malik said. “That’s fine with me. I love a beautiful blonde.” As I spoke with Malik, I found him incredibly sexy. He stood very close to me, his body up against mine, leaning in toward my ear to speak over the loud music. I could smell the beer on his breath as well as his cologne, which was different from my husbands and I loved it. I learned that he was a frat boy and lived upstairs on the second floor. He was from Ohio like me, just outside Cincinnati, and that he was a sophomore majoring in communication. We finished our beers and he got us refills. As he handed me back my cup, he looked down at my left hand.
 
   “You’re married?”
 
   “Yes, I am. My husband is back at our home while I’m going to school.”
 
   “That’s real tough, living apart. I’m sure you’ve heard the saying that long distance relationships don’t work.”
 
   “Everybody says that,” I replied. “But I don’t believe that.”
 
   “I didn’t believe it either. I learned the hard way.” He explained that his high school sweetheart got accepted into a college in Cleveland. He was loyal to her and visited her once a month and then found out that she was cheating on him the whole time. “There’s another saying: a short separation strengthens love and a long separation kills it.” He shook his head.
 
   “I’m sorry she broke your heart,” I said. “She did you wrong.”
 
   “No, I did myself wrong. She was right to meet somebody else.” He took a swig from his cup, finishing his second beer. “It’s fine to have a sexually exclusive relationship when you’re together and having sex all the time. But agreeing to only have sex with one person, and then you can’t have sex with her because she lives far away, that’s just crazy. I’m sorry that I missed the chance to enjoy all the opportunities. This is a once in a life chance for young guys and girls to mingle and have fun.”
 
   I looked over at Emily. She was leaning back against the wall and talking like crazy. She was clearly into Carl.
 
   “I’m going to get some good beer from the kitchen.” Malik said. “Do you like craft beer?”
 
   “I hardly ever drink.” Although I’d only had two beers, I already had a nice buzz. I hadn’t eaten anything for hours.
 
   “I’ll get you one, too. You’ll love it.”
 
   He went to the kitchen and returned with two tall pint glasses. I took a sip. The taste was very strong, like somebody had mixed beer and whiskey.
 
   “This is beer?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, it’s a craft beer. It’s big on the West Coast. It’s aged in whiskey barrels.”
 
   As we talked more, I found myself really liking Malik. I’d never spent so much time talking with a black guy, and I found him handsome and very sexy. The crowd was thinning out as people left the party or went off into the bedrooms upstairs. Emily came over and explained that she was going upstairs to Carl’s room to check out his stereo system. I told her that I would come up with her. I downed the rest of my beer, then Malik and I followed them upstairs. As we walked across the room, I was a little wobbly and I realized just how intoxicated I had become. I was more than a little wobbly during the walk and some of the people were smirking as we made our way up the stairs.
 
   When we got to Carl’s room, Emily and Carl went inside with the door open and sat on the couch. I leaned back against the hallway wall just outside the room, trying to regain my bearings from the three beers. Just then Malik leaned forward and started to kiss my neck. His powerful black frame covered my body and I was incredibly aroused. I figured that there was nothing wrong with making out with him. I ran my hands down his back, caressing his ass and legs as we French kissed. He took my hand and pulled me into the room, then closed the door.
 
   I looked over at Emily. They were kissing passionately. Her shirt was already off. Carl unhooked her black bra and they laid back on the couch, Carl on top of her, making out passionately. I was in a daze from the alcohol, not sure what to do.
 
   Malik began kissing me again. He was an amazing kisser, and I loved the smell of his skin against me as I dry humped him. He took off his shirt and mine, then we kissed again, embracing flesh to flesh. He then unbuckled my belt and pulled my jeans down. Here I was, standing in front of this black stranger in my white bra and panties, and in the moment I thought it was fine. Michael said he was okay with me acting like a single college girl and I was enjoying it.
 
   “You are so beautiful,” Malik said. “I can’t let you go home without tasting your pussy on my tongue.”
 
   That sounded like a great idea to me. Malik still had his jeans on as he laid me down on the bed.  and he slipped his fingers in the sides of my white silk panties. I lifted my hips to allow him to pull them down. My cunt was very wet, eager for him. Malik got on top of me, kissing my breasts and sucking on my nipples. Then he kissed his way down past my blond pubic hair and began to perform cunnilingus. It felt good at first but I don’t think he was very experienced at it, and the way he was licking was starting to become annoying.
 
   I felt even drunker. I stretched my arms out across the bed, afraid that the room would start to spin. Malik pulled down his pants and underpants. I was shocked at the size of his cock. It was nearly down to his knees, twice as long and far thicker than my husband’s meager tool. He brought it over to my mouth and grabbed the back of my head. As I licked and sucked on his cock, it didn’t grow much larger but it became thicker. As I did, I heard Emily moaning loudly in pleasure. Carl had her bent over on the couch, fucking her doggy style and slapping her big booty, and she seemed to be in ecstasy.
 
   Malik pulled his fat cock from my mouth. I flopped my head back on the bed. As he moved on top of me, through the drunken haze I somehow remembered what I had to do. I lifted my head and said, “I’m not on the Pill. Use a condom.” Carl told him that he had a box of Magnums under the bed. Malik reached under the bed, pulled out a black tin foil square, and got back between my legs. As he ripped the condom wrapper, I dropped my head back on the bed and closed my eyes.
 
   I felt Malik’s huge cock pressing against my entrance. He slowly worked it in, thrust after thrust, an inch at a time. I didn’t think I could take all of it but I soon felt his heavy balls resting against my ass cheeks. Having his cock inside me was totally different from being with my husband. My pussy felt totally filled. Malik leaned forward on top of me. I wrapped by legs around his back and locked my ankles, and my arms around his broad, muscular shoulders. The contrast of my white arms and legs around his dark black body was incredibly erotic. His thick cock was not only touching all the right places inside of me, but every thrust moved my clit in just the right way. I felt myself nearing orgasm, so I reached a hand down and rubbed my clit. The orgasm hit me hard. “Oh, God!” It started as a moan, but then turned into a scream as I rolled through a dozen powerful orgasms. Malik’s breathing started to quicken and I knew that he was reaching his climax. He groaned as he pushed all the way inside me, and I could feel his cock twitching as it fired countless millions of sperm. 
 
   Malik lowered himself on top of me. We slowly kissed for a while with him laying on top of me, slowly moving his cock in and out of my box. Although he was a stranger, I felt so safe nestled beneath his strong body.
 
   I don’t know if I passed out or just fell asleep, but it was morning when Emily woke me up. My head was on a pillow and I was covered with a sheet.
 
   “Good morning sleepy head!” Emily said with a huge smile. She was pulling her pants up over her panties, and her bra was back on.
 
   “Shit,” I said, my head pounding with a hangover. Light was streaming in through the window, so I covered my eyes.
 
   “You really enjoyed Malik and his huge cock. You were moaning like crazy. How many orgasms did you have?”
 
   “What time is it?”
 
   “It’s eight-thirty. Get dressed.” 
 
   I looked over at the coach. Carl was asleep under a sheet. Malik was nowhere to be seen.
 
   I stumbled out of bed, still a little drunk. Something didn’t feel right between my legs. I looked down and there was dried semen all over my crotch, flecked in my pubic hair, and sticking down my inner thighs. On the floor was the Trojan foil wrapper, the top ripped open but the condom still inside.
 
   “Shit!” I counted the days since my last period. It had been two and half weeks. It couldn’t have been a worse time as far as getting pregnant was concerned. “Fuck!”
 
   I quickly threw on my clothes and began my walk of shame with Emily back to our dorm. 
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   * * *
 
   My wife Amanda and I are a typical suburban married couple. We’re both 34 years old and we have three children together. The only thing that’s a little strange about us is that, although Amanda and I are white, our children are black. People often ask us whether the kids are adopted but we tell them no, the children are English and Irish just like us. 
 
   A few months after we were married, my wife went on a trip with some of her single girlfriends to the Bahamas. Her girlfriends are pretty wild and I knew that they were looking forward to hooking up with some native men. In fact, I saw a text on Amanda’s phone where her friend Cheryl was talking about a bodybuilder from the Bahamas she met online named Christopher. I saw his naked picture and he was dark black skinned, athletic, and very well hung.
 
   Amanda uses a diaphragm for birth control. When we pack for vacations, she is careful to always pack her diaphragm in her luggage for birth control. Apparently it was such a habit that she accidentally packed it in her bag for her Bahamas trip. I knew she wouldn’t need it because I wasn’t going along, so I removed it from her bag and put it back in the dresser.
 
   A week later, the girls returned from their trip exhausted but with lots of giggling and whispering. Amanda and I made love on the night of her return. She used the diaphragm with me, as she always does, but no birth control is a hundred percent effective. I think it might have slipped out of place, actually, because I noticed that her vagina felt much looser than usual that night. In any event, one of my little wigglers made it through because nine months later, my wife gave birth to our oldest son, Christian.
 
   When Christian was born, I immediately thought that his facial features looked like those of Christopher, the black bodybuilder from the Bahamas, only a few shades lighter. When I mentioned this to Amanda, she got quite defensive. She pointed out that while our son doesn’t look like me, he doesn’t look like her, either, but she knows she’s the biological mother! I hadn’t thought about it like that but I realized she is right and I was being ridiculous. Although my wife is very fair skinned with red hair, I’ve heard about the Black Irish and I suspect that she might have some Black Irish recessive genes that came to the forefront.
 
   A couple of years later, Amanda was spending a lot of time with Jenny, a friend of hers who lives a few doors down. One night I was at home watching television while Amanda was visiting over at Jenny’s house. I decided to go for a walk and I noticed Amanda standing on the deck behind Jenny’s house sipping on a drink with a young black guy who was dressed like a hoodlum. She was backed up against the railing and the guy was right up against her, and I could see her smiling and glancing at him appreciatively. I walked down the side of the house and listened in as best as I could.
 
   “Fuck that,” the guy said. “I’m clean, bitch, and I hate rubbers.”
 
   “I hate them, too,” Amanda said. “But you have to.”
 
   “Why?” the guy asked.
 
   “I’m not on the Pill. I use a diaphragm and I don’t have it with me.”
 
   “Shit.” He paused. “I’ll pull out.”
 
   Then I heard the patio door open. Jenny said something and they walked inside. I sneaked back to the road, looked around to make sure nobody saw that I’d been eavesdropping, and I walked back home. Amanda didn’t come home until 2AM that night. She said she was up late playing cards with Jenny. While she took a shower, I secretly checked out her panties. The crotch was wet and funky smelling, soaked with her juices and sticky semen. I became incredibly aroused.
 
   I joined Amanda in the shower and we began to fool around. When we got out of the shower, she quickly slipped in her diaphragm and we made passionate love. Nine months later, Amanda gave birth to a baby girl, Nicole. Although our daughter is definitely Black Irish like her brother, she looks like Amanda more than anybody else.
 
   A few years later, Amanda was spending a lot of time with other mothers on play dates. She had a good friend, Katie, whose baby daddy was a muscular black guy named Titus. Katie was under the mistaken impression that our children were mulattos, just like her children, and I think that’s one reason the two of them became so close. (I know this because when Amanda got pregnant, she asked if I was excited to have my first biological child. She didn’t know that the other two were mine!) Then suddenly, in the hospital, they had a falling out when our third child was born.
 
   Amanda said she has no idea why Katie just stormed out of the hospital and ended their friendship. Maybe it’s because my wife gave our son the first name Titus or the middle name Junior. Maybe it’s because our youngest son is the spitting image of her baby daddy Titus. Or maybe she’s just jealous that we have such a beautiful family.
 
   After the birth of Titus Junior, Amanda said that it was time for me to get a vasectomy. But she told me not to let anybody know about it. After all, even vasectomies are not 100% effective because the vas can grow back. And if that were to happen, she said, she wouldn’t want me to be embarrassed by having a child when people think I’m infertile. I’m lucky to have such a smart wife, and I’m lucky to have three beautiful, strong children. I guess it’s the luck of the Irish – the Black Irish!
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   * * *
 
   “He’s back in town?” my wife Dakota said. She was standing next to the stove, talking to her friend Allison as she stirred the pot of chicken vegetable soup. “Of course I remember him! Rakim was my first boyfriend. We dated for a few weeks back in high school but my parents made me break it off. They didn’t like me dating a black guy.”
 
   I was sitting in my recliner watching television, but my attention was immediately drawn away from my show towards my wife’s conversation.
 
   “Oh, it’s true,” she said with a laugh. I was pretty sure she was talking about his penis size. According to my wife, Rakim was equipped with a long, thick cock.
 
   Dakota didn’t often speak of Rakim but I’d always found it fascinating. When we were dating, she told me that she didn’t believe in premarital sex. Although we ultimately did the deed before our wedding, she wouldn’t even give me a handjob until we had dated for six months. But one time after a few drinks, Dakota confessed to me that she gave Rakim a blowjob on their first date, and during the short time that they dated she was giving him a blowjob nearly every day. 
 
   “We were going to but it just didn’t happen,” she continued. “A neighbor caught us before we could do it.”
 
   I knew what she was talking about. Rakim had taken her to the local drive-in. Instead of watching the movie, her black boyfriend quickly got her clothes off and they were making out. Dakota was desperate to feel his thick cock inside of her. She wasn’t on any birth control but she was willing to take the risk with him. Just before he was about to take her bareback, a racist neighbor of hers recognized his vehicle. He shined a flashlight inside the car and prevented their coupling. Her parents grounded her for months and forced her to stop dating him.
 
   “Oh, jeesh, Allie.” My wife sounded surprised. “If I were single that would be one thing, but I’m a married woman now.” She paused as her friend responded. “I really shouldn’t. I’m a married woman.” Another pause. “There’s nothing wrong with talking, but Allie….”
 
   My wife started to whisper quietly enough that I couldn’t hear what she was saying. After about ten minutes, she called into me.
 
   “Harry, honey?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Allie’s having some bad issues at work and she needs some girl time. Would it be okay if I go out with her and have a drink?”
 
   I paused for a moment. I was pretty sure that she wasn’t planning on meeting up with Allie at all, but having some drinks with her old black boyfriend. Although I felt a little tightness in my stomach, I found myself very aroused. I didn’t really see any harm in her spending some time flirting with her old black lover. Although I didn’t hear everything in her conversation, what I’d heard made me feel confident that she wouldn’t cheat on me, so I told her to go ahead.
 
   On Friday night, Dakota got all dressed up to go on her date. It was so hot watching her primp and prepare for her old lover. One thing that concerned me was that she put on a sexy new set of red-and-black bra and panties that I’d never seen before. I saw the tags thrown in the trash, so I knew that she had purchased new lingerie for her date. Dakota said she’d be home around eleven and I shouldn’t wait up for her, but I figured that reminiscing with her old boyfriend would get her aroused, so I waited up anyway.
 
   My wife didn’t get home until nearly three in the morning. I was asleep when I heard her walking through the darkness toward the bedroom. I saw her shadowy figure stumble to the doorway, then standing their holding her arms out against the doorway, holding herself up. She seemed totally smashed.
 
   “You’re home?”
 
   She just nodded.
 
   “Did you drive yourself home?”
 
   “No,” she said, slurring her words. She stumbled forward into the room, took off her clothes down to her panties, and then dove into bed and pulled a sheet over herself.
 
   Dakota was laying on her side, facing away from me. I moved up against her and smelled tequila on her breath and a man’s cologne on her skin. I ran my hands down her body, then grabbed her hands and moved her onto her back.
 
   “It looks like Rakim finally got what he wanted,” I said. “Was he as good as you were hoping?”
 
   “I told you I was going out with Allie.”
 
   “I overheard you talking with her.” I kissed her up her neck, then up to her lips. “So how was he? Was he good in bed?”
 
   As I kissed and caressed her, Dakota told me the details of her encounter. She met Rakim at the bar downtown. They had a great time talking about what they’ve done since high school. He kept ordering more rounds of drinks. For some reason Rakim never seemed to get drunk, but she had a couple too many to drink and got smashed. She was too drunk to drive, so he offered to drive her home. But he drove her to his house first and as soon as they got through the front door, he pounced on her.
 
   I asked her to describe everything that happened in detail. As she described it, I kissed my way down her body until I reached her panties. She lifted her hips to help me remove them. As I did, I noticed that the crotch was sticky and I could smell the strong odor of male semen. That surprised me because Dakota isn’t on birth control and we always use condoms when we make love. Dakota smiled and said she’s sorry but Rakim said he doesn’t like condoms. I remembered how she nearly allowed Rakim to penetrate her without protection in high school  and now, after all these years, the lovers had finally made it happen.
 
   While Dakota described how she sucked his enormous cock, I went to licking her semen-soaked snatch. I dug my tongue in deep, licking and sucking up as much of Rakim’s sperm as possible to prevent any accidental pregnancy. I pulled apart the hood of her clitoris and began to lick her clit directly as she described how amazing his cock felt, the feeling of fullness that she’d never felt before as it pounded her white vagina. She said that she didn’t want to hurt my feelings or bruise my ego, but it was easily the best sex of her life and she came nearly a dozen times.
 
   Although it felt like a punch in the gut to hear that, my penis was harder than ever. I quickly grabbed a condom from the nightstand, rolled it on and slipped my member inside of her used cunt. I’m not sure if she was loose from Rakim’s ample tool or if she was simply very wet from a combination of her own juices and Rakim’s semen, but in any case my rubber-encased penis felt like it was penetrating a bowl of warm soup. Although the lack of friction didn’t help, I was so excited from the whole situation that I soon shot my load into the condom’s reservoir.
 
   It’s now been a couple of weeks since my wife’s encounter with her black lover. It’s been a huge benefit to our marriage as we are making love every night and having some of the best sex of our married life. Rakim has told Dakota that he wants to date her on the regular and Dakota is thrilled at the idea. Although I support the idea, I’ve asked my wife to either go on the Pill or get an IUD. She said that she’s thinking about it. In the meantime, my wife says she will tell her black lover that it’s okay for him to come inside of her during the safer parts of the month. When she’s ovulating, Rakim can pull out if he doesn’t want to get her pregnant. Although I’m a little concerned that something could go wrong, I trust my wife’s judgment and I’ve never been more sexually satisfied than I am today!
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    “Was it good?” I asked, laying in bed. I’d just had love with my twenty-seven-year-old wife. She looked amazing. Although she’d gained a good twenty pounds since the birth of our son, she still had an amazing bubble butt and her breasts were even larger than before. But no matter how great she looked, the fact that she just laid there in bed during sex was bothering me.
 
   “Yes, it was great,” Tara replied. She flipped her blonde hair away and looked straight into my eyes. “Why do you ask, honey?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I replied. “Things just feel different with us.”
 
   “Not at all, honey,” she said, leaning in to kiss me. “I enjoyed it. Good job.”
 
   Recently, after my previous supervisor left my company, my new boss had been flying me around the country to meet with business prospects. I was spending most of my time away from home, only coming home every other weekend. My new supervisor said it would only last for a month or two until they hired a new vice-president, but I’d already been it had already gone on for six months with no end in sight.
 
   At first, when I would come home from my business trips, Tara and I were both excited to see each other. We would almost tear each other’s clothes off, rushing into bed to make love. However, over time Tara seemed less and less excited. I assumed she was simply getting accustomed to going without frequent sex. 
 
   But the next day I learned the truth. Just before I was about to leave on the plane, I picked up my wife’s cell phone to find a photograph we’d taken on vacation. As I went through her photos, I was shocked to find dozens of recent photographs of her with a black man. The guy was a few inches taller than me, very muscular and very black. There were pictures of her with him at a night club. They were kissing and she was running her hands all over his body. And in one picture, clearly taken by him from above, she was down on her knees gleefully sucking on his enormous black cock.
 
   Although I was overcome with jealousy, for some reason that I simply can’t explain, those contrast of her pure white skin against his dark black skin caused my penis to become aroused.
 
   When I confronted Tara about it, she knew she was caught and admitted to the entire thing. For the last few months, she had been meeting guys at local clubs and through an app on her phone. She had three boyfriends that she would see throughout the week, sometimes seeing more than one man in a day. All of them were intelligent, well-built, well-hung, and black. Although she felt bad about cheating on me, she felt lonely and these men filled the emotional and sexual void that I’d created when I left her. And now that it was out in the open, she said, it wasn’t cheating anymore and her conscience was clear. As I left the house for the airport, I knew that my wife would continue to have extramarital sexual relationships while I was gone.
 
   A few days later, after a long day at work, I was sitting alone back at the motel. I would normally send Tara a Skype request around ten o’clock, after our son is asleep, but I was lonely so I decided to call her a couple of hours early. I dialed her over Skype. When she answered and the video appeared, I could tell that she was out of breath. Her makeup was smeared and I suspected she’d had a few drinks.
 
   “What’s going on?” I asked.
 
   “I’m here with a friend,” she said. I heard a black man’s voice saying something I couldn’t quite understand, other than the word “bitch.” Tara looked just off the camera and giggled. “Jamal and I just got home. Can I call you back later?”
 
   “Did you forget that it’s Skype night?” I asked. In order to keep our relationship close, tried to speak on the phone every day. We would have preferred to use Skype but the cost was just too prohibitive. I’m usually free on Tuesday nights, so it became our weekly night to see each other and reconnect.
 
   “I’m a little busy right now.” Just then, a muscular black man moved into the video. They began to kiss passionately, and as his hands roamed across my bride’s see-through black blouse and blue jeans, my cock began to harden. I realized that she was keeping the phone in place, giving me a great view of them making out. And that’s when it occurred to me to ask her if I could watch them together.
 
   “Honey, do you think you could leave the phone on? Set it down on your dresser before you get in bed?”
 
   Tara stopped for a moment. She looked off the screen, no doubt into Jamal’s face for approval, and then turned back to me. “Great idea,” she said, smiling. It didn’t take them long to make it up to the bedroom. She set the phone down on her nightstand rather than the dresser. It was a brilliant choice, allowing me to get a clear view of the action. She then moved to the end of the bed and they embraced. While they kissed passionately, I pulled down my pants and began to masturbate.
 
   As they made out, I saw his powerful black arms gliding down her back and feeling up her firm bubble butt. They quickly removed each other’s clothes. Jamal’s powerful, athletic black frame was equipped with an enormous black cock. It had to be a foot long and as thick as a can of Colt 45. My wife pressed her body against Jamal’s chest as she kissed him, dry humping as she gently massaged his shaft and balls.
 
   “Did you get the rubbers?” he asked.
 
   “Damn, I forgot to buy them,” my wife replied. She hesitated for a moment. “It’s been two weeks since my last period. I’m really fertile right now.”
 
   “Shit, bitch.” Jamal laughed and took a step back. “You done fucked up now. Maybe you finally let me try that booty for once.”
 
   “No, it’s okay, baby.” She pulled him back to her. “Just pull out.”
 
   Jamal pushed my wife back onto the bed, raised her legs over his shoulders, lined up his enormous manhood against her delicate entrance, and then penetrated her with a savage thrust. “God, I love your cock,” Tara said. “It’s so fucking big.”
 
   “You like that cock, bitch?”
 
   “Oh, God, yes! I love your cock! It’s so much bigger than my husband’s little white penis.” 
 
   Tara was overcome with lust, moaning in ecstasy as she pushed her groin against him to receive his animalistic thrusts. Then he lowered himself onto his elbows, his hard black chest against her soft white breasts, and they locked lips. I could see his tongue swirling around inside my wife’s mouth. She seemed completely in awe of him as his ebony weapon stabbed relentlessly inside her. 
 
   Finally, I heard Jamal groan. He arched his back and threw his head back. Tara put her legs around his waist and locked her ankles, preventing him from pulling out and forcing this amazing male specimen to fill her white womb. “I’m cumming,” she groaned. He pushed his weapon fully into her, balls deep, moaning as he fired his ammunition inside my wife’s fertile cavity. I knew his thick cockhead was pressed against her cervix, firing rope after rope into her unprotected cunt. I felt certain that she was being impregnated, that one his virile sperm would undoubtedly find her egg. As I watched her white hands caressing up and down his muscular back, I couldn’t take any more. My semen squirted onto the cheap motel floor. 
 
   Their movements slowed. Jamal’s cock was still deep inside Tara as they kissed, the last of his baby batter seeping out to totally fill her. I figured the action was over, so I went to the bathroom and washed my hands. When I returned to my phone, Jamal was thrusting hard again. As they made love a second time, I noticed my wife hunching her back and moving with him. I had never seen her so excited and eager in bed. Tara was always pretty quiet in bed with me, but her she was grunting loudly as he put her through yet another orgasm. Jamal obviously pleased her in ways that I couldn’t. He lasted a lot longer this time.
 
   Tara got on top of him. As she rode him cowgirl, she was facing away from me. I wanted to see her kissing him madly, but I enjoyed watching her hunching her groin eagerly against his, and his large black hands holding her ass as she rode his enormous cock. It only took her a few minutes to moan out another powerful orgasm. Finally, they switched to doggy style. They were on the edge of the bed close to the camera which gave me a close-up view of the action. I could see his big black ass and legs and her delicate white ass below as his thick cock violated my wife’s vagina. His right hand gripped her hair and he was violently pulling her head, jerking it back in rhythm with his thrusts. With his left hand, he was slapping her ass, and I could make out red marks across her bottom from his violent smacks.
 
   As he pounded relentlessly, I could see their combined juices covering his cock. Jamal’s huge black balls, bulging with African seed, slapped against my wife’s legs. His pace began to quicken and I could tell that his climax was nearing.
 
   “Ahhh, God, yes,” Tara cried, so joyously that I almost thought she might be in pain. “Oh fuck, yes. Yes, yes, yes! I’m cummm-meeee-eeeee-nnnggg!”
 
   Jamal released her hair and grabbed both of her hips. He pounded furiously, violently. “Oh, shit! Oh, shit! You white slut! You fucking white bitch! Ahhhhh…” He penetrated her balls deep. As he did, I could distinctly see his huge testicles twitching, jerking as they pumped their precious seed inside my wife’s cunt. I reached my own climax, my little dab dribbling down my fingers.
 
   Jamal held her in place for a minute, then gave my wife a playful slap on her ass. When he pulled out, gobs of semen gushed out onto our marital bed and down my wife’s legs. Tara turned around at the camera. Her face showed total bliss and exhaustion. She didn’t even speak to me as she touched the screen and ended the call. 
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   * * *
 
   “You know how you’ve talked about watching me have sex with another guy?” My wife Jenny was lying next to me in bed. She’s a blond haired, blue-eyed beauty. Although she was twenty-eight and she’d had two children, she still had the same thin, perfect body that she’d had in college. We had just made love and she was gently stroking my chest. “I think I’m ready to do it. I’d like to try having sex with another man.”
 
   Although I usually need a day between erections to recharge, I felt my penis begin to move. I’d always fantasized about watching my wife having sex with another man, and for years I had encouraged her but she had always been a little hesitant. In recent months we had tried role playing that I was her secret lover and Jenny seemed especially excited, and she came especially hard. It was some of the best sex we’d ever had in our seven years of marriage. But I was surprised to hear her actually considering it.
 
   “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have sex with somebody else.” Jenny watched my eyes, seeing how I reacted. “Are you sure you’d be okay with it?”
 
   “Okay with it? It would be a fantasy come true.” 
 
   “There’s one other thing,” Jenny said. “Would it be okay with you if the guy is black?”
 
   “I don’t see why not.” Actually, I was very turned on by the idea. My penis had come back to life and I was eager to slip my five-incher back into my wife’s pussy. I started to kiss her and stroke her body. She got on top of me.
 
   As she rode me cowgirl, we discussed some ground rules. We agreed that it would be a guy that we would both agree upon. They would have sex at our house, at least at first. And finally, we agreed that she would use condoms with her lover.  After we both climaxed, we both cuddled as we drifted off to sleep.
 
   Although I’d assumed that we would soon begin searching for a lover for Jenny, it turned out that she already had somebody in mind. It was a guy named LaDerek. He was a little bit younger than us and he worked at the local hardware store. He was tall and muscular with dreadlocks and very dark skin. Thinking back, I remembered Jenny often asking him questions about gardening and landscaping. I now realized that the two of them must have been flirting. When I asked her about it, Jenny admitted that she had found him very attractive. A couple of times LaDerek had propositioned her but she pointed out that she was married. About a week after our discussion, Jenny went down to the store and struck up a conversation with LaDerek. When he again propositioned her, she surprised him by agreeing and inviting him to our house. She said he was a little wary until she explained that her husband was okay with it.
 
   That Friday night, we arranged for the kids to stay with their grandparents. I stayed at home while LaDerek and Jenny went out for a night of drinks and dancing. I stayed at home watching television, but I couldn’t help but think about my Jenny having sex with LaDerek. My cock was rock hard and it was a struggle not to masturbate.
 
   It was about 11:30 at night when they arrived home together. As they stepped through the doorway, Jenny was giggling and I could tell that she’d had a lot to drink. At 6’4, LaDerek was nearly a foot taller than Jenny. She tilted her head up as he leaned down to kiss her, his hands roaming over her blue jeans, caressing her perfect bubble butt and kissing her neck and lips. Jenny’s hands were moving across his t-shirt, over his bulging muscles, his broad shoulders, and down his back as she French kissed him feverishly. LaDerek then looked over at me. I was sitting in the recliner in front of the television. I waved to him, as if to tell him that I was okay with it, but he didn’t acknowledge my gesture. Jenny took him by the hand and led him up the stairs toward our bedroom.
 
   I waited a minute, then got up from the recliner and slowly made my way up the staircase. When I reached our bedroom, they were standing at the end of the bed. LaDerek’s shirt was off but he still had his jeans on. Jenny was wearing nothing but her lacy white bra and panties, and she was in the process of unhooking the bra. The bra dropped to the floor and she leaned up against her chest. They were kissing again as she nuzzled her soft body against his hard, powerful frame. Although his cock was caged in by his boxer shorts, I could tell from the size of the bulge that he was packing an enormous black weapon.
 
   Jenny laid down on the bed and I could see that the crotch of her white panties was drenched with desire. She was ovulating and she’s always wetter when she’s fertile, but I’d never seen her panties soaked this way. She lifted her hips as LaDerek pulled down her panties, revealing the blond peach fuzz that covered her cunt. He moved on top of her and they began to kiss wildly as her white hands caressed his large, virile back.  He slowly moved down, sucking her breasts and kissing her stomach before finally licking her pussy. Jenny squirmed, moaning with pleasure as he stuck a long, black finger into her cunt while his tongue caressed her love button. Her face was flush. “Oh my God,” she groaned, her stomach hunching, contracting involuntarily as she orgasmed.
 
   LaDerek then removed his shorts, revealing what must have been a ten inch cock that was as thick as beer bottle. “Oh, my God!” Jenny gasped. “It’s amazing!” She tried her best to lick and suck it as she gently massaged his hefty nutsack.
 
   “Suck it,” LaDerek commanded.
 
   “I’m trying,” she said. “I want to take your cock into my mouth but it’s just too big. I can deep throat my husband but his penis is small and thin. But you’re hung like a horse!”
 
   She continued orally servicing him for a couple minutes, then said, “I want to feel you inside me.” Jenny reached into our bed stand and handed him a condom. LaDerek ripped open the foil and began to roll it down his member. He was clearly having difficulty getting it to fit.
 
   I knew what was wrong. It was a snug fit condom, designed for smaller guys like myself. Jenny and I had used condoms at the beginning of our marriage. I only went bareback a few times with Jenny, but she immediately got pregnant. After having two kids in two years, I agreed to get a vasectomy. And that was five years ago, so not only was the condom way too small for LaDerek’s mighty tool, the condom was also very old. When he finally managed to get it on, it was constricting the top of his cock and it only covered the top half of his tool.
 
   LaDerek mounted my wife. Jenny gazed longingly up at him, her delicate arms caressing his powerful body, as he placed the head of his thick weapon against Jenny’s wet entrance. It normally took me a handful of thrusts to fully penetrate Jenny’s tight cunt, but she was so wet and eager for LaDerek that he was able to thrust his manhood inside her with a single stroke. “Oh, God,” she screamed in astonishment, her voice quivering as his thick black cock reached deep inside of her, touching places I could never reach. “My God, it feels so amazing. I feel so full. I love your black cock!”
 
   As LaDerek muscular backside pounded his black cock forcefully into my wife’s white cunt, Jenny was shuddering and groaning. “Oh, God, I’m coming,” she squealed, over and over again. I think she must have announced nearly ten orgasms. The best that I’d ever been able to do was get her off once, usually by pleasing her orally, but my white mare was having multiple vaginal orgasms from her black stallion’s cock.
 
   At long last, I could see that LaDerek’s breathing was becoming more intense, and I suspected that his climax was approaching. I moved behind him so that I could see their genitals embracing up close. My wife’s white bubble butt was floating a few inches off  the bed, her legs wrapped around his waist and her ankles locked together behind his back. I watched his huge black testicles slapping against her ass, and her body reacting rhythmically with each of his movements. But the most erotic part was the way his enormous black cock caused the insides of her pussy to pull out and then push back in with each thrust. Her cavity was barely large enough to contain the girth of his gigantic member. 
 
   That’s when I noticed something strange. Although the rubber ring was still in place halfway up his cock, the rubber sheath was missing. Clearly the condom had broken.
 
   “Oooooh, yes, bitch,” LaDerek groaned deeply. “God, yes bitch, I’m cumming. I’m fuckin’ cumming!”
 
   “Cum inside me,” Jenny moaned ecstatically. “Do it, baby!”
 
    LaDerek made a few powerful, animal-like thrusts as he penetrated balls deep into my wife’s fertile white cunt. “I’m cumming, too,” Jenny moaned, her body instinctively reacting to receive her black lover’s sperm.
 
   My penis was rock hard as I watched LaDerek’s testicles jerking, convulsing as they pumped his African baby batter deep into my wife’s womb. After they rode out their mutual orgasm, LaDerek lowered himself down to his forearms, laying on top of my wife. They were kissing more slowly now as they basked in the after-sex glow.
 
   “That was amazing,” Jenny said with a huge smile on her face. “You can fuck me any time!” As she spoke, his thick black barrel was still fully erect inside her, keeping his sperm locked deep inside my wife’s womb as the last of his baby batter seeped out, soaking into her snug beaver. At that moment, I felt certain that she was being impregnated, that one of his millions of virile black sperm would find her waiting egg.
 
   When LaDerek finally withdrew his cock, Jenny looked down toward her crotch and saw that his cockhead was bare and coated in semen. She reached a finger down into her pussy and pulled up a glob of his sperm, then licked it off. Her face went pale. For the first time since they’d started having sex, she looked over at me. “I’m sorry, honey. The condom broke.”
 
   “Shit man, sorry ‘bout that,” LaDerek said to me. He got up out of bed and got dressed. Her turned to Jenny. “I’ll call you next week,” he said before heading out of the house.
 
   “I’m ovulating right now,” she said. “That was the worst possible time for that to happen. Are you mad?”
 
   “No, it’s okay,” I said. I quickly took off my clothes and got on top of her. “The whole thing was hot, but that was the hottest part.”
 
   Her pussy was awash with LaDerek’s semen and her own cunt cream, so I was able to slip in easily. Her cunt felt much looser than usual, but that wasn’t surprising after she was stretched out by her black lover. It only took me a few minutes to climax into her slick, well-used cunt.
 
   As we cuddled, we discussed what had happened. We agreed that it was incredibly hot and we would definitely do it again. We both enjoyed every part of it. We even discussed LaDerek shooting his sperm into her unprotected womb. I’d always known that Jenny would never get an abortion, and we agreed that if it turned out that she was pregnant, we would keep the baby and I would raise it as my own. And we decided that if she wasn’t pregnant, we would need to buy some new condoms. For LaDerek and his horse cock, we would need Magnum-sized rubbers!
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   * * *
 
   Last year, in order to help pay the bills, my husband and I decided to rent out a room in our home. We live in a college town so we didn’t think it would take long to find a renter. Sure enough, we quickly had a number of applicants.
 
   Danny, my husband, allowed me the pleasure of screening the potential roommates. When I met DeShawn, a college freshman at the local university, I knew I’d found my man. He was a tall, well-built, and handsome young black man. He mentioned that he worked out at the gym every day for hours and it showed. As we talked flirtatiously about his background, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to have him in the sack. The boy was dripping with charisma, and that wasn’t the only thing dripping – my panties were getting soaked and I could feel my pussy walls beginning to open in anticipation.
 
   DeShawn moved in the next weekend. It was quite an experience having a virile young  black man living in the room next to mine. Danny loved it, too, because I was randy all the time. Many times I saw DeShawn walking between his room and the shower wearing nothing but a towel around his waist. Sometimes I could see his erection pressing against the towel and I knew he was packing some major heat. He had two girlfriends at the university – both of them white – who didn’t know about each other. In addition, he had various other girls that he would see on the side. He never mentioned it to me, but I knew that he occasionally spent time with Cindy, a friend of mine who lived a few doors down, when her husband was at work. Cindy confessed to me that DeShawn was not only well-equipped but he knew how to use it. She’d thought that her husband was giving her orgasms, but only when DeShawn bedded her did she have her first real orgasm – and she had multiples!
 
   One night, in bed with Danny, I told him what I’d learned from Cindy. As my husband rubbed his thin, five-inch penis back and forth inside me, he claimed that DeShawn was a “bull” – a man born for breeding women – and that he could tell that I wanted to have sex with our sexy black boarder. I didn’t exactly admit it, but I certainly didn’t deny it as we fantasized about what it would be like when DeShawn had his way with me. The very thought of it had my cunt creaming like crazy, and we had some of the hottest sex of our married life. Danny asked if he could watch it happen. I told him that I couldn’t speak for DeShawn but I was okay with it.
 
   The next Friday night one of DeShawn’s girlfriends broke up with him just before they left for a date, so he suddenly didn’t have any plans for the night. I came down the stairs, wearing nothing but a white slip and a red silk robe, and suggested that the three of us hang out as a couple, have some beers and shots and play cards. DeShawn seemed to like the idea, and the bulge in his pants confirmed that he appreciated my outfit.
 
   Danny and DeShawn did shots of premium tequila. Then, while drinking beers, my husband informed DeShawn that our relationship wasn’t closed and he was fine with DeShawn having sex with me, as long as he could sit in the corner and watch. DeShawn just smiled, sipped his beer, and said he was down with that.
 
   A few minutes later, I walked up to DeShawn. “I’ve been waiting months for this,” I said. We began kissing passionately right there in the kitchen. I could feel his cock pressing against his jeans, eager to be released, as his black hands roamed across my body. He was an amazing kisser, and my cunt was soaked in anticipation. 
 
   Danny suggested that we take it to the bedroom, so we did. DeShawn removed my white slip, and I unbuckled and pulled down his jeans and underpants. Cindy was right – his black cock was a monster. “Oh, my God,” I said, as I put it within my hands. It was as thick as my wrist and nearly a foot in length. Suddenly I worried whether I’d be able to fit all of that inside me. DeShawn pushed my head down toward his crotch. I did my best to suck on his cock. I couldn’t fit too much inside my mouth. Danny helpfully passed me a bottle of lubrication. DeShawn laid back on the bed as I coated my hands in lube, then pleasured his long, thick shaft with my hands as I sucked and swirled my tongue around his baseball-sized cockhead. “That’s right,” DeShawn said. “Just like that.” It was as much a handjob as a blowjob, but he seemed to enjoy it.
 
   DeShawn then instructed me to get on all fours. As I did, he took up station behind me.  I was facing right into the dresser mirror, so I could see him grab his manhood and line it up against my entrance. He rubbed it up and down a few times, wetting his cockhead while teasing my clit, then I felt the pressure of the huge head entering a few inches inside me. The pleasure was amazing. I saw his powerful black hands grab my white hips, and then he began pressing his cock inside me, inch by inch, deeper and deeper, touching places my husband lacked the ability to reach.
 
   The feeling of fullness was amazing, and I felt myself moaning and groaning uncontrollably. “Oh, my fucking God, it feels amazing,” I said. “Your cock is so much better than my husband’s.” Suddenly, I realized my husband was in the room. He was sitting in the corner, his pants around his ankles, jerking off his tiny white weiner. I didn’t mean to insult Danny, but I couldn’t help but moan out the truth. I was experiencing something totally different from what I’d believed was sex. For the first time in my life, I was properly filled with cock.
 
   DeShawn’s horse cock didn’t simply hit pleasure points inside my vagina that had never been touched before and give me an amazing feeling of fullness, though it did all that. His girth was causing my clit to pull right against his cock, stimulating it in the most natural and magical way. My clitoris was being pleasured with every thrust of his huge black spear, and I realized that this was the way that intercourse was supposed to be. With a decent cock inside me, there wasn’t any need to artificially stimulate my clit with a finger or a vibrator during intercourse – DeShawn was a real man with a real cock, and everything just worked.
 
   Suddenly, the most powerful tingling sensation started in the pleasure pit between my legs, then worked its way up and down my spine, washing over me. I wanted to announce that I was coming, but the feeling was so overwhelming and I could only cry out in pleasure. It was the mother of all orgasms, and it just rolled on and on for nearly two minutes in a string of orgasms. It was hard to tell where one orgasm ended and the next began, but I probably had a dozen orgasms before DeShawn rolled me onto my back and began to fuck me in the missionary position, with my legs up over his shoulders.
 
   Honestly, I’d forgotten that my husband even existed at that moment, but that’s when I saw Danny move over to the edge of the bed right next to us. He got on his knees, placed his head into our conjoined groins, and began to lick on my clit. I was worried that DeShawn might not approve but he actually seemed to enjoy it. He looked down condescendingly at my husband, slowly moving his cock in and out of my cunt as my husband licked my love button.
 
   “Lick it up,” DeShawn said. “Lick up our juices. Her cunt and my cock. You like that, don’t you?”
 
   Danny murmured a “yes” and continued to tongue my clit. DeShawn’s cock was providing all of the clitoral stimulation I needed, but I appreciated the thought behind my husband’s efforts.
 
   “You know I love this big black cock, don’t you?” I asked.
 
   “Mmmm,” Danny replied.
 
   I held his head with my hands. “You love that big black cock, too, don’t you? You like to see it pounding your wife’s white pussy?”
 
   “Mmmm.”
 
   Right then, I had an idea. I kept my left hand holding Danny’s head. I grabbed the base of DeShawn’s cock with my right hand and, as he was pulling out mid-thrust, I slipped it completely out of my pussy and into my husband’s mouth. Danny struggled move his head away but I held it firmly in place as DeShawn thrusted his cock deep inside my husband’s mouth.
 
   “You like that?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, fuck!” DeShawn said, throwing his head back. He made a few little jerks with his hips, and suddenly I realized what was happening. His heavy black balls were twitching, his cock clenching and jerking – I had accidentally picked the moment right as DeShawn was cumming! I released Danny’s head and that thick black snake slithered out of his mouth.
 
   I giggled. I’d wanted to give hubby a little taste but he got the full course meal – his mouth was filled with about a cup of DeShawn’s thick, creamy semen.
 
   “Swallow it,” DeShawn commanded. Danny did as he was instructed, and then he went for seconds by cleaned off DeShawn’s cock with his tongue. He even used his fingers to pull out every drop! After a few minutes of that, DeShawn was rock hard again. DeShawn and I fucked again and this time DeShawn fired his cum deep inside me.
 
   DeShawn and I continued having sex, usually three or four times a week, for most of the next year until I gave birth to our first child. Although the child was black, we agreed that it was my husband’s baby. Danny has turned out to be a wonderful father. As for DeShawn, he transferred to another college a few states away so now it’s just Danny and me in the house. But with all the baby expenses, we are in need of a renter now more than ever. We haven’t started taking any applications yet but I have a strange suspicion that the guy I select will be well-built, well-hung … and black!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   MY BLACK BABY DADDY
 
   IS MOVING IN WITH US!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   I’m a twenty-seven year old married woman named Annie. A couple years ago, my husband Tyler and I were having some marital issues. We decided that we would “take a break” from our marriage for a while. I moved out of the house and into a small studio apartment with our young daughter. During our break, I would sometimes hire a babysitter and go out with some single friends. One of those times I met a sexy guy named Andre. He was twenty-two, single, athletic and black. Although Tyler and I hadn’t talked about whether we’d be dating other people during our break, I figured it was probably acceptable. (And frankly, I didn’t want to have the talk because I liked the ambiguity – I didn’t want Tyler dating other women!)
 
   I’m not the kind of girl who has sex on the first date, but it was impossible to resist Dre. When I felt his cock through his blue jeans at the club, I knew that he was packing some serious heat. When I actually got the chance to see it, I was stunned. It had to be nearly twice as long as my husband’s four-and-a-half incher, plus it was uncircumcised and incredibly thick. I’d only been with a couple of guys before Tyler and I’d never seen an uncircumcised guy before, but I soon learned how to expertly suck his cock.
 
   At first, I was a little scared of taking his huge cock inside of me but with lubrication it fit in easily but snugly. Believe me, I never needed to ask Dre if he’s inside of me, you can definitely feel it. The feeling of fullness was simply spectacular. I had the feeling that, for the first time in my life, I was experiencing sex the way it was supposed to be. I had always faked my orgasms with Tyler but with Dre there was no need for that – I would orgasm at least a couple of times, and often as many as ten times. I’d always thought that I was less of a woman because I couldn’t climax, but now I realized that the problem wasn’t me at all – it was my husband and his tiny package. Making love with an adequately hung man was truly a life-changing experience, and in more ways than one…
 
   After a couple of months of separation, Tyler and I managed to work out our differences and I moved back into our home. Soon after I returned to the home, I started to feel nauseated. A pregnancy test only confirmed what I already knew – I was pregnant and I knew that Dre was the father. Tyler and I decided that we were only going to have one child, so I had him get a vasectomy after the birth of our daughter. I guess I was a little careless with birth control during our break, and now we were going to have a black baby.
 
   Tyler was very understanding. We explained the situation to our friends and families. They understood that it wasn’t cheating because we were on a break and we were possibly getting divorced, and they accepted our decision to keep the baby. We were overjoyed when we learned that we were having a boy to complete our family.
 
   While Tyler was happy to help raise our son, he was adamant that Dre needed to man up, get a job and help take care of the child. Dre agreed that he would be there to help in any way that he could. We gave him a key to our house so that he could come and go as he needed. At one point it occurred to me that the best thing would be to have Dre move into the house with us so that he could be available around the clock to help with the baby. I suggested it to Tyler and he agreed. We moved Dre into the guest room, and he promised to do his best to find work.
 
   Once he moved into the house with us, Dre kept trying to get me to have sex with him. Being pregnant, I was awfully horny and I missed my lovemaking sessions with him, but I told him that I couldn’t because Tyler and I were back together again.
 
   Then something happened that I didn’t expect. Dre confronted Tyler. He explained that he was in a relationship with me, that I was his baby mama and he wasn’t going to help take care of his woman if he wasn’t going to be able to have sex with her. Tyler didn’t like the idea at first, but he understood where Dre was coming from. He agreed that we could have a sexual relationship but that I needed to get my tubes tied at birth because he didn’t want any more babies, and he didn’t want our friends or family knowing that we were still together sexually.
 
   From that point forward, I started having sex with Dre regularly, sometimes more than once a day. Often times Dre would come home late at night after going to the club and he’d slip get in bed with me. When Tyler would wake up from the noise of our fucking, he would kiss me on the cheek and excuse himself to the living room couch.
 
   That spring I gave birth to our adorable son, Andre Jr. And I kept my word, getting my tubes tied at the same time as the birth. Tyler and I now have a beautiful family, with one boy and one girl. Tyler confessed to me that he gets turned on by the thought of his white wife making love to her black stud. He loves to watch and listen to my moaning and groaning as I’m brought off expertly by my well-hung black lover. Tyler knows that Dre is a far better lover for me but he finds it exciting rather than something to fear. And he has nothing to fear because our marriage bond is stronger than ever. And guess what? Last week, Tyler brought me to orgasm for the first time!  
 
   As for Dre, my husband has nothing to worry about. He isn’t a one-woman kind of guy. He’s still clubbing and sewing his wild oats. Dre has flat-out told me that he doesn’t love me, he’s just in it for the sex and he wants to help raise his son. And that’s fine with me. I have one man who is dependable and loving, and a lover who is incredibly sexy and well-equipped and gives me the best sex of my life. I’ve found that I can satisfy both my husband and my black baby daddy quite well. None of us would have it any other way!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   MY WIFE’S AFRICAN ADDICTION
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “Stop it, Austin,” my wife Kayla said. We were cuddling while watching TV and during the commercials I asked once again to fulfill my favorite fantasy. “I don’t want to sleep with other guys. I’m not that kind of girl.”
 
   “But you said you’ve always fantasized about black guys. Wouldn’t you want to give it a try?”
 
   “No, I said I think they’re sexy. When I was in college, if the right black guy had approached me, who knows, I might have dated him. But I’m married now and I’m not going to sleep around.”
 
   What Kayla didn’t know is that I had approached a guy at my work to try and seduce my wife. Amante is thirty-five years old, 6’4 with dark black skin, and recently divorced. One of the women on the line supposedly had a fling with him while his divorce was pending, and she claimed that he’s hung like a horse. I showed him a picture of my blond wife Kayla in a bikini, showing off her curvaceous body. He liked what he saw but it took me a little while to convince him that I was serious. Finally he agreed to show up at my house on Friday night at eleven-thirty.
 
   That night I arranged for a babysitter, and Kayla and I went out for dinner and a movie. Kayla is a lightweight, and I made sure at dinner that she had two large glasses of wine with dinner. She was buzzing and I made sure that we got home before eleven to send the sitter home. Then I went into the dining room, uncorked a bottle of our favorite wine, and poured us each a double-sized serving in wine glasses.
 
   “Honey, I’ve already had a lot,” Kayla said, with a little drunkenness in her voice.
 
   “I want to toast,” I said. “To seven wonderful years with an amazing, beautiful woman.”
 
   She toasted with me, drinking a little more than half of what I’d poured, then excused herself to the bathroom. While she was gone, I refilled her glass. When she returned, I brought up some gossip about our neighbors. She enjoyed the conversation and it didn’t take her long before she had finished her glass.
 
   “Would you like some more?”
 
   “It’s delicious but I shouldn’t,” she said.
 
   “Just a taste, then,” I said, pouring her a single serving this time. “This is the 2008 vintage and I think this is the best one we’ve had.”
 
   She nodded, downing the wine. I set down my glass, took her glass from her hand, and began kissing her. I ran my hands all over her body and I was dry humping her.
 
   “Wow, you’re ready to go tonight,” she said. My penis was rock hard, straining against my jeans as I rubbed against her crotch.
 
   “You’re so beautiful,” I said. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”
 
   When we got to the bedroom, Kayla was on fire. She wanted to go right at it but I was trying to slow things down, making sure that my black stud had time to arrive. After about five minutes of foreplay and slowing removing our clothes, I had Kayla lying down on the bed. I was slowly licking all over pussy lips, slowly circling in toward her love button. I had two fingers inside of her, thrusting in and out, as I began to lick her clit. She was moaning and flopping around.
 
   “God, I drank too much,” she said.
 
   “Is the room spinning?”
 
   “Not yet.”
 
   Just then, I heard my phone ding. I got up and checked the message. It was Amante at the front door.
 
   “Just a second, honey. Don’t move.”
 
   “What’s going on?” my wife asked as I left the bedroom.
 
   I opened the front door. Amante was standing there in a long black trench coat with a big smile on his face.
 
   “Are you ready for some dark meat?” he asked. He opened the trench coat. He was completely naked. His body was very athletic and he was sporting a huge black cock.
 
   “God damn, she’s gonna love that,” I said. “I’ve got her all warmed up for you.”
 
   I walked into the bedroom with Amante behind me. Kayla jolted up, a look of surprise and fear on her face. “What the fuck’s going on?”
 
   “A threesome is going on,” I said. “This is my friend, Amante.”
 
   Amante dropped the trench coat to the floor. My wife’s eyes widened, looking straight at his crotch. “Oh, my God! I guess it’s true what they say about black guys!”
 
   Amante walked over to Kayla’s face. She leaned over, grabbed his cock and started to lick it. As she did that, I dove back between her legs and continued licking her. My penis was rock hard as I watched my little blond sweetheart running her tongue all over Amante’s thick black shaft, swirling her tongue around the cockhead and trying to suck on the head. She tried twice to take it in her mouth but each time she started gagging. When she went back for a third attempt, Amante stopped her.
 
   “That’s okay, baby. I want to put it inside of you.”
 
   “I don’t know,” she said. “I think it would hurt me.”
 
   “I won’t hurt you.”
 
   “Why don’t you lay down and I’ll get on top,” Kayla said. I stood at the end of the bed as Amante layed down. Kayla didn’t go straight for his cock, though. She straddled his waist, bent over and began kissing him. I could see his thick black fingers slithering through her blond hair as she humped her groin against his abdomen. I saw his hands slide downward over her body and grab her butt, then they slid back up over her shoulders. I moved to the side of the bed so that I could see their faces. Kayla’s eyes were closed as they French kissed.
 
   Finally Kayla moved upright again, grabbed his mighty black serpent in her hands and moved above it. She aimed it right at her wet slit and rubbed the head back and forth to lubricate it. Finally, she placed his black beast right at the entrance of her tight vagina. She slowly lowered herself on it, groaning, slowly bobbing up and down.
 
   “Fuck, it’s huge,” she said, breathing heavily. Slowly it penetrated her, inch by inch. “Oh, God! Oh, my God!” It took her a few minutes, but she eventually got herself fully stuffed by that black monster. “It feels totally different.”
 
   “Is it good?” I asked.
 
   “Fuck yeah, it’s amazing!” She started to ride it very slowly, letting nearly half of it out of her before sliding back down all the way. “My God, this is heaven!”
 
   While she was taking him in, I worked my way over to the dresser and pulled out the anal lube. While I was lubricating my cock, Kayla leaned forward and was kissing Amante again, slowly moving up and down on his gigantic cock. It was perfect as her ass was up in the air. I kneeled on the bed, put a dab of lube on her asshole and slowly worked my cock in.
 
   “Unnnhhh,” Kayla grunted, her head to the side and laying now on Amante’s shoulder. “Oh, shit, be careful.”
 
   I slowly worked myself in. I leaned down on my wife’s back, fondling her breasts as I stroked my penis in and out of her ass.
 
   “Ohhh,” my wife moaned, clearly in total bliss. Amante was now moving his hips up, controlling the thrusts in and out of her. I could feel the movement of his cock inside of her as her penetrated her other entrance. I began kissing Kayla’s neck as I thrust inside of her ass. As the three of us moved together, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the natural order of things, the way God had actually intended things. My wife’s black lover with his enormous black cock filling her vagina perfectly and fully, complemented by her husband’s smaller white penis in her smaller, tighter orifice. All three of us moving together in rhythm, in a frenzy of lust.
 
   “Shit, bitch,” Amante grunted. “I’m almost there.” His powerful black hands held my wife’s hips in place so that she couldn’t move away, making her vulnerable white womb defenseless against the imminent onslaught of his black sperm. Instinctively, I reached down behind his legs and lightly massaged his balls, coaxing them to release their superior seed.
 
   “Give it to me, baby,” Kayla pleaded. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Amante screamed, thrust violently with his black weapon, pushing it impossibly deep inside my wife. I was still massaging his balls, and I could feel his testicles jolting, jerking as they erupted, blasting my wife’s womb with millions of his virile sperm. I could just picture in my mind those millions of African baby makers swimming inside of Kayla, searching for her eggs. I couldn’t take it anymore. My penis popped, squirting my seed harmlessly into her shitter.
 
   Ever since that night, Kayla has become addicted to black cock. My wife still has sex with Amante a few times a month but her primary lover is a guy named Darius, who is also tall, muscular and black. In addition, she now has a couple of black fuck buddies who stop by late at night to please her. I’m so proud of Kayla for becoming open sexually and learning to become open to new experiences. Our sex life is better than ever, and she lets me have sloppy seconds after she’s with her lovers. I love that almost as much as she does, but my real hope is that she’ll let me join her in a threesome again!
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   * * *
 
   Over the last year, I’ve been cheating on my husband. I know what you’re thinking, that I’m a terrible person for doing it, but he doesn’t know about it and it isn’t hurting him in the slightest. In fact, he’s happier than ever.
 
   I met my husband Evan back when we were in high school. He was a virgin and I wasn’t very experienced, having only dated three other boys. But I’d experienced enough to know that my husband’s six inch penis, while able to bring me to orgasm, didn’t feel anywhere near as great as the boys with larger equipment. Not only did they feel better inside of me but they were exciting just to look at them, to feel their size and heft, and to adore his manliness as I took him in my mouth.
 
   Still, Evan excelled over the other boys in another way – he was willing to be my boyfriend, not just a lover. He’s a kind soul with a good heart and that’s more important than sexual chemistry and orgasms. At least it was until about two years after we were married, when I was twenty-three-years old and laying in bed after another unremarkable sex session. Although I loved my husband, I felt faintly bored and almost disgusted by the thought of a lifetime of boring married sex. I was happy to have Evan as a companion and I loved our two kids, but I dearly missed the powerful lust, the intense sexual need and satisfaction that I’d felt with my masculine lovers in my younger years. I missed feeling alive.
 
   One evening, Evan and I went to a business dinner with some of his co-workers. As he took me around the room, shaking hands with everybody, one man truly caught my eye: a tall, handsome black man in an Italian suit with a gorgeous tie. He seemed to be around thirty and he was sipping on a cocktail while chatting with a striking young woman in an evening gown. I could see the look of attraction and even awe in the woman’s eyes as she spoke with him.
 
   “That’s Derrick,” Evan said, gesturing vaguely in their direction. “He’s my boss.”
 
   When my husband walked over and got his attention, Derrick turned and looked my way. When he met my eyes I felt a strong physical attraction to him. He briefly checked me out and then walked up to me with a smile. “I’m Derrick. You’re Evan’s wife?” His voice was deep and gravelly, and he sounded black.
 
   “Yes,” I said, hoping that my attraction to him wasn’t noticeable. Still, I could tell his attraction to me was strong as well, and I was so wet that I was beginning to soak my panties. I remembered how my husband told me the office gossip about Derrick being a womanizer and a well-equipped one at that. As we made small talk, with Evan to my side, I was picturing him naked and I could tell that he was thinking the same. 
 
   When we got home that night, I was eager to get in bed with Evan. When he was on top of me, I kept asking him to fuck me faster. I pulled his hips against me, trying to get more sensation out of his penis, but I realized that the problem was the size and not the speed. But my fantasies of Derrick helped, and I almost managed to sneak in an orgasm before Evan’s little peener sprayed spit its juice into the condom. After Evan dozed off, I played with my clit and managed to bring myself to a strong orgasm as I dreamed about Derrick’s thick black dick penetrating me.
 
   One night the next week, I got a call from a number I didn’t recognize. But the caller ID said that it was Evan’s company so I answered it. It was Derrick.
 
   “I’ve been thinking about you ever since we met,” he said.
 
   “Really?” I said playing coy. “What do you mean by that?”
 
   “Can you honestly say there wasn’t a connection there?”
 
   “I’m a married woman,” I replied. “And you’re my husband’s boss.”
 
   “I could make life very easy for Evan. We have a project going on at the Denver office that should last through the end of next year. I offered it to him today and I believe he’s the perfect man for the job. It would provide him with a substantial pay raise and great experience. The only downside is that there will be a lot of travel. He’ll have to alternate between two weeks here in Nashville, then two weeks in Denver.”
 
   “That sounds fine but I need to talk with him about it.”
 
   “Of course,” Derrick said. “But how would you feel about having Evan away for two weeks out of every month? I know it could be scary being all alone in your house, late at night, without a man in your bed to protect you. If you’d like, I’ll be willing to stop by your house while he’s gone and make sure that everything is okay.”
 
   “That’s a very generous offer,” I said, flustered. Was he talking about home security or something more?
 
   “I’m a very generous man,” he replied. “I’m here to please. If you’d like my services, you can call this number – it’s my cell phone. Unless I hear from you, I’ll take it that you’re fine the way things are.”
 
   Just then, I heard keys in the front door. Evan stepped into the house.
 
   “I gotta go,” I said. “We’ll talk again later.” As I hung up, I realized that maybe I shouldn’t have worded it that way – I didn’t intend to commit to sleeping with him while my husband was away!
 
   When I talked with Evan, he was happy to tell me about the job opportunity that Derrick had offered him. Although he knew I wouldn’t be happy about having him away for half the month, the pay raise and the future promotion opportunities made it an offer he couldn’t refuse. I told him that I agreed, it was a great opportunity and he should take it. That night I was positively giddy, just thinking about carrying on an affair with his sexy, handsome boss.
 
   We started packing Evan’s clothes. One week later, on a Saturday afternoon, I kissed Evan goodbye at the airport as he flew out to Denver. A couple hours after I got home, I received a call from Derrick.
 
   “What do you have planned tonight?” he asked.
 
   “I don’t have any plans. Just an evening at home with my kids.”
 
   “I’d like to take you out to dinner.”
 
   “I can’t,” I said. “The kids are going to bed and somebody needs to be in the house with them.”
 
   “I’ve hired a sitter, Jane, who will watch the house while we’re out. Tell the kids that you’re going to spend some time with an old friend of yours. I’d like to take you to Theodore’s Bistro. I have reservations for 7:30 so I’ll be there at seven.”
 
   I was stunned but I’d heard great things about Theodore’s, the most exclusive restaurant in the area. From what I’d heard, a dinner for two would cost around $400. So I figured, why not? “Okay… All right, I’ll see you then!”
 
   I dressed in a smart blouse and black skirt with white stockings. Derrick pulled at seven in a Bentley. We dined at Theodore’s outside on the deck and I had a wonderful time chatting with him as I drank wine and dined on lobster thermidor, and he slipped his hand up between my legs. On the way home, he stopped at a little cove that was popular when I was a kid as a make-out spot. We kissed for a while and he fingered my pussy through my panties. When we got to my house, he paid the sitter and sent her home.
 
   In my bedroom, Derrick slowly took off his clothes, hanging his shirt and pants on hangers in our closet. I briefly worried that Evan might find it and I made a mental note to make sure that he took all his things when he left. I finally got a view of Derrick’s chest and saw that he was in great shape, and I loved that he had tattoos on his body. But even more impressive was the huge erection between his legs. It had to be ten inches long. He stepped over to me and when he touched me, I melted at his touch. I literally lost my breath as his strong black body pressed against mine, his thick cock pressing against my skirt. I inhaled his delicious scent as he slowly removed my blouse and bra. I unzipped my skirt and removed my panties, and now we were both naked. 
 
   “Bend over the bed,” he instructed. That surprised me – I was expecting that he’d want oral sex first – but I quickly did as he requested. My pussy was sopping wet, and when I felt his hands on my ass cheeks and his cockhead pressing against my pussy.
 
   I suddenly realized that I should have asked him to use a condom. I’d gone off the pill when we tried fo our first child and I immediately got pregnant. After the birth, we switched to condoms until it was time for the second, and again I became pregnant that first cycle. We were still considering having another child soon, when the time was right, so we stayed with the condoms. Years had gone by, though, and we still hadn’t tried for another. I realized that I would just need to ask Derrick to pull out when he’s done.
 
   As his cock pressed against my moist womanhood, spreading apart my folds and pressing apart my vaginal walls, I was surprised at how amazing it felt. Although the boys I’d been with before my husband were larger and felt better, they were nothing like this. The feeling was one of pure pleasure, and when I felt Derrick slap my ass cheek, the pleasure was paired with stinging pain. I moaned in pleasure as he fucked me hard. His balls were slapping against my ass and I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against my cervix. My box was pulled taut, my clit rubbing against the sheets as we moved, and I was soon experiencing a powerful orgasm that send slivers of pleasure through every inch of my body. He rolled me over, spooning me. He fingered my clit as he kissed me, and soon I was moaning through our kisses. I orgasmed that way and again in the missionary position. We finished in the woman superior position.
 
   As I rode him cowgirl, I was thrusting my hips down hard against him. He was breathing hard and his chiseled chest as glistening with sweat. “I’m about to come,” he said. “Yeah, I’m gonna come.”
 
   I don’t know what got into me at that moment. I knew that I should have stopped right there since I wasn’t on birth control but I wanted, even needed to feel him finish inside of me. I pumped my groin as fast as I could. I saw his face contort and he grunted as he grabbed my ass hard, threw his head back and climaxed. I felt his huge cock grow even bigger as he shot his baby batter deep inside of me. As I slowly rode on his still-hard cock, kissing him, I wondered if I might be pregnant right then.
 
   I saw Derrick three nights that first week and four nights the second week. Then Evan flew back home from Denver. When I met him at the airport, he kissed me and told me how horny he was. When we got home, we went straight to the bedroom even though it was still the morning. I reached into the dresser drawer, pulled out a condom foil and ripped it open. I confess that I felt a little guilty as I slowly rolled the rubber down over his little penis, knowing that I’d spent the last two weeks taking his boss bare inside of me. But I lay down on my back and allowed him to rub his thing inside of me, and in a matter of minutes he squirted into the reservoir. He simply couldn’t compare to a man like Derrick, but I felt good having given him his due. We cuddled together while he told me about his trip. All the while, of course, I was thinking about the great sex I’d shared with Derrick.
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   * * *
 
   I heard cracking beneath me and felt my body fall. “Oh God,” I cried, panicked as I fell into the frigid water. It was February and the river near the cabin had frozen over. Although my feet hit bottom, I was in water up to my chest. I flailed my arms, trying to keep myself from going under the ice.
 
   “Ella, no!” my friend Zoe screamed, her hands to her face. Her husband Jim reacted quickly, jumping off the snowmobile and running over. He lay down on the ice and reached his hands out to me. I grabbed on tight and he pulled me out of the icy water.
 
   I was shivering in my soaked snowmobile suit as we walked back to the cabin. My husband Christian had taken our Kia down the mountain to get some additional supplies. Unfortunately, there was no cell reception in our area of the mountain so there was no way to contact Christian and let him know what had happened. When we reached the cabin, our friend D’Vaunte was standing in front of the fireplace. Although a fire was burning, the room was still cold.
 
   “Let’s get you out of those clothes,” Zoe asked. She had me strip naked behind the couch, then threw a thin blanket over me. It wasn’t very warm but at least it was dry.
 
   “What happened?” D’Vaunte asked.
 
   “Her snowmobile broke down,” Zoe explained. “She was walking over to us and must have been on a weak spot on the river. She fell through the ice.”
 
   “Damn,” he said. “Those blankets aren’t going to do much to warm her up. Until Christian and Tanner get back, all we have are the two sleeping bags. Do you have a change of clothes?”
 
   I shook my head, still shivering. Unfortunately, my sleeping bag and extra clothes were in the Kia.
 
   “Why don’t you unzip my sleeping bag and use it as a blanket?” D’Vaunte offered. “You’ll get warm that way.”
 
   “And I’ll make you some cocoa to help warm you up,” Jim said.
 
   It was a great idea. Between the fire, the cocoa and the sleeping bag, I warmed up considerably. After that we spent a couple hours sitting around the table playing cards. When it got late and it was time to go to sleep, we realized there was a problem. There were only two sleeping bags – one for Zoe and Jim, and the other was D’Vaunte’s. My sleeping bag was in the car with Christian.
 
   “Zoe, maybe you and I could sleep together?”
 
   She looked at her husband, then back at me. “I’d really like to sleep with Jim tonight.”
 
   “Hey, don’t worry,” D’Vaunte said. “I’ll sleep on the couch.”
 
   “No, you don’t have to do that,” Zoe said. “She needs body heat from another person to help keep her warm, especially after what happened. You should share the sleeping bag. You don’t think Christian would mind, do you?”
 
   “No,” I said. He wasn’t the jealous type. But personally I was worried about how I’d react. I’d always been attracted to D’Vaunte and I didn’t want to risk anything happening. Especially since my clothes were soaked and I’d be sleeping in the nude.
 
   With the first down low, we slipped into our sleeping bags. D’Vaunte was wearing nothing but a pair of black silk boxers when he slipped in next to me. As I lay there on my side, I felt him put his arms around my stomach, cuddling me. Aside from his breathing, there wasn’t any sound except for the wind blowing through the trees and the wood popping in the fire. Soon, though, I noticed the sounds of heavy breathing and quiet kissing coming from Zoe and Jim. It became pretty obvious that they were making love. The two of them were always pretty open about sex and had an open relationship, so I wasn’t totally surprised. There had been occasions where Christian and I had made love in the same room when Zoe and Jim did, but given the current sleeping situation it was a little odd.
 
   I felt D’Vaunte’s cock growing, bulging beneath his boxers and pressing against my bare ass. D’Vaunte clearly had a much larger package than my husband and I started to get wet. I was curious just how large he was, so I turned and lay on my back and gently took his cock in my hand. When I touched it I felt it jerk. His cock was only a couple inches longer than my husband’s but it was very thick. I flattened my hand, slid it down to his balls and massaged them, then pulled on his cock some more. D’Vaunte put his arms to either side of me, laying on top of me, and began kissing me. My breathing quickened as I kissed him back.
 
   D’Vaunte began rubbing the tip of his cock against my wet pussy. Moments later, I felt his cock pressing inside of me. I moaned in pleasure, forgetting everything around me, as his large member stretched my little pussy wide. It felt so amazing as it slid inside of me, and my clit was tingling with delight. I put my arms around his back and held him close, kissing his neck as he kissed mine. I spread and lifted my legs as much as I could in the narrow confines of the bag, giving him the most access I could, as he pounded me powerfully with a consistent rhythm. Suddenly a wave of pleasure shot through my body and I groaned loudly as I rode out a long, powerful orgasm. Moments later, D’Vaunte threw his head back and grunted, and I felt his cock pulsing inside of me as he shot his semen inside of me.
 
   “Wow,” Zoe said, her face barely visible in the moonlight next to me. “I guess you really liked that.”
 
   We all giggled. I looked up at D’Vaunte with a big smile. “You were great,” I said, kissing him.
 
   He nuzzled his face against mine, rubbing our noses together. “You’re pussy is so wet and tight, I love it.”
 
   We continued cuddling and that’s the last thing I remember before I fell asleep. We were up in the morning before Christian arrived. The car broke down, he explained, and he had to get it repaired. He seemed to expect that we’d be angry that he wasn’t there but everybody understood. Over the next few days, we all had a great time together snowshoeing and snowmobiling. On the last night, Zoe and Jim made love again and Christian and I joined it. Although my husband’s lovemaking doesn’t hold a candle to what I experienced with D’Vaunte, I reached my hand down and rubbed my clit, bringing myself to a decent climax while thinking about my earlier fuck with my black lover. I just felt bad for D’Vaunte, who was sleeping alone in his sleeping bag. If I’d been braver, I’d have asked Christian if he’d have been up for a threesome.
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   * * *
 
   When I pulled up in front of my house, I saw that my husband’s car was parked out front. “Rats,” I thought. “Logan’s home early from work.”
 
   I quickly thought about what excuse I would make. My clothes were disheveled, my makeup off, and I no doubt smelled of sex. I’d just gotten back from an hour long session of steamy lovemaking with Gerrick, my strong, handsome black lover. I hesitated, wondering if I should just head back out and go shopping for a while. Maybe stop over at my sister’s house and take a shower so that he wouldn’t know that anything happened.
 
   The front door opened up and Logan walked out. “Are you coming inside, Hailey?” He seemed suspicious. Given my history, I suppose I should have suspected that.
 
   During our three years of marriage, I hadn’t been totally faithful to Logan. In fact, I’d been darn right slutty. I’d slept with dozens of men, mostly black men. Men who were nothing like my wonderful, geeky husband. I had an incurable attraction to men who were powerful and dominant. Even though I knew those kind of men wouldn’t make good life partners, they made the best sex partners. And I felt that it was right that I enjoy the powerful intense sex that those men can provide while I’m young enough to attract them. Logan had caught me cheating on him eight times. Each time we would have a big fight and I’d promise to change. I’d try my best but I could never truly resist the attraction of a real man.
 
   Logan walked over to the car. “What’s that smell?” he asked, sniffing inside. “You smell like a man’s cologne. And alcohol. You’ve been drinking, haven’t you, Hailey?”
 
   “I don’t smell like alcohol,” I said defensively. “I had a glass of Diet Coke.”
 
   It was true, I’d had a glass of cola over at Gerrick’s house, with a little vodka thrown in. I doubted he could actually smell alcohol on me – I drink vodka and diet for just that reason – so I stuck to my guns. I got out of the car and we walked into the house.
 
   “Your clothes are a mess. You look like you’ve just been royally fucked.”
 
   “Honey, please!” I really didn’t want to answer his questions. He was always so jealous. Even when he saw me flirting with other men, he would get all embarrassed and upset. He knew that he wasn’t my type physically, and I married him for other reasons. Sexually, I like bad boys.
 
   As soon as we stepped through the front door, he grabbed my arm. “I can’t stand it when you cheat on me. I get so upset over it.” Then he pulled me close and put his lips against mine, kissing me wildly. I felt his erect penis through his jeans. My body reacted to him, attracted to his strong masculine behavior, and I was ready for more action.
 
   It was a pattern that we’d long had together. Logan would catch me having an affair on him, then he would take me right after I’d been with a lover. I ran my hands over his body, and he caressed me back. I felt my pussy, already filled with another man’s sperm, readying for another round.
 
   The two of us quickly went into the bedroom. It didn’t take us long to toss off our clothes, passionately kissing and fondling each other, and then my husband kissed his way down my naked body until he reached my honeypot. I knew my black lover’s cream was still there, my tight little beaver thoroughly drenched and dripping with my lover’s seed.
 
   Logan put his mouth right down on my womanhood. I instinctively spread my legs, loving the feeling of his warm breath in my loins. I felt his tongue begin to lick my semen-soaked cunt gently, then he slowly became more aggressive. He put in a couple of fingers and stuck his tongue in deep, trying to get every bit of my lover’s cream. Logan would always eat me clean like this, and it was one of our favorite things to do sexually.
 
   Once he’d cleaned me well, he rose from my pussy triumphantly, his face glistening with the combined juices of my black lover and my vagina. His penis was just under five inches long and much thinner than my Gerrick’s, but it was hard as steel when he aimed it at my cunt and pushed himself inside my well-used hole. I was very loose after my session with my well-hung black stud, but my husband didn’t seem to mind flailing his little thing around like a hot dog inside a garage. I guess he got sufficient friction because he didn’t last long before his face contorted, he grunted and added his meager load to that of my lover.
 
   After our lovemaking session, we cuddled together and talked about it. I promised once again to try my best to stop cheating on him. I think Logan knew that it would happen again, but luckily his jealousy was fully matched with arousal at the thought of another, better man taking me for his own.
 
   Although Logan doesn’t have what it takes physically or in his personality to please me, I’ve never doubted my love for him. The one thing that I need from other men is purely physical and I’m glad that he’s mature enough to know that it’s not something to ruin a relationship over. I love him enough to try to resist other men, but I’m a sexual woman who has needs. And there’s nothing wrong with that.
 
   A BLACK THREESOME FOR A WHITE WIFE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Last week my wife and I went for a walk through the local state park. She surprised me by suggesting that we make love right there in the park. I’d always known that she was an exhibitionist and would like to make love outside, but I didn’t want to get caught.
 
   “Andrew, let’s do it in the bathroom,” Hannah suggested.
 
   We looked around to make sure nobody was watching, then I walked inside the men’s room and made sure it was empty. Then we both went inside, locked ourselves inside a stall, and started kissing. She was totally fired up and ready for sex, and in just a matter of moments she was giving me a blowjob while playing with herself.
 
   Hannah turned around, bent over and I took her from behind. We were both really getting into it, my wife moaning like a whore, when we heard the sound of footsteps coming inside the bathroom.
 
   “Can I join in?” It sounded like a black man’s voice. Hannah’s face was pressed against the crack of the door, obviously checking him out. She unlocked the stall door.
 
   “I’ve always wanted to try a cock like that,” she said greedily. I could see that he was, in fact, black and appeared to be in his fifties. His cock was huge, twice as long as mine and nearly as thick as a beer can. Hannah took it inside of her mouth and she was sucking him well. Then she stopped for a moment. “I’ve always wanted to try a threesome,” she said, then took him back in her mouth. 
 
   I was a little scared that somebody else could walk in since our stall was now open. But at the same time the danger had me so turned on. Soon Hannah had me pull out, and she turned around and sucked me while the black stranger took her from behind. Although she was supposed to be pleasuring us both, her focus was definitely on her black lover.
 
   “God, it feels so good,” she moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. I was sitting on the toilet, my wife’s hand and occasionally her mouth on my penis, while she was pounded expertly by that huge cock. “I can never go back after this, you know that right honey?” The black man sped up his thrusts and pushed deep inside of her, filling my wife with his spunk.
 
   After that encounter, Hannah wants to have threesomes all of the time. She’s turned into a really sexual being, and I kind of like it. I wouldn’t want to change her back if I could, and I doubt that I could. The idea of a stranger filling her is a turn on for both of us, especially if the guy is black. We’re both looking forward to our next encounter.
 
   BIGGER AND BETTER
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2016 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   My name’s Connor. For the longest time, my wife Alyssa and I desired to try a threesome with another man. We finally had the chance to do it discreetly when we were away on vacation.
 
   We were in the Caribbean and the warm weather and lack of stress seemed to make us both hornier than usual. To make it even better, I noticed a handsome young black man who was always sitting near us in the resort bar or when we were relaxing by the pool. I told Alyssa that he was often checking out her shapely legs and ample bosom.
 
   On our third night there, the resort was having a night-time dance out in the pool area. The black stranger asked Alyssa to dance, and she accepted. During a slow song, his strong black arms holding my wife’s bikini-clad body close to him as they spoke quietly while staring into each other’s eyes, their faces just inches apart. I felt my penis stirring, hardening as I witnessed the attraction between the two of them. I could see that the black stranger was also hard, as he was sporting a large bulge in his shorts, and my wife was pressing her hips up against it, rubbing her body gently against him.
 
   After the dance, Alyssa informed me that his name is Judge. She told me that he’s very handsome and sexy, and she asked me to approach him to set up a threesome. I noticed Judge had walked into the men’s room so I followed him inside. When I walked to the urinal, I saw Judge next to me holding the largest cock I’d ever seen in my life. His manhood was incredible, about nine inches long and quite thick. He was straining to piss because of his erection.
 
   “You really like that woman you were dancing with,” I said.
 
   “Yeah,” he smiled. “She’s really pretty.”
 
   “Alyssa really likes you, too. I’m Connor, her husband. We’d like you to join us in our room for some sexy fun.”
 
   He seemed wary at first, but then he agreed. I gave him our room number and asked him to show up in twenty minutes. After leaving the bathroom, I returned to Alyssa and we went back to our room.
 
   I was a little worried that Judge would flake out on us, and frankly I wouldn’t blame him. But when I heard him knock on the door, I had Alyssa down to her stockings, garters and high heels. Her breasts were bare, large and firm, and she looked as beautiful as ever despite having had a child. When Judge entered the room, he quickly walked over, took Alyssa in his arms, and they kissed wildly. While their tongues danced, I grabbed a bottle of lube and some condoms from my bag.
 
   Judge sucked on my wife’s beautiful nipples, and she removed his shorts and shirt. When she saw his unsheathed cock, Alyssa gasped. “Oh God, it’s fucking huge! I don’t know if I can take something so big. But it’s wonderful!” I walked up behind her and began playing with her breasts.
 
   As they kissed, Alyssa’s hands were down stroking Judge’s cock. I loved watching her hands going up and down his full length. Soon Judge had her lay down on the bed and he began to finger fuck her. Then he spread her legs and I knew our fantasy was about to come true. I was so eager to see that huge cock penetrating her pussy. Alyssa took his manhood in her hand, aimed it at her pussy, and he kissed her as he pushed his ebony spear deep inside her soaking wet pussy. I wasn’t too surprised that she didn’t need lubrication with him, but I felt a little pang as this stranger was taking my wife bareback. I hoped that she wasn’t ovulating.
 
   Judge was pounding her furiously, her cunt making slurping sounds with each thrust. My wife’s hips were moving with him, and it wasn’t long before she groaned loudly that she was coming. I saw her stomach muscles contracting, her face groaning as a strong orgasm ripped through her body.
 
   After that, Alyssa gave me a long, slow blowjob while her black lover took her from behind. I loved seeing her facial expressions as she received her pleasure. She would suck a bit, stroke me a bit, trying her best to do something with me while that huge cock was penetrating her. I finally decided to join in a different way, putting my face below them and licking her clit. I had a great view of their conjoined genitals, his balls slapping against my face as my tongue lashed my wife’s pleasure button. Soon she was orgasming yet again. Finally I rolled a condom over my penis and took my own pleasure inside of my wife’s well-used cunt while she intently sucked on Judge’s big cock.
 
   For the rest of the vacation, Judge was spending sexy time with Alyssa every chance he had. When we finally left, we’d had three threesomes with him and Alyssa had enjoyed four solo sessions as well. After that success, we’re both looking to try another threesome!
 
   BLACK MEN ARE SO HOT
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Hey, my father’s coming over to visit,” Shantelle said. She rolled her eyes while sipping on her coffee at our kitchen table. “He hasn’t seen me or his grandkids in nearly six years and he thinks he can just roll into town unannounced!”
 
   “I think that’s terrible,” said my wife Nicole. “But I think it’s great that your kids will get to see their grandfather.”
 
   I’d heard some stories about her father Willie over the years. He’s a black guy in his late sixties. He has two kids by his current wife down in Arizona, a woman in her mid-twenties, but over the decades he has bred women all across the country. Shantelle informed us that Willie has “litters” of children of all different ages. She is in contact with three of the other “litters” of half-siblings, in addition to her sister and two brothers.
 
   Willie, by working under the table, had largely succeeded in avoiding paying child support for most of his children. Honestly, I always loved hearing the stories about Wild Willie and admired his free-living ways. His current wife believes that he’s faithful, but according to Shantelle, she’s heard that when he’s out “visiting his other children,” he actually goes out bar hopping and skirt chasing with some of his grandsons.
 
   “I would love to meet him,” I said to her. “I’ve heard so much about him. He’s kind of a legend to me.”
 
   Shantelle just rolled her eyes. “Yeah, he’s a real legend, Jimmy. He’s a legend at leaving his children with no father. But hey, if you want to meet him, that’s fine with me. He’s coming over tonight for dinner. Why don’t you come over?”
 
   Nicole and I agreed.
 
   When we arrived at Shantelle’s house, Willie rose up from the recliner in the living room. He was wearing a nice suit and a tie. He was wearing reading glasses and smoking a pipe, and he smelled like sweet tobacco. Willie stood tall but he walked with a limp, probably due to arthritis at his age. He had a twinkle in his eye and seemed very fond of Nicole.
 
   I wasn’t surprised that he liked Nicole. My wife gets attention from men all the time, being a twenty-seven-year-old beauty with curly blonde hair, and although she didn’t quite lose all of the weight after the birth of our daughter, she still had an attractive womanly figure. Nicole seemed very flattered by the attention he was giving her, and they exchanged playful banter throughout the night. At one point, while I was in the family room talking with Shantelle and the kids, Nicole and Willie had a private conversation near the refrigerator. Just by reading their body language, I could tell there was mutual attraction between them. 
 
   That night in bed, Nicole and I were together in bed and talking about the day. I asked her what she talked with Willie about in the kitchen.
 
   “Oh, you know, he was flirting with me. He wanted to know if he could spend some time with me. You know, alone.”
 
   “Wow. What did you tell him?”
 
   “I told him I’d talk with you about it.” She ran a hand down my back. I felt my penis harden at the very thought. I’d never seen her with another man before, and certainly not a black guy.
 
   “Really? Would you like to have sex with Willie?”
 
   “He’s a really sexy guy. I’m not surprised that so many women want to sleep with him. He just oozes charisma. He’s the kind of guy that a woman wants to sleep with, not just has to because they’re dating. And I’ve always been curious about black guys, too.” She ran her hand across my crotch. “Is it something you might be open to, honey?”
 
   Nicole and I talked about everything. We agreed that she could sleep with Willie as long as I could watch. We’d invite him to come over every night of the week. And then I added one more condition that especially excited me. “I really don’t want you to use birth control with him.” We were trying to have another baby and we knew that Nicole was just about to ovulate, so that week she would be fertile.
 
   “You want me to get pregnant by him? To have a black baby?”
 
   I really wasn’t sure what to say to that. “No, not really. But I want to take the risk. And any man that turns you on like that, who turns on women like that… a guy like Willie, he shouldn’t have to use any birth control. It just seems wrong to me, almost disrespectful to him. He deserves the chance to impregnate as many women as possible. It’s his right.” 
 
   “I agree,” my wife said. “You said before that if I dated another guy and got pregnant, it would be okay as long as the guy looks like you so nobody would know. But if the baby is black, everybody will know I cheated on you. You’d be okay with a black baby?”
 
   “Now that my mother is passed away, I’m okay with it.” My mother had died a year ago and my father had never been a part of my life. Now that I didn’t have to worry about what my mother would think, I was totally open to it. Nicole’s sister always dated black guys and she had a black baby, so I knew her family would be okay with it.
 
   “All right, honey. I promise you I won’t use any birth control with Willie.”
 
   The next night, Nicole had her first interracial experience. Willie drove over to our home. I was sitting in a chair in the corner of our bedroom and watched while Willie serviced my wife. His black cock was thick and easily nine inches long. He was fully erect when he arrived and it stayed hard for a good hour. (I assume that he was using Viagra or something.) That first encounter was incredible and it only got better throughout the week.
 
    I loved watching Nicole sucking on his cock. She wasn’t used to taking such a large dick in her mouth, but she got better every day and by the end of the week she was almost able to deep throat him.
 
   I learned that Willie didn’t perform oral sex. Most of the time he just fucked her doggy style, slapping her round white ass as he rode her. He liked to suck on her breasts and he did missionary a couple of times, but he said it hurt his back. No matter the position fucked in, he gave Nicole multiple orgasms every time.
 
   Nicole was generous in her praise of his large cock. It felt great inside of her and it touched all the right places. Even better, it was so thick that it stimulated her clitoris with each thrust. I could tell from her bodily reactions that her orgasms were much stronger than with me, and he was pleasing her far better than I ever did. During the week I would masturbate while watching the action, giving Willie every chance at fertilizing my wife.
 
   At the end of the week, Willie returned home to Arizona. A couple weeks later, my wife started feeling nauseated, and a pregnancy test simply confirmed the good news. Months later, Nicole and I got even more good news – Nicole was pregnant with twin boys!
 
   When Nicole told Shantelle about the pregnancy, she was pissed and they didn’t talk for weeks. Happily, the two of them made up before the birth. Shantelle was there to see the birth of her beautiful new half-brothers.
 
   Having three kids was a lot for us to afford on our incomes, so Nicole had her tubes tied in the hospital when she gave birth. Although the baby factory is now closed, my wife is hoping that Willie will visit again so she can spend some more sexy time with him. And I hope so, too!
 
   ANYTHING FOR HIM
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   When our DVD friend Sebastian called our house, I could tell that my wife Riley really like him. She dressed in her naughtiest clothes, openly flirted with him, and just acted like a horny single girl.
 
   My wife and I are in our thirties and we’re both have a high sex drive. Riley doesn’t feel comfortable buying pornography online and she wanted to view DVDs. Luckily we knew Sebastian, an attractive man in his forties who I met at a bar downtown, and he knew well our particular fantasies and fetishes. Our favorite movies are MFM threesome videos (two men and one woman), and he supplied us with some great titles from his large collection of videos. 
 
   Riley often admitted she would climax quickly when she fantasized about another man making love with her, and she even admitted that Sebastian was one of the primary objects of her fantasies. I couldn’t blame her really, as he’s tall, handsome and very charismatic. He gets lots of women, and he gets them easily.
 
   Recently, when Sebastian brought us a threesome film that he said was especially hot, Riley asked him to watch it with us. I was surprised that she asked him that, and surprised that he agreed! My wife was overjoyed as she sat down on the sofa next to Sebastian and I played the movie.
 
   On the screen, two men who both looked a lot like Sebastian were aggressively undressing a woman who looked a lot like Riley. Moments later, I saw Sebastian slipping his hand up my wife’s skirt and feeling her inner thighs. On the screen, the two men were were well-endowed and expertly fucking the housewife. One of the guys pulled out of her and came on her belly while she smiled and looked on, and I turned and noticed Sebastian and Riley kissing passionately on the couch.
 
   I watched as Sebastian slowly caressed my wife, her body moving instinctively with his touch. He undressed her until she was just wearing her panties. They stood up and embraced, and Sebastian reached down to fondle her ass cheeks. I could tell she was totally turned on by the way her upper chest was turning red, and her quickening breathing. He kissed down her neck and sucked on her large brown nipples. 
 
   I removed my clothes and I was standing there slowly stroking my cock. I normally like to have it lubed up to masturbate but I was doing my best, needing some kind of relief as my five inch penis was hard as steel. The show was just too hot and I needed desperately to blow my load.
 
   Sebastian removed her panties and had my wife lay down on the couch. He was standing above her, his cock a solid eight inches long and thick. He pulled apart my wife’s legs and eased the head of his manhood inside of her slit. I watched up close as his thick cock moved in and out between her pussy lips, and her clitoris moved a bit, rubbing against his shaft with every inward thrust. They switched positions and I loved watching them making love. I put my penis up to her mouth and she took it inside. It was a half-hearted blowjob, though, as she was clearly focused on the pleasure she was receiving from Sebastian.
 
   Back in the missionary position, Riley was laying on the couch as Sebastian drove his thick cock deep inside of her, firmly holding her wrists in place as he pounded her ferociously. My wife came hard, her back arching as she cried loudly in ecstasy, just as Sebastian pushed himself in deep and filled her with his sperm.
 
   That was just our first time together. Riley loves dressing up in sexy lingerie for him. She also allowed me to take her anally, and we’ve had a number of encounters where Sebastian takes her vagina while I fill her backside.
 
   “Sebastian’s cock is perfect for vaginal sex, and your penis is small enough for anal,” Riley said.
 
   It was a backhanded compliment to be sure, but it was the truth!
 
   DON’T TELL MY FRIEND!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Hey Chris, we have another person coming for dinner,” my wife Amanda said. “Jessie’s son, Ethan, will be in town for the weekend.”
 
   Jessica is my wife’s best friend. At 34, she’s eight years older than my wife. She had a child when she was fairly young. Although Amanda lived a rather normal life, her friend Jessie was “wild.” Jessica enjoyed hearing her single friend’s stories of sexual adventure, living vicariously through her.
 
   “That’s fine, honey, we have plenty to eat,” I said. “Boy, I haven’t seen Ethan in forever.”
 
   I’d only seen Ethan a few times when he was barely a teenager. He was the product of a brief sexual relationship between Jessie and a sexy black guy who supposedly was now serving time for double homicide. Ethan had his father’s dark black skin. And if some of his unfortunate teenage escapades were any indication, he always had his father’s propensity toward violence. 
 
   Jessie arrived first at our house, bringing wine, cheese and crackers. She explained that Ethan was running a bit late but he’d be there soon. When he arrived ten minutes later, I was surprised at how Ethan had turned out. The young man was at least 6’2 with broad shoulders and a strong, muscular frame. He was wearing spicy cologne and expensive designer clothes, including $400 sunglasses and pair of jeans that I knew cost $500. The boy had his mother’s good looks but with a strong jaw, chiseled cheekbones, and strong eyebrows.
 
   I noticed that Amanda seemed very attracted to her friend’s son, and I caught her stealing glances every time that Jessie wasn’t looking.
 
   Over dinner and wine, Ethan explained that he’s attending college a few hours away from us. Amanda asked if he had a girlfriend. He replied that he didn’t have a girlfriend per se, but he’s dating a number of different women. I could tell by the way that my wife was moving her legs that she was very turned on by our handsome young guest.
 
   At a certain point, it became clear that Ethan had imbibed a bit too much. Jessie was unhappy about it because they had each brought their own cars and she didn’t want him driving while intoxicated.
 
   “Hey, that’s not a problem,” Amanda said. “He can spend the night here. Right, honey?”
 
   “Oh sure,” I said. “That’s no problem.”
 
   We gave Ethan a couple glasses of water and some ibuprofen to stop him from having a hangover. After Jessie drove away, my wife took Ethan upstairs to put sheets on the bed. She then took some blankets out of the hallway closet and brought them into his room. I heard their voices up there, a little laughter and some whispering, followed by long periods of silence.
 
   Finally, Amanda came downstairs. “He’s in bed,” she said. “I’m sure Ethan will be fine.”
 
   Amanda and I watched a little TV, then went to bed ourselves. I thought I was going to get some action, as normally happens when she gets turned on by another guy.  But this time she said that she wasn’t in the mood. I rolled over and went to sleep.
 
   An hour or so later, I woke up. I looked over and noticed Amanda wasn’t in bed. I noticed that the bathroom light wasn’t on, so I started to get concerned. I got up and opened our bedroom door. When I did, I could hear voices down the hallway in the guest room. I walked up to the guest room door, quietly turned the door handle and opened it just a crack.
 
   The room was lit by the light from the full moon shining through the windows. Amanda was sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing just her white slip with matching panties. Ethan was next to her wearing only a pair of white briefs. I couldn’t help but notice the impressive bulge he was sporting between his legs.
 
   “Look, Ethan, I really want to sleep with you,” my wife said. “If I weren’t a married  woman, I definitely would.”
 
   “You’re married, not dead. You’re still a woman with needs.” He ran his hand slowly up her leg. “What he doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him.” He kissed Amanda’s neck, and she closed her eyes and angled her neck back. She ran her hands over his powerful back as she received his kisses. His hands moved across her body, then up her slip. My penis was rock hard, straining against my pajama bottoms. I pulled them down to my knees and started tugging on my shaft.
 
   Amanda and Ethan kissed passionately. Soon her slip was on the floor and she was laying next to him on the bed. He removed her panties, then he crawled on top her, kissing her stomach and then up to her breasts. Once fully above her, they began kissing again.
 
   Amanda stopped him. “I want to suck your cock.” She pulled down his briefs, unleashing his black monster. “Oh, my God Ethan,” she said, looking up at him as she stroked his mighty manhood. “That thing is huge!” She put her mouth on the head. Amanda hardly ever gave me a oral pleasure, but she  eagerly serviced her young black lover. He moaned his approval, then said, “okay, lay down.” Amanda complied and slightly parted her legs.
 
   Ethan aimed his big black cock between her legs. I was shocked that she wasn’t asking him to use a condom. Amanda and I use condoms every time for birth control, as she’s not on the Pill. I thought about interrupting them but I knew I couldn’t, so I watched helplessly as the head of his black monster penetrated my wife’s sopping wet vagina. Slowly he inched his way deeper inside.
 
   Amanda breathed heavily, sighing. “God, it’s so much bigger than my husband’s!”
 
   Soon Ethan was fully inside of her. He held himself up with his muscular arms, slowly thrusting, his ass cheeks clenching with each forward thrust.
 
   “God, baby, it feels so good. It’s so thick inside of me, I feel so full,” Amanda said.
 
   After a while, he picked up the pace, pounding her violently. I heard his balls slapping against my wife’s ass over the sound of the squeaking bed springs. Amanda was groaning like a whore.
 
   “Keep doing that,” she said. “You’re hitting the right places.”
 
   Ethan leaned down and they kissed wildly. Amanda lifted her legs up, locked them around his waist as her arms held tightly around his muscular shoulders. 
 
   “Ungh, I’m cumming! Eeeerrrrgh!” Amanda whispered loudly. She was clearly trying to suppress the sounds of her moaning, but the pleasure was too intense. “Oh, God! Oh, God! I’m cumming again!”
 
   A minute later, Ethan had his own climax. “I’m cumming, bitch!” His ass cheeks clenched. He’d pushed deep inside of her, holding it deep, and with a few mini-thrusts he filled her with his baby batter. I could see Amanda smiling as he leaned down and they kissed again. I quietly closed the door and returned to bed.
 
   I thought that Amanda would soon sneak back into bed, but I heard more noises coming from the guest room. About a half hour later, I heard the shower running in the guest bathroom, along with more groaning and grunting. It had to be a good two hours before my wife slipped back into bed with me, sexually exhausted.
 
   In the morning, everyone acted like nothing had happened. Ethan said goodbye and he drove his car back to his mother’s house.
 
   It’s now been a week since my wife’s sexual encounter with her friend’s black son. It’s been great for me, as we’ve been having sex every night. Amanda is so wet and excited, and I have no doubt that she’s fantasizing about having sex with Ethan. What she doesn’t know is that I’m having the very same fantasy, and it’s so hot that I only last a few minutes before I blast the condom’s reservoir with my seed. Yes, it’s been great for our sex life. I hope Ethan visits his mother again soon!
 
   DON’T TELL MY HUBBY!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “Hey, who’s sports car is that?” I asked my friend Teesha as I stepped inside her kitchen. She was making pasta and salad for dinner. I was surprised to see a gorgeous sports car in her driveway, as I knew she couldn’t afford something like that.
 
   “That’s Bishop’s car,” Teesha replied. “I’ve told you about Bishop, right? He’s my younger brother.”
 
   She certainly had. Bishop was a talented football player on a top college team. According to Teesha, Bishop was also quite a ladies’ man. He’d slept with dozens of pretty girls on his campus. The gossip she’d heard was that her brother was very well-equipped and knew how to use it, too.
 
   Over in the living room, I saw a handsome black man with a chiseled physique stand up. He smiled and walked into the kitchen. “Hi, I’m Bishop,” he said as he grabbed a beer from the fridge. I watched admiringly as he walked back to the couch.
 
   “You like my little brother, don’t you, Emma?” Teesha grinned widely. 
 
   “He’s a good looking young man,” I said.
 
   Teesha knew that I’m a happily married mother of two. Besides, I’m twenty-eight years old and her brother is a college student. But still, I found myself intensely attracted to Bishop and I felt warm and wet between my legs. “I’m not surprised that he’s popular.”
 
   Teesha and I made some martinis, then we sat down and talked about our lives and families. When Bishop joined us, he made the three of us a special martini he called the “Bishoptini.” It seemed a little strong but I didn’t complain. He bragged about his accomplishments, both on and off the field. Although he was arrogant, he was very charismatic, funny and sexy. Although I’d never dated a black guy, I was surprised at how attracted I was to Bishop. If I hadn’t been a married woman, I would have given him my number.
 
   After another round of martinis, Teesha and I were both pretty smashed. We put away the food, and she suggested I stay the night rather than drive home given how much we’d consumed. And, she added, if I wasn’t driving we could have another drink. It sounded like a good idea, so I called Steve (my husband) and let him know that I’d be staying the night at Teesha’s. We had a couple more martinis, chatted a bit more, and then we called it a night. 
 
   I walked into the guest room, very inebriated, and I stripped off my clothes. The room was dark except for a night light, and I walked over and slipped into bed. But something didn’t quite seem right. Still, I was drunk and just tried to go to sleep.
 
   “Hey, babe,” Bishop whispered. I was startled and rolled over. He was naked, laying next to me in the bed. “I guess you wanted to join me?”
 
   “What are you doing here?” I asked.
 
   “I’m sleeping in the guest room. Teesha said you are sleeping downstairs on the futon.”
 
    When he said that, I suddenly remembered. Yes, that’s what she’d said. But I was very drunk and tired, and at some level I kind of liked that we were in bed together. “I always sleep in this bed.”
 
   “If you want to sleep here with me, that’s fine.” I felt him move up beside my back, spooning against me, and he placed his arms around me. I loved feeling his hard muscular frame holding my soft body. I could feel his cock, semi-hard and getting harder, as he slowly dry humped against me.
 
   “Mmmmhh,” I said, turning a bit away from him. He kissed my neck and ran his hands down my body. I was getting very wet, so turned on by this sexy young athlete. I’d always wanted to sleep with a black guy, especially one as hung as Bishop seemed to be.
 
   “Bishop,” I said sleepily, turning  toward him with my eyes still closed. “I’m married.” I used my hands to gently, playfully push him away, one hand to his chest and one right to his crotch.
 
   “Mmmm, you like that big black cock, don’t you? Do you want to try that?”
 
   “I want to but I’m a married woman.” I also wasn’t on the pill, as my husband and I use condoms when I’m fertile. I tried to remember when I last had my period but I couldn’t.
 
   The young black stud moved above me. “I didn’t ask what you should do. If you don’t want to, I won’t. Just say no if you don’t want it.” He kissed me and I kissed him back. I felt his cock not far from my warm, wet cunt. It rubbed against my leg, so I reached down and lined it up with my womanhood. I rubbed the head to coat it with my juices. Bishop slowly pushed his black weapon inside of me. Inch by inch, my pussy expanded to accommodate his thick tool. After having two kids, I was looser and vaginal sex with my husband didn’t feel as good as it used to, but now with Bishop’s thick black cock, it felt better than anything I’d ever experienced.
 
   “Oh, God, it feels good,” I said over and over. I probably should have found something better to say, but in my drunken haze all I could do was praise his cock. I loved feeling so full, and his massive meat was touching all the right places. He reached down a hand and toggled my clit, and it didn’t take long for me to erupt with the mother of all orgasms. I felt so safe with him, enveloped by the blankets and his large muscular frame. I had orgasm after orgasm, and finally Bishop warned that he was going to come. He fucked me harder, faster, and the feeling was divine. Then I felt him push deep, the huge head of his cock pressing against my cervix as his cock swelled even larger. I felt his testicles twitch against my ass, his mighty shaft jerking, pulsating, as he filled me with his African seed. He stayed in place for a little while, as every drop of his sperm oozed inside of me. Then he kissed me and then rolled to my side. Moments later, I fell asleep.
 
   Teesha came into our room in the morning. “Damn, girlfriend,” she said, hands on her hips. I woke up and looked around. There we were, Bishop and I both naked on the bed, his arms and legs wrapped around me, with a sticky wet spot on the bed. “I guess the two of you really got introduced last night!”
 
   Embarrassed, I tried to get out of bed but I was unsteady from the alcohol. I quickly took a shower, jumped back into my clothes, and I drove back home. Teesha called later that day and we had a good laugh about it. Teesha revealed that Bishop wanted to see me again the next time he’s in town. I asked her to tell Bishop that he was amazing but I shouldn’t do it again because I’m a married woman. I’m sure he’ll know what that means – I can’t wait to see him again!
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   * * *
 
   “This is incredible,” my hubby Jacob said as he looked through the glass window. Below us was an orgy of young white women being serviced by tall, handsome, muscular black men. The women were writhing, moaning in what seemed to be intense pleasure. “Those guys have huge cocks!” 
 
   That was our first time visiting the Breeding Club. My friend Hailey, who had been a member for three years, was raving about how great it was and offered to sponsor my membership into the Club. I discussed it with Jacob, and we agreed that we’d join the Club.
 
   “And that’s the main playroom,” Dr. Stacy said. “You’ll find there are also private rooms if you want privacy with your black lovers.” She stood beside us in her white lab coat, a beautiful woman with shoulder-length blonde hair. She smiled as she watched the erotic scene below us. “So what do you think, Kaitlyn? Is this something you would like to experience?”
 
   I glanced over at Jacob. He looked a little uncertain, but I knew it was the right thing for both of us. He would get so much pleasure out of watching me being taken and pleasured by these men, he just needed to be pushed a bit. “Yes, let’s do it,” I said.
 
   An hour later, we were in the Club’s surgical room. My husband was under general anesthesia, laying totally unconscious on the operating table. His little white penis was held up against his lower waist with a band to keep it safely away from surgical site. They’d shaved his shaft and testicles, and the nurse’s gloved hands carefully held his ball sack taught while Dr. Stacy began the operation.
 
   “Castration is actually a very beneficial procedure,” Stacy said to me, holding a scalpel in her gloved hands and gently bringing it to my husband’s sack. She placed the blade right on the line of skin that separated the two sides of the sack, then she carefully made a downward slice about an inch and a half long. “Removing the testicles reduces testosterone levels and reduces a man’s violent impulses. There are studies showing that this helps men live longer.”
 
   As she continued slicing, I could see some whitish tissue appear through the opening in his sack, which appeared to be his left testicle. “There are men who are built for sex,” Dr. Stacy continued, “but they aren’t good partners. And then there are men, like your husband, who are family men. Nice guys are the most wonderful men in the world, and they are very useful to women. But they aren’t needed for sex. Their sexual desires are simply an unwanted nuisance for everyone involved.”
 
   The nurse pressed down with the razor. The incision was sufficiently large and the left testicle popped out, covered in white and attached by a cord of tissue. “Ah, there we are,” Dr. Stacy said, holding the ball in her fingers. “As you can see, Kaitlyn, it’s covered by a layer of white tissue called the ‘tunic.’ I’ll first need to remove that.” She picked up a pair of surgical scissors and sliced through the tissue, and the ball slipped out of the tunic. The whole thing kind of reminded me of cooking and breaking an egg – when you tilt the half shell in your fingers so that the whites drip out, leaving only the yolk in the shell.
 
   As the nurse held my husband’s left testicle, Dr. Stacy began to tie a thin surgical string around his cord, pulling it as tight as possible. “This will cut off the blood supply.” Then, taking the pair of scissors, she cut the cord near the ball, freeing the testicle from his body. Stacy held it up for my inspection. Meanwhile, my husband’s left cord withdrew inside his sack.
 
   “The testicles create about 95% of the testosterone. Without this, his sex drive and any jealousy he might feel will be gone. When both of his testicles are removed, you obviously won’t need to worry about pregnancy by him. But he probably won’t be able to obtain an erection, anyway, and whatever sex drive remains will be minimal at best. Now your husband can focus on his work and taking care of you, without any sexual desires, jealousy or violent tendencies interfering. And you will be free to get the kind of sex that you crave – sex from a real man.”
 
   I nodded, knowing what she said was true. Hailey told me that her husband was so much happier after his castration, and she’s now having the best sex of her life at the Club. While the doctor removed my husband’s second testicle, I was fantasizing about making love with one of the Club’s handsome black men. I’d always wanted to be with a black guy, and the guys they offered were tall, muscular stallions. The doctor and nurse stitched up Jacob’s now-empty sack.
 
   “Okay, we’re all done!” Dr. Stacy said, smiling broadly. “We’ll take your husband to the recovery room. It’ll probably be an hour or two before he is fully awake. What you do until then is up to you, Kaitlyn. Personally, I would suggest you try out the facilities while you’re here. There are some sexy, virile black bucks here tonight!”
 
   I smiled. “I think I will!”
 
   I thought about joining in the group sex we’d watched below the glass window, but I decided that a private encounter would be best for my first time. I walked into the Meeting Room and I was happily surprised at the selection available. Eight sexy black men were all vying for my attention. Every one of them was tall, handsome, and sexy with a long, thick cock hanging between his legs. Even flaccid they were longer and thicker than my husband’s little white penis when it is erect! I picked one with very dark skin, a sexy glimmer in his eye, and a very sexy swagger. He said his name was Marcus. He took my hand and led me to Private Room 9.
 
   Private Room 9 had a bed with a sheet, no blankets, and a couple of pillows on the hardwood floor. In the corner was a bathroom. Marcus immediately kissed me, and he led me to the bed. He took off my blouse while I shimmied out of my skirt. I was wearing only a camisole, panties, and nylons with garters at that point – all black.
 
   I got down onto my knees and took Marcus’s mighty cock in my hands. That cock was so thick, almost as large around as a beer bottle, and I estimated it must be at least nine inches long. I stroked it with my hands, and it slithered and stiffened. His cock was complemented by a pair of large heavy balls slung below, and I stroked them with my fingers as I licked and sucked on his cock head. It wasn’t long before Marcus’s black monster was fully erect, pointing at me firm and menacing.
 
   Marcus instructed me to lay down. I lifted my hips as he removed my panties. He gave a quick little lick to my pussy, and then moved up on top of me. He lined his huge cock at my entrance. Marcus leaned down and kissed me, so I didn’t see his cock slide inside of me. But I definitely felt it. I’d only been with my husband Jacob and his little Vienna sausage. (He claims that its five inches long but honestly it’s more like four.) Taking this oversized kielbasa was an amazing pleasure as it split me open, filling me fully and providing the most desirable pressure all over. I climaxed almost immediately.
 
   I raised my legs up against Marcus’s body and put my arms around him, holding his powerful chest against me. That horse cock was thrusting relentlessly inside of me, thundering mightily, touching places I’d never felt touched before. He was so big, my pussy so tightly filled that my clit was pulled against his shaft with each inward thrust, giving me the stimulation necessary to climax. I could only orgasm from cunnilingus with Jacob, but now I was finally able to climax from intercourse, cumming uncontrollably with a real man’s cock. I rolled through one long orgasm after another, the most ecstatic pleasure I’ve ever experienced.
 
   Finally, Marcus pushed his manhood deep inside of me and emptied his load, filling my soaking wet cunt to overflow with his virile African seed. I smiled, gazing admiringly at Marcus as we kissed in a post-coital embrace, his semen slowly dripping out of my pussy and onto the sheets.
 
   Marcus ran his fingers through my hair. “That was great. I hope to see you again.”
 
   “Definitely,” I said. “I’m going to be a regular at the Club from now on.”
 
   I got out of bed and went into the bathroom. I noticed that there was a shower in there, so I jumped inside. After a quick rinse, I went to the recovery room to see my husband.
 
   Jacob smiled when I walked inside the room. He was a little groggy, but happy to see me. “How was your first time with a black guy?” he asked.
 
   “Amazing,” I said, smiling ear to ear. “The best sex ever!”
 
   I normally wouldn’t have admitted that, trying not to hurt his feelings. But Jacob made me promise never to lie to him about my sex life, to tell him everything and treat him as “my best girlfriend.” And now that he was castrated, we wouldn’t need to worry about jealousy anymore – we could both enjoy our new sex life together as a perfect union, hotwife and cuckold.
 
   “I can’t wait to see you in action,” Jacob said. “And I can only imagine seeing you pregnant by a strong black stud. Watching your belly growing with a black baby and watching it nursing on your breasts…”
 
   “I know honey,” I said, giving him a kiss. “It will be so intense for both of us!”
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   * * *
 
   “Your room is really nice,” I said. Ashley, my niece, was living in a co-ed frat house. Her room was sparely decorated and had two beds, one for her and one for her roommate who was out at the time.
 
   “Thanks, Aunt Jasmine,” she replied. She slipped her hands inside the back pockets of her jeans and looked at her room approvingly. Although she was my niece, she was just eight years younger than me and more like a little sister to me. “I like my roommate so far, and my classes, so I’m pretty happy at State.” 
 
   “What about the boys here? Are you dating anyone?”
 
   Ashley just rolled her eyes. “People don’t date at college anymore. You just hook up.”
 
   It was well enough. Frankly, being in a relationship when I went to State was one of my regrets. I’d gotten into a relationship with a boy soon after starting college, and we were together the whole time and ended up getting married. Although Daniel is a wonderful man and a great father to our two young children, I’d always believed that I’d missed out on the chance to date some different kinds of guys. As they say, there’s the kind of guy you date and there’s the kind of guy you marry. While Daniel is a nice guy and he’s makes a good living, he doesn’t have the sexiness or attractiveness of a bad boy.
 
   “That’s cool,” I said. “You don’t need a boyfriend. Are there any guys that you’re hooking up with? I mean, do you have a ‘friend with benefits’ or a ‘fuck buddy’?”
 
   
  
 

“Jasmine!” Ashley blushed. “No, I’m not seeing anyone right now.”
 
   Just then, a handsome young black guy stood in the doorway behind me. He was shirtless.
 
   “Hey, Ash,” he said, “thanks for letting me borrow that. I’ll get you back.” The guy was about 6’2” tall, not too muscular but with a nice athletic build. His scent was a nice cologne that I couldn’t recognize and he wore expensive jeans and shoes. He also had a sexy smile, which I loved.
 
   “Don’t mention it,” Ashley said.
 
   “Who are you?” he asked, checking me out up and down. “You’re looking fine, girl.”
 
   I smiled, elated. Even after having two kids, I’ve managed to stay thin. With dirty blonde hair, firm b-cup breasts and a nice figure, I still turn my share of heads. 
 
   “Jasmine, this is Dante,” Ashley explained. “Dante, this is Jasmine. She’s technically my aunt, even though she’s in her mid-twenties.”
 
   “Nice to meet you Jasmine,” he said, nodding slowly. “So, are you going to be around here tonight?”
 
   “I don’t know.” I hadn’t thought it out that far, wanting to feel the vibe from Ashley. “Why?”
 
   “I’m the house social director. We’re having a little party here tonight.” His eyes gazed up and down my body, and I felt myself immensely attracted to him. He simply radiated sexuality. “We’ll have beer pong, pizza, that sort of thing. If you want to come,” he paused, looking into my eyes, “I would love to have you.”
 
   “Yes, I want that, too,” I said, returning his gaze. “I’ll be here.” Although I wasn’t planning on cheating on my husband, I wanted him to know that the attraction was mutual. I think he could sense it.
 
   Ashley and I spent the next few hours touring the campus, hearing about her life at the university and reminiscing about my own experiences there. Finally, around seven o’clock, we returned to the house.
 
   Loud music was blasting and all the rooms in the common areas were filled with students holding plastic cups, talking and laughing. We pressed our way through the crowd to the keg and we poured ourselves cups of beer. By the time we’d finished our second beers, Ashley had been approached by a nice looking guy and they were talking. She seemed a little unsure if she should ignore me to focus on him, but I signaled to her that it was okay. I poured a third beer from the keg and made my way through the crowd to the bathroom.
 
   When I got out, I saw Dante holding a bottle of Corona while chatting with somebody. When he saw me, his eyes lit up and he walked over to me. We were near the stereo system, and even though he was speaking loudly, I couldn’t make out much of what he said. After a few attempts, he pointed up toward the ceiling, then motioned for me to follow. I walked behind him through the crowd and up the staircase two floors.
 
   “Damn, that music is loud,” he said as we walked down the hallway.
 
   “Where are we going?”
 
   “I’m showing you my room,” he said. “It’s quiet in there. We can talk.”
 
   As soon as we got inside, he closed the door behind me, embraced me and began kissing me. I was shocked, though I shouldn’t have been – and wouldn’t have been if I hadn’t had three beers on an empty stomach. As he held my body close to his and ran his hands over me, I was getting so wet in my crotch. Feeling his hard, strong body against mine was intoxicating. I decided it was okay if we kissed, as long as we didn’t have sex. I ran my hands all over his shoulders, back and ass, and I kissed him passionately. My tongue was dancing around his in my mouth. He unbuttoned his shirt and threw it to the floor.
 
   We both moved onto the bed, and he quickly removed my jeans. I still was wearing my panties, I figured, so it was still okay. The bed was unmade and musty smelling, and I would never have been there if I’d been sober but I was so turned on that I didn’t even care. As we made out, he licked two fingers and slipped them under my panties. His fingers roamed over my clit, toggling it just the right way. But I needed more.
 
   “Put your fingers inside,” I said.
 
   Dante removed my panties and then he knelt at my crotch. He stuck two fingers inside of me, thrusting them in and out. I hadn’t planned on going this far but it was just playing around, I figured, not sex. Then he leaned forward and started licking my clit. In a matter of minutes, I felt a powerful orgasm roll over my body. Then he stood up stood up, dropped his jeans and his underwear. I was going to tell him to stop, but I was shocked at what I saw. Dante had an uncircumcised cock that was easily twice as long as my husband’s and four times as thick.
 
   Although I knew I shouldn’t do it, that I was a married woman, I didn’t resist. His dark ebony body crawled on top of me, and I just lifted my legs up and spread my hips wide, offering him open access. He put that big cock at my cunt and worked his way inside, inch by inch. I need lubrication with my husband, but I was incredibly wet for this handsome, sexy hunk. In just a few strokes he was fully inside of me.
 
   I didn’t expect it at all, but feeling a large cock inside of me was a revelation, a totally different kind of sex. Dante leaned in and we kissed wildly as his black weapon thundered inside of me. I don’t know if was the angle or what, but my clit was totally being stimulated just from intercourse. I’d always believed that it was impossible to orgasm from intercourse alone, but this well-endowed stud brought me off easily to three glorious climaxes. 
 
   Dante put my legs over his shoulders and jack hammered my cunt hard. I could tell from his breathing that he was nearing his climax.
 
   “Don’t come inside me, baby,” I told him. “Cum on my belly. I’m not on birth control.” After the birth of our youngest child, I had my husband get a vasectomy. Obviously I hadn’t planned on having sex with anybody else, so I wasn’t prepared.
 
   Dante nodded. “Oh, yeah. I’m there, baby. I’m right there, right there.” His face grimaced, his words fast and tortured. He grunted, pressed his cock deep inside of me, and kissed me. Although I kissed him back, even though my drunken haze, I knew this was dangerous. His large virile black balls, pressed against my ass cheeks, were jerking violently as they filled my womb with hundreds of millions of his African sperm. Deep down I felt certain that I was being impregnated right then.
 
   Dante rolled off next to me onto his stomach. “Damn,” he said, “I need a nap.”
 
   I cuddled next to him. I pulled the sheet up just enough to cover our asses, then we lay there for a short while, holding hands. I couldn’t sleep with the music pounding through the walls, not to mention feeling wide awake after just having sex. Somehow Dante managed to catch a quick nap, though. He woke up, looked at the clock on the dresser, then said, “That was some good shit, baby, but I need to get back to the party.”
 
   He jumped out of bed and threw his clothes back on. “Hey, take your time. No rush. I’ll be down there.”
 
   When Dante closed the door, I slowly got out of bed. I put my clothes back on and walked downstairs. When I got down there, it was obvious from the looks that everybody knew what had gone on between me and Dante.
 
   Ashley walked up to me, a huge grin on her face. “Way to go, auntie! You should come back for more of our parties!”
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   * * *
 
   I’m Isaiah, a forty-year-old straight white male. I’m married to Gabrielle, who is also forty. We have ten children and she’s currently pregnant with our eleventh. That’s pretty unusual but that’s far from the most unusual part of our lifestyle – for nearly twenty years, we have lived in a commune.
 
   Gabrielle and I both were born and raised in California. We both grew up as progressives and Gabrielle is the child of hippies. Her parents grew up experimenting with sex and drugs, and they’ve said many times that their biggest regret is that they never joined a commune. I looked into it and found out that there are still some communes in existence today. The one that really caught my eye in the Green Collective in South Carolina.
 
   From what I’d read, it would cost $100 per month to live in the Collective but everything else was taken care of. I spoke with James, a nice guy and one of the hippies who had been around the longest and who was in charge. He said that the residents often were collecting government checks. As it happened, I had an annuity from a car accident that was more than enough to cover Gabrielle and me, and I was also disabled and collecting SSI. Although the money I was collecting was pretty meager, it was more than enough to sustain us in the Collective. James said they’d be happy to have us join. We were both twenty-one at the time and decided that we would leave everything we had in California and drive out to the Collective. 
 
   When I arrived, I noticed that the place wasn’t particularly clean, though I expected that. It was made up of tents and ramshackle wooden buildings and sitting on over a thousand acres of farm land. But what surprised me was seeing the workers in the field. They were all dark-skinned black people wearing cheap clothing and head coverings. It looked like I’d time-travelled back to slave days.
 
   James, who was Caucasian, explained to me that originally the commune had been white but over time the population changed. Now there were four hundred people in the commune and he was the only white person there. Even his wife Lucille was black. But other than that it seemed like the other communes I’d read about – choosing the natural over the artificial and living sustainably.
 
   When we met the people, they were all very pleasant and welcoming. I could see the attraction, though, in the faces of the black men. Although all ages were present, there seemed to be a lot of couples in their forties and fifties. And the couples seemed to have a lot of children. I learned from James that a lot of the children would leave as adults and not return, so we were unusual to join the Collective as adults. I also knew that the Collective practiced free love, so we wouldn’t be monogamous, and that they discouraged birth control. They even had a Midwifery building to assist with births.  
 
   When we were assigned our room (actually a large tent), we found that we would be sharing the room with two other couples. We introduced ourselves and found them to be very nice. The older couple was Willy and Bernice, who were in their sixties. The younger couple was Marvin and Betty and they were in their forties. While I spoke with Betty, Marvin was having a conversation with Gabrielle. Soon they walked outside together.
 
   Betty was a beautiful black woman in her forties with a graying 1970s afro. We chatted about my family in California and the life we were leaving behind. I learned that Betty had twelve children. She explained that while Marvin is said to be the father of her children, she sleeps with many men in the Collective so she doesn’t really know for sure. In any case, the Collective raises the children together and they consider them to be all of their children.
 
   About ten minutes later, Marvin and Gabrielle returned to our room. She said that Marvin wants to have sex with her tonight and she hoped that I would be okay with it. Although I knew this would happen, I felt a little uneasy about it. But I didn’t want to appear racist or jealous, so I assured her that I supported it.
 
   That night, I stepped outside of the tent and smoked a joint with Willy. He said it was great stuff and they grow it secretly at the Collective. I enjoyed it a lot but it felt strange, and I wondered if the joint contained more than just weed. Inside the tent, I could hear my twenty-one-year-old wife moaning in pleasure as Marvin, a black man more than twice her age, was having sex with her.
 
   “Oh God, it’s so big,” she exclaimed. “It hurts. Slow down.”
 
   “I’ll go slowly,” I heard Marvin say. “You’ll get used to it. Black dick is big.”
 
   Willy was smiling big at me, puffing on the joint. He handed it to me and I took another drag. I tried to play it cool but I was worried. I’d always used condoms with Gabrielle back in California but now that we were living in the Collective, we were rejecting artificial living. Although I was aroused and my penis was rock hard, I was seriously worried that Marvin might be getting her pregnant.
 
   “Oh God, I’m coming!” I heard my wife cry out in orgasm three times. I didn’t think she had it in her. The most I’d ever gotten her off was once. I walked over to the door to the tent.
 
   “I’m coming, baby,” Marvin groaned, on top of my wife. She was moaning loudly, her white legs were up in the air, gently running her hands over his black ass as she received his sperm deep inside of her. Betty was in her own bed, on her side and smiling as she watched her husband finish making love to Gabrielle. She didn’t seem jealous at all.
 
   Marvin rose out of bed, walked over to Betty and then began making love to her. I joined Gabrielle in my bed, her face flush, her body sweaty from her love making. I saw a trail of semen leaking down pussy down her ass crack. I got on top of her, slipped my penis inside of her, and thrusted inside her. The feeling of taking her bare was incredible, especially knowing that my penis was bathing in her black lover’s semen. Gabrielle looked up at me dreamily, her arms around my shoulders. “He was really good,” she said. “I’ve never had a big cock like that before. It was dreamy!” I only lasted a few minutes before I came inside of her. 
 
   The next night Gabrielle had sex with Willy. He also sported a large cock but it took him a while to get fully erect, probably because he was sixty-five. My wife didn’t really mind, though, taking her time licking on his shaft and sucking his testicles until he was ready. He had her get on her hands and knees and he fucked her doggy style. (His back was bad and he couldn’t do many positions.) But he reached around and fingered her clit while he fucked her, and he gave her three orgasms.
 
   Gabrielle was beautiful, young and white, so she generated a lot of attention from the men. She was constantly approached for sex and she didn’t want to turn anybody down, and it was difficult at first managing all of the relationships. But she managed to schedule it and was able to cement us into Collective through her relationships. Only about half of the guys had large cocks but even the ones with average sized cocks pleased her.
 
   For my part, I found myself having sex a lot with Betty. She didn’t seem to mind that my penis is a bit short and thin. Just the idea of making love to a younger white man seemed to please her. And it wasn’t just sex – Betty and I shared a real romantic connection. After a few months, I moved into Betty’s bed and Marvin began sleeping the night with Gabrielle.
 
   Of course, Marvin was still only one of her lovers, as she was bedding dozens of black men. It was free love and my beautiful white wife was in high demand. “I never realized how much I love variety,” she told me once as we cuddled. “Each man is different in the way he moves, the way he makes love. I would never want to give up my lovers. Monogamy is fine for some people but it’s just not for me.” A few months later, we learned that she was pregnant with our first child. When the baby was born, the boy looked just like Marvin.
 
   As I said, Gabrielle and I have ten children together. They are all beautiful, happy, healthy and black. Gabrielle tells me that she thinks I might be the biological father of the baby she is carrying, but she doubts it because there are six other men who are possibilities. I spent most of my time having sex with Betty who was too old to have children, so it’s not surprising that the only mulatto children born during our time at the Collective were carried by Gabrielle.
 
   The biology doesn’t matter, though. Gabrielle and I are living honestly and naturally, and I’m proud to be the father of ten children, and soon eleven. My wife has shared herself openly and freely, and she’s been rewarded with plenty of offspring. We’re so happy that we left mainstream society and embraced an organic lifestyle and we wouldn’t change a thing!   
 
   THE HALLOWEEN MIX-UP
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Before we got married, back when we were still dating, my husband Eric and I were going to a costume party over at my friend Jess’s house.
 
   “Audrey, how about this?” Eric asked, holding up a snarling werewolf mask and putting it on his head. It was a huge and awesome mask, I have to admit. But even though everything in the Halloween warehouse store was half off, it still would come out to over a hundred dollars. I thought it was a bit pricey but he got the mask along with a zip-up hairy shirt. I was a big more frugal and just purchased a simple masquerade mask. You’d still know it was me but it was a mask, so I thought it would be fine.
 
   The party was on Friday the weekend before Halloween. Jess lives in a large old house with a big barn out back. She holds her parties in the barn where they have a full bar, a pool table and dart boards. All the girls came dressed in sexy outfits, except for my friend Laura who’s a total comic nerd and went as some Japanese cartoon girl. I was wearing lingerie with garters and heels, with the mask as my “costume.” Eric, of course, looked pretty awesome as a werewolf.
 
   I spent a lot of the night in the kitchen with the other girls. We talked about our jobs and boyfriends, typical stuff, while eating appetizers. The guys were mostly in the barn drinking and playing pool, and some were out back on the porch with the kegs. I slid open the screen door, walked out and whispered into Eric’s ear not to drink too much because I was really horny. (He gets whiskey dick when he drinks a lot.) He said he wasn’t drinking much at all. Behind him on the porch were some guys doing keg stands, and they said that I should do one. 
 
   “Come on, Audrey!” Everybody was cheering me on. I hadn’t done a keg stand since high school but they lifted me upside down and I did it, managing not to choke as I guzzled Bud Light. When I finished, everybody applauded me. Then Jess brought me and the other girls out to the barn where we did shots while talking some more. While I was there, one of the girls said that the werewolf guy was hot. I told her thanks but that’s my husband. She said, “Not him, the other werewolf.” She leaned in and whispered. “The black guy.”
 
   I shrugged. I hadn’t seen anybody else in a werewolf costume. The more I drank, the worse I felt. It became unsteady on my feet and told Jess that I needed to lay down. She told me to go to the spare bed room on the second floor. I made my way up the creaky old wooden steps, turned to the left and wobbled into the bedroom. I removed my mask and jumped into bed.
 
   I was laying on the bed, on top of the sheets, when Eric walked into the room. The room was dark and light was shining in from the hallways behind him. He still had on the werewolf head. He made a little wolf howl.
 
   “Close that door,” I said. He did what I said and locked the handle. “The light was hurting my eyes. I didn’t mean to get so drunk,” I said. “But it’s okay.” I pulled down my panties. “You can do it.”
 
   He pulled his pants down and got on top of me in the bed, pulling the sheets over both of our bodies. He looked down at me with the mask. It was kind of freaky.
 
   “That’s not a sexy look,” I said, laughing.
 
   I felt him holding his cock at my entrance. As he began pushing it inside of me, it felt really good. I thought I must have been really tight that night because he felt so big. Slowly he pushed deeper and deeper inside of me. I was moving back against him, moaning at how good it felt. The sheets and room smelled musty but I could also smell my own arousal, my pussy wet from him. I noticed that his movements were unusual, the pace and angle different. The head of his cock also felt unusually large, and it hurt a bit as it tapped against my cervix. I’d never felt that before but I was very drunk and enjoying feeling my womanhood filled and stretched. The pleasure was welling up inside of me, washing over me.
 
   “Uuuungh!” I grunted, as a magical sensation of bliss raced from my vagina up my spine and down again. I held his body close to mine as I rode out the strong climax. I seldom orgasm with Eric but that night he was giving me the grandmother of all orgasms!
 
   “Damn, bitch! I’m coming!” he said.
 
   It wasn’t Eric’s voice. It was a black man’s voice. I lifted my head off the pillow, my eyes wide open, as I felt his mighty manhood grow even larger. I felt his cock pulsating rhythmically inside of me. His balls were against my ass and I felt them jerking as they squeezed out every drop of semen, filling me completely with his sperm.
 
   He leaned back, up on his knees, pulled off the werewolf mask and looked down at me. “Shit, you got a tight pussy! That was some good shit.” I could see that he was a black man about my age.
 
   I panicked. “You’re not my boyfriend! My boyfriend was wearing that mask! Eric!”
 
   The guy jumped off of me, quickly pulled up his pants and raced out of the room. I pulled the sheet over me and kept calling for Eric. A few minutes later he arrived. He wasn’t wearing the mask.
 
   “What’s wrong, honey?” he asked.
 
   I hesitated. I didn’t want to tell him that I’d just had sex with another man. “I thought you were going to make love to me?”
 
   He came inside, closed the door, and slipped under the sheets with me. He kissed me and moved his way down my stomach. I wasn’t sure what to do, if I should stop him, but I didn’t. He reached my pussy and he began licking me clean.
 
   “Damn, you’re really wet tonight,” he said.
 
   I didn’t know what to say. “I’m so horny for you.”
 
   He slipped inside of me and we quickly made love. His penis wasn’t anywhere near as large as the black man’s but I could feel it and I enjoyed our coupling, even if I didn’t climax. After he came, he lay down beside me and we cuddled until we fell asleep.
 
   The next morning, I had a bad hangover but I was even more concerned about whether to tell Eric what happened. I decided to tell him the truth, that there was a black guy wearing his mask who came in and fucked me. It was consensual but I didn’t know it wasn’t him. Eric explained to me that the guy wasn’t wearing his mask, he just happened to have bought and worn the same one as he did. We were both worried, though, when my little monthly visitor was late. After being a week late, I took a pregnancy test and it confirmed that we had a baby on the way. Eric knew that I would never have an abortion and he promised to raise the baby as his own even if the baby was black.
 
   As luck would have it, when the baby was born it was white. But we already had to tell people that the baby might be black and explain what happened, so it was an unfortunate situation all around. Next time I won’t have sex with somebody wearing a mask!
 
   THE BLACK MARINE
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’ve always had a thing for men in uniform. Recently I finally got the chance to make love to a military man. My husband Hayden took us to a beautiful resort out in St. Petersburg, Florida. It was right on the ocean. It was a special trip because we were celebrating our five year wedding anniversary. But it was also special because Hayden and I were going to use the trip to start a family. I’d tracked my cycle and I knew that I was going to ovulate around the first day or two of the vacation, so the week would be the perfect time to try for a baby.
 
   “I have some bad news, Molly,” Hayden said. “I need to stop by the Tampa office. There’s a problem with the servers.” He worked for a mid-sized technology company that had an office in the area. I told him that it was fine and I’d see him when he got back. In the meantime, I would enjoy the beach and the amenities.
 
   I threw on my bikini, grabbed my Kindle and sat out on a chair on the beach. The day was mostly sunny but a little overcast so I didn’t really plan on tanning. I figured I’d spend a little time reading and then hit the beachside pool.
 
   “I’m sorry, ma’am,” a voice said. I turned and it was the most handsome black man I’d ever seen. He was dark skinned and heavily muscled with a flat nose and a perfect white smile, and wearing the uniform of a Marine second lieutenant. “I believe you dropped this,” he said, holding the key card to my room.
 
   “Oh, thank you so much! I left my purse in my room so if I didn’t have my key, I don’t know what I’d have done!”
 
   “I’m sure the people at the front desk would issue you a new one, even without your identification. You’re so pretty I’m sure they remember you.”
 
   I felt myself blush. This young lieutenant was about ten years younger than me, probably fresh out of college. I asked him to sit down and we began talking. He said his name was Bravon. I learned that he grew up in Georgia but now was stationed at a nearby Air Force base. Before he was commissioned as an officer, he’d been enlisted and he’d served in the Middle East. During his tour, he once went from house to house trying to find Islamic terrorists in the area and took a bullet, for which he earned a Purple Heart. The guy seemed so sexy and heroic.
 
   When the server stopped over and asked if we wanted drinks, he said they were on him. The drinks were stiff and after two Long Island Iced Teas I was feeling pretty tipsy. Bravon offered to walk me back to my room. When we got there, it just felt natural to invite him inside. Hayden would be gone until late in the evening, so I had plenty of time. I figured that I would kiss him and then send him on his way.
 
   When Bravon came into the room and the door closed, I just stood right in front of him. He leaned down and began to kiss me. I put my hands around that amazing uniform, feeling the body of this real-life hero. We quickly undressed and I got to see his incredible body, so beautiful and black, strong and fit. I could smell his natural scent and his cologne, and it was intoxicating. His cock was long and thick, actually thicker near the top of the shaft than the head and uncircumcised. The young man was an Adonis, and I felt my pussy so wet, itching to feel him inside of me.
 
   He brought me to the bed and lay me down, and I spread my legs for him. He kissed his way up my inner thighs and brought his tongue to my cunt. As he licked my pussy lips, swollen in anticipation, I moaned in pleasure. He took his time, slowly teasing me, before finally going to my clit. He stuck in a finger and rubbed my g-spot as the tip of his tongue flicked my clit. My hands gripped the sheets to either side of me, groaning as an orgasm ripped through me.
 
   Bravon moved up on top of me and kissed me, then grabbed his cock. I lifted my head and watched as he lined the head of his black baby maker with my eager womanhood, slowly rubbing the head against me to wet it, then pressing it inside of me. I gasped as I felt the pressure of his large tool stretching me open, like a burglar’s crowbar breaking into a home, and it felt strange to feel such a large man inside of me. Slowly he inched deeper and deeper. My body adjusted to his size, and he thrusted slowly as he kissed me passionately. Then, suddenly, he rolled us over so that I was riding on top.
 
   I put my hands down on the bed to either side of him and slowly rode him. I’d never experienced a large cock before and only then did I realize what the big deal was. There was a feeling of fullness that made me feel really feminine, truly taken by a man for the first time, truly a woman. But also my clit was being rubbed with every movement, putting me through what felt like a series of small orgasms. I was always on the brink of climax, nearly there and then barely there, as I rode my black lover. He reached up and played with my breasts, and I lowered myself to kiss him, still hunching my groin against his. His breathing quickened and I could feel his cock getting even larger inside of me. I knew his climax was nearing.
 
   “Oh shit, I’m coming,” he announced. I began thrusting my hips faster, much faster, moaning as our tongues danced. He put his hands on my hips, holding me tight, and I went still. “Aargh!” he grunted. I could feel his huge cock jerking inside of me, and I could feel the wetness inside of me as he delivered his load of sperm straight into my white womb.
 
   We rolled over back into the missionary position. Bravon very slowly thrusted inside of me as we kissed, as the last of his baby batter filled me. Although I was very turned on by the idea, I was also scared. I knew that millions of his sperm were now invading my womb, on their way to find and fertilize my egg with a black baby. While Hayden would also get a chance over the vacation, there were millions of Bravon’s sperm taking station inside of me, dedicated solely to blocking and killing any other man’s sperm. The odds of conception were now sharply against my husband and in favor of this virile young black man. We cuddled for a few minutes, then Bravon said he needed to leave. I admired his beautiful body as he dressed, then he left.
 
   Hayden returned later that night but only to sleep. Things were worse than expected, and he needed to get right back to work first thing in the morning. Three days went by before Hayden made love to me, and we made love every day for the rest of the vacation. After we returned home, a couple of weeks later, I found out that I was pregnant.
 
   I’m seven months pregnant and I don’t know if my husband is the father of the baby. I haven’t told him a thing about what happened. I’m hoping that the baby is white and I won’t ever need to tell him about my affair. But ever fiber of my being tells me that the baby I’m carrying will be the baby of that amazing black stud Bravon. If it is, I hope that Hayden is man enough to step up to the plate and be the father to our child. Hayden was raised by a stepfather, so he knows that being a father isn’t about biology. Any handsome, sexy thug can make a baby but only a real man will step up to the plate and raise another man’s babies.
 
    
 
   MY FIRST EXTRAMARITAL LOVER
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   * * *
 
   My name is Alexa. I’m in my early forties and this year will be my twentieth anniversary married to my husband Brian. We’re your typical upper-middle-class suburban white couple with two teenage kids. We seem like a perfect married couple but the truth is that I haven’t always been faithful to my husband. In fact, I’ve had at least one extramarital lover for most of the last five years.
 
   It was around five years ago that I cheated on Brian with a guy I met through my work. We weren’t coworkers but that’s how I met him. At the time my husband and I were doing all of the “right things” that a couple is supposed to do. And we were rewarded in many ways for having made those safe choices. We lived in a beautiful house in the suburbs, we had two beautiful children who are wonderful and brilliant, and I was spending a lot of my time rushing around taking care of them, being involved with the PTA and driving kids to dance classes and the like. These were the things that we were expected to do and we fulfilled our roles and we appeared happy. And I guess we were happy in a way, but it was also kind of dulling. I just felt numb. By making all of those safe choices and avoiding the downsides of risk, at some level I realized that I had missed out on a lot of great opportunities.
 
   Growing up I had always been a little overweight and I didn’t get much attraction from men. When I met Brian at a friend’s house party and he talked with me, I was very excited. He was a nice guy and I was attracted to him, but I really didn’t feel like I had a lot of choices. But I told myself that he was fine and one guy is all you really need, and soon we were married with children. After the kids, I gained some additional weight. I don’t know if it was my size, being so busy with our life or just getting bored with the same old thing, but our sex life really suffered. I felt like I was invisible, that I was being ignored.
 
   When I was thirty-seven, after our youngest was ten and didn’t seem to need me as much anymore – in fact, she didn’t seem to want me around – I started to wonder how I was going to fill the void. I started taking an exercise class and working with a personal trainer, and I managed to lose a lot of weight. And that changed everything.
 
   I was surprised at how much attention I suddenly received after losing the weight. I had a power over men that I’d never felt before and it was intoxicating. Honestly, I had a flood of mixed emotions about it – I was also angry that such a little change had so much of an impact, and I was angry that I’d been invisible to so many men for all those years – but I was really enjoying the male attention that I was now receiving.
 
   I felt so much different, so much better about myself, when I met Holman, a handsome black man in his mid-forties. He was married with three children and he loved his wife. At first it was just talking together, sharing insights and observations on Facebook and messaging. But it became more flirtatious and soon we were spending a lot of time together. He made me feel very comfortable but also very feminine and desired. I drew a line for myself – I decided that it would be okay to just kiss him, but nothing more. We were sitting in his car after lunch and he was dropping me back at the office. I leaned over and kissed him. As we did, I felt electricity shooting through my body. He was an amazing kisser, and he knew just how to hold me and to touch me.
 
   “I didn’t want you to be so good at this,” I said to him. Then we kissed some more. My panties were soaking from my arousal as I walked back into the office. I was so curious to know what it would be like to have sex with that beautiful black man.
 
   That night, I texted Holman. Although it scared me to death, I suggested that we meet in a hotel for sex on Thursday evening. I didn’t have to make dinner that night because my daughter was in dance until 8:00 and my husband would pick up my son from a friend’s house and drive him to little league, and they wouldn’t be home until around 8:30. When he agreed, I was afraid but very excited.
 
   When we finally had sex in the hotel room, it was amazing. My husband’s penis is about five inches long, which I believe is average, but Holman’s cock was very long and thick. I didn’t measure it but it was about 50% longer and so much thicker. I don’t perform oral sex on Brian because it doesn’t seem like something a nice married lady would do, but with Holman I felt so sexy and naughty that I took his cock inside of my mouth. I loved feeling it’s soft velvety warmth, even as it hardened inside of me. Holman slowly moved his hips, the head of his big cock pushing a bit too far into my mouth at times, but I tried my best to cover my teeth and to lick and suck his cockhead. He seemed to like it, though.
 
   Holman had me lay down on the bed, then kissed me on the lips and moved down my chest. He held and kissed my breasts, which I adored. Then he reached my pussy. I squirmed and moaned loudly as he licked me, inflaming my already burning lust, pleasing me with his tongue. Then he picked my legs up, putting my ankles over his shoulders, and took hold of his thick cock. He aimed it at my entrance, ran the head over my clit a few times, and then gently pushed inside. For the first time in my life, I felt another man’s penis entering me. It felt so much different, so much larger, and I loved it.
 
   Holman started by fucking me slowly, leaning back a bit, and I loved seeing his muscular frame. Soon he dropped my legs down and leaned forward. While on his forearms, he fucked me hard and fast. My clitoris was tingling as I felt an orgasm rise and race through my body, making me groan in delight. As it receded, I immediately felt another one welling up and coursing through me. He moved me onto my side, fucking me from behind in a spooning position. I’d never done that position before and it was great. We then had me ride him on top in the cowgirl before we switched to doggy style, where he finished inside of me. After that we cuddled for a while, then he was hard again and went had sex again. All in all, it lasted nearly an hour.
 
   On the way home, I could feel my clitoris pounding inside of my panties, and I fingered myself while driving to the dance studio. I brought my daughter home and when my husband arrived with my son from his baseball game, nobody seemed to notice anything out of the ordinary. The world had changed completely for me but it was like I was in a different world, simply unnoticed.
 
   Holman and I made love only about once a month for the next six month. I didn’t really feel guilty about what I was doing but at one point I just got sick of the lying and deception. I finally sat down Brian and told him that I’d been cheating on him. Although I’d figured that would be the end of my marriage, we talked about it and realized that there’s no reason that our marriage should end and we should lose everything we had just because my vagina wasn’t where it was supposed to be at certain times. We still loved each other and had a great life, and neither of us wanted to lose that. I told him, though, that I didn’t want to give up Holman or the chance to have other encounters in my life, so if we were going to stay together we couldn’t exclude the possibility of other relationships. To my surprise, he agreed to it. 
 
   I’m not in any way minimizing the pain that he felt, but I do feel that in the end it worked out for the best for both of us. We’re still a happy couple, socially monogamous with a great family. I still have sex with Brian, but I also go on dates with other men. Right now I have four boyfriends, and I go on a weekly date with each of them. I love the sex, yes, but I also enjoy just loving and sharing a life with four amazing men. My children and family are unaware, and I would hate for anybody to know. All of my boyfriends are married and none of their wives are aware of it, so unfortunately I’m still sneaking around in some ways. But you can’t have everything in life.
 
   I realize that at some point Brian might date another women and I hope that I’ll be able to handle it with the maturity that he’s shown to me. But for now, it’s a perfect relationship that really shows a great example of how two mature adults can handle romance in the twenty-first century. 
 
   WHILE HE IS OVERSEAS
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   * * *
 
   I’m Claire and my husband Nate is a soldier in the Army. He’s in infantry and he’s stationed in the Middle East. I’m twenty-two, he’s twenty-three and we have one child together. I do everything I can for him. I talk with him on the phone and send him letters, and we communicate with texts and messaging. He loves having a wife and family back home.
 
   Nate thinks I’m a perfect wife to him and I am, but I’ve been with other men during our marriage. In fact, I’ve had at least one long-term boyfriend during most of our four year marriage. I certainly don’t want to hurt him so I keep things discreet as much as I can.
 
   The Army girls have a little signal for letting guys know that they are available. You change the light bulb on your porch from a regular bulb to a red one. You’ve probably heard of the seedy parts of town called the “red light district”? Well, when our husbands are away, the wives change the bulb outside to red. That lets everybody know that they are lonely and looking for some companionship. Personally I’ve never done that – I’ve had a couple friends get in trouble when they forgot to change the bulb back when their husbands visited home! Another sign is to “accidentally” leave a broom or mop out on your porch, or an upside-down box of Tide. That signals to everybody on post that you’re looking for a guy to do some clean-up duty while your husband is away. Lots of the wives do that but I’m a little more cautious. I’d be scared that somebody would tell Nate about it. 
 
   It’s really not necessary to do those things anymore. Today there are apps like Tinder to find your hookups. That way you can cheat without getting caught and hurting anybody. Nearly all of the military wives cheat, I’d say it’s over 90% easy. Really, it’s not that there’s anything wrong with my husband. Nate is a great guy when he’s around, but he’s gone so much that I’m basically a single mother. I love my husband and don’t want to screw up my marriage. I just want to be able to have some excitement and romance in my life when he’s not around to provide it. What he doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him and it’s my responsibility to make sure that he never finds out.
 
   Right now, I have two boyfriends: Ornell, who is black, and Andy, who is white. Both are soldiers, which is great because it keeps them in great shape. They have sexy, muscular bodies and both have big cocks. I would never pick a husband based on penis size – in fact, Nate is less than five inches long – but for a lover I like to pick ones who can really give it to me good. To me the ideal size is about eight inches long and pretty thick. If it’s too long or thick, though, it can be uncomfortable, even painful. But I now have two lovers who have the cocks and the skills to really get me off.
 
   Andy is really good at eating pussy. He can give me a good five to ten orgasms, sometimes even more, just with his tongue. But he’s really just into missionary and doggy style. Ornell doesn’t eat pussy but he’s great at fucking, and we do it in all sorts of different positions. And I just love having sex with a black man. I don’t know about other girls but for me, seeing his dark skin against my light skin is a crazy turn on. The only problem with Ornell is that he can’t come wearing a rubber, so at the end I have to blow him to completion and he insists that I swallow every drop of his come. I don’t even blow my husband, let alone swallow his jizz! 
 
   I’m a little concerned because Nate is coming back home in less than a month. I’ve told my boyfriends that I really need to cut it off with them. In the past that hasn’t been a problem, but Ornell wants to keep it going secretly. I don’t want to do that because I’m afraid that we’ll get caught. He’s saying that he wants to “fight for me,” and that scares me because I’m afraid he will confront Nate and my marriage will be destroyed.
 
   The other thing that has me concerned is that Andy talked me into allowing him to fuck me without a condom. I take the pill but I’m not very consistent with it so I ask my lovers to use condoms. But Andy complained a lot and finally I started letting him take me bare. I’m already unsure whether my son is my husband’s child – he looks just like a guy I was sleeping with while Nate was away in training – and I’m now two weeks late with my period. I’m scared to take a pregnancy test because I just don’t want to know. If I am pregnant, at least I was smart enough to only let the white guy take me bare.
 
   Just to be safe, I’ll make love with Nate as soon as he returns. If I’m pregnant, I’ll ask the doctor to adjust the due date until nine months after his return home. (Other girls have told me their doctors have done this for them.) When the baby is born a month or two early, Nate will be none the wiser.
 
   Although I’m unfaithful to my husband, I really am a great wife. He doesn’t really please me in bed but I always make sure to fake an orgasm and to tell him how great he is, and that penis size doesn’t matter and I like the way his penis feels. And I do a great job taking care of our child. Nate wants to have a large family and I totally support him in that. As long as he doesn’t have the babies DNA tested, everything will be great with us. I hope he makes a career out of the Army because I really enjoy being an Army wife!  
 
   AFFIRMATIVE ACTION BABY
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   * * *
 
   My wife Leah and I were raised to believe that education and careers are very important. “The more you learn the more you earn,” as they say. We both went to college in the Boston area and started our careers before we got involved in any serious relationships. On my side, I really didn’t have much experience. Leah, on the other hand, had a lot of fuck buddies and friends with benefits while in college. 
 
   We were both twenty-seven when we decided we should start a family. Leah had been working for a few years in a marketing firm and she felt established enough there to take on a baby. I work for a cloud management company and I’d been promoted to manager, with the prospect of junior director dangling just above me. Our friends were starting to have children, too, so it seemed like a good time for that.
 
   “Steven, I need to talk with you about something.” I knew that it was pretty serious when Leah had me sit down on the couch next to her “to talk.”
 
   “We both want the best educational opportunities for our children, right?” she asked.
 
   “Of course,” I said, wondering where this was leading. We’d already agreed that private schools were best for our kids.
 
   “We both want our children to attend the elite universities, and one of the biggest advantages in admission is affirmative action. In particular, black applicants are far more likely to get admitted.”
 
   “Right,” I said. “But we’re both white.”
 
   She put a hand on my knee and looked into my eyes. “The best thing that we can do for our children, if we want them to have the greatest chance for success in life, is to use a black man’s sperm to fertilize my eggs.”
 
   I was shocked at what Leah was suggesting. But she explained that she’d already discussed it with her parents and they were fully on board with the idea. Not only would this allow our children a better opportunity to get into college, but they would also benefit from affirmative action in hiring and starting their own businesses.
 
   “I understand that you assumed that our children would be born using your sperm. But if we’re going to focus on what’s best for the children, we really shouldn’t be selfish about this.”
 
   I told her that I wasn’t trying to be selfish. Honestly, I just didn’t think a white couple would be the best people to raise black children. Leah was offended and suggested that I was being racist. I assured her, though, that I was concerned for the children being raised in such a circumstance. She replied that she’d already looked into it and there are ways that we can bring culture to our children, including by having their biological father know them and visit them. The more we discussed the idea, we realized that this was the wisest and most progressive approach to take.
 
   I thought that we were going to find a strong sperm donor and use IVF but it turned out that Leah already had a particular black man in mind. His name was Chaylen and he’d attended Boston College with her and was a star running back on their football team. I learned that Leah was one of his fuck buddies back in college, and it was considered a great honor to have been one of the girls chosen to fuck Chaylen. He was handsome, intelligent, well hung, and a future millionaire when he made it to the NFL. He was predicted to be a first or second round draft pick until a torn ACL slowed him down considerably and ended his nascent football career.
 
   Leah said that Chaylen was the best lover she’d ever had and she wanted my permission to rekindle her sexual relationship with him. She’d found him on Facebook and he worked a half hour away at the Ford dealership, and she asked if I would support having Chaylen as the biological father of our children. I told her that he sounded like a perfect man for the job.
 
   That night, Leah called Chaylen on the phone. She learned that he was married with four children but he was interested in resuming their sexual relationship if they could be discreet about it. When she told him that he would get the opportunity to father her children and that her husband would raise the babies, he seemed especially interested. They found an evening when Chaylen’s wife Sandra was working late. After he put his kids to bed, Chaylen sneaked out and drove over to our house.
 
   Leah was wearing a sexy black bra and panties when Chaylen arrived. They both went at it immediately and I was surprised by their passion. I’d never considered Leah to be a very sexual woman but with Chaylen she was moaning and moving like a woman possessed. It wasn’t long before she was on her knees with Chaylen’s cock in her mouth. She’d told me that he was well hung but I was surprised at just how big he was in person. That huge chocolate spear was sliding in and out of my wife’s dainty little hands and mouth, her eyes focused on his, and she massaged his balls as she twirled her head as she sucked to give him extra pleasure. I dropped my pants, used some lubricating gel and began jerking off to the show.
 
   Once in bed, the two of them went at it like old pros. They had sex in position after position, but my favorites were seeing them looking eye to eye in missionary, and then doggy style when he pulled her hair back hard and loudly slapped her bubble butt. She was moaning like a whore the whole time and she cried out in orgasm more times than I could count. When he finally finished inside of her, they continued kissing with him deep inside of her, his black paws running over her body as his come leaked out around his cock. Soon he was hard again and they went for another round of fucking. They went for three rounds and over an hour before they were through.
 
   Leah, wearing a red silk robe and a pair of white panties, walked Chaylen to the door. “I’ve missed that so much,” she said, rubbing his cock through his jeans.
 
   “You’ve missed my cock, baby?”
 
   “Sex,” she said, her face pouting. “I’ve missed having sex.” I didn’t understand what she meant. After all, we’ve had sex pretty much weekly for years, and more frequently than that when we’d first met.
 
   “It’s back now, baby,” he said, giving her a kiss goodbye as he went out the door.
 
   “You can do that to me anytime,” she said, waving goodbye to him from the front steps.
 
   Chaylen began coming to our house two or three times a week for sex. He never stays the night, just stopping by for sex and leaving. Over these past five years, Leah has given birth to two boys and a girl. She’s now pregnant with our fourth baby. We’d always talked about having only one or two kids, but Chaylen wants more. They’re a real blessing to us but they’re expensive and I don’t want to spend the next ten years changing diapers. I asked Leah if the next one will be her last and she thinks it might be, but there will probably be more. Chaylen is encouraging her to have seven and she kind of likes the idea. She said that I’ll need to get a part-time job to supplement my income because she expects all of our children to attend private school. That’s what happens when you’re the father of such a large family!
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   * * *
 
   A few months ago, my wife Teri told me that her little sister Ashlie wanted us to meet Cassius, the guy she was dating. They’d been dating for a few months and she wanted her sister to get the chance to meet him. 
 
   That kind of surprised me because Teri and Ashlie weren’t the closest sisters. They’d always been very competitive with each other. In fact, Teri told me that Ashlie had stolen a couple of her boyfriends back in grade school. But then my wife explained what was really going on: Ashlie wanted her family to meet her boyfriend but she was too afraid to introduce him to her parents because he’s black. We decided that we would invite Ashlie and Cassius over to our house for dinner on Friday night. We asked a neighbor to watch our two young children overnight because we thought it was too early to introduce the kids to a new person, but also so that we could have adult conversations and have a dip in the hot tub.
 
   When they arrived at our house, Cassius smiled and shook my hand. He had a firm grip that matched his powerful body. His skin was incredibly dark and shiny, and it was clear that he spent a lot of time in the gym. Seeing him standing there with his arm around the waist of Ashlie, his freckle-faced young white lover, was arousing. I remembered hearing Teri giggling on the phone with Ashlie about sex. 
 
   We walked over to the kitchen. I poured drinks for everybody, and then we made small talk with Ashlie and Cassius as we finished preparing dinner. I noticed that my wife seemed awfully flirtatious with him, and I could tell that she found him immensely attractive. I wondered if she was thinking about Cassius’s enormous manhood. According to my wife, Ashlie told her that she loves Cassius’s cock but it’s so large that sometimes she has trouble taking it all, even using plenty of lubrication. And it’s also so long that Ashlie is unable to accommodate his entire shaft inside of her. Just the thought of that mighty black monster lurking beneath his pants gave me a semi.
 
   After dinner and a couple more cocktails, we decided to head for the hot tub. While Ashlie was inside changing in the bathroom, my sexy blonde wife stood right in front of Cassius and did a sexy strip tease, slowly unbuttoning her blouse to reveal the black bikini top. Then she turned around and shimmied out of her blue jeans, her ass pressed against Cassius’s lap, giving him a real show. She was clearly intoxicated and didn’t seem afraid of teasing her little sister’s boyfriend.
 
   Just as the three of us settled down in the hot tub, Ashlie arrived in her white bikini, sipping on a pint glass of margarita. She looked awfully cute with her thin body, freckled cheeks, and brown hair up in a ponytail, but she didn’t have Teri’s full curves. When she joined us in the tub, she seemed a little jealous of the attention that her sister was giving her boyfriend.
 
   We’d been in the hot tub for over half an hour and it was getting dark. When we stepped out of the hot tub, Ashlie was very wobbly. She’d clearly had too much to drink and she said that she felt like she was going to get sick.
 
   “Honey,” Teri said, “would you please help Ashlie?” She placed a hand on his chest. “I’m talking with Cassius.”
 
   She had a look in her eye like she had more in mind than just talk. Teri had been a little wild when she was single but one thing that she’d never done was sleep with a black guy. We’d talked about her possibly taking a lover to spice up our love life but so far nothing had ever happened. I wondered if she was thinking about getting something black inside of her.
 
   “Cassius and I are going to spend a little sexy time in our bedroom. Keep Ashlie away, okay?”
 
   I agreed. Ashlie spent a good twenty minutes kneeling in front of the toilet. I told Ashlie that she and Cassius were too drunk to drive home and they were staying the night with us. She was going to sleep in the guest room and Cassius would sleep on the living room couch. She took a quick shower, drank a glass of water, and went to sleep in the guest room. 
 
   I soon as I was finished taking care of Ashlie, I sneaked over to my bedroom. I tried the door but it was locked. I pulled down the metal pin above the door frame, poked it inside the lock, and opened the door. When I opened the door, what I saw shocked me.
 
   “My sister was right,” Teri said with a giggle. “It’s huge!”
 
   Cassius was laying on top of my wife, balls deep inside of her.
 
   “Shit, girl, I’m all the way inside of you. Your sister can’t take it that deep.”
 
   “I’ve gotten looser after giving birth. My husband used to feel good inside of me but sex hasn’t felt very good since the kids. Now I understand it. There’s no friction. My vagina is bigger and I need a bigger cock to fill it.”
 
   Cassius was grunting as he squeezed his monster deep inside of Teri. She was breathing hard, moaning with every thrust, her hands gripping the sheets on my bed. “Oh, God! Oh, God!” My wife stopped breathing, her face grimacing as she rode through a powerful orgasm. Cassius penetrated her relentlessly with his turgid black weapon.
 
   “It feels so fucking good,” Cassius said, sweat trickling down his back. “So much better than your fuckin’ sister. I got the whole shaft inside.” Some beads of sweat were falling off his face and onto her blond hair and back.
 
   He flipped her over and he began to pound her doggy style. Teri told him that he was inside even deeper now, filling her completely. “It’s like your cock was made for my pussy.” Her face was down in the pillow, her ass up high. He was thrusting hard and deep, holding her hips and occasionally slapping her ass. I could see welts on her ass cheeks in the shape of his huge black hands, but she was moaning in pleasure.
 
   Finally, Cassius announced that he was coming. “Ahhhhhh,” my wife moaned long and deeply. He thrust inside her as deep as he could, then jerked his body a few times as he unloaded his precious seed into her womb. They collapsed together and kissed slowly but passionately as a trickle of white sperm slowly leaked out of my wife’s cunt.
 
   Ashlie never found out what happened that night. Ever since then, Cassius stops by our house two or three times a night to spend some alone time with Teri. I watch the kids while she entertains her black lover on our marital bed. When he leaves, I join her and she tells me all the dirty details while we make sweet love. I know things will get ugly when Ashlie learns that her man isn’t faithful but after stealing two of Teri’s old boyfriends, I guess he had it coming – or is that cumming?
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   * * *
 
   “I was wondering, Brandon,” my wife Samantha said, “do you think my friend Alexis is pretty?”
 
   “Sure, she’s cute,” I said. Alexis’s brown curly hair was chopped short, her face was a little mousy and she had an extra twenty pounds on her, but she was fun and had an attractive in a girl-next-door kind of way. “Why do you ask?”
 
   “You know that our sex life has been kind of stale lately, and I remember how you said that you’d like to see me with another guy. Well, I was talking with Alexis and she mentioned that she thinks you’re handsome and her boyfriend is into swinging. I mean, she didn’t outright ask but she made it pretty clear that she’d like to swing with us.”
 
   That surprised me. Samantha is a black-haired knockout with a skinny waist, large breasts and a round ass. Even after giving birth to our son, she still has a killer body and never fails to turn heads. I’d always fantasized about seeing her with another man. One time while we were drunk, I asked her if she’d be interested in dating another guy. She just laughed and said no. That was a few years ago. Now, out of the blue, she was bringing it up.
 
   “What about her boyfriend? You don’t want to get involved without knowing what you’re getting.”
 
   “Actually, I don’t think he’s her boyfriend, just a guy she’s dating. His name is Daniel. I saw his picture and he looks decent. She did pretty well if you ask me. So, if you’re interested in Alexis and still want to do this, I’d be willing to give it a try.”
 
   After a short discussion, we decided to give it a try. We invited Alexis and Daniel over to our house on Friday night for drinks, appetizers and cards. Of course, everybody knew that sex was pretty much on the agenda. I was pretty hot the whole week, anticipating having sex with Alexis. Samantha seemed especially horny, too, and that week we had some of the best sex we’d had in years.
 
   That night, I heard the doorbell ring and I answered the door. Alexis looked great, dressed in sexy red sleeveless top and a black skirt. But what surprised me was her date. I couldn’t believe that Alexis was able to snag such a great looking guy. Daniel was a 6’4, broad-shouldered, dark-skinned black man. He was clearly a body builder, with his chest muscles clearly visible through his t-shirt. He introduced himself and shook my hand. He seemed incredibly confident, and I must admit that I felt a little intimidated by his attitude, as well as his size and strength.
 
   We came inside and talked over appetizers and drinks. I could tell from my wife’s body language that she was totally smitten by the tall black stud. Although the conversation started off with the four of us talking together, Daniel and my wife walked over toward the living room while Alexis and I chatted in the kitchen. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see my wife in her little black dress backed up against the wall, smiling as Daniel leaned close, his huge frame looming above her. I saw her place her hands on his biceps, then his chest. Daniel responded by running his powerful black hands down her body, caressing her gentle curves.
 
   “Are you watching her?” Alexis asked.
 
   “Sorry, I’ve never seen my wife with another man before.”
 
   Alexis put her hands on my hips, leaned forward and kissed me. “I like to watch, too.” Her hands cupped my ass. “But why don’t we give them something to watch?”
 
   Alexis slowly unbuttoned my shirt, kissing her way down my chest as she did. When she got it off, she pressed her chest up against my chest. I started to take off her blouse but she stopped me. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said.
 
   She took me by the hand and led me to the bed in the guest room. She took her blouse off, revealing her black bra underneath. She unbuckled my belt, pulled my blue jeans and briefs down, and pushed me back onto the bed. Alexis placed one hand around the base of my cock and slowly began to lick it. Then she ripped open a foil wrapper and rolled a condom over my penis with her mouth.
 
   I heard the voices of Daniel and Samantha coming up the hallway. I saw them pass by as they walked into our bedroom, leaving the bedroom door half-open. Although neither door was closed, I could only see a little sliver of the action going on in the adjacent room. But I could see my wife’s white hand running up Daniel’s dark, muscular back. Between Alexis’s masterful tongue and the show in the other room, my penis was fully erect.
 
   Alexis kissed her way up my stomach then laid on top of me. I caressed her soft, milky white skin as we kissed.
 
   “Oh, my God!” my wife laughed in the other room. “You’re huge!” I looked toward the door but I couldn’t see their bodies, just the edge of the bed. “I don’t think I can take all that!”
 
   Alexis was looking at the door, then looked back at me, nodding. “He’s enormous. I don’t know if all black guys are that big but Daniel sure is.”
 
   Alexis grabbed my five incher and slipped it inside of her hairy cunt, then began slowly riding up and down. She looked down into my eyes. “Daniel’s cock is amazing but sometimes it’s almost too much. I won’t let him touch my ass with that thing. And for blowjobs, I prefer a smaller penis like yours. I can fit the whole thing in my mouth. Mmmm.” She leaned in and kissed me. I reached my arms up around her back, holding her against me as she slowly rocked.
 
   “Oh, wow! Oh, God, Daniel!” My wife’s breath was labored, moaning. “I’ve never felt anything like that before. Oh, my!”
 
   Alexis giggled. “Daniel is really big.” As Alexis rode me, I was listening to my wife moaning and whimpering as she praised Daniel for his skills and his cock. As I flipped Alexis over to take her doggy style, I heard my wife crying out in wild, ecstatic pleasure. “Unbelievable,” my wife said. “I never knew I could cum so hard!”
 
   I gripped Alexis’s hips and tried to concentrate on her, but it was hard. My wife was always so quiet in bed with me, but with her black lover she sounded like a porn star. “I’m cumming again, baby!” My wife called out two more orgasms before Alexis and I switched into the missionary position.
 
   Alexis was playing with her clit as I fucked her. Just as I was nearing my climax, I heard Daniel groaning. “I’m going cum, bitch! Cum deep inside of you!” I heard Samantha begging him to cum inside of her as I shot my load into the condom.
 
   Alexis smiled. I asked her if she came and she nodded. “I think I had a little one.”
 
   I went to the bathroom to toss out the condom. As I did, I sneaked a peak into my bedroom. Daniel was standing at an angle with his back to me, but I could see that my wife was on her knees between his legs, licking and sucking him back to life. Although I couldn’t see everything, I could see his huge black balls and the last five or six thick inches of his mighty manhood. The slurping sounds of her oral ministrations were incredibly erotic.
 
   I went back to bed with Alexis and we cuddled under the covers. During the night, I heard Samantha and her black lover having sex two more times. In the morning, they showered together and I could hear pounding against the walls and my wife’s orgasmic moans. My wife came down to breakfast in a satin robe, appearing totally exhausted. When Daniel walked up behind her, stretching his huge black arms around her, and she cocked her head up to kiss him, I felt my penis stir. We all agreed that we had a great time and would do it again.
 
   We only did the swinging thing a couple more times before Daniel broke up with Alexis. However, Daniel still stops by at night two or three times a week to pleasure my wife to exhaustion. Right after he leaves, I hop in bed with Samantha and I slip my penis inside of her oily, semen-soaked beaver. Sure, she feels a little bit looser than she did before but the knowledge that her black lover has been there more than makes up for the lack of friction. I wouldn’t have it any other way!
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   * * *
 
   “Are you sure Abby’s safe?”
 
   I’d expressed my concerns to the police chief about my wife performing this assignment. He invited me to the station to speak with his detective.
 
   “Jon, I can’t make you any promises,” Detective Anderson said. “Abigail is a police officer. You’re well aware that she’s performing a dangerous job.”
 
   “This a lot more dangerous than a normal police assignment.” 
 
   He nodded soberly. The police were trying to catch DeMontre Smith, one of the most powerful drug dealers in our city. He was known for being a violent and ruthless thug. As a juvenile, he’d allegedly killed his girlfriend by stabbing her 28 times but was acquitted when a witness suddenly refused to testify against him.
 
   And DeMontre’s violent ways hadn’t changed. Over the years, a friend or business partner who wronged him would occasionally disappear, and later the body would be found floating down the river. The police wanted Abby to go undercover so that she could get access to him. I was concerned for her safety but I understood the importance of catching him, so I agreed.
 
   It was well-known that DeMontre had a thing for white women. Abby was totally his type – a thin, attractive blonde in her late twenties. As part of the assignment, she was to pose as a single woman at his favorite bar. The goal was for her to move in with him so that the police could see his criminal enterprise up close from the inside.
 
   It worked. DeMontre hit on her and she accepted. They dated for a month and then, last week, she moved into his place in the ghetto. 
 
   “Abby has planted cameras in every room in the house except the bathroom,” Detective Anderson said. “We have police stationed nearby in case it gets dangerous. Probably the worst scenario would be if DeMontre were to figure out that she’s a cop or if he found one of the cameras.”
 
   “So you can see and hear everything that’s happening?” I asked.
 
   “Come on, I’ll show you.”
 
   He took me down to a room. There was a wall covered with small widescreen monitors, and one very large widescreen TV in the middle, probably about 50”. On each screen was a different camera angle, with more than one camera per room. Below the screens was a desk with a computer and keyboard, manned by a uniformed officer.
 
   “There right there,” he said, pointing at one of the monitors. It showed DeMontre and Abby sipping on cocktails in the kitchen. DeMontre was wearing a “wife beater” t-shirt and jeans that were falling down, and I could make out his large diamond stud earring. He backed her up against the counter and began kissing her. Abby, holding her drink up to her side, was returning the kiss. “Okay, Kurt, go to the other angle. Over there.”
 
   But then, DeMontre took her hand and led my wife out of the kitchen.
 
   “They’re going to the bedroom,” Kurt said.
 
   As they stepped into the bedroom, the large TV screen switched to Abby and DeMontre kissing at the end of the bed. Slowly they were taking off each others’ clothes until they were both naked. She was pressing her delicate white body against his dark black frame, dry humping him.
 
   “DeMonte is packing some serious heat,” Kurt said with a chuckle. “Look at the size of that weapon!” As my wife dropped to her knees, I could see DeMonte’s cock. It had to be a foot long and unbelievably thick. As my wife sucked on his cock, her eyes were locked on DeMonte’s. I could hear the sounds loud and clear as she licked and sucked the head while also stroking his mighty shaft. His black monster hardened in her hands. It didn’t get any longer but it thickened a bit more, nearly to the size of a coke can.
 
   “She really loves that cock, too,” Kurt said, a gleam in his eye. “She’s a total slut for his big black cock. I’ve never seen a girl go so wild!”
 
   “That’s his wife,” Detective Anderson said. “And a fellow officer. Show some respect!”
 
   DeMonte laid down on the bed and Abby got on top of him. She lined up his big cock with her slit, rubbed the head up and down, and then lowered herself on it. “Oh, God, Montie,” she cooed, “you’re so fucking big!”
 
   Kurt typed on the keyboard and the angle changed. I was now watching my wife’s face as she rode her black stud. Her eyes were rolling back in her head. “It feels so fucking good. I’ve never had a cock this good.”
 
   “You like that, bitch?” DeMonte asked. “You like that?”
 
   “Mmmm-hmmm!” Abby leaned down and kissed him as she rode up and down on his cock. His black hands roamed across her back and grabbed her white ass. 
 
   “Ooh!” Abby exclaimed as DeMonte rolled them over. He was now on top of her. She had her legs up next to his, moving in rhythm with him. “Oh, God, DeMonte!” Her face and chest were flush, her breathing labored. “I’m cumming!” I could see her stomach contracting involuntarily as she rode out a long, powerful orgasm.  She was holding her breath for a long time, then finally screamed in pleasure. “You’re so fucking good, DeMonte! Your cock is amazing! I’ve never had sex as good as this!”
 
   They switched to the doggy position. My wife’s ass was up in the air, on her elbows with her face low against the bed. Her face showed a look of exhilaration and pleasure, but also concern. “Don’t go so deep,” she said. “Your cock feels so good in my pussy, but you’re hitting my cervix. You’re so fucking big, baby. Almost too big. Yes, baby, like that. You’re touching all the right places.” DeMonte was slapping her ass, and I could see the red marks on her ass from him slapping her. “Yes, that’s it. Smack that ass, baby. I’m a naughty little slut.”
 
   Again the camera angle changed. I wasn’t really happy about that, as I loved watching my wife’s face. She was always quiet in bed with me, and seeing her powerful orgasms and the way she talked in bed with DeMonte was quite arousing. But the new angle was good, too. It was from behind them. I could see DeMonte’s huge cock pounding in and out, and her overfilled pussy stretched tight as a drum, so full that part of her pussy was moving in and out of her with each thrust.
 
   “Here it go, bitch!” DeMonte groaned and pushed in deep. I could see his shaft jerking. His balls pulled up, twitching as they unloaded deep inside my wife’s womb. She was on the Pill but I was a little worried. She had tried the Pill with me but she couldn’t remember to take it consistently, and it resulted in two pregnancies. Now that I had a vasectomy, we didn’t need to worry about birth control any more. As he slowly withdrew his softening black cock, I hoped he wasn’t impregnating her. When his cockhead plopped out, it was clearly covered in semen and his sperm was dripping out of her semen-soaked snatch. She turned onto her side and they began kissing.
 
   “As you can see, Jon,” Detective Anderson said. “We have cameras all over the house and we are monitoring it 24/7. You have nothing to worry about.”
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   * * *
 
   As I cuddled on the couch with my husband Jayden’s best friend, I found myself wanting more than just cuddling. He’d always had a good looking face with a sweet smile, pretty eyes and nice brown hair, but I’d never really felt any attraction to him. But now things had change, at least on my part.
 
   Toby was my big “sugar bear.” He weighed over 300 pounds. But now that he’d lost weight and was down to 200 pounds, I found myself immensely attracted to him.
 
   Jayden and I had different tastes in television, while Toby and I shared a lot of common interests. Here we were, watching a popular network sitcom, and both loving it. Jayden had always been fine with our cuddling but everything was now changing. And as he held me close to him, I felt my body signaling its readiness between my legs.
 
   Toby seemed to sense that thing had changed. He looked into my eyes. “I love you, Lauren.”
 
   “I love you, too, Toby.”
 
   When he leaned in to kiss me, though, I hesitated.
 
   “We can just cuddle, right?”
 
   He looked disappointed, but he nodded. I felt terrible. Toby had never had any luck with women. Frankly, his weight was the problem. Now that he’d dropped to a normal weight, he would likely get a lot of attention from women. I certainly didn’t want him to think I wasn’t attracted to him.
 
   “I’m really into you,” I said. “But I’m married. And Jayden’s—”
 
   “My friend,” he said. “Yeah, I know.”
 
   Although we continued to watch the show as just friends, I knew that I wanted more. Later that night, when Jayden came home, I told him about what had happened.
 
   “I know you’ve been okay with me cuddling with Toby. I was wondering if maybe you’d like to do more than that?”
 
   Jayden’s eyes tightened. “What do you mean?”
 
   “You know, like maybe we could try a threesome or something? I mean, I don’t know.”
 
   Jayden seemed very surprised. “You want to have a threesome with me and my best friend?”
 
   “If you don’t want to, I understand. It’s just that there’s something between us and I’d really like to explore it.”
 
   At first I felt bad that I’d said anything at all, as he was clearly not interested in the idea. But then Jayden made it clear that although he didn’t want to do a threesome with another man – and certainly not one of his friends – he was okay with me and Toby consummating our love. That night, when I made love with Jayden, it was hotter than the normal wifey-hubby sex. We were both very turned on, no doubt thinking about Toby having sex with me.
 
   When I ran it by Toby, he was surprised to hear that Jayden was okay with it. He didn’t believe me at first and I had to swear to him repeatedly before he finally believed it was true.
 
   “Yeah, of course,” he said. “I mean, Lauren, you’re just so beautiful…”
 
   “I can’t wait to see you tonight,” I replied.
 
   Before he came, I took a shower and dabbed perfume on my thighs and between my breasts. I put on a red lacey bra and panties, then put on gray sweatpants and a white t-shirt. When he arrived, he seemed a little nervous but I acted like everything was normal. We sat down, spooning as we watched TV on the couch. We watched for a good fifteen minutes and he hadn’t made a move. So I decided to reach over ran my hand over his crotch. I felt his manhood moving beneath his jeans, and I wondered how large it was. He leaned in to kiss me as I unzipped his pants. He tossed his jeans aside and I slipped my hand inside his underwear.
 
   Toby’s penis wasn’t huge or anything – it was about six inches long and average width – but it had a strong upward curve. It was very hard, and as I slowly stroked it, I loved seeing the look of pleasure on Toby’s face. He lifted off my shirt and he looked with lust and appreciation at my bra. He kissed me between my breasts, then up to my neck. He tried to unhook my bra but didn’t seem to be able to do it. Rather than letting him fumble, I reached behind me and unhooked it. He gently pushed me back and made love to my breasts, kissing the nipples and sucking on them.
 
   Laying beneath him, I removed my sweatpants. Toby looked like the happiest and luckiest man in the world as he looked down at my body, my stomach gently heaving, wearing nothing but sexy red panties. I lifted my hips as he pulled my panties off. He removed his underwear, got between my legs, and positioned his penis right into my wetness, at the opening of my womanhood.
 
   Toby and I kissed wildly as he lay on top of me on the couch, his penis penetrating me fully. Even though it was about the same size as my husband’s, it felt very different from its shape and angle. As he thrusted, it felt great and it really touched the right places inside of me. I reached down between my legs and rubbed my love button as he thrusted, our tongues dancing on one another. In only a minute or so I felt an intense sensation of pleasure starting in my groin, and it spread out through my body as my body wrenched in the grip of a powerful orgasm.
 
   As I came, Toby looked up above me, his eyes vacant. “Oh God, honey.” He thrusted faster, then he pushed in deep, and he fired his semen deep inside of me. We both rode out our simultaneous orgasm and then kissed together, then we laughed as we held hands. It was beautiful and amazing.
 
   Since that time, Toby and I have made love about once a week. I still have sex with my husband, of course, and there hasn’t been any real jealousy or concern from Jayden. However, I experienced a pang of jealousy when Toby told me that he asked out a girl on a date and she accepted. On the one hand I feel bad that I’m probably going to lose him, but on the other I feel great knowing that I showed him that he could experience attraction and love with a woman.     
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   * * *
 
   “I want to make love to a black guy,” my wife Tiffany said. She was applying her makeup in our bathroom. “One with a really big dick.”
 
   I was stunned. I’d walked into our bedroom to pick up my headphones but I froze when I heard the conversation. She was on the phone with Mary, her younger sister. Mary pretty much only dated black guys. My wife always talked down about it, that she wasn’t into black guys so I was surprised to hear her saying that.
 
   “I know, I know,” Tiffany said. “But what he doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him. And now that my tubes are tied, I don’t have to worry about getting pregnant, so…”
 
   There was a pause, then Tiffany said, “Kenjon? Okay… That’s fine. Yeah…  Ten inches? Wow… As long as he’s sexy and has a big cock and he’s a good lay, I’m down for it.” I sneaked out of the bedroom, went back down to the kitchen and resumed eating my cereal. I was still pretty much in shock. Then I heard my wife coming down the stairs.
 
   “Hey, honey,” Tiffany said, “I just want to let you know, Mary’s coming over tonight so I can help her with some homework.”
 
   “That’s fine,” I said. “No problem.” Of course, I knew what was really going on. My wife was planning to sleep with a black guy while I was at work. But I figured out a way that I could get in on the action.
 
   After Tiffany left for work, I set up our baby monitor in the corner of our bedroom and set our computer to record the action, but also to stream it to my cell phone. I slipped a bottle of lube into my pocket and left for work.
 
   While I was working, I occasionally checked the video feed on my phone to see if anything interesting was happening. Nothing was happening and I wondered if she’d changed her mind. But then, a little after 7:40, I saw Tiffany and Mary walking into our bedroom along with a tall, very muscular black guy, no doubt Kenjon. I noticed that Mary and Kenjon were fully clothed. Tiffany, though, was wearing nothing but a black teddy. 
 
   As soon as I saw the video of them entering the bedroom, I went down the hallway to one of the office bathrooms and locked the door. I pulled out my bottle of lubricating liquid, turned on the bathroom fan to make some noise, lubed up my rock-hard five inch penis, and quietly masturbated as the show began.
 
   Mary left the room, leaving my wife alone with her black stud. Tiffany’s hands were roaming all over Kenjon’s body, and he was kissing her neck. Tiffany lifted off her black lover’s shirt, and he moved her so that she was laying on the bed. My leaned in and began to eat her pussy. My wife was flopping all over the bed, her fingers grabbing the sheets tightly as her black lover licked her pussy. Although I couldn’t hear anything, I could see my wife’s face and I knew that she was orgasming.
 
   Kenjon moved up on top of her. My wife put her arms around his broad shoulders and they began kissing. Then be took his thick, black cock and lined it up with my wife’s cunt. The look of ecstasy on her face was incredibly erotic as he began pushing his thick cock deep inside of her. He put her legs up over her shoulders and leaned forward. Her legs were pressed against her chest as he pounded hard. Tiffany’s face was turned from side to side, her mouth wide open as she moaned in pleasure.
 
   Dropping her legs down, Kenjon placed his hands on my wife’s neck. I started to get concerned at that moment, and I could see my wife’s eyes widen as he began to hold himself up using her neck. He was thrusting violently inside of her, his face grimacing menacingly as he stabbed her with his giant cock. Finally he pushed in deep. His cock and balls pulsed as he filled my wife with his cream. At that moment, I lost control and my penis popped in my hands, dribbling spunklet drops down my fingers. My wife’s hands went up around her black lover’s back and down to his waist as they kissed.
 
   That was the first time that I’d watched my wife with a black lover, but it wasn’t the last. Over the last three months I’ve watched her fuck over a dozen different black guys. All of them were dark-skinned, muscular, and well-equipped. Tiffany has really come alive, and she seems so much happier than I’ve seen her in years. Her new attitude is incredibly sexy, and we’re having sex all the time now. I wish she’d started fucking black guys sooner!
 
   HE WAS RICH BLACK AND FAMOUS
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   * * *
 
   When my wife Riley began listening to urban music, I was a little surprised. She usually listened to news talk on public radio, and when she listened to music is was often popular music or folk. But over the last couple of months, I couldn’t help but notice that my wife was listening to hip-hop. In particular, she was listening to songs by a new rapper called Ray Calms. Her niece Abigail was a big fan of his, and she’d gone to a bunch of his concerts.
 
   “You should give it a try, Jackson,” she said. “It’s urban poetry.” 
 
   “Sorry, that’s not my thing,” I replied. “But you enjoy yourself.” 
 
   I decided to buy tickets to a Ray Calms concert to surprise my wife. It was a Friday concert and I had reservations for us to go out to dinner afterward. But Abigail informed us that she’d won a radio contest and she’d scored backstage passes to meet Ray Calms and his crew after the show. Although we were supposed to go to dinner, I couldn’t deny Abigail her chance to meet her idol.
 
   After the show, the three of us went back stage. It was a kind of cramped space, though it had some nice furniture, and they were drinking alcohol. Ray Calms seemed to take quite a fancy to both Abigail and Riley. My wife let him know that Abigail was young, and he turned his attention to my wife. Being in her mid-twenties, with straight brown hair that goes half-way down her back and a thin body, she’s still a beauty. 
 
   Ray was having a private conversation with my wife. She stepped over to me and whispered in my ear that Ray wanted to know if he could take her to his private room in the back to show her his personal collection of memorabilia. I asked Riley how she’d responded.
 
   “I told him that I was down for it but I’d have to ask my husband first.”
 
   I hesitated, then told her that it was okay with me. Ray, his bodyguards, and my wife went down the hallway. I hung out with Abigail for a good hour before she returned to the room with a dazed, fresh-fucked look on her face. I was pretty pissed.
 
   “What exactly did you do back there?” I said.
 
   “What do you think? What does a guy do when he invites you to his room to show you something?”
 
   “You fucked him? Really, Riley?”
 
   “You said it was okay,” she said. “I asked you first.”
 
   Things were pretty chilly at dinner. Abigail thought it was so cool that her auntie had gotten to spend some time alone with Ray Calms, but I was pretty steamed at the situation. Riley ran her foot up my leg. “I asked you first,” she said. Finally, I calmed down, realizing that there had just been a misunderstanding.
 
   After dinner, we dropped Abigail off at her house. Then, as we drove home, Riley told me exactly what had happened with Ray Calms. He had a little room in the back with mattress on the floor. It was pretty dirty, like a college guy’s dorm room, but she was turned on to be with a famous guy like Ray Calms. His cock was huge, easily twice as long as mine and very thick. She gave him a nice blowjob and then he fucked her doggy style on the mattress.
 
   “I don’t want to bruise your ego or make you feel bad, but his cock just felt amazing. I’d had some guys with decent sized cocks before I met you, but I never experienced anything like that. Physically it was just magical, but it was more than that. Just knowing that he was rich and famous, it felt amazing.”
 
   “I hope you at least used a condom?” I asked.
 
   “No, he doesn’t use condoms,” my wife said. “I asked him but didn’t have any, and he wouldn’t use one if he did. Don’t worry, though. He said he was tested and he’s safe.”
 
   I suddenly felt a chill up my spine. My wife and I use condoms for birth control.
 
   “Did he come inside of you? You didn’t let him come inside of you, did you?”
 
   “No, I didn’t.”
 
   I exhaled deeply.
 
   “I didn’t let him, but he did it anyway. He said he’d pull out but he came deep inside when he was fucking me doggy style. And then we did it missionary and he came inside me again.”
 
   I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach, but I also felt my cock getting hard. When we got home, I ate my wife’s semen-soaked pussy, then I rolled on a condom and fucked her. The whole time, she was telling me how she could barely feel my little thing inside of her and how much better Ray Calms felt inside of her. It only took me a few minutes to blast off into the condom’s reservoir.
 
   It’s only been a week, so it’s too early to tell whether Riley is pregnant. But just the thought of it has me rock hard. Our sex life is now better than ever, supercharged by the thought of my wife being impregnated by a sexy black rapper.
 
   PREGNANT BY HIM
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   * * *
 
   I’m Alex, a twenty-six year old married man. My wife, Grace, is twenty-two years old and she’s a very religious Christian. She attends High Holy Temple of the Nazarene, a large Pentecostal church. Pentecostal means that the congregation believes in “speaking in tongues.” The church also holds its congregants to a strict dress code called “holiness standards” that mostly addresses how women should carry themselves: no makeup, no jewelry, and no shorts. And the women aren’t allowed to wear pants, just dresses. Women aren’t permitted to cut their hair, even to trim it a little. 
 
   My wife is a wonderful woman and the most honest person I’ve ever met. She follows the dress standards but, like many religious women, it doesn’t mean she’s a prude in private. Far from it! When I met her, we had sex on the first date. In addition, she wasn’t married and she’d had a child out-of-wedlock. The father was a sexy African model and he refused to allow her to put the child up for adoption; he wanted to take the child back to Africa to sell on the black market. Grace refused, and ended up raising the child alone.
 
   While we were still dating, I asked her how many sexual partners she’d had. Grace was very embarrassed to admit that she had slept with nineteen different guys, and she’d contracted venereal disease three times but had it treated.
 
   I found Grace’s stunning natural beauty, complete honesty and innocent nature, combined with an inability to control her raw sexuality, to be totally intoxicating. When we married, I highly doubted that she would manage to be monogamous.
 
   My wife’s church is mixed race, with a fairly equal mix of whites, Latinos, and blacks. Although Grace is attracted to men of all races, she’d always been primarily attracted to black men. She confessed to me that she loved everything about them: the way they look, move, and sound. In addition, in her experience, they were better endowed than other guys. She’d secretly dated a number of guys at the church but she wasn’t seeing anybody but me at the moment.
 
   A few months ago, the church appointed a new pastor, Calvary Brown. The guy was in his mid-thirties and, according to Grace, incredibly handsome and charismatic. When he came into the church, there were rumors that he was kicked out of his former church for cheating on his wife by having improper relationships with some of the younger women. However, those are just rumors. The church broadcasts on television and having somebody charismatic and telegenic is important.
 
   Last week, Grace told me that Pastor Calvary called her into his office. He told her that he found her incredibly attractive. He also said that he’d prayed about it. God told him that he wanted Grace to be his sexual partner and, in God’s eyes, she was his true wife and he was her true husband. Grace said she was flattered to learn this, and she had wondered whether the strong physical attraction she had to the dark-skinned pastor came from God. Before she left, they kissed passionately and agreed that they would meet in his office two hours before each service for some “private counseling.” I told Grace that if it was God’s will, I certainly wouldn’t stand in their way, but I hoped that I could get the chance to watch. She said that she would call me and let me listen in.
 
   Before the Monday night service, Grace arrived a couple of hours early. Underneath her conservative dress, she was wearing a sexy bra and matching panties. I was at my house in my bedroom, waiting for the call. Grace discreetly made the call, put her phone into her purse, and set her purse down on a chair next to his desk. When my phone rang, I pressed mute and turned up the volume.
 
   I could hear the two of them kissing.
 
   “You’re such a great kisser,” Grace said.
 
   “I want to kiss you between your legs,” he said. “I want to taste that sweet, white pussy.”
 
   “That’s it, baby,” Grace said. “Take off my panties. I’ll lay down on the desk while you eat my pussy.”
 
   My wife was clearly vocalizing everything for my benefit. I appreciated that but I hoped that Pastor Calvary didn’t catch on. Soon my wife was moaning. “Oh, yes, baby. Right there. Now stick in a couple of fingers… Oooh, yes…”
 
   After he put her through an orgasm, Grace offered to suck his cock. “Let me pull down those underpants… Oh, my goodness! Your cock is huge!” She sounded genuinely surprised.
 
   “It’s eleven inches,” Pastor Calvary said proudly. “Is it bigger than your husband’s?”
 
   Grace giggled. “Jeesh, he’s less than half that! He says his penis is five inches long but he’s definitely rounding up. Honestly, I think it’s more like four.”
 
   “Wow, that’s little.”
 
   “It’s okay,” she said. “I can’t feel him during intercourse but there’s always oral sex. And my vibrator. The worst part is that he can’t even thrust very much without his little thing slipping out.”
 
   “What about your baby daddy? He was black.”
 
   “He had a decent cock, probably eight inches, but nothing like this! And you’re so thick, too. I don’t know if I can take all of it.”
 
   Grace laid down on the desk and spread her legs. Sure enough, she was able to take all of it. She was moaning and crying in pleasure, praising the pastor for his mighty God-given rod. He had staying power, too. He lasted a good ten minutes and put my wife through four orgasms in the meantime.
 
   “Do it, baby. Cum inside of me,” my wife begged. “Fill me with your black sperm.”
 
   I heard Pastor Calvary groan loudly, then the two of them kissing.
 
   “I love you,” he said.
 
   “I love you, too, baby,” she replied. “I love you madly.”
 
   That was the last thing I heard before she ended the phone call. Later that night, I made love to my wife while she described in detail everything that happened with her black lover. Since that time, she now has sex with him in the church three times a week, on Mondays, Wednesdays and Sundays. A couple of times a week, he comes to our house at night after our son is asleep and makes love to my wife on our marital bed. When he leaves, I slip into bed with my wife and enjoy sloppy seconds with her well-used cunt while she describes their lovemaking in detail. Grace just found out that she’s pregnant, and we’re both wondering whether I’m the biological father or whether it’s Pastor Calvary. Either way, we know that God has a plan and it’s all in his hands, and that any baby that Grace has will be raised by me.
 
   SHE’S GONE AFRICAN
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   * * *
 
   My name is William. My wife Alexis loves to watch documentaries about foreign countries, especially Africa. For the longest time she’s wanted to spend time living with one of the indigenous African tribes. So, for my wife’s twenty-fifth birthday, I surprised her with an African trip. She was overjoyed.
 
   Alexis studied the language of the Gitambi, a tribe that had opened itself up to tourism. I contacted the tribe through a tourist agency, and they agreed to let us stay with them for a week while we met the people and learned about their culture firsthand.
 
   When we arrived, we were greeted by Koshanti, a tall, handsome black man with broad shoulders. He was wearing nothing but a beaded leather apron and necklaces made of brightly-colored beads, and holding a large spear. Koshanti informed us that he’s the son of the village chief. Like the other men in the village, he had an athletic build and muscles no doubt the result of a physical lifestyle. He informed us that one of his four wives had passed away and we were free to stay in her house.
 
   Alexis did all the speaking and interpreting for us. As I watched and listened, it was clear from her body language and gaze that Alexis was attracted to our African patron. A couple of times I thought I’d caught her checking out his ass, which was visible despite the apron. When I asked her about it, she said that she was actually checking out his cock. Apparently he was sporting a thick cock about eight inches long. “I wonder how big it gets when he’s erect?” she asked.
 
   The rest of the day, we spoke with some of the women about how they lived their lives – cooking, child care, and getting water. As we did, I couldn’t help but notice that the women were attractive, their faces not that different from black women I’d seen back home, and they walked around with their breasts exposed. They weren’t wearing any more clothing than the men. Except for having to carry water from the river (and the bugs), it seemed like a pretty nice way of living.
 
   That night, after dark, we were going to bed. We had sleeping bags laid out on the floor, and Alexis was wearing nothing but a t-shirt and pair of panties. We were about to slip into our bedding when Koshanti arrived at our hut. He spoke to us in the Gitambi language. Alexis translated for me, explaining that as the acting chief of the tribe and the owner of our hut, it was his right to have sex with her. She turned to me and asked what to do. I asked her to explain that we were married. He replied that it’s not a barrier in Gitambi cusWilliam, and he is free to have sex with any woman not married to another member of the tribe. As a visitor, he explained, it was my obligation to offer my wife up to him. I looked at Alexis and I told her that we shouldn’t be rude. 
 
   Koshanti stepped up to Alexis, took off her shirt and threw it on the ground. Alexis put her arms around his muscular black body and began kissing his chest. Koshanti’s large cock was hardening, and although it didn’t get any longer it did seem to thicken as it became fully erect. He was running his hands over my wife’s body, and rubbing her ass. Koshanti then said something in his language, and Alexis got down on her hands and knees. Koshanti kneeled down behind her, aiming his thick, ebony weapon at my wife’s sopping white cunt. I was a little concerned because Alexis refuses to use birth control because she doesn’t want to put artificial chemicals into her body, so we use condoms for birth control. But I doubted my condoms would fit his African monster, and even if they would, he would be insulted at the request that he use them.
 
   As Koshanti’s black beast invaded my wife’s pussy, inch by inch, Alexis was moaning. “It feels so good, Koshanti. Your cock is so big.” His giant black paws were holding my wife’s waist as he pounded her from behind. “Oh, God,” she groaned. Then they started talking to each other in Gitambi. After a few minutes of this, he rolled her over and got on top of her. Although he was in the missionary position, his body was positioned in an awkward way. I wondered whether she had asked him to do this and he was unfamiliar with it. He was riding up high but she spoke to him again and he lowered his body so that his chest was against hers. I could see his huge black cock pistoning up inside of my wife as her head was nestled in his neck, her arms wrapped around his powerful black frame. “Oh, God,” Alexis moaned, and I could tell from her body’s contractions that she was cumming. Moments later I heard Koshanti grunting as he pushed his cock in deep. His balls were tensing and releasing, and I knew he was filling her with his African seed. He remained inside of her for a minute, then rose up and walked out of the hut.
 
   My penis, though much thinner and only five inches long, was fully erect. Alexis’s cunt was red and swollen, having been heavily battered, and semen was dripping out of her and all over the sleeping bag. I reached inside our travel bag, pulled out a condom and rolled it over my penis. Then I got on top of her and, thanks to their combined juices, was able to easily slip inside.
 
   “That was amazing,” Alexis said, just laying there. “It was so primal.” She wasn’t reacting at all to my movements, either unable to feel me after such a large cock or else simply focused on her encounter with Koshanti. “He didn’t even kiss me, just raw, animal-like sex. Pure fucking.” I was so excited from the show that in a manner of minutes my penis squirted its load into the condom, filling the reservoir.
 
   Over the week, Koshanti stopped by every night to have sex with Alexis. She said it was the best sex of her life, not just because of his huge cock but the excitement of having sex with a tribal man. Each time, after Koshanti left, she would tell me about the intense physical sensations he gave her as me made love. It was so erotic that I filled the condom in a matter of minutes.
 
   We’re now back home. Alexis just made it through the first trimester, and we’re about to tell everyone that we’re expecting a baby boy. Given that we use condoms every time and she was fertile during our week in Africa, we know the baby is Koshanti’s. We know it will cost a lot of money to raise a baby, but we’re hoping to save up enough money to visit the Gitambi tribe again. I really enjoyed seeing Koshanti’s thick black cock sliding in and out of my wife’s vagina. I think I might love it almost as much as she does!
 
   NEEDING MORE
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   * * *
 
   “I think I’m ready, Landon,” Anna said. “I’d like to give it a try.”
 
   I’d been talking to my wife for years about my fantasy of seeing her with another man. Anna was skeptical at first, and she asked if I really wanted to sleep with other women. I assured her, though, that I didn’t have any such intentions. Even when we got past that, she was concerned about the possibility that she could fall in love with the other guy. Neither of us wanted anything to threaten our family. But we talked about it some more and, over time, we agreed that we were strong enough to handle this.
 
   Anna agreed that she’d take a lover and she’d share all the details with me. Additionally, we agreed that she’d ask the guy to use a condom. (I wasn’t just worried about diseases. I’d  had a vasectomy after our second child was born and we weren’t using any birth control.)
 
   One thing that Anna had told me was that she was interesting in having sex with a guy with a larger package than I have. I started looking online and I learned about a toy called a penis extension. My penis is only five inches long, and I bought one that would add four inches as well as increase my girth. When I told Anna about it, she was a little skeptical but the reviews said the women loved it. It arrived on a Friday morning, and I told her that we would try it out in bed that night.
 
   When the babysitter arrived, we went out to some of the bars downtown and had a great time. I would sit in the corner while Anna would act like a single woman, doing shots and dancing with sexy young guys. One of the guys she danced with was a tall, muscular black man. As they were dancing, I could see the huge bulge in the front of his jeans, and as they were dancing they were grinding their groins against one another. They were talking into each other’s ears but I couldn’t make out what they were saying over the music. There seemed to be some real chemistry there, and I got an idea.
 
   When Anna excused herself to use the restroom, I approached the guy. He said his name was Karl. I explained to him that I was her husband but that we had an open relationship, and he could come over to our house and make love to her. He didn’t believe me at first, but after speaking with him for a while he finally agreed: he would wait ten minutes and then drive to our house for some frisky fun.
 
   When Anna came out of the bathroom, she gave a sexy goodbye kiss to Karl, then sashayed over to me and we walked out hand in hand. I could smell the alcohol on her and I could see in her eyes that she was wasted. Once we left the bar, she told me that she found Karl incredibly attractive and she was very turned on by his large equipment. She’d asked him how big it is and he said he’s almost ten inches long and very thick. I told her that she’d be getting a large dick tonight because I was going to use the penis extension with her. “I can’t wait,” she said.
 
   When we got home, Anna talked with the babysitter for a short while. After the sitter left, we went to bed. My wife was still totally drunk and she said she was feeling sleepy. I told her that she should take a quick shower and I would be waiting for her in bed with our new toy.
 
   While she was in the shower, I texted Karl: “Where are you?” A moment later came his reply: “In your driveway.” I walked downstairs and was almost at the front door when I saw him walking up the steps. I opened the door, told him that he needed to get in bed quickly, and we tiptoed up to my bedroom. Karl stripped and got in bed, naked.  I took a bottle of lube from my dresser, then I turned off the light and slightly unscrewed the light in our lamp (the room’s only light) so that it wouldn’t work. I fumbled my way through the darkness and sat down in the chair on the far side of the bed. 
 
   I heard the shower stop and Anna stumbling out. Soon she stepped out of the bathroom in nothing but a towel, which she quickly dropped to the floor.
 
   “Okay, honey,” she said with a slur. “Where’s that big fucking dick I’ve been dying to try?”
 
   “Right over here,” I said, sitting just past Karl. “You want that black guy’s dick, don’t you? Karl?”
 
    Anna tried the light switch on the wall but it didn’t work. “Hey, the light’s not working.” 
 
   “That’s okay,” I said. “We can make love in the dark. Come to bed.”
 
   There was only a slight bit coming from behind her, from the nightlight in the bathroom. I saw her body walk over to our bed and she crawled on top. Karl quickly began kissing her and feeling up her breasts. Anna was moaning. Getting on top of him, she lowered herself slowly onto his big cock. I could see her silhouette as she threw her head back and began riding up and down.
 
   “Oh God, honey,” she said. “The penis extension is amazing. It feels so real. It’s so nice having such a big cock inside of me.” I could see Karl’s hands were on her bubble butt as she rocked up and down. I squirted some lube on my cock and began stroking it as I watched the most erotic scene of my life.
 
   Karl then flipped her over and began fucking her in the missionary position. I could see her white legs up in the air, wrapped around his hips as he fucked her with force and purpose. Her arms held him close as they kissed. Finally I heard Karl grunting. His body tensed up and he grunted. Anna moaned deeply as she received his load. I came at the same time, my sperm dribbling down my fingers at the same time that Karl’s sperm were swimming up inside of my wife’s vagina. They kissed for a moment, then Anna began snoring. Karl sneaked out of bed, grabbed his clothes and left. I thanked him, then washed up in the bathroom and slipped in bed with my wife.
 
   The next day, Anna told me that she knew all along that it was Karl. She could tell by his muscular body, his movements and his scent that it was her black dance partner from earlier that evening. She’s now been dating him for over a month, seeing him three or four nights a week when the kids are asleep. Because they didn’t use condoms that first time, she said it didn’t seem right to ask him to start now. I agreed with that but I told Anna that if she’s going to ride bare back, I want her on the pill. When we tried for our two kids, she took right away. Already she’s two weeks late for her period and I’m starting to get a little nervous.
 
   Oh, I bet you’re wondering if we ever tried the penis extension. We did and Anna loves it! She wants me to use it all the time now. I find that I pound her harder and faster when I’m wearing it, and she enjoys feeling stretched and filled by my huge rubber manhood. After she’s satisfied, I take it off and she gives me a great blowjob. Our sex life is better than ever!
 
   SHE THOUGHT I WAS DEAD!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   Isabelle and I were high school sweethearts. She’s a pretty brunette with big, firm breasts and an hourglass figure. Honestly, Isabelle was the only girl I ever wanted. I was elated when she accepted my first date, and our relationship went smoothly. We married soon after graduation.
 
   At the time, my parents were retiring down to Florida and they allowed us to buy their house for a dollar. I studied engineering at the university while Isabelle worked as a receptionist at a nearby dentist’s office. Although Isabelle had always wanted to be a stay-at-home mother, we decided that we wouldn’t have kids until I was first established in my career.
 
   I was twenty-two when I received a job offer I couldn’t refuse. A foreign company wanted to hire me as a contractor in the Middle East. The pay was nearly triple what I’d make in a year for a six month stint. Isabelle cried when I left but she knew it was the right choice for our family. Things were pretty rough the first six months, as we hadn’t been apart in years, but we talked on the phone every few days and video chatted about once every week or two.
 
   Then one day I was riding with some co-workers in a van over to a military compound when we were surrounded by militants. They killed the van’s driver and one of my fellow engineers. The other three of us were taken captive by Arabic-speaking men, drove in a dusty jeep for an hour and thrown into a dark concrete cell. We lived as prisoners for nearly four years before British soldiers raided the compound and freed us.
 
   I was in London preparing to fly to the United States. I was so excited to fly home. When I called Isabelle, she was shocked to hear me. She was crying with joy. The militants had told everybody that we’d been killed, and they’d showed the bodies of two of my co-workers who had died. Everybody, including my family, believed that I was dead. A lot had changed over the last four years, she said, and we would need to talk about it when I got home. She said that she’d be waiting for me at the airport.
 
   When I got off the plane, Isabelle was standing there crying. But she was clearly pregnant, with a huge belly and probably in the third trimester, and she was holding the hand of a tall, muscular black man. She gave me a hug and introduced the black guy as Willie. He shook my hand with a powerful grip. The guy had a huge athletic body with broad shoulders and a deep voice. I found him to be quite intimidating.
 
   As we drove back to my house in their minivan, Isabelle explained to me that after she believed I was dead, she began dating Willie, her co-worker. They married a year later. She gave birth to a baby boy, then to twin boys a year later, and now she was pregnant with a baby girl. Four babies was enough, she said, especially considering that her current pregnancy and the prior one were very difficult. Now that they were going to have a girl, they planned on getting her tubes tied at the hospital when the baby is born.
 
   It was clear that Isabelle had moved on with her new husband. The house that had once been ours was inherited by Isabelle upon my “death,” and now was owned jointly by Willie and Isabelle. They agreed to let me stay in the guest room until I found a place of my own.
 
   That night, as I was lying in bed, I could hear Isabelle and Willie whispering and giggling. The master bedroom was on the other side of the wall, and the vent allowed pretty much ever sound to come through clearly.
 
   “I don’t know,” Isabelle asked innocently. “What do you want from me?”
 
   “You know what I want, baby,” Willie said sweetly. “I need that sweet white pussy.”
 
   Soon I heard her softly moaning as my old bed squeaked. “Yes, Willie,” she cooed. “I love to feel your thick black cock filling me up completely.”
 
   I could hear smacking sounds and I wondered what it was until I heard Isabelle say, “Yes, I’m a naughty girl. Smack my dirty little ass.”
 
   “Tell me how much you love that black cock,” Willie said. “You like it, don’cha? Better than your old husband?”
 
   “So much better, baby.” She was breathing heavily, stopping after every few words to catch her breath. “His little white dick is nothing compared to this.”
 
   A few minutes later, I heard Willie announce that he was cumming. I heard them both groaning and then the voices gave way to silence.
 
   About a half hour later, I was laying in bed, curled up and facing the window.
 
   “Are you awake?” It was Isabelle’s voice. From the moonlight coming in through the windows, I could see her pregnant form standing at the bedroom door, wearing nothing but a white slip. I told her to come in. 
 
   “You know, Mason,” she whispered, sitting down on the side of the bed. “I only dated Willie because I thought you were dead. I wanted a family and so did he. I always loved you.” She ran a hand through my hair. “I still love you.”
 
   I leaned in to kiss her and she responded strongly, kissing me passionately. For years I had dreamed of making love again to Isabelle and now it was happening. My hands ran all over her sexy body. Although she was in her third trimester, I was incredibly turned on by her. I took off her slip and put my face between her legs. Her cunt was wet and sticky, coated with Willie’s semen, and I eagerly sucked and licked up every drop of his juices. Then I mounted her and we made sweet love.
 
   That was two years ago. A few months later, after Isabelle gave birth to her daughter and they tied her tubes, she told Willie that she was still in love with me and that we were getting back together. Willie was furious at first and there were some legal issues, but in the end Willie agreed to let Isabelle and I keep the children as long as we let him keep the house and agreed that he didn’t have to pay any child support. Willie already has a new girlfriend. From what we’ve heard, he’s madly in love with her and she’s pregnant with his child, so we’ve all moved on. It’s a happy ending for everybody!
 
   UNEXPECTED BLACK BABY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My husband Anthony and I are in our late twenties and we’d been trying to have children for years. We finally went to a fertility clinic and learned that Anthony had a low sperm count. We decided to use in vitro fertilization (IVF) to get pregnant.
 
   Anthony was ecstatic when the nurse doing the sonogram told us we were having a baby girl. In the delivery room, Anthony acted strange when he cut the cord. When the baby was handed to me, I realized why – our baby was black.
 
   “Maya,” my husband said sharply, “is there something you need to tell me?”
 
   “I didn’t do anything,” I replied. “I wasn’t sleeping with anybody else. The fertility clinic must have made a mistake.”
 
   Sure enough, we found out that the clinic had made a huge mistake. They used the sperm of Montrezl Williams, a black man who was also a client of the clinic. Not only did I have a mulatto child, but there was a black couple that had given birth to twins. All three of the babies had my egg and the black husband’s sperm. Anthony and I decided that we should meet the other couple so that the siblings could get to know each other.
 
   A few months later, we met Montrezl and Tammy at a nice restaurant downtown. I was impressed to learn that Montrezl is a medical doctor and that Tammy is a model. Tammy, we learned, wasn’t able to have her own children and they were using a donor egg. Of course, it wasn’t supposed to be my egg but a friend of hers who had agreed to help them. As we talked, I was happy to learn that our daughter’s father wasn’t only highly intelligent but very handsome and well-spoken as well. As we spoke over dinner, I found him to be incredibly sexy and I could tell by the way that he was looking at me that the feeling was mutual. We discussed a plan to have play dates at least once a month so that they could grow up knowing their siblings.
 
   When we left the restaurant, Montrezl slipped me his business card. “You’re a beautiful woman,” he said. “I’m happy that you’re the mother of my three children. I’d like to have more with you. Let’s talk about it.” Then he leaned in, put his hands on my ass and kissed me. As he did, I felt the huge bulge in his pants. He clearly had a large cock.
 
   A moment later, Tammy walked out of the restaurant and they got in their car and left. I was totally in shock. Anthony, who was inside paying the bill, walked up to me and asked what was wrong. I told him “nothing,” and we went home.
 
   That night, while making love with my husband, I was thinking about Montrezl. While Anthony moved his little thing in and out of me, I fantasized about having a cock inside of me that’s large enough that I could truly feel it. I wanted that thick black anaconda that I felt through his pants. As always, Anthony finished with his a squirt of his infertile semen, and I was left unsatisfied. He fell asleep with me laying in bed, my loins on fire for the real father of my children.
 
   The next day, I called to see if Montrezl was accepting any new patients. I learned that he was, so I signed up and set up an appointment to see him. Luckily, due to a cancellation, I was able to get in that week. When he stepped inside the room, he asked me what I was there for. I told him, “I’m here for you.” I began kissing him passionately. Then he locked the door and began to undress. In moments, we were both naked. And that’s when I saw his beautiful black cock. It had to be nine inches long, easily twice the size of my husband’s little thing, and quite girthy. I played with his balls and cock with my hands as we kissed, and I could feel him becoming rock hard. My pussy was soaking wet, eager for him. He laid me down on the table and mounted me.
 
   It was so incredible feeling that mighty black cock penetrating me. It slowly worked its way in, stretching me open bit by bit, until it was finally fully inside. I felt completely full and it felt amazing. It was like a lock that had finally had the right key inserted. It was the perfect size for a woman, and my vagina was the perfect size for his cock, gripping it tightly like a wet, silky vice. My clit was hard and throbbing, and thanks to his girth, I could feel my clit rubbed and stimulated with every thrust. I felt the most amazing pleasure well up from my loins, then shooting up and down my spine, as I felt my first real orgasm. I was moaning in delight, even with Montrezl’s tongue dancing in my mouth. He put me through three more orgasms before he finally grunted and pushed inside balls deep. I could feel his black monster growing even larger and pulsing as his huge black balls filled my cunt with his baby batter. As we rode out our mutual orgasm, I knew that hundreds of millions of his virile sperm were now swimming inside of me, relentlessly searching for my eagerly awaiting egg.
 
   When I got home, I wondered what I should tell Anthony. Eventually I sat him down and discussed the unusual situation that we were in, and how important it was that our daughter knows her siblings. Then I pointed out that it wouldn’t be right to give her a white half-sibling. I expressed my concern that he might treat the white sibling better, and that he might consider that child to be his only “real” child. After some serious discussions, we agreed that the right thing to do would be to have all of our children using Montrezl’s sperm.
 
   Nine months later, I gave birth to a baby boy. I’m now five months pregnant with another boy. Aiden is working long hours at work to pay for our growing family and wants this to be the last one, but Montrezl wants to try for another girl. Something tells me that Montrezl will get his way. With a face and body like his, not to mention that big, wonderful  cock, he always gets what he wants.
 
   THE BLACK BULLS CLUB
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Gabriel. My wife Makayla and I are in our late twenties and we’ve been married for six years. Makayla is a looker, standing 5’6 with long blond hair, blue eyes and an hourglass figure. 
 
   Makayla had always been promiscuous. Her only long-term relationship lasted for four months and it ended because her boyfriend caught her cheating. Makayla confessed to me what happened with her ex-boyfriend. “I just don’t feel I could ever be monogamous,” she admitted. “It’s just not in me.”
 
   After some long discussions, we agreed that she could date other guys as long as she’s open and honest with me about everything. And throughout our relationship, Makayla has dated other men. She had at least one side lover during most of our marriage, and most of the time she would rotate through three to five guys.
 
   My wife didn’t neglect me in the bedroom, though. When she would come home from her dates, she would tell me everything that happened. Usually we would both make love at that point, as I enjoyed sloppy seconds. 
 
   A number of times while she was dating, we had a pregnancy scare. We talked about what would happen if one of her lovers impregnated her. Makayla was adamant that she would never get an abortion, and we agreed that a guy shouldn’t be responsible for child support just because he gave a wife some really good sex, especially if there is a husband around to raise the child. I’d always known there was a significant possibility that I might end up raising other men’s children as my own. Still, I was surprised when Makayla brought up her newest idea to me.
 
   “What do you think?” She said, handing me the brochure.
 
   It was an advertisement for “The Black Bulls Club.” It was officially a club for women who like dating black men and having their babies to meet and discuss their issues. But they also had a collection of black “counselors” available. It had all of the their vital information, including pictures of their huge equipment. There were twenty guys in the catalog, all menacing, heavily-muscled black guys with dark skin. They were charging $200 an hour for “counseling.”
 
   “That’s a lot of money,” I said.
 
   “We can afford it.” She put her arms around my waist. “I’ve been thinking about having a baby and I’d really like to have a black one.”
 
   Although we weren’t sexually exclusive, nearly everybody we knew thought that we were a normal, monogamous couple. I conveyed my concern that if she had a black baby, everybody would know that she’s sleeping with other people.
 
   “You seem very turned on by that,” she said, her right hand fondling my crotch. True enough, I was rock hard at the thought of her getting bred by a black stud and having a black baby, but I was still concerned. We talked further, though, and agreed that it might become easier if we became an open about our lifestyle. I also agreed that I would raise a black baby as my own.
 
   I discovered that Makayla had already picked out the black stud that she wanted to breed her. His name was Karl. According to the Club, he had successfully bred over thirty white wives. He was handsome, intelligent, educated and athletic – a great male specimen for breeding. He also was said to be an incredible lover, with a thick, ten-inch cock.
 
   Makayla was eager to try him out. She went off the pill and began charting her cycles. She pinpointed when she would be ovulating. She moved her other lovers to safe times of the month, and reserved Karl for five straight days, all at or around her ovulation.
 
   Makayla was in the bathroom, primping and brushing her hair when Karl arrived. She was wearing only a sexy new pair of bra and panties that she’s purchased at Victoria’s Secret beneath her robe. Karl showed up wearing a muscle shirt and jeans. I was surprised at just how big he was compared to me. I felt tiny compared to him, and more than a little intimidated. When Makayla came out and greeted him at the door, he just ignored me, grabbing my wife’s ass and kissed her. Makayla was rubbing her body up against his, no doubt eager to try out the huge cock that she’d been promised.
 
   In the bedroom, they quickly removed their clothes. Karl’s ripped black physique was quite a contrast to Makayla’s soft white frame. She dropped to her knees and carefully took his huge semi-erect cock, gently cupping his balls as she began sucking it. An experienced cocksucker with many well-hung lovers in her past, she was able to take him deep inside. Karl was moaning in pleasure, holding my wife’s head in place as she greedily gobbled his thick, veiny beast. I walked over to Makayla’s drawer and found the tube of lubrication. I then sat down and started to stroke myself as I watched the action.
 
   They kissed again, with Karl’s mighty ten-incher pressing against her belly, then my wife spread out on the bed. Karl got down and began licking the sweet nectar of her cunt, and Makayla was gripping the blankets in her hands as she moaned in pleasure. After a couple minutes, Karl rose up and aimed his dark weapon at my wife’s vulnerable white pussy. She spread her legs a little more, beckoning him to violate her. He put the tip of his cock at her tight, wet entrance for a moment, and then pushed inside hard like a burglar breaking into a building. Makayla gasped as she received him, and in just three thrusts he was balls deep. She was moaning, kissing him passionately as her virile black stud pounded her relentlessly with his giant cock. I could see her stomach clenching and releasing as she orgasmed, and her toes curling, and those involuntary movements never failed to turn me on. Although Makayla came three times, Karl just powered through, fucking her in position after position. Finally, in doggy style, he announced that he was cumming. Makayla’s back was arching, groaning as she orgasmed, and I felt my own climax building in my balls. I thought it was almost magical, the way the three of us came simultaneously.
 
   Karl left after their coupling, and then Makayla asked me to join her in bed. I was a little surprised, as we had already discussed the fact that I wouldn’t be having any sex with her until she got pregnant, but she indicated that she wanted me to lick her pussy clean as I do when she returns from her dates. I’d never tasted a black man’s seed before but it tasted especially delicious just knowing that Makayla was fertile and using no birth control with him. I managed to give her another orgasm in the process.
 
   Over the five days, I had the opportunity to see Karl fucking her good and hard repeatedly. I always masturbated while watching them, but I also would jerk off later just thinking about what I saw. That huge black stud breeding my beautiful blonde was one of the most erotic things I’ve seen in my life. A couple weeks later, we were both overjoyed when the pregnancy test came back positive.
 
   Before our son was born, we had to sit down our friends, neighbors and family to explain our lifestyle. There were a lot of questions, some hurt feelings, and we lost some friends over it. But we’re much happier now because we can live our lives out in the open, and everybody still in our lives either accepts it or tolerates it. Both of our families have been very supportive of their new grandchild, and they couldn’t love our son any more if his skin were as white as Makayla’s and mine. They just tell us how handsome he is and they can’t wait for more. Frankly, neither can I!
 
   BEDROOM THERAPY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I’ve tried everything, doctor,” he said with sad resignation. Christian was complaining to our intimacy therapist, Dr. Bondari. I was sitting across from her at her office, with my husband in the chair to my left. “No matter what I do, I don’t seem to be able to please Megan. I try everything but she’s simply unable to get there.” 
 
   Dr. Bondari turned to me. “Did you read the books I gave you, about understanding your own body and pleasing yourself?”
 
   “Yes, I read them. I tried everything but nothing has changed,” I said. “For some reason I just can’t seem to go over the edge. I can get up close to it but I can’t actually arrive. It’s not anything that Christian is doing wrong.” 
 
   “I agree with that,” Dr. Bondari said. “The problem isn’t what your husband is doing, but rather who and what he is.” She looked back and forth between us, pushed her glasses up her nose. “Before you met your husband, did you have any other lovers?”
 
   “Just one,” I said, blushing. “I had a boyfriend in high school. We dated for a few years.”
 
   “I’m guessing that this guy was also a ‘nice guy,’ like Christian? Somebody that you would have considered a potential husband?”
 
   “Yes, of course.”
 
   “That’s your problem,” she said. “Women often have difficulty achieving orgasm with gentle, nice men. It might sound strange but this is a part of human evolution. Hundreds of thousands of years ago, a woman needed a kind, supportive man to help her raise her children, but the children of those weak men weren’t strong enough to survive. If she chose a strong, powerful, brutish man as a sexual partner, he wouldn’t help her raise the children and, even worse, might be violent. The women who reproduced most successfully were cheaters, women who took a kind, inferior man as a husband but who cheated on him and got pregnant but strong, superior men. Although our society has changed, women still have this primitive wiring.”
 
   “What does this have to do with Megan having difficulty reaching an orgasm?” Christian asked.
 
   “Many women,” Dr. Bondari said, “have difficulty reaching orgasm when they have sex with their husbands. But there are some men who sleep with hundreds of women and never have a woman who doesn’t orgasm with them. In my opinion, the reason that most women have difficulty orgasming with their husbands is that they married a nice guy. A women doesn’t have trouble orgasming with a bad boy. A nice guy can try for hours to get a woman off, but a bad boy can do it easily without even trying. If a woman has interest in men, a bad boy will interest her most. There are few men like that, and women want the opportunity to be with them. It’s like winning the lottery to get to be with a bad boy, but she knows that she is not the first woman he’s had and she won’t be the last. So she gives herself to him completely, having him completely while he has her. And when an opportunity comes about that you can be with a bad boy you jump at it, you give yourself and want to give yourself to him, and hope he takes you.”
 
   Dr. Bondari turned to me. “I think you should try having sex with a sex surrogate. I have a particular man in mind. He’s very popular and very skilled. I believe that if you have sex with a strong, dominant man, you will experience orgasm. And once you do, the odds that you’ll be able to climax with your husband will improve greatly. Is that something that you’d consider?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I said, hesitating.
 
   Christian looked at me and jumped in. “Yes, doctor, we’d like to do that. Can I get his information?”   
 
   On the car ride home, Christian said that he thought I should at least consider it. “We’ve been struggling with this problem for years. Why not see if this will work?”
 
   “I’m concerned with how you’d feel if I had sex with another guy,” I said. He didn’t look at me, just watching the road. “I don’t want you to think I’m a slut.”
 
   “I wouldn’t think that, honey,” he said compassionately. “You have a medical problem and this will help you solve it. If you had a broken leg, you wouldn’t feel bad about getting a cast.” He paused and said, “I’d really love it if you could reach orgasm during sex. If this will help, I think it’s a great idea.”
 
   When we got home, we sat down at the computer in our den and went to the guy’s web site. His name was Juwan, and I found him to be a very sexy black man. His site had his pictures and some video where he explained his sexual philosophy. I was very impressed by what I saw, and I was very attracted to him.
 
    I turned in the chair, facing Christian. “I’m totally happy with our sex life. It isn’t necessary for me to have an orgasm to enjoy sex with you. But if you really want me to do it, I would consider having a session with Juwan.”
 
   Christian picked up the phone and set up an appointment for him to come to our house on Thursday night. That night I had a nice time in bed with my husband. Although I still didn’t cum, I was excited about meeting Juwan and I felt like I was getting closer to an orgasm.
 
   The next day, Christian and I went to Victoria’s Secret and he helped me pick out lingerie that he thought Juwan might like. He picked out matching black-and-white lacy bra and panties, saying that they looked great with my white skin, hazel eyes, and long black hair. I felt very sexy and I couldn’t wait to meet my new black lover.
 
   On Thursday night, I put on perfume and my new lingerie beneath my blue jeans and a white blouse. Christian and I were in the kitchen cooking when Juwan arrived. Although I’d seen him in the videos, I was struck at home attractive he was. He seemed even taller in person, towering over me, with a strong muscular body. He was charismatic and easy to talk to, and the conversation was fun. After we had drinks and some appetizers, Juwan led me by the hand to the bedroom. When I got inside, I locked the door behind me.
 
   I couldn’t believe how desperately I craved this new man. My pussy was soaking wet and my body was tingling with excitement. His hands caressed my ass and waist as he kissed me. I literally felt weak in the knees, like my body was going limp, as I pulled him close to me, kissing him and inhaling his manly scent. Although I love Christian with all my heart, he’s a little on the nerdy side. Juwan, though, was all man, power and muscle. He quickly removed all my clothes except my panties, and I did the same to him, then pulled his shorts down.
 
   I was surprised at how beautiful his penis was. It wasn’t even fully erect yet but it was very long, easily twice the length of my husband’s, and it was so thick that I wasn’t sure if I could get my hands around it. I seldom perform oral sex on Christian but I could tell that Juwan wanted it, and I wanted to please him. He was so large that it wasn’t easy to take all of him, but I licked the underside of his cock with my tongue while sliding my head onto and away from his cock. I started to gag and realized that I just couldn’t do it this way, so I stood up and tried to push him onto the bed. Although I wasn’t strong enough to actually move him, he went with me and lay down.
 
   I got on top of his waist, knees to either side of him, and aimed his thick black cock at my entrance. As I lowered myself onto him, I felt his cock stretching and filling me like I’d never felt before. The feeling was indescribable. I put my hands down on either side of his chest, then I began to thrust my hips rapidly up and down. I could feel that huge head of his cock with each thrust moving inside of me. Suddenly, I felt a strange and powerful feeling in my clit and the outer part of my pussy, and instantly it spread up my lower back, then through my whole body. “Oh, fuhhhhhck,” I groaned, arching my back as my cunt clenched hard on my black lover’s mighty cock and I rode out a powerful orgasm.
 
   I stopped, breathing heavily. “Oh my God! That was fucking amazing!”
 
   Juwan was looking up, just smiling at me. “Damn, you’re a quick cummer. If I did that, a woman would beat my ass!”
 
   We both laughed. Although sex with my husband was almost always the same – cunnilingus followed by ten minutes of doggy style – Juwan and I made love in lots of different positions for more than an hour. Just as Dr. Bondari predicted, I had no trouble climaxing with this sexy bad boy and his big cock. I’m not sure if I was having multiple orgasms or if a single orgasm would just roll on and on, but I had anywhere from five to ten orgasms before Juwan finally could take no more and pumped his black seed into my pussy.
 
   I now have sex with Juwan twice a week, always scheduled.  I learned that he has a full book of clients, but he managed to work me in. (Believe it or not, Dr. Bondari is also one of his clients – she uses his services once a week.) I always have multiple orgasms with Juwan. His cock just touches the right places inside of me, and I love feeling filled by his man-sized cock. But honestly it’s more than that. I really believe that it’s Juwan’s masculinity, confidence and raw sexuality that bring my body to climax.
 
   I still have sex with Christian every week or two, and recently I had an orgasm when he was performing oral on me! Yes, it was a pretty mild orgasm, and it largely happened because I was fantasizing about Juwan fucking me with his huge black penis, but you wouldn’t believe how proud Christian was he heard I told him I was cumming. Christian and I are so thankful for men like Juwan – he’s the best thing that’s ever happened to our marriage!
 
   HE WANTS ME TO HAVE HIS BABY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2016 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “It’s okay, honey,” I said to my husband Elijah. “You don’t need to use a condom.”
 
   “Are you sure, Katherine?” He was holding an unopened condom foil in his hand. “Aren’t you ovulating?”
 
   “No, I can tell,” I said, nodding. “We’re fine.”
 
   As we made love, my mind started to wander. I knew that what had worked before wouldn’t work this time. If I were pregnant, he’d know the baby wasn’t his.
 
   Elijah is a perfect husband and just an all-around great guy. I feel very lucky to have gotten such a great guy as a husband. Like many young women, I was on the pill when I met him. We made love as much as he wanted until I got the ring on my finger. It’s terrible to say but at some level I just knew that I didn’t need to work as hard any more.
 
   I also told Elijah that I didn’t want to use the pill any longer because I didn’t want artificial chemicals in my body. That wasn’t exactly true. While the pill is best for single women, I’d learned from older married ladies that condoms and diaphragms are best for birth control. The reason, they explained, is that barrier methods allow you to choose the fathers of your children.
 
   And since I thought it would be messy to put a diaphragm inside of me, I put my husband in condoms. I let him pick out the brand and type that felt best to him, so that he’d feel like he was a part of the decision. Yes, he complains sometimes that he can’t feel very much but most of the time he’s allowed to go bare – I only make him wear a rubber when I’m ovulating.
 
   Correction – when he believes that I’m ovulating. I keep a good track of my cycle and I like to put Elijah in condoms a few days before my ovulation normally begins until a few days after it is over. This way, if I believe I might become pregnant, I can get a little “careless” and allow Elijah to go bare for a couple extra days. He believes that we are being risky, but those “risky” days are actually perfectly safe. But when I get pregnant, he thinks that he’s the father.
 
   It’s true that I haven’t always been faithful to Elijah. Over the course of our marriage, I’ve had at least one steady lover for most of our years together. The kind of men that I’m attracted to are strong, powerful, virile men who love to spread their seed around. They don’t use condoms, but frankly any man who would wear a condom or not hit on a woman because of a wedding ring isn’t the kind of guy I’d be interested in. I like a man who likes what he sees and takes it, without any regard to anyone or anything.
 
   The bed was squeaking as Elijah pounded inside of me. His glasses were on the nightstand and his body was sweating as I held him against me. He feels so grateful when I allow him to have bareback sex with me. I love him, the big lug, and he’s an amazing life partner but he’s not the kind of man that I want as a sex partner or the biological father of my children.
 
   Elijah’s thin little chest was heaving as he did his thing inside of me. His eyes were bulging out, so excited that I was allowing him to penetrate me at a time that believed I was fertile. “Yes, baby,” I said, running my hands down his soft back and holding his little buttocks. “I’m fertile right now and hope I don’t get pregnant.”
 
   Elijah is so trusting, he never questions me. Once I was sure that I’d been impregnated by my first lover Earl, I allowed my hubby to go bare late into the next month. When I came up pregnant, he never questioned the paternity. One day when Elijah and I were pushing our newborn son in the baby carriage downtown, Earl walked by. I gave him a knowing smile as we passed, and I noticed him smirking at Elijah. A man like Earl loves getting married women into “dangerous situations,” and a man like Elijah is there to “step up to the plate” and raise Earl’s babies.
 
   A few months later, I met Randy, a sexy construction worker who lived a few doors down. We soon began a passionate affair, and I strongly desired to bear Randy’s child. Most of the month Elijah’s little boyhood was trapped inside a rubber sheath, rubbing pointlessly inside of me, while my lover was permitted to take me bare. My womb was constantly being filled with Randy’s cum. Hubby’s little tool never stood a chance, my eggs protected from his nerd babies by the rubber. When I began to feel nausea, I hid it from Elijah. The next time we were in the bedroom, I asked Elijah how the condoms felt. He told me that it totally ruins the experience for him. I “felt sorry” for him and “relented,” allowing him to go without the condoms early that month. Of course, I soon took a pregnancy test and it showed that I was pregnant. Although I knew that Randy was the father, I scolded Elijah for not being careful enough with his condoms.
 
   Elijah’s breathing was getting shallower, his pace faster, his face flush, and I knew that his climax was nearing. I knew I was taking a terrible risk. Sure, I’d missed my period and I’d felt some nausea, but I hadn’t taken a pregnancy test. I lifted my legs against him, moving with him as he fucked me. For the first time, I was actually hoping that he might make me pregnant! I know it sounds crazy, but there’s a good reason.
 
   For the last six months, I’d been having a torrid sex affair with a black man named Myles. He was a divorced man in his mid-twenties, with a handsome face and a sexy body. The guy was totally cocksure of himself, but he had every right to be. He was incredibly masculine and attractive, and every woman wanted him regardless of whether they are single or married. I knew he wasn’t exclusive to me and it drove me crazy, but I also understand that a real man like Myles isn’t a one-woman kind of guy. That’s what guys like Elijah are for. Elijah is attentive and a good provider, he just isn’t much in the sex department. It’s the one small area that men like Myles shine.
 
   But I soon learned that Myles had a kick for impregnating white women. A lot of bad boys enjoy this – certainly my white lovers had done the very same thing – but it’s a totally different situation when the baby is black. Elijah is naïve and easily taken advantage of, but I worried that even Elijah would know that something was wrong if we had a baby that was born black. But Myles didn’t want to use condoms and I didn’t want him to, either. And we both yearned to have Myles’s baby growing in my womb.
 
   I don’t know if it’s being mean to hubby or not, but most women are incredibly turned on by the idea of giving their husbands a cuckold baby. Secretly having a white bad boy’s seed growing in my womb was an incredible experience for me – twice. Although the thought of having a black baby growing in my womb was even hotter, I was afraid of how Elijah, his family or his friends might react. Still, the lure of a sexy black bull is powerful, and in the heat of the moment I allowed him to cum deep inside of me while I was fertile. After doing it once, I figured the damage was done, and so I allowed him to continue doing so. Afterward, though, I was scared to death.
 
   And so, as Elijah grunted – pushing that little weiner deep inside of me – I half-hoped that he had a chance. That my egg wasn’t already fertilized days ago by my strong, virile black lover. That my hubby’s little penis wasn’t far too little and far too late. As weak and geeky as Elijah might be, at least he was white and a baby by him wouldn’t ruin our marriage. He closed his eyes, wiped his brow with his forearm, and gasped for air. Then he smiled, leaned down and kissed me. “That was great,” he said.
 
   Elijah lay down next to me, his hand intertwined with mine, and fell asleep. As he did, I hoped that I’d picked the right husband. I hoped that he was man enough to stick with his wife no matter what, and to step up to the plate. Even if a wife has a black baby, she is still his wife and he still promised to love, honor and cherish her until death do us part. Elijah is a sweetheart and totally supportive. That’s why I love him and that’s why I married him. I have faith that he will rise to the occasion and become the loving, supportive father that our black baby will need.
 
   SHE CAN’T FIND A NICE GUY
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “I just don’t understand, Samuel,” my friend Allison sobbed hysterically into the telephone. “What’s wrong with me? Why do men treat me like this? I just want a man to treat me right.”
 
   It was almost two in the morning and we’d been talking for half an hour. Allison was complaining about her boyfriend Delon. Ever since she was in high school, Allison dated the bad boys. They treated her like trash, cheating on her and often being physically abusive. They’d leave her or she’d be forced to break up with them.
 
   About four years ago, Allison started dating her current boyfriend Delon. He was a tall, athletic, charismatic and cocky black man, and she fell hard for him right away. She put up with his heavy drinking and drug abuse, as well as his violent tendencies, saying he was misunderstood and nobody had ever given him a chance. But she wanted him to be monogamous and he refused. He said that if she wanted to be his girlfriend, it would be an open relationship.
 
   At first she’d tried to make it work, being faithful to him while he dated freely. She gave him an ultimatum, to give up his other girls or she’d leave him, but when he refused she caved and stayed with him. Finally, hoping to get back at him, she opened an account with an internet dating service.
 
   That’s where I came into the picture. We met on a dating web site. It started off largely platonic, just having coffee or dinner. After six months of dating she finally let me have sex with her. She insisted that I use a condom, as I wasn’t her primary partner. That was fine with me – I was just happy to get the chance to make love to her. The condoms did reduce the sensation and I had trouble feeling much of anything, but I was so excited that I managed to fill the condom in short order. When I was finished, she cried. I asked her what was wrong but she just shook her head and said, “nothing.”
 
   Allison didn’t seem all that interested when we had sex. That surprised me because she’d described the sex with Delon as being incredible. In fact, she said the neighbors would pound on her bedroom wall because she’d moan and groan so loudly. Allison claimed she was trying her best to keep quiet but she couldn’t control it, and they started playing music to cover up the sound. After being with her, I wondered if she’d just been exaggerating.
 
   She held my hand in hers and told me that she’d had other friends like me back in high school, nice guys who were kind and emotionally supportive while she dated her boyfriends. “I never had sex with any of them because the attraction just wasn’t strong enough, and looking back I feel bad about not letting them have anything more. I’m glad that we did this.”
 
   Allison informed Delon that she was dating me to make him jealous. I guess it worked because he slapped her hard, sending her to the ground and leaving a welt on her face. She pointed out that it was an open relationship. “If you’re willing to be monogamous, I’ll end it with Samuel right now.”
 
   Delon said, “Not a chance. I’m not a one-woman man.”
 
   I comforted Allison after that, as I always do. She calls me every day. I ask her about her day and she tells me how she’s feeling, but the one recurring theme is how poorly Delon treats her. I’ve told her many times that I love her and that I’ll treat her the way she deserves to be treated. But Allison always responds that she loves him dearly and wouldn’t ever consider leaving him. 
 
   I feel really bad for her. All Allison really wants is a guy who will treat her right, but she just can’t see that I’m the person she’s looking for. She has be relegated to the friends with benefits role, and there aren’t many benefits. She says that she’s really a monogamous person at heart and she doesn’t feel right having sex with more than one man. Although she had sex with Delon four or five times a week, she only allows me to have sex with her about every month or so, often when he’s done something horrible to her or she’s drunk. Even then it’s usually just a handjob, although sometimes he gives me a blowjob or allows me to roll on a condom and penetrate her. She calls me her “emotional friend” but I want to be more than that, to be her lover as well as her friend.
 
   Recently there’s been another problem between Allison and Delon. She found out that she’s pregnant with twins. When she told Delon he went ballistic and again acted violently. He called Allison a slut and said that I’m the father of her babies. We took a prenatal DNA test and it shows that I’m not the father, but Delon refuses to believe the results and refuses to take the test himself. I told Allison that she has nothing to worry about, that I will marry her and raise the children as my own. She almost agreed, but she told me that Delon is the real father and she needs to try and work it out for the sake of their children.
 
   “Listen Allison,” I said, taking her hand. “Any animal can father a child. It takes a real man to be a dad. I want to be the dad of your children. You can put my name on the birth certificate as the father. I’ll help raise them and pay for them. And if I’m the father, you won’t have to worry about Delon changing his mind and going to court to take them away from you.”
 
   Allison’s eyes welled up with tears. She hugged me and told me that she was so happy, and yes, I could be the daddy to her children. I brought up marriage again but she said she’s not ready for that – she’s not ready to give up on Delon. Honestly, I just need to be patient. I know deep down that eventually she will realize that I’m the person that she’s destined to be with. I don’t like waiting but I know she’s worth it. 
 
   SHE’S DATING A FEW GUYS
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I’m Alex, a fairly typical thirty-eight year old man. I’ve been married to my wife Keira for the last fifteen years. She’s a thirty-six year old raven-haired beauty I met at church. We’re very happy together.
 
   One time when we were dating, Keira noticed that I was interested in reading stories about “hot wives,” where the husband is faithful to the wife but she’s permitted to date other guys. Sometimes I’d bring it up and ask Keira if she’d like to do that. She was worried that she’d fall in love with the guy. Besides, she’d say, it’s not her fantasy.
 
   I pretty much figured that was the end of that, and I was resigned to believing we’d continue with an exclusive relationship. But one day, lying in bed together after making love, she opened the door a little crack.
 
   “Honey, do you remember when I asked you about those stories you like and you asked if I’d be interested in sleeping with other men?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Is that invitation still open?”
 
   Although I’d already came about fifteen minutes before and I usually need hours between erections, my penis quickly hardened to full strength. “Of course it is. Why do you ask?”
 
   She slipped her hand into mine, threading our fingers. “I’ve had some guys hitting on me at work and at the gym. You know, the usual stuff. But a couple of the guys were really cute and I like them. Do you remember Tony from the holiday party?”
 
   I thought about it and I did remember him. He was a cocky guy, divorced a couple of years ago. From what I’d heard he’s quite a ladies’ man, and he’d dated a number of the women in my wife’s office. In fact, one of the women at the party – a blonde knockout – was breast feeding Tony’s little present, and she informed Keira that he’s well-endowed and a magnificent lover. He’d hit on my wife a number of times over the years but she’d always turned him down. 
 
   “He’s one of the guys that I’d like to date,” she said. “Would you be okay with that?”
 
   We talked about our fears and concerns, about jealousy and the danger of falling in love. We agreed that we were strong enough to live this lifestyle, and we just needed to keep the lines of communication open. Then we talked about the possibility of pregnancy. I’d had a vasectomy after our daughter was born so birth control really hadn’t been a concern.
 
   “How about using condoms?” I asked.
 
   “Tony hates condoms, and frankly so do I,” she said. “Here’s what I’m thinking. You know how I’ve been wanting another baby. If we do this, I’m not going to use any birth control. We’ll tell our friends and family that you’re getting your vasectomy reversed so we can try for another baby. If I get pregnant, you’ll raise the children as your own.”
 
   “Okay,” I said, swallowing hard. My cock was so swollen it almost hurt. “We’ll tell them I reversed the vasectomy. You’re my wife and I’m your husband. If you get pregnant, it’s our baby.”
 
   Keira smiled and leaned in, kissing me. “I think we have a deal.”
 
   Over the next few months, we started a new routine. Keira would go on a date three or four times a week. I would help her pick out her outfits. Before she would leave, she would masturbate me to completion. I would wait up for her to come home, then she would tell me all the dirty details of her encounter while I gave her delicious oral, withdrawing her lover’s creamy deposit. She soon had three regulars: Tony from her work, Frank from the gym, and Delon who she met online. All three guys were tall, muscular, dominant and arrogant, but what stood out to me is that Delon was black. I started to feel a little queasy in my stomach.
 
   “You’re dating a black guy?” I asked when I found out.
 
   “Is there something wrong with a white woman dating a black man?”
 
   “No, but honey… if he gets you pregnant and we have a black baby, everybody will know what’s going on. I’ll be humiliated. Can’t you date somebody else or make him use a condom?”
 
   Keira looked shocked. “I’m really surprised at you. That’s just so racist! Of course I’m not going to do that. If society looks down on some people, that’s their problem and not mine.”
 
   A couple of months later, we learned that Keira was pregnant. I was very worried about who the father might be. I knew I wasn’t the father because of the vasectomy, and most of the time Keira just masturbated me instead of intercourse (sometimes a blowjob when I was a very good boy). But there were three lovers who were constantly shooting their cum inside of her. I was on pins and needles as the birth neared.
 
   In the hospital, when Keira gave birth to a white baby boy, I felt relieved. It looked just like Tony, and we did a paternity test that confirmed that he was the father. I didn’t really care whether it was Frank’s or Tony’s baby, I just didn’t want to have to explain to everybody how we had a black baby! I signed the affidavit of paternity and added my name to the birth certificate, making me the legal father and ensuring that Tony couldn’t interfere with our family by trying to take custody.
 
   When she healed and it was time for her to resume her sexual activities, Keira told me, “I was talking with the guys and they agree that it’s not fair anymore to just let the three of them try to impregnate me. Tony already fathered a child by me, and it’s only fair that Frank and Delon should get a turn. Although I hate condoms, Tony will need to use condoms until the next pregnancy.”
 
   Although my cock started getting hard again at the news, I knew that this meant there was now a fifty-fifty chance that Keira was going to give birth to a black baby. She started seeing each of those guys twice a week and only seeing Tony once every week or two. When she happily announced that she took a pregnancy test and it’s positive, I was totally anxious. How would I explain a black baby to my friends and family? They’d certainly know it’s not my baby, and everybody would snicker about me.
 
   Nine months later, at the hospital, I was relieved when my wife gave birth to a white baby girl. We were pretty sure it was Frank’s baby, but a paternity test soon confirmed it. Again I protected our family by getting my name on the birth certificate, taking all rights and responsibilities as the father.
 
   “You were so worried the last two pregnancies,” Keira said, as she prepared for her first date since the birth. “I’m glad you won’t be worried this time.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    “You won’t have to worry whether the child will be black. Both Tony and Frank will be using condoms, so you can rest assured that the baby will be Delon’s.”
 
   She had a point, but I was still very excited and nervous about it. When the baby was born black, the operating room staff looked very surprised. Still, I signed the birth certificate and welcomed the baby into our family. My family didn’t really say much when they saw the child, and it was clear that they suspected that it might not be mine. Keira’s family was very happy, though. They didn’t mention the dark skin tone or the unusual hair, they just commented on how handsome and strong our last three babies were.
 
   After we took the baby home, we realized that we needed to come out to our friends and family. We explained everything about our lifestyle to them. There were a lot of questions and some unkind comments, and we did lose some friends over it, but it’s so much better now to be an open cuckold couple. A lot of the men that we know are happy to learn that Keira is available to them, and some of them used her while between relationships and during divorces.
 
   The best thing about being open is that we don’t have to worry about any further additions to our family. Right now, Keira has three regular lovers, all black. She’s decided that she’s had enough children and she went on the pill. But recently she was going through some old baby pictures and she’s talking about having another baby or two. I told her it’s a great idea!
 
   MOVING IN WITH HER EX
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   * * *
 
   “Come on, Madison,” I said to my wife as we sat at the dining room table, reviewing our bills. “We can’t move in with Raynard. Don’t you remember why you left him in the first place?”
 
   “Of course I do, Ethan. But we don’t have the money to live on our own right now. Raynard owns his own business and he’s doing very well.” She put her hand on top of mine. “It would only be for a few months or so, until you can get on your feet.”
 
   I knew that she was right. When I’d graduated with a degree in accounting, I had trouble finding work and took a job with a guy who was a total asshole and paid me terribly. (He did pay me bonuses for hitting monthly goals but they were virtually impossible to meet. I responded by pushing some of the work from one month into the next so I could hit it. The bastard could never figure out why my numbers kept zigzagging, earning the bonus every other month.) When I finally left his accounting firm and started my own practice, I only had a few clients. I knew it would probably take me a couple of years to fully get up to speed. Madison, with her job as a receptionist, helped with her modest income. We weren’t making enough money to break even, and our credit cards were getting maxed out.
 
   My wife Madison, an attractive woman with wavy black hair, dated Raynard for two years. Although he owned a dry cleaning franchise and was quite successful, he was also controlling and often violent. Madison was deeply in love with him and found him incredibly physically attractive, but eventually she managed to leave him. When I met her she was newly single. I asked her out and the rest is history.
 
    When Raynard offered to let us move in with him, Madison told him that she’d ask me. If I’d had any choice in the matter, I wouldn’t have agreed but we were running out of options. We just needed a place to live until my business took off, so I agreed. We gave our notice at our apartment complex, borrowed my friend’s truck, and moved our stuff into his house.
 
    At first everything was great. Raynard’s house is 3,400 square feet on a small lake. Madison and I moved into one of his guest rooms, where we had our own bathroom and close access to the kitchen. I was able to set up my laptop in the den to use as my home office. Although I noticed some flirty behavior between Madison and Raynard, I knew that she was committed to me. Besides, Raynard had a constant stream of beautiful young white women coming into the house. He’d take them into his bedroom and I’d hear them moaning in pleasure as he fucked them. When he was done using them, he’d call them a taxi and usher them out of his house. I figured that he had enough white women that he wouldn’t need to go after Madison.
 
   But one night, I was sleeping in and noticed that Madison wasn’t in the bed beside me. The night before I’d tried to initiate love making with Madison but she said she had a headache, and I’d had a little trouble sleeping due to having an erection much of the night. I decided to get up, slip into the bathroom and jerk off. As I did, I heard Madison laughing quietly down the hallway, in the direction of Raynard’s bedroom. I tiptoed down the hallway and saw that the doorway was open just a crack. I could see Raynard sitting on his bed, wearing just his pair of shorts, and Madison was sitting next to him on blankets with a muted Scottish tartan pattern. She was wearing a white bra, panties, stockings and garter belt. I noticed that there was a large wet spot in the crotch of those white panties. Madison seldom wore lingerie and I’d never seen her wearing that outfit before. I wondered if she’d bought it for Raynard.
 
   “It’s okay,” Madison said, running a hand over Raynard’s muscular chest. “What Ethan doesn’t know won’t hurt him. And I really miss having sex with you. You’re such a great lover.”
 
   “Better than your husband?”
 
   Madison laughed. “You’re so much more of a man than him. Your cock is so much thicker than his and it feels so good, so full inside of me. You made me cum so hard.”
 
   “Yeah?” Raynard leaned over as Madison nodded. He put his hands around her face and began kissing her. She reached inside of his shorts and began slowly pulling on his cock. She wasn’t exaggerating – his cock was only a couple inches longer than mine but it was so much thicker. I could see the big purple plum of his cockhead sticking outside of her fist as she pleasured him, kissing him. Then Raynard stood up, Madison rising with him. He unhooked her bra and it dropped to the floor. Then he picked her up and she said “ooh” as he threw her down on the bed.
 
   “I’m gonna fuck you good and hard, you little cunt.”
 
   “Do it, please,” my wife begged, rubbing her legs together. “I need to feel you inside of me.”
 
   Raynard grabbed the side of her panties and Madison spread her legs, lifting her hips to help him remove her white panties. Now that she was naked, Raynard slid up on top of her, aimed his thick black monster at her dripping wet pussy, and pressed that purple cockhead inside her pink folds.
 
   “Ohhhhh God!” Madison moaned. “I’ve missed this.”
 
   He pushed in deeper and deeper, thrust after thrust, until he was soon fully inside of her. He put his head down and kissed her neck and shoulder as he pounded her hard.
 
   “Your cock feels so good. It’s stretching me full,” my wife said, her arms holding his black shoulders close against her chest. “You’re so fucking amazing.” She was breathing hard, intensely. “Oh shit. Oh God, I’m cumming!” I saw her eyes roll back inside her head and her back arch, pushing her body up against Raynard, as she rode through a powerful orgasm. “Fuck, it’s so good, baby… so fucking good!”
 
   Madison rolled her head to the side, her face showing sheer ecstasy as Raynard pounded her relentlessly with his thick black cock. She then saw me standing at the doorway and had a look of shock on her face.
 
   “It’s okay,” I mouthed. “Okay.” I held up a finger and shushed her.
 
   Madison looked up into Raynard’s face and looked like she was about to say something, but then her voice quivered. “Ohhhhhhh… fuuuuuuck! You’re so fucking good!” She rode out another powerful orgasm.
 
   Raynard grunted as he pushed his cock deep inside of her and held it, then slowly stabbed her with quick jerks. I could see his balls twitching and his white cream coating his cock and dripping down her ass crack as he stayed inside of her, kissing her as he slowly lost his erection. His black cock slowly slithered outside of her, then popped out completely, releasing a torrent of semen onto his sheets. He lay down beside her.
 
   “Shit, bitch,” Raynard said, laughing as he held her hand. “You’re a good fuck. I missed fucking you.”
 
   She kept her eyes locked on his as she slowly walked her fingers up his chest. “Even with all those other women I see going in and out of your bedroom?”
 
   “You’re one of the best lays I got.”
 
   “One of?”
 
   Raynard laughed and kissed her. I took that opportunity to sneak away back to my bedroom. About a half hour later, Madison came into the bedroom wearing the nightgown that she’d worn to bed the night before.
 
   “I know you saw me and Raynard. Are you mad at me?”
 
   “No,” I said. “I thought it was pretty hot.”
 
   “Really?” Her eyes lit up. “I’m glad you see it that way. I love you with all my heart but I really need to have sex with a man like Raynard. He’s not the best partner in a relationship but he’s really good at sex. I hope the two of you can be mature about it and give me what I need in your own ways.”
 
   I got up from the bed, walked up to her, and lifted off her nightgown. “I agree, but I have my own needs.” Her pussy and inner thighs were shiny, glistening with her black lover’s cum. I kissed her and led her to the bed, spread her legs, and took my turn with my lovely bride.
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