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   * * *
 
   When I first saw Emily, I was in love. She’s a cute young redhead who works at my plant in the main office. I finally got up the courage to talk with her.
 
   “I’m sorry, Jacob,” she said. “I just got out of a relationship and I’m not really interested in dating right now.”
 
   Although I was disappointed, I believed her and understood why she might feel that way. I had a girlfriend for two years in high school and it was hard when we broke up. I didn’t want to see anybody else, but eventually I moved on.
 
   But then a couple of weeks later, I heard from some guys on the line that Emily was dating Kunal, a black guy who worked the third shift.
 
   “Yeah, he’s giving it to her good,” my buddy Charlie said, chuckling with a big smile on his face as he pulled the lever. “They say he has a big cock and she loves getting fucked by it.”
 
   I hadn’t told the guys that I was interested in Emily, and it was tough listening to them. From the stories going around the plant, the sweet looking girl from the office was a total slut, taking his black cock up her ass and doing ATM (ass to mouth), licking and sucking his shit-covered cock until he blasted his cum down her throat. One of the guys said that Kunal passed her around to his friends.
 
   I was totally shocked by the stories and figured they weren’t true. But about a month later, I was sitting in my car and saw Emily inside of Kunal’s truck in the parking lot. I saw him lean back and looking down, while Emily looked out the window to see if anybody was watching, then her head went down to his lap. Soon her head was bobbing, and there was a look of sheer pleasure on the black man’s face. I’m not sure if I ever saw the tip of his cock, but I could tell that her hands were moving furiously just below the dashboard and she had her tongue stuck out. Shots of white fluid landed all over her tongue and face, and she squinted as some of it seemed to hit her eye. She managed to smile, though, as he handed her some napkins and she wiped herself clean.
 
   Things went badly for them, though, when Emily got pregnant. Kunal became angry and she had to get a restraining order against him. Soon he quit his job and he moved away without telling anybody where he went. Once again there were rumors on the line. According to Charlie, Kunal was pissed because Emily didn’t know who if he was the father of the baby but she wanted him to be the father anyway, and he decided he’d rather just split than deal with it. I had no idea whether it was true. 
 
   A few months after giving birth to a black baby girl, Emily returned to work. I asked her out and this time she accepted. She told me that Kunal was just an immature man who would accept his responsibilities. After dating her for a couple of months, she finally allowed me to get her in bed. When we did, I found out that she’s very vanilla in bed, only missionary and doggy style, and she claimed that she doesn’t do blowjobs because “it’s disgusting.” Of course, I’d witnessed her giving a blowjob to Kunal but I didn’t mention it. She was nice enough to say that my penis, while much smaller than Kunal’s horse cock, is almost better because he was so big that intercourse was often painful. With me, she says it never hurts; in fact, she usually can’t feel me at all.
 
   Emily and I are now engaged to get married. I’ve decided to do the right thing and had my name added to the birth certificate as the father. Kunal isn’t in her life and it’s not our daughter’s fault, so it was the right thing to do. Emily had only planned on having one child and now that our daughter is potty trained, she loves having her freedom back and doesn’t want to go back. I do see Emily eyeing attractive black men and sometimes she flirts with them, and I wonder if she misses Kunal’s big dick. Sometimes I see them typing into their phones and wonder if she’s giving them her phone number or email address. But then I remember how much we love each other and how I’m a good provider, and I realize there’s no reason for me to be afraid or jealous.       
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   * * *
 
   Jeff, my boyfriend all the way through high school, and I had planned to be married as soon as we graduated. This was a period in our history that brides were expected to wear white down the aisle, and to be virgins when their new husbands reached for them in their marriage bed. Though I don’t know how, with my teasing flirtatious nature, I had maintained my own cherry for my husband. 
 
   I was a nineteen year old virgin, 5’ 6” and 120lbs, with long red hair, snow white skin, and a pert set of small 34b breasts with pink nipples. Though small, my little breasts were firm always stood up and out, and I didn’t need a bra. I had long shapely legs and a cute rounded little butt. My favorite outfits were always sensuous and provocative, and particularly in the summer months I liked to wear short shorts that would let my sexy little butt cheeks hang out. I had a flat stomach, and a very pretty little belly button. So I liked wearing skimpy halter-tops, or blouses tied under my breasts exposing my belly. I knew I was sexy and I worked at teasing all the boys in my life whether Jeff was with me or not.
 
   I had always been a naughty little tease as far back as I can remember. Mother used to keep me in frilly little dresses, and she always bought me the prettiest silk panties. When I would see a man looking at me, I’d give him that sweet innocent smile, “accidentally” part my legs and show him my panties as long as he wanted to look. Mother never said anything to me, but Daddy was always telling me to pull my skirt down and sit like a lady. I did learn early that no matter the age, most men will look and keep looking. 
 
   My reckless taunting did become a problem for Jeff, and in the senior year of our relationship we had a large spat about my promiscuous nature. I loved Jeff, and I agreed to stop everything I was doing that upset him. Then I found out he was playing with the girls that were more promiscuous than I had ever been, and I broke up with him. After almost three months of not seeing each other, or talking, we decided it was over and met to return the things we’d given each other. We had been very amiable in our separation and decided to have a last coke together at our favorite spot on the levy. We discussed a lot of things, and came to terms with the things we loved most in each other and the things we couldn’t live with. 
 
    
 
   I admitted my naughtiness was totally innocent and didn’t mean anything, but that was me, and I would probably never be able to change that. So any man that would be my husband would have to love me that way. It was then that Jeff admitted even though it made him jealous and angry sometimes watching me tease and flirt with other boys. It also made him proud, and sometimes even “hard” watching other guys drooling over his girl. He admitted that in the past three months we were apart, he realized my wickedness was one of the things he loved most about me, how much he had missed that and didn’t ever want me to change. That should have given me some clues, but at nineteen? 
 
   I loved dancing, and he hated it, so while we were at it, I told him we also needed to address that problem. He agreed, if I were going to tease and flirt, dancing with other men would be a part of that. And I should be allowed to be as naughty as I wanted, as long as I never embarrassed, hurt, or let him doubt my love for him. And by the time we left the levy we were engaged again, and our wedding was on still on. 
 
   Our wedding had been set for Christmas Eve at 7:00pm, a good six months after our graduation, and Jeff was getting harder to hold off much longer. However, I think every hormone in me must have suddenly been loosed with a vengeance. I was beginning to have feelings, urges and emotions raging through my body I’d never experienced before. I was becoming a woman so swiftly now that some days it was hard for me to recognize even myself. I knew our wedding night better come soon. It was becoming harder for me to maintain my own self-control, and about three weeks before the date I faltered and wanted Jeff to take me. He told me we had waited this long, it meant so much to me, that we would wait now. 
 
   It was about that time my problems really began to intensify because a few days later, I met Jeff’s stepfather “Mike” for the first time. Jeff’s mother had died five years earlier leaving Mike a widower at the young age of thirty-five, and with her three children from previous relationships. Although he knew Mike wasn’t his biological father, he was the only father figure that Jeff had known and he called him “Dad.” But since Mike was black and the children were white, Jeff’s maternal family stepped up and took all the children into their homes.
 
   Mike, in his quest to out run the grief of losing the love of his life, and his guilt for having an affair with a neighbor’s wife when his wife died, began traveling and settled in Phoenix, Arizona. He had been out there for the past four years, and in all my time with Jeff, I had never met Mike. I had asked Jeff about his stepdad, and he had told me as much as he could remember, including that Mike was an extremely handsome womanizer and few women could resist his charm. Ok, every son thinks his dad is the greatest man in the world so I took that with a grain of salt and didn’t think about it anymore. 
 
   Mike had been sent a wedding invitation, and two weeks before the wedding he was back in town. He said his first child was being married and he wouldn’t have missed it for the world. He wanted to be there to do anything he could to help us in any way we needed. Jeff had joined the Navy right after graduation, and two days after the wedding we had to report in at Norfolk VA. Since we only had one day to be home after our wedding, we hadn’t bothered to rent an apartment, and had planned on spending our wedding night at Jeff’s grandmother’s home. Mike said a man and his new bride deserved more than coming home on their first nights, and made his first order of business to secure the bridal suite at a five star hotel for us, for the wedding night and rest of the weekend. 
 
   The afternoon Mike arrived back in town Jeff brought him to my house to meet me and my family. Jeff was not exaggerating about all the things he’d said about his stepdad. He was every one of those and even a few more that I would come to know. The first time I saw him he was drop dead gorgeous and nearly took my breath away. I was not the only one effected by him – my mother (38 years old and had only known my father in all her life) nearly fainted, and my Aunt Kay (36 years old and a very experienced “married” woman) was instantly flush. At six foot four inches, he had dark black skin and 220lbs of solid muscle. Mike had a soft sexy voice of authority, and big warm brown eyes that told you it was going to always be his way, and you were going to love it. At my tender age of nineteen this charming forty-one-year-old Adonis put me in my true place every time we were together. I was a silly girl about to become a young woman, and as narcissistic as I was at that age, I never stood a chance. 
 
   Mike seemed to have gotten over his grief and guilt in the time he spent in Arizona, or at least it would seem that way when we were together. He was as wickedly flirtatious as me and began teasing and cutting up with me from the first minute we met. Jeff’s family was very affectionate and the expression of affection for each other was never a problem, even in public. So Jeff was not at all upset when on our first meeting – and in front of both Mother and Aunt Kay – he told me it was time for his soon to be daughter-in-law to greet her new Dad with a kiss. Then gave me a big hug, and kissed me right on the lips. 
 
   In those next two weeks we spent quite a bit of time together with all the things that had yet to be done. Mike never faltered in that two weeks, and if Jeff didn’t have his car, he was there to take us anywhere we needed to go. Mike and Jeff would pick me, and sometimes Aunt Kay up late in the morning, and we’d stop for a brunch before starting our day. Aunt Kay took an instant liking to Mike, and he had his eye on her as well. 
 
   In a sense, Jeff’s dad brought two men into my life. In the first few days I began to feel (and like) the differences. As the “Dad”, a soft gentle loving man, he saw me as his future daughter-in-law and wife of his son, and I felt warm and cuddly, and felt safe near him. And “Mike” was the other man, a strong, confident, primitive male animal that would have whatever he wanted, make a woman beg him to take it. Being near this man made me soaking wet, and feel things I didn’t allow myself to admit. It was Mike’s eyes that constantly fed on every small glimpse of flesh I “accidentally” exposed to them. Even when I wasn’t “careless” with my skirts or blouses, I could look into those lovely brown eyes and see myself as he was seeing me right then, young, pretty completely naked, and ripe for his picking. 
 
   If I should have been upset with him for that I wasn’t. Like most other women the lust for me I saw his eyes caused me to become tremble inside. What frightened me most was the new exciting emotions I began feeling, and liking when he was around. There was another thing about Mike, he had a bulge in his trousers much larger than I had ever seen on any of the boys in school, including my Jeff. I had several girl friends that had already gotten married. Two of them had married boys with big dicks and were always talking about how wonderful it was to feel their husband’s big dicks stretching and filling them every night. Now I had a man with a big dick lusting for me, and I began wondering what it would be like to feel him inside me. The only problem was, he wasn’t my man. In that short two weeks it became like a drug, the more I saw his bulge, the more I needed to see it, and the more it was in my mind. 
 
   When I knew we’d be together I began wearing my shorter skirts, without nylons and low cut blouse. When Mike would drive us somewhere, saying Jeff was crowding me, I’d sit as close to him as I could making sure my leg was touching his. I was never careful about where my skirt was, and resting my hand on his knee I could see the tent rise in his trousers, or sometimes a long tube running down his leg. I had to fight the swelling urge to slide my hand higher on his leg and feel his bulge. When we got out of the car, I’d slide out on his side instead of Jeff’s, letting my skirt slide up giving him slow generous displays of exposed bare white legs. And Mike never missed a minute of exposures I offered him. The closer we came to my wedding night, the more intense my budding curiosity became, and every time I saw the tent in his trousers I began to get wet and itch. 
 
   The first Saturday night we had everything pretty well in order, and Mike wanted to take us to one of the clubs he was a member of for dinner, a few drinks and some dancing. I couldn’t refuse, it had been months since I had been dancing, and this would be the first chance since our little discussion to test Jeff’s resolve for the promise he’d made me about my dancing 
 
   Jeff didn’t want to dance, and asked his dad if he would mind dancing with me. We’d had a few drinks, and not being a drinker I was feeling mine. Mike said I should get up and dance a few sets to clear my head, and he was right. The first few dances were normal except Mike did hold me a little close, but then Jeff never said anything so maybe he didn’t hold me as close as I thought he had. I didn’t miss a chance to show off for Mike, and I fear that the wine made me a little more brazen than I would have normally been. About the third set Mike pulled me tight, and I could feel the big bulge I had seen earlier against my stomach. I didn’t want dad not to like me, but I didn’t want him to think his son was marrying a loose cheap slut either, and I pulled back. He had made his impression, and let me have my way that time. The set was three slow dances, and when we got back to the table I knew Jeff would see the bulge in Mike’s trousers. And that he had been rubbing it against me as we danced. He would see how flush and breathless it had made me. That would be the test, could he accept that or would he blow up. 
 
   Then it dawned on me: not only had Jeff been drinking his own drink, but while we were dancing Jeff had been drinking mine, too. I didn’t mind as it kept me from getting drunk, but the drinks had begun to get to him and he hadn’t seen a thing his dad had done to me. After a few more sets it was getting late and we needed to go. Dad went out and started the car to let it warm up a little then came back to get Jeff and me. Jeff was barely mobile from the drinks and dad had to almost carry him to the car. We laid him in the back seat and he was asleep before Mike pulled away from the curb.
 
   Without Jeff in the front seat, I had plenty of room and little excuse, so I didn’t slide right next to Mike. He put his arm around me and pulled me over to him, telling me that I was going to make him think I didn’t like him anymore. Putting my leg against his, and resting my hand on his leg, I giggled and asked him, “Is this what you wanted?” He told me I wasn’t there yet, but I was getting close. The car got warm, and Mike told me to take my coat off so he could enjoy my young pretty breasts. I took it off and laid it across the back of the seat. That night I had worn a button down the front blouse, and when I took my coat off, Mike told me to unbutton another button, and pull my blouse open. When I did his fingers began caressing my cleavage and around the edge of my bra. My nipples began to sting and got rock hard, but I know I saw him throb a couple of times and that made it worth it. God, I wanted to take his black cock in my hand and feel him so bad. Before I knew it we were at my house, Mike got out and walked me to the door, kissed me goodnight then took Jeff home. I don’t remember just exactly when, but I had stopped letting Mike kiss me, and had begun kissing him back. 
 
   The next morning Jeff took me to breakfast and I told him about the night before and how dad had danced with me and held me against him, but he was too drunk to even notice. Jeff said he thought he had agreed I could dance close and tease as much as I wanted, but if I didn’t like it, he would talk to his dad. I told him no, I loved it, but I didn’t want him to be upset with me again. He said I teased everyone else, did I have a problem letting a man he loved enjoy my teasing a little? It would only be for a few more days and we’d be married and gone. I gave him a big kiss and told him I’d love teasing dad, but I still had a problem with his drinking. Actually, the problem was that he didn’t drink and right now it seemed all our families (both) wanted was to take Jeff out for alcohol. So he promised that on our wedding night he wouldn’t touch a drop. 
 
   The next week went by quickly and I didn’t see dad but three times, and I missed him, more than I should have I fear. Jeff had the car and our time was just the two of us and the best man and his wife. By Friday everything was set and done, and all we had to do now was have the wedding on the following Wednesday evening. I had all my wedding and honeymoon clothing bought, but Aunt Kay wanted to do some shopping that week and while we were out I saw a beautiful satin front button blouse I fell in love with to add to my honeymoon clothes. That Saturday afternoon Jeff told me dad wanted to take us out again. I “almost” hated myself in that few minutes as I felt my nipples harden instantly and the moisture beginning to flow into my panties. Mike was like dancing with a dream and I couldn’t pass up the chance to go dancing again, especially with him. 
 
   Our night was much the same as last weeks, except that this week Mike wanted my Daddy, Mother and Aunt Kay to go with us. Now Aunt Kay and Daddy are partiers and dancers, and Mother (like Jeff) is not. Mother and Jeff had no problem sitting the night out. Mother had fallen in love with Jeff the first time she met him. So the rest of us had a great time. Mike did a lot of dancing with Aunt Kay this week, and he was as wicked with her as he was with me. I was actually getting jealous just knowing my aunt and her ways. I knew before she went home that she was going to fuck Mike, and by now he was “mine”. 
 
   I had to wear my new blouse that night and added a little to it. My breasts always stood out then, and that night I decided not to wear a bra and see what effect (if any) it would have on Mike. It may not have had any effect on Mike but it sure did on my Jeff. He even danced with me one time to tell me how hot I looked, and I should buy ten more just like it. We sat out several dances, taking time for a drink (I had two sips of mine). Then a set of slow oldies came up, and Mike dragged me out on the dance floor. Running his fingers slowly up the middle of my back Mike had discovered a zone about an inch below my bra strap (if I’d worn one that night) no one had ever touched before, at least the way he was touching it. Applying a little pressure he had me pushing myself against his bulge on the first dance. 
 
   Mike was rock hard, and feeling him rubbing his black cock against my belly was so electrifying, I couldn’t have pulled away now if I’d wanted. And I didn’t want to, just realizing that huge hard bulge against my belly was for “me”, and was the result of all my teasing. I just snuggled into his arms, looked into his big brown lust-filled eyes, smiled, laid my head on his shoulder and enjoyed his hardness. I had never felt these sexual sensations so strong before, and I didn’t want them to end. He began nibbling on my ear, and whispering all the things a woman loves to hear a man say to her. Mike had me on fire, and on the last dance of the set, he danced me into a dim corner. Just as he was about to put his lips against mine, one of his friends cut in. After the dance with his friend, I told him it was late and we had to go. Mike went to get the car. Mother was ready for bed so Daddy took her and Aunt Kay home. By the time we got in it was already warm, and just as last week, Jeff was barely conscious from the drinks and was asleep within minutes. That night turned out to be a cold clear night. About six inches of snow had fallen while we were dancing, and it was almost as light as day. 
 
   Teasingly, I sat on my own side of the car, but that didn’t last a block. Mike told me he knew damn well I wasn’t cold, and I knew what he wanted. I slipped my coat off, slid over next to him and giggling I asked him, “Is this what my baby wants?” “No, it’s time for this.” He took my hand and put in on his leg, then he put his hand on my leg and pulled it against his. The two top buttons on my blouse were already unbuttoned. Mike said, as pretty as I was, my blouse needed a couple more undone. I told him, “Mike, I don’t have a bra on.” He just smiled at me and I realized he knew that. And without another word, my trembling fingers undid two more buttons as my nipples strained against the blouse. Then I asked if I could ask my new “dad” a couple of questions. When he said I could do about anything I wanted with him and chuckled. There was a small neighborhood park about a block from my house where Jeff and I would park the last few minutes before he’d take me home. Mike pulled in and parked so we could talk. I asked him if he thought I would be woman enough to keep Jeff happy. That brought about my first argument with dad because I wasn’t expecting the answer got. 
 
   “No Debbie,” Mike said, “the question is will Jeff be man enough to keep you happy? And the answer to that is no.” With some animosity I asked him just exactly what he meant by that. “You are too much woman for Jeff, and after he takes your cherry you are going to become even more of a woman. Every fiber in your body will come to life, and Jeff will only be able to stir the coals in your belly.”
 
   For the first time Mike became what may have been considered fresh or inappropriate with me. His hand was massaging my knee. “But you’ll have to spread these pretty legs for other men to put the fire in your loins out, and you will. Each day I’ve spent with you, you’ve been like a blossoming flower opening up one petal at a time. I’ve seen a new woman with an increasing restlessness replacing the giddy young girl I met two weeks ago. And I promise you Debbie, before the end of your wedding day you’ll lay in your marriage bed after Jeff has gone to sleep thinking of another man.” 
 
   I was so angry with him I just wanted him out of my site, and told him to just take me home. I told him he didn’t know me, and asked him just what kind of a girl he thought I was? 
 
   He still had his arm was around me holding me tight, and I couldn’t get away. By now though, I don’t think I wanted to, and I realized in the heat of his words I had forgotten what I was doing. My hand had moved higher, and I was gently squeezing his thigh. He did take me home and we were in front of my house now. He took my face in his hand and looking into my eyes, his voice got much softer and sterner, and he said, “Debbie, I do know you, and I know what kind of a girl you are. Right now you are a very special little prick-teasing virgin.” This was the first time dad had ever used a dirty word with me, and the way he said it started shock waves charging through me. “But one day, and soon, you’re going to be just another little slut looking for another man to satisfy your needs. Your marriage won’t last six months before another man will be touching you where you’re aching to be touched, but your husband never will.” 
 
   Our lips had only been a breath apart while he was chastening me, and as upset as he had just made me. My heart was about ready to jump out of my chest, my panties were soaking wet. My lips were anticipating the sweet rewarding caress of his lips after the scolding I’d just endured. It was a long, tender and affectionate caress, teasing my lips, then sliding down my neck, and caressing the exposed parts of my breasts. I was on fire, and fighting for my breath when he took the hand I had on his leg and placed it on his long hard cock and whispered in my ear, “This is what you’ve been aching to do, isn’t it?” I didn’t answer him, and he told me to say it. I could hardly talk, but I did utter a very shaky “Yes.” He put his hand back on my knee and told me to spread my legs for him. Every fiber in my body was raging. I was on the peak of an orgasm that was about to happen with my next breath. 
 
   He was nibbling on my cleavage, and I was kissing his cheek and ears, I couldn’t stand it any longer and I whispered, almost beggingly, in his ear. “Mike, please touch me there and make me cum.”
 
   He kissed my lips. “Show me what a little slut you’re going to be, take your panties off for me, and spread your pretty legs wide.”
 
   About that time the porch light came on, and Jeff began to stir in the back seat, god I could have screamed. Mike told me it was time for me to go in if I didn’t want to have to explain anything. He got out and walked me to the door. He kissed me good night and whispered in my ear, “See what a little slut you’re already becoming, Debbie?” Then he kissed me again, telling me not to be angry, always be true to my own self and always enjoy the woman I would be. 
 
   I didn’t have a chance to say all the things going through my mind, because I didn’t know all the things going through my mind right then. After what Mike had just said and done to me, I couldn’t understand how I could be so wet and aroused, but that night sleep would not come easy. Jeff had brought me home this way many nights but normally I could go to sleep. After an hour of tossing and turning I couldn’t take it any longer. Putting my hand between my legs and parting my moist lips I took my clit between my fingers. It was rock hard, had swollen to the size of a large marble. And the minute I touched it I orgasmed so strong it hurt so bad. I can’t ever remember having felt pain that felt so good at the same time I thought I was going to faint it was so wonderful, and I didn’t want it to quit. 
 
   On my wedding night I had chosen a short dress with the hem just above the knee, silk stockings, a silk supporter belt, panties, bra, and the grooms wedding garter. I had persevered, the little red ball of fruit I had saved for my husband was still intact, and everything was “white”. My new husband’s wife would be just as pure for him tonight as I had promised. Jeff’s best man and his wife picked us up at 7:00pm and took Jeff and me to the church. We had a beautiful little wedding. At the part where the groom kisses his new bride, as Jeff was kissing me, I opened my eyes only to look right into Mike’s beautiful brown eyes smiling at me. I was a new bride, still a virgin in the arms of the man I had only minutes earlier promised all my love, but looking in his eyes I felt a twinge in my loins I knew was not for Jeff. 
 
   My grandparents’ home was like an old mansion, with two parlors, four bedrooms, a large kitchen, a large dining room, an entertaining room, and three bathrooms, so we held the reception there. Everything went as smooth as the wedding had gone with a few little miscues, but they came out fine. The first event was all the men giving the new bride her kiss. Most of the older men (Daddy’s friends) gave me peck, and most of the younger men (Jeff’s friends) took the opportunity for a lot more. Mike was last, and he took what he wanted. Taking me in his arms he pressed his lips against mine and his tongue was in my mouth slipping right through my parted lips. When that was over, we cut the cake and served champagne while Jeff and I opened our gifts. I was in a hurry to get my husband home to give him the gift I’d promised him for the last four years, and was trying to hurry everything. 
 
   With most of the guests departing, I knew that the ladies always have to use a bathroom before leaving, and that was the case now. The two main baths were occupied, and Mike asked me if there was another because he needed to go really badly. I told him there was another half-bath off the laundry room. Realizing that he hadn’t been in my grandparents’ home before, I decided to show him where it was. I took him through the laundry room and opened the door for him. As soon as I did, he pulled me inside, shut the door and began gently, teasingly kissing me. I know that I should have stopped him, but with the champagne, all the excitement of the evening and the desire he had instilled in me the past two weeks, I was eager for more of his kisses. 
 
   Running his hand up my leg he discovered I was still wearing my “wedding garter.” His hand continued its journey and for the very first time I was feeling a man’s soft warm fingers on the bare flesh above my nylon tops. I shuddered and moaned with a near orgasm. He asked me if I had saved the garter especially for him. I was feverish with lust, and in a very shaky voice, I moaned, “Yes.” And I really did want him to have it. He said any man receiving a gift from such a young lovely princess should do it on his knees looking up to her. 
 
   He picked me up and sat me on the edge of the vanity then knelt in front of me. Pushing my skirt up and parting my legs, he began kissing my nylon-clad leg and then started tugging the garter down with his teeth. Ever so slowly he slid the garter down until finally he took it off. With my skirt up and my legs parted I knew he was looking at the wetness in my white “wedding” panties, and the garter was not all he was going to take. Now his lips were caressing the soft bare flesh of my inner thigh above my nylons. Closing my eyes I laid my head back against the wall. When he began to nibble on my soft flesh, then gently bit down and began sucking. I knew what he was going to do. I’d always held a low opinion of the other girls that came to school with hickies, and would never let a boy put one on me. For the first time in my life, I was beginning to understand how a girl could allow a boy do that to her. In a hopeless feeble attempt to stop him, I put my trembling hand on his head and begged him, “No dad, please don’t.” But it was Mike that answered, “Debbie I have to.” His touch was breathtaking. Still holding his head, I closed my eyes, laid back again and abandoned myself to the pleasure of Mike giving me my first hicky. 
 
   In the past two weeks, my promiscuity had lost the innocence of a sweet young girl never thinking about sex. I had become filled with sexual emotions, in a state of constant arousal, and my panties were wet all the time. Mike parted my legs a little wider, I felt his big fingers tracing the hem of my wet panties and I knew I was going to feel them inside me any second. Instead, he pushed my panties back between my swollen lips began gentle stroking my clit. 
 
   The two weeks of his tormenting me was more than I could stand, and my body tightened up then exploded. I felt my fingers grip his head and holding him tighter against my leg, I began quivering so badly he had to hold me to keep me from falling off the vanity, and I can’t remember how many times I whimpered and moaned, “Yes, oh god yes, Mike.” As every emotion and need in that two weeks came rushing out of me. I had had many orgasms with Jeff, but Mike was giving me the most intense orgasm I had ever had, and I wanted him to know it. I felt his teeth biting down so hard it hurt, but it only added to what I was feeling. I had stayed true to my promise, Mike only touched the parts of me I had let him see I would have let him suck my legs all night, but coming back to my senses I knew it was getting dangerous as it was. 
 
   I could have gotten down easily enough, but in that moment the new rapidly emerging woman in me was still under the influence of calming emotions after an orgasm, and I was not ready for my lover to roll over and go to sleep. I was still trembling, and needed to feel the last pulses of romance by my lover’s strong hands around my waist lifting me down. Putting my arms around his neck, I giggled and told him, “Put me down lover”, kissed him once more and not a minute too soon, left the bathroom before we got caught. My panties were so wet they felt like I had peed in them, my knees were weak, my face was flush, and Aunt Kay was coming into the laundry room looking for me. 
 
   I was much like Aunt Kay. I was her favorite of all her nieces and nephews, and she had come down from northern Ohio to help with my wedding. A little about my favorite aunt, she was 36, a very pretty short white-skinned redhead – a little chubby but very sexy, and the men were always after her. She had been married over fifteen years but was unable to have children due a botched abortion when she was a young girl. Though she’d been married over fifteen years, Aunt Kay loved a good time, and was not adverse to going home without her panties. Back then, I didn’t know just how much like her I would become. Thankfully, I had married a man just like her husband. 
 
   Finally, most of guests had said their best wishes and left for evening. Mother and Daddy and Aunt Kay wanted to take Jeff and his dad out for a “get to know the family” drink. Jeff had promised he wouldn’t drink, but I know my Daddy and he is not the type to let it go, so before he left I put my arms around him kissed him and told him I wanted him sober tonight, and he had promised. 
 
   Since the three of us (me, the best man and his wife) were not old enough to drink legally, we were left behind with my grandparents who promptly went to bed worn completely out. The best man and his wife had a few too many glasses of champagne (I wasn’t feeling any pain), and they weren’t long on their feet. So I told them to take one of the bedrooms until Jeff got back, then I’d wake them and they could take us to the Hotel. I don’t know how many drinks Daddy was able to get down Jeff, but in the hour and a half they were gone he could barely walk in, he went straight into the front parlor and flopped in a big chair in front of the TV. 
 
   The night was still young for Mother and Daddy so they said their goodnights and went out for more partying. Normally when Aunt Kay came to town she would always party with them, and she was nowhere to be found I thought she had gone with them tonight. 
 
   Mike and I had a cup of coffee and he said it was time for him to leave so the newlyweds could get started on their marriage. I told him I would get his coat, but I wanted to check on Jeff first. The best man and his wife were sound asleep for the night, and Jeff was nodding. I sat on his lap and told him it was time for us to be man and wife. All I got was a mumble. Leaving the TV on, I turned the lights down, covered him with a blanket, and before I got out of the parlor, I heard him snoring. This was not a sound that made me very happy, nor anything I wanted to hear tonight. My body felt like it was on fire, and I was angry as hell. But I was more hurt than anything else, and almost in tears that I was not important enough to keep him from drinking on our wedding night. 
 
   Although Mike had cornered me earlier in the bathroom, we had not prearranged the meeting that was about to happen in the cloakroom. In fact, nothing that had happened between Mike and I for the entire two weeks had ever been prearranged, they had just been spontaneous. Actually the cloakroom was only another fully furnished bedroom (with a full size bed) a very large coat chest designed for hosting. 
 
   When I got back to the dining hall, dad had already gone to get his own coat so I went to tell him I was sorry, I hadn’t forgotten him. When I went into the bedroom Mike had just gotten there and didn’t have his coat on yet. The minute I stepped in, I knew I hadn’t come to get his coat, kiss him goodnight, and send him home. And my expression must have told the whole story of my disappointment with my wedding night. He put his coat back on the hanger, and asked me if I’d like him to stay a little while longer? With everyone in the house asleep and not about to wake up, I knew what I wanted. Looking into his eyes with a lust that was matching his and shutting the bedroom door, I told him, “Yes, but not for coffee.” Putting my arms around his neck, I pressed my lips to his, and this time, it was me, pushing my tongue into Mike’s waiting mouth. 
 
   In that moment, I would like to be able to say I was only a young bride angry with her husband, that the wine of the evening had made me drunk, or that I only intended to tease, no “enjoy” Mike a little more. The truth was it had stopped being about teasing Mike, two weeks ago, and tonight I was a young virgin whose body was burning to be taken by the man that knew how to please a woman. He had been the man stirring the coals in my belly for the past two weeks into an inferno ready to explode. The rest of our lives I would be a wonderful loving wife for Jeff, but tonight it was that huge wonderful black cock of Mike’s that I needed so badly to ease the ache in my loins. 
 
   We must have kissed five or ten minutes with our tongues making love, somewhere in there he had put my hand on his cock, that I do remember and our hands were busy exploring to each other’s bodies. I had been playing with him the whole time, and he was hard as a rock. I had stroked his cock up against his stomach, and it was so long the purple head was sticking above his belt. I unbuttoned the bottom button on his shirt, and exposed the head. It was shaped like a knob, and filled my hand. I began teasingly scraping the naked head with my nails, and I thought Mike was going to climax. His tongue was down my throat and his fingers were tracing the hem around my panties. 
 
   I felt his thumbs hook in my panty elastic and begin pulling them down over my little butt, he was kneeling in front of me again as he slid them down my legs, then raising my feet and slipping my shoes off one at a time. I watched him take off what would be the last pair of panties I would ever feel against my virgin pussy, and gently laid them on the bed. He pushed my shirt back up to my waist, looking up at me he said it had been a long time since he’d tasted the sweet nectars of a young virgin pussy and he was not going to be denied tonight. He parted my soaking wet lips, and placed his tongue flat on my clit and began licking and sucking the juices running out of me. The minute his hot thick tongue touched my throbbing clit I nearly fainted with orgasm, but Mike quit before he let me have it. When he got back up he unzipped the back of my dress, unhooked my bra, and began kissing my bare shoulders. I could hardly speak, but I told him “no” I wanted him to take me in my wedding dress. Nibbling on my shoulder he said it was my night and I should have it all my way. Taking hold of the bare globe above his belt like I would never let it go, I had just unbuckled his belt and was getting ready to unzip his trousers and take his beautiful black cock out. 
 
   That was the instant Aunt Kay opened the door and charged in like an injured bull. In spite of the surprise, neither of us stopped what we were doing; I don’t know how much more she saw. But I do know I still had my arm around his neck kissing him, and from where she was standing, Aunt Kay could see my skirt up, and Mike’s large hand squeezing and massaging the cheeks of my naked little butt. Still rubbing and massaging the head of his big cock, in a very shaky, and very pleading voice I said, “Oh God Aunt Kay, please, shut the door and go to bed, this is what I need tonight.” 
 
   The three of us must have stood this way for what seemed like hours. Then I finally realized she wasn’t looking at me – Aunt Kay was looking directly at, and drooling over, the big cock head I had in my hand. I felt a streak of naughtiness flush over me, and tried to put my hand behind it so she could see the whole beautiful black throbbing knob. Finally smiling she said, “No Debbie, it’s time the groom took his new bride to the hotel.” Then she grabbed my arm and telling Mike not to leave that we needed him, she pulled me out of the bedroom. On the way down the hall she hooked my bra and zipped me back up telling me I would always thank her for saving me tonight. 
 
   The night was not over. Aunt Kay helped me pour a whole pot of black coffee down my husband’s throat, and Mike walked him in the cold December night until he was sober and awake enough to perform his duties. My Aunt Kay told Mike it was time for him to take her out for a drink. I was still on fire, and still very upset that she had just ruined my wedding night, and I wanted her to know my feelings for Mike had not ended. So I told him to kiss me good night, and I made it a long one. Putting my arms around his neck, pressing my body against him I ran my tongue down his throat and had him hard again before I let him go. Aunt Kay and Mike left to go out on the town. I knew Mike was going to get himself a pretty little red head that night after all, but with Aunt Kay enjoying what I had been working for all evening. 
 
   Jeff and I left the best man and his wife to sJeffp the night through, and my husband took me to our Hotel then claimed his prize. I couldn’t wait to get what I knew Jeff would have for me, and was in our bed in my negligee within minutes. Jeff came out of the bathroom with his gift for me standing proud… all six lousy little inches of it. I was so shocked and in disbelief, I couldn’t believe he was so small. I don’t think Jeff saw the disappointment on my face, and I told him to put the rubber on and get his butt in bed, his new bride had waited long enough. Jeff was a good lover that night, and he did satisfy me – no, he gave me two pleasing orgasms that night, though neither was as intense as those Mike had given me earlier. 
 
   Afterward Jeff finished, I went to the bathroom to clean and inspect myself. It was then I discovered the “Hickies” Mike had given me, the one on my shoulder I could lay on Jeff and our night of passion. But oh God, there was no way Jeff would miss the one on my leg. It was a good two inches long and an inch wide, and on my snow white skin was as dark as a plum; in fact, it reminded me of a very large dark plum with teeth marks. I brought a warm damp washcloth to clean Jeff. He had gone sound asleep, so I took the condom off and cleaned him. (I will say Jeff did fill the condom’s reservoir that night). His dick had shriveled up, and it wasn’t even as big as my thumb. As I washed his “cute” little thing, I was thinking had it not been for Aunt Kay, right now I would be cleaning Mike after his wonderful large black cock had just rammed through my cherry and bathed in the warm red blood of my womanhood. And I had another thought as I cleaned my husband: earlier I wanted Mike to fuck me in my white wedding dress with his bare cock and cum inside me. Yet with my husband, I had removed all symbolism of my purity and made him use a condom, offering him only my naked body. 
 
   I was still “hungry” and wet, and couldn’t go to sleep. I lay awake for another two hours, wishing it had been Mike inside me that night. Mike had been right when he said, “Before the end of your wedding day, you will be laying awake in your marriage bed thinking of another man.” And before sleep would overtake me that night, ending my wedding day, I realized then what Mike had meant when he had said Jeff would stir the coals in my belly, but only other men would extinguish the fires in my loins. The yearnings to feel a man like Mike in me had already begun, and on May 24, just one month before the end of the six months Mike had given me. I was spreading my legs for another man to touch me where I needed to be touched, and make a full woman of me with his eight-inch cock. Jeff didn’t know it at the time but I got pregnant by that lover.
 
   It didn’t take long before Jeff realized that I was fooling around, and during our sex one night I convinced him I needed other lovers. He agreed I could have them if I was willing to share in our bedroom. We were up all night that night talking and laying the ground rules. I love the “risk sex”, and it seemed to excite him so I kept pushing. Until he agreed only my lover would be allowed in me during my ovulation. I think that excited him even more than me. I already had a steady lover, and nine months later I laid my first love child in his arms (that he knew about).
 
   Having another man’s seed growing inside your womb is an ecstasy I can’t justly describe at least it was for me. Having a black man’s seed growing in your womb is unimaginable. Jeff was just as thrilled as me, and maybe even more so. And the fear he had of a black baby only intensified all the excitement he already felt. When Jeff knew that I was going to be with my black lover, he was even more excited.
 
   I had to learn the hard way, but it was me, that finally realized my lovers were not the golden boys, and my husband the dork. My husband was a cuckold (still is) and I was taking what I got from my lovers home to “our” marriage bed to share with my husband. So the lovers (providing the wife truly loves her husbands) are the ones being used, and for a couple that loves and trusts each other the words “Hot Wife” and “Cuckold” are very endearing words. 
 
   Though I almost did it on our wedding night – and I did begin cuckolding him six months after our wedding – it took me ten years before I could allow myself to believe my husband wanted me to have other lovers and to cuckold him. And that was when we became inseparable. I began what we termed “Pillow Talk”, while he was inside me I'd gently pinch and twist his nipples, whisper in his ear about other men taking his wife and filling her with their seed, then I’d ask him if that would be ok with him? Then I’d whisper all the other things I wanted from him, or wanted him to do. He’d be so excited he could scarcely talk, but the answer was always the same, a very squeaky “yes”.
 
   I also found my husband, like seventy percent of the husbands in this world, “wanted” me to be the sexual one, and bring the intensity back to our bedroom. They want to be cuckolded. When I finally got that through my thick red hair, I decided that I loved my husband enough to give him what he wanted. At first I thought I was being mean to him, and sometimes I felt really badly but I wasn’t. He needed the teasing and short periods of denial. He needed to watch me flirting with other men, and he needed to think of his wife with another man’s baby in her womb. Being mean to him would have been “not” pushing him to the edge, then nudging him a little further. I made him a part of everything and I made him the cuckold he wanted me to, but I never let him ever doubt how much love I had for him. 
 
   In the beginning, I wanted a baby by nearly every one of my lovers. Then after my first seven lovers I had to rethink. Good thing I did I’ve had well over a hundred lovers now. But my black lover, Mike, I couldn’t have refused even if I’d wanted to. And knowing what he had in mind for me, no way did I want my life to end without ever feeling that gorgeous hunk inside me, or his precious seed swelling in my womb. The ultimate cuckold is the dad of a black child.
 
   I’m not so sure than my own needs were not inherent. My husband was lucky that he did get my cherry on our wedding night. However his ran out in the long run. Once I was impregnated by my first lover, I needed the excitement of the risk of unprotected sex with my lovers. Feeling another man throbbing inside always sent me over the hill, and in those moments feeling his hot wet cream flowing into me made me pray for his child. A lot of times a lover will impregnate another man’s wife and they think it’s accidental, but I can assure you it is not. And most of the time a husband, even knowing the baby growing in his wife womb is not his, is prepared to accept and raise the child as his own. Many wives and even some husbands find an irresistible need behind this. 
 
   Looking me directly in the eyes my own husband asked me for my diaphragm one night when I was about to leave on a date with a very special lover, knowing I was ovulating. When I came home that night, I was not only full of my lover’s cream – his son was growing in my womb. 
 
   With my husband, and I think most husbands, it isn’t important that they sow the seed in our wombs. In fact, I think most would prefer to love us as our belly’s swell with our lover’s seed. I know that Jeff loved me with the first three he “thought” were his. But the last two he knew belonged to my lovers, he worshiped my bulging belly. I can’t understand why a man would want his wife to have another man’s baby, but I’m glad mine did. So many wives desire being impregnated by men not their husbands. It's so erotic surrendering my fertile unprotected womb to my lovers and not my husband.
 
   All of my children’s fathers were the strong, dominant and arrogant type. And as hard as it was sometimes for him, it was the arrogance of those lovers that brought him to worship me as I carried their child. His emotion was varied from lover to lover but he loved, and hated them all. I think it was my second son’s father he hated most, yet wanted me to be with more than any other. It was so intense for him watching my belly swell with another man’s child and to watch that child nursing on his wife’s breasts.
 
   I always, took my lovers (hubby’s too) cum inside me. From my first lover early in our marriage I learned to love the feeling of a man’s hot wet seed filling me. Maybe some women like to feel it “on” their pussy, I want to feel it inside mine. And don’t be mislead, I did get pregnant, five times before I finally got, and “stayed” on the pill *G*.
 
   My husband always got sloppy seconds, from my first lover (that I shared with him). My husband always had to “clean” me with his tongue after my lovers. I only made Jeff wear a condom with one of my earlier lovers. After that, during my ovulation only my lovers were allowed inside me. And if I’d had a lover during that time, he was denied penetration until my next period, just to assure my lover’s seed had every opportunity. Sometimes during those periods of his denial, just to enhance his anguish, I “might” let him rub his little hard thing between my lips. That always drove him wild. Being so close he could feel the wetness, but not being allowed to go in where my lover had just been, that he’d spend his little dab in just a few minutes. Of course, while he was rubbing, I’d be telling him that Len’s (my lover) sperm was searching for my eggs right now *G*.
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   * * *
 
   My wife volunteers for the 4-H program in our area. This past summer, they were having a presentation at the county fair and one of the leaders asked if my wife Peyton would work the kissing booth. She’s a beautiful blonde and at 32, she looks like she’s in her mid-twenties. She agreed and we took the whole family there.
 
   I was taking the kids around to the various rides and getting them cotton candy and other junk food. They were having a great time. But after a while I walked over to see how Peyton was doing. When I arrived at the booth, I saw a tall black man standing there. He was definitely in shape and I could tell by his shirt and jewelry that he was a wealthy guy. Peyton was standing inside the booth, looking calm with her hands in her jean back pockets and rocking on her heels. Her good friend Lindsey, who was helping run the 4-H booths, was standing by with a sly smile. He was saying something to my wife, then handed her quite a few bills. It was strange because a person is supposed to pay with tickets rather than case. Then he leaned in and she leaned forward, and they began to kiss.
 
   The black man put one hand behind her head and another behind her back. He was kissing her long and good, and I could tell they were definitely French kissing. Then I saw her head angle to the other side and her hands reach behind his back, holding him against her as they kissed. I was shocked. From what I’d been told, it was supposed to be limited to a kiss on the lips.
 
   Just then my youngest daughter told me she had to go to the bathroom and it was an emergency. I took all the kids to the port-a-potties and took care of business, all the while I couldn’t get the image out of my mind. As soon as I could, I took the kids back to the kissing booth. When I got there, Lindsey was standing there with a shit eating grin on her face. I asked her where Peyton was and she just shrugged, saying that she’s on break and she could be anywhere.
 
   I turned around and walked up to the guy at the lemonade booth. He was also grinning. I asked him if he’d seen where the blonde in the kissing booth had gone. He pointed toward the big barn and she walked that way with a black guy. I was pretty pissed at that point. I asked Lindsey to watch my kids while I went after my wife.
 
   I walked through the grass and, behind the big barn, I heard some sounds coming from the empty animal stalls. I walked in through the main entrance and I could see the naked torso of the black man I’d seen earlier, and his hands going down in front of him, his hips moving back and forth. I could see about half of my wife’s head popping up above the top of the stall, her delicate hands on either side of the stall, as she moaned in pleasure. I could see her eyes rolling inside her head. For some strange reason, the sight was turning me on.
 
   I sneaked around to the side of the stalls to get a better view. I could see his muscular black ass pumping as he fucked my wife doggy style, her jeans down around her ankles. His hands were on her ass and he would smack her ass every once in a while, not slowing down his thrusts for a moment. Peyton had gotten looser downstairs after having our kids but his large cock was filling her tight as a drum, and if her groans of joy were any indication, she was loving it. His big black balls were rocking, swinging with each thrust.
 
   Soon the black guy grunted and stopped fucking her, and then slowly pulled out. I saw a large glob of semen slide out of her cunt.
 
   “Shit,” she said, wiping away his seed with her hand. “I hope I don’t get pregnant.” She pulled up her panties and jeans.
 
   “You ain’t on the pill?” he asked.
 
   “No, my husband has a vasectomy. I don’t normally cheat on him and I wasn’t planning on this happening, so I didn’t bring my diaphragm.”
 
   That surprised me. I didn’t know she had a diaphragm.
 
   The two of them kissed some more, then the black guy walked out of the stalls alone. A couple minutes later, Peyton walked out by herself and returned to the kissing booth. 
 
   I never mentioned to my wife what behind the big barn. But I noticed she seemed pretty worried when her period didn’t come. About a month later, she started complaining of nausea but her period finally came a week later with a heavy flow. I don’t know for sure, but I think the black guy impregnated her and she had a miscarriage. I wonder if Peyton thought the same way, and whether she was happy or disappointed that she didn’t have his baby. Whatever the case, thinking about what I saw at the county fair never fails to get me excited. Peyton has noticed that I’m more sexual around her now but she has no idea why! 
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   * * *
 
   “I hope you have fun, Jessie,” my husband Michael said as he pushed his glasses up his nose. He was standing beside his car in the parking lot, just outside my new dorm room at Kentucky State University. “I don’t know how I’m going to stand living apart from you.”
 
   “I know, honey,” I said, giving him a big hug. We’d lived together for more than ten years. We’d grown up together in a small town in Ohio. We’d started off as high school sweethearts and now we were married with two children.
 
   “But we really don’t have a choice,” I continued. When my husband lost his accounting job in the recession, we figured that he would find a job soon enough. After a year went by, we realized that we would need to make some changes. My husband had to take a job as a cashier at the local grocery store. And we decided I would need to go back to school and get a job in the medical field. I applied to a number of schools with a good medical program. I was accepted into a few different schools, but I was offered a generous scholarship at Kentucky State, a historically black college a few hours from our home. We would have preferred something closer to home but we agreed that it was the best decision for our family.
 
   “Things will get better,” I said. “We’ll be back together in no time.”
 
   Michael gave me a kiss. “I know.” Then he hopped into the car, turned the ignition and rolled down the window. “I’ll give you a call tonight,” he said as he drove away.
 
   “Love you,” I said, waving as he left.
 
   I walked back to my dorm room. When I walked inside, there was a young girl dressed in a t-shirt and jeans. She had pasty white skin, ample breasts and a large butt for her size, black wavy hair down to her shoulders, and thick black rimmed glasses. She was putting clothes into her dresser. She turned to me and smiled.
 
   “You must be Jessica.” She gave a huge, geeky smile as she hugged me. “I’m Emily, your new roommate!”
 
   “Call me Jessie,” I said.
 
   “Nice to meet you, Jessie.” She jumped up and down on her toes. “We’re going to have so much fun!”
 
   As we unpacked our belongings and moved in, we talked about our backgrounds. I found out that Emily was from a small town in Kansas. Her two main reasons for coming to school here were to get away from her parents and to have access to lots of young black men – nearly two thirds of the students at Kentucky State are black.
 
   “Why do you prefer black guys?” I asked. As an attractive blonde woman still in her twenties, I’d turned a few heads in my day. Although I’d put on an extra ten or fifteen pounds after having two kids, most of it went to my breasts and ass, and I still garnered attention from men of all races and ages. Although I found black men to be sexy, I never considered dated outside my race.
 
   “I don’t have anything against white guys,” she said. “It’s just that black guys were the ones who paid attention to me in high school. They like a girl with a big booty.” She lifted a pair of shirts and put them in a drawer. “But I had to date them on the sly. My parents say they aren’t racist, but one day I brought home a black guy. My dad totally flipped out.”
 
   “So, is it true what they say?” I asked slyly.
 
   Emily’s eyes widened. “Their cocks? Oh, yes, it’s true. Not all of them, of course. But on average, yes, they are huge. I’ve had sex with fourteen black guys and I’d say eight inches is pretty normal. Eight inches and thick!”
 
   “Fourteen guys,” I said. “I’ve only been with my husband.”
 
   “Fourteen black guys,” Emily clarified. “I’ve been with white guys, too, and a couple Asians. Believe me, the black guys are definitely bigger.” She sat down on the edge of my bed. “So tell me, how big is your husband’s penis?”
 
   I laughed. “Jeesh. All right, if we are sharing… I haven’t measured it but I’d say about five inches long.”
 
   “Is it thick at least?”
 
   “I dunno.” I tried to think of something to compare it to. “Like the size of an uncooked hotdog?”
 
   Emily laughed. “I’m sorry to laugh, but that’s just awful. I could never be in a relationship with a guy that small. Sex is important to me. And I mean good sex – not getting tickled by an oversized clitoris!”
 
   We both laughed.
 
   We both started off our classes. It was the first time that I’d been away from my husband and children and I started to feel a little homesick. I called Michael and the kids on the phone every day but it wasn’t the same as seeing them. Still, I was starting to get used to living with a young roommate and enjoying the college vibe. In fact, Emily told me that she heard about a party going on at one of the black fraternities on Friday night. She said there would be lots of alcohol, dancing with hot guys and hooking up, and asked me if I wanted to go. I said it sounded like fun.
 
   On Friday night, we dressed up for the party. Right before we left, I told Emily to wait. I needed to call my husband and make sure he was okay with it.
 
   “That’s fine,” he said. “I don’t want to stop you from hanging out with people and having a good time.”
 
   “I know. I just wanted to make sure you’d be okay with it because there will be a lot of single guys there. It sounds like there will be kegs there. You know, typical college stuff. I’ll probably just hang out with Emily and meet people, maybe dance.”
 
   “Yes, that’s fine.” He paused, then said, “You’re basically living the life of a single college girl. I don’t want to stop you from making friends and hanging out with them.”
 
   “I appreciate that. It’s just that there will be guys there and drinking, and I just want to make sure that anything I do won’t make you upset.”
 
   Emily rolled her eyes. She was dressed in a sexy red blouse, impatiently waiting for me to finish the call.
 
   “Well, if you have unprotected sex, I probably wouldn’t be happy about that.”
 
   “Oh, jeesh.” Michael and I used condoms for birth control and I would never consider abortion, so that should have went without saying. But I wasn’t intending on breaking my marriage vows. “I’m not talking about having sex.”
 
   I heard my daughter’s voice in the background. Michael stopped to scold her, then returned the phone. “I gotta go. Honey, you’re a grown woman. You can make your own decisions. I’m not going to micromanage you. I trust your judgment.”
 
   Emily and I made our way to the fraternity house. It was old and dusty, and it looked kind of like an old plantation house. Loud rap music was playing inside. A young black guy with glasses was standing at the door holding a clipboard. I figured he was going to check to see if we were on the list. “Welcome ladies,” he said, as he waved us in. 
 
   When we stepped inside, the room was pretty packed. There were dozens of people in the room. About half the women were white. The other half of the women, and all of the men, were black. I started to feel a little scared but Emily seemed totally at ease and took my hand, steering me over towards a keg near a long wooden table. We each grabbed a red plastic cup, poured ourselves a beer and started sipping.
 
   “Those guys over there are checking us out,” Emily said. “They’re really cute.”
 
   There were two muscular, dark-skinned black guys standing near the ping pong table, each holding a red plastic cup. The first guy had dreadlocks and was wearing Abercrombie from head to toe. The second guy was wearing jeans and a blue hoodie over a red-and-white t-shirt. They apparently saw us looking their way and started making their way through the room. When they reached us, the guy with the dreadlocks introduced himself as Carl. The guy in the hoodie said his name was Malik.
 
   Carl and Emily seemed to really hit it off and they walked over near the wall to talk. “He really likes your friend,” Malik said. “That’s fine with me. I love a beautiful blonde.” As I spoke with Malik, I found him incredibly sexy. He stood very close to me, his body up against mine, leaning in toward my ear to speak over the loud music. I could smell the beer on his breath as well as his cologne, which was different from my husbands and I loved it. I learned that he was a frat boy and lived upstairs on the second floor. He was from Ohio like me, just outside Cincinnati, and that he was a sophomore majoring in communication. We finished our beers and he got us refills. As he handed me back my cup, he looked down at my left hand.
 
   “You’re married?”
 
   “Yes, I am. My husband is back at our home while I’m going to school.”
 
   “That’s real tough, living apart. I’m sure you’ve heard the saying that long distance relationships don’t work.”
 
   “Everybody says that,” I replied. “But I don’t believe that.”
 
   “I didn’t believe it either. I learned the hard way.” He explained that his high school sweetheart got accepted into a college in Cleveland. He was loyal to her and visited her once a month and then found out that she was cheating on him the whole time. “There’s another saying: a short separation strengthens love and a long separation kills it.” He shook his head.
 
   “I’m sorry she broke your heart,” I said. “She did you wrong.”
 
   “No, I did myself wrong. She was right to meet somebody else.” He took a swig from his cup, finishing his second beer. “It’s fine to have a sexually exclusive relationship when you’re together and having sex all the time. But agreeing to only have sex with one person, and then you can’t have sex with her because she lives far away, that’s just crazy. I’m sorry that I missed the chance to enjoy all the opportunities. This is a once in a life chance for young guys and girls to mingle and have fun.”
 
   I looked over at Emily. She was leaning back against the wall and talking like crazy. She was clearly into Carl.
 
   “I’m going to get some good beer from the kitchen.” Malik said. “Do you like craft beer?”
 
   “I hardly ever drink.” Although I’d only had two beers, I already had a nice buzz. I hadn’t eaten anything for hours.
 
   “I’ll get you one, too. You’ll love it.”
 
   He went to the kitchen and returned with two tall pint glasses. I took a sip. The taste was very strong, like somebody had mixed beer and whiskey.
 
   “This is beer?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, it’s a craft beer. It’s big on the West Coast. It’s aged in whiskey barrels.”
 
   As we talked more, I found myself really liking Malik. I’d never spent so much time talking with a black guy, and I found him handsome and very sexy. The crowd was thinning out as people left the party or went off into the bedrooms upstairs. Emily came over and explained that she was going upstairs to Carl’s room to check out his stereo system. I told her that I would come up with her. I downed the rest of my beer, then Malik and I followed them upstairs. As we walked across the room, I was a little wobbly and I realized just how intoxicated I had become. I was more than a little wobbly during the walk and some of the people were smirking as we made our way up the stairs.
 
   When we got to Carl’s room, Emily and Carl went inside with the door open and sat on the couch. I leaned back against the hallway wall just outside the room, trying to regain my bearings from the three beers. Just then Malik leaned forward and started to kiss my neck. His powerful black frame covered my body and I was incredibly aroused. I figured that there was nothing wrong with making out with him. I ran my hands down his back, caressing his ass and legs as we French kissed. He took my hand and pulled me into the room, then closed the door.
 
   I looked over at Emily. They were kissing passionately. Her shirt was already off. Carl unhooked her black bra and they laid back on the couch, Carl on top of her, making out passionately. I was in a daze from the alcohol, not sure what to do.
 
   Malik began kissing me again. He was an amazing kisser, and I loved the smell of his skin against me as I dry humped him. He took off his shirt and mine, then we kissed again, embracing flesh to flesh. He then unbuckled my belt and pulled my jeans down. Here I was, standing in front of this black stranger in my white bra and panties, and in the moment I thought it was fine. Michael said he was okay with me acting like a single college girl and I was enjoying it.
 
   “You are so beautiful,” Malik said. “I can’t let you go home without tasting your pussy on my tongue.”
 
   That sounded like a great idea to me. Malik still had his jeans on as he laid me down on the bed.  and he slipped his fingers in the sides of my white silk panties. I lifted my hips to allow him to pull them down. My cunt was very wet, eager for him. Malik got on top of me, kissing my breasts and sucking on my nipples. Then he kissed his way down past my blond pubic hair and began to perform cunnilingus. It felt good at first but I don’t think he was very experienced at it, and the way he was licking was starting to become annoying.
 
   I felt even drunker. I stretched my arms out across the bed, afraid that the room would start to spin. Malik pulled down his pants and underpants. I was shocked at the size of his cock. It was nearly down to his knees, twice as long and far thicker than my husband’s meager tool. He brought it over to my mouth and grabbed the back of my head. As I licked and sucked on his cock, it didn’t grow much larger but it became thicker. As I did, I heard Emily moaning loudly in pleasure. Carl had her bent over on the couch, fucking her doggy style and slapping her big booty, and she seemed to be in ecstasy.
 
   Malik pulled his fat cock from my mouth. I flopped my head back on the bed. As he moved on top of me, through the drunken haze I somehow remembered what I had to do. I lifted my head and said, “I’m not on the Pill. Use a condom.” Carl told him that he had a box of Magnums under the bed. Malik reached under the bed, pulled out a black tin foil square, and got back between my legs. As he ripped the condom wrapper, I dropped my head back on the bed and closed my eyes.
 
   I felt Malik’s huge cock pressing against my entrance. He slowly worked it in, thrust after thrust, an inch at a time. I didn’t think I could take all of it but I soon felt his heavy balls resting against my ass cheeks. Having his cock inside me was totally different from being with my husband. My pussy felt totally filled. Malik leaned forward on top of me. I wrapped by legs around his back and locked my ankles, and my arms around his broad, muscular shoulders. The contrast of my white arms and legs around his dark black body was incredibly erotic. His thick cock was not only touching all the right places inside of me, but every thrust moved my clit in just the right way. I felt myself nearing orgasm, so I reached a hand down and rubbed my clit. The orgasm hit me hard. “Oh, God!” It started as a moan, but then turned into a scream as I rolled through a dozen powerful orgasms. Malik’s breathing started to quicken and I knew that he was reaching his climax. He groaned as he pushed all the way inside me, and I could feel his cock twitching as it fired countless millions of sperm. 
 
   Malik lowered himself on top of me. We slowly kissed for a while with him laying on top of me, slowly moving his cock in and out of my box. Although he was a stranger, I felt so safe nestled beneath his strong body.
 
   I don’t know if I passed out or just fell asleep, but it was morning when Emily woke me up. My head was on a pillow and I was covered with a sheet.
 
   “Good morning sleepy head!” Emily said with a huge smile. She was pulling her pants up over her panties, and her bra was back on.
 
   “Shit,” I said, my head pounding with a hangover. Light was streaming in through the window, so I covered my eyes.
 
   “You really enjoyed Malik and his huge cock. You were moaning like crazy. How many orgasms did you have?”
 
   “What time is it?”
 
   “It’s eight-thirty. Get dressed.” 
 
   I looked over at the coach. Carl was asleep under a sheet. Malik was nowhere to be seen.
 
   I stumbled out of bed, still a little drunk. Something didn’t feel right between my legs. I looked down and there was dried semen all over my crotch, flecked in my pubic hair, and sticking down my inner thighs. On the floor was the Trojan foil wrapper, the top ripped open but the condom still inside.
 
   “Shit!” I counted the days since my last period. It had been two and half weeks. It couldn’t have been a worse time as far as getting pregnant was concerned. “Fuck!”
 
   I quickly threw on my clothes and began my walk of shame with Emily back to our dorm. 
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   * * *
 
   We were excited when my daughter Emma, who is majoring in communication at State, told us that she was bringing home her first boyfriend. She told us that Foster was black and asked if that was an issue. Of course, we’d always raised her that it’s okay to date anybody of any race but my husband wasn’t exactly thrilled with the idea.
 
   “I don’t know, Jess,” my husband Michael said. “There are a lot of black college girls who need men. Do you really think she should be taking their men?”
 
   Honestly, I think he just didn’t like his little girl dating a tall, athletic, dark skinned black man. Besides, from what Jess tells me, Foster isn’t the kind of man those girls are interested in. He’s thirty-eight, two years older than me, and he didn’t go to college. In fact, he dropped out of high school. He said he worked in building maintenance and “somehow” got enough money to buy three apartment buildings, and now landlording is his full-time job.
 
   Emma asked if Foster could stay the night at our house. I talked it over with Michael and we agreed that he could stay at our house, but he couldn’t sleep in the same bed with her. Emma agreed. We had a lovely dinner with my sister and her kids, and that night Emma slept in her room and Foster had a pillow and blanket on the futon in the spare room.
 
   That night, while trying to sleep, I heard some noises coming from the direction of Emma’s room. I heard quiet talking and her moaning, and I wondered if they were violating our rules. I looked over at Michael, who was asleep, and I tiptoed down to the hallway in my nightgown and slippers. When I reached Emma’s room, I could tell from the noises that they were having sex.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right,” I heard him say. “Suck on that black cock.” I could hear slurping sounds, then a popping sound.
 
   “I got more than half of it down,” Emma whispered proudly. “I’ve never taken that much before.”
 
   “Yeah, you’re getting good at cock sucking,” he said. “Suck it, bitch. Take that cock down all the way down your throat.”
 
   I was shocked at what I had heard. I turned the handle on the doorway and slowly opened it a couple of inches. The lights were off but between the moonlight and the nightlight on the near side of the bed, I was able to make out what was happening. My daughter had her hands on his meaty black thighs, her head slowly moving towards his body and back. Foster’s hands were on the back of her head, holding her in place. Then she pulled away from him, gagging.
 
   “That’s good, baby,” he whispered. “Black cock ain’t easy to take, it’s so big. You’re doing real good.” When I saw his package, I was shocked. Michael’s penis is a little more than four inches long and about as thick as a ballpark weiner. This black man, though, was sporting a cock that was almost as thick as a beer bottle and probably eight or nine inches long. My pussy was getting moist just looking at it, aching to feel it inside of me. 
 
   Emma quickly returned to her task and soon Foster had her get on her hands and knees on the bed. He got behind my daughter’s naked body. Emma winced as he pushed himself inside of her, and she reached back a hand against his thigh to slow him down. “Go slow,” she pleaded.
 
   “I like that nice, tight college pussy. Tight little white pussy.” He put his black hands on her ass cheeks and held her as he bounced, slowly going deeper and deeper inside of her young womanhood. I could hear the bed creaking and smell the scent of Emma’s arousal as he began pounding her faster, harder.
 
   “Mmmm,” Emma moaned as he pounded her. I could tell that she was enjoying it, her hands gripping the bed sheets, her face showing ecstasy. I wondered what it would be like to be with a man like that, so physical and powerful with a huge cock, pushing himself deep and taking whatever he wanted. He was so confident and proud, knowing that he could have any woman he wanted, and his confidence was incredibly attractive.
 
   “Shit, bitch,” he whispered, pistoning quickly inside of her. “Shit, I’m gonna cum!” Emma moaned quietly, calling Foster’s name. He pushed in balls deep and groaned as he filled my daughter’s cunt with his seed. He pulled out and presented his slimy cock to Emma. Millions of his sperm were swimming inside of my daughter’s womb, determined to find and fertilize her egg, while Emma licked up the remaining sperm, cleaning his cock with her mouth. Finally they cuddled together on the bed, my daughter’s body pressed against this black man who is old enough to be her father. I sneaked down the hallway back to bed and played with myself, quietly fantasizing about fucking my daughter’s sexy black lover. I gave myself three orgasms that night.
 
   That was two months ago. Emma missed her period and took a pregnancy test, confirming what she already knew. Foster denies that he’s the father, even though he’s the only guy that Emma ever slept with. But he sleeps with a lot of college girls at State and he assumes everybody else is sleeping around, too. We’re going to make him take a paternity test but he’s not involved in the lives of any of his other children and doesn’t pay his child support, so we’re not expecting very much. I was thinking about possibly having a secret roll in the hay with him myself, but now I doubt we will ever see him again. At least I’ll always have the memories of the night I watched him in Emma’s room!
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