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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
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   * * *
 
   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
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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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.    
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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
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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!
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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.
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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.
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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
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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!
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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.
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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!  
 
    
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
e

BLACK AND THICK

COLLECTION BUNDLE 8

by Polly Andrea Busch
CHEATING WIFE BLACK INTERRACIAL HOTWIFE CUCKOLD PREGNANCY






