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   * * *
 
   We were sitting around the table one evening, looking at the bills in front of us. My wife Abigail had lost her high-paying job at the investment company and she couldn’t find new work. She had always made more money than I did and I didn’t have the ability to easily make more money. Her unemployment compensation was about to run out. We were discussing how to keep the roof over our kids’ heads.
 
   “You know, Nick,” my wife said half-jokingly, “maybe I should listen to Tony and go into porn.”
 
   We have a friend who owns a porn company out in California. At one point he suggested that Abby try porn because it pays even better than her investment job. She’s in her late twenties with a pretty face and a body that turns heads, even after having two children. At the time, it wasn’t anything that she would consider but desperate times called for desperate measures.
 
   “I mean, I’m not working right now,” she said. “I could fly out there, film some movies, and come back with the money. Tony says I could make $100,000 a year, even more. In the meantime, I’ll keep looking to find work.”
 
   After discussing the idea, we agreed that she should give Tony a call. Tony told her that he’d love to have her out there. We learned that his company does exclusively interracial scenes, meaning black men with white women. She would earn $1200 for a typical scene, $2000 for an anal scene, and $5000 for a double penetration scene. Tony said that the popular girls do about ten scenes per month. He guaranteed her ten scenes if she would fly out there for a month and she could see whether she liked it. It was an offer that we couldn’t refuse. We got a plane ticket and she flew out the next weekend.
 
   Tony gave me a complimentary login and password to their website. About a week later, Hannah’s first video popped up on the site. After the kids were asleep, I locked the bedroom door and streamed the video over our big screen HDTV. She was sitting on a black leather couch in an open-concept house. A guy off-camera was asking her questions.
 
   “I’m Summer Beach,” she said. “I’m twenty-seven and I’m married with two kids.” She was wearing a green blouse and blue jeans. She said she was from the Midwest and it was her first time on film. She said that she’d never been with a black guy before. When they asked what the largest cock she had ever had was, she said she’d had a couple seven-inchers in college. When asked about her husband, she crinkled her face. “His penis is pretty small.” She held up her fingers. “He says he’s five inches long but it’s more like four. And he’s not very thick, either. Sometimes I can’t even tell he’s inside of me. The only reason I know we’re having sex is because his hips are moving. He’s pretty good at eating pussy but I’m really more of a good hard fucking kind of girl.”
 
   Then her eyes looked behind and to the side of the camera. Two black guys walked into the scene, one on either side of her. They were both fully naked, tall and muscular. The guy on the left was Jamal, a very dark-skinned black with a huge cock, far longer and thicker soft than mine is erect. The guy on the right was Kevin. He was lighter skinned and nowhere near as big as Jamal, probably only six or seven inches long.
 
   She got down on her knees and put a hand on each guy’s cock. She would like and suck on one, then turn her attention back to the other guy. In a matter of minutes, both guys were fully erect, though the huge cock didn’t stand up straight – it only went sideways. Hannah stood up and the two guys helped remove her blouse and bra. When she dropped her jeans, she was wearing a pair of sheer white panties. She began kissing Jamal wildly, one hand around his back and the other holding his cock, her body dry humping against him as she moaned, his cock pressed up against her belly as Kevin kissed her neck from behind and fondled her legs and ass.
 
   The darker skinned guy removed her panties and laid her down on the couch. The camera showed his massive member laying on top of her belly, showing just how deep it would go inside of her. Hannah, for her part, was sucking on Kevin’s cock, who was standing next to the couch. She let the cock out of her mouth for a moment. “Put it inside me,” my wife begged Jamal. “Let me feel that huge cock inside of me.” He lined his monster up at her entrance and slowly, inch by inch, began to insert it inside of her. Hannah was moaning loudly, though her mouth was filled with cock.
 
   Once Jamal’s enormous cock was almost all the way inside of her, she let go of Kevin’s tool. “Oh, shit,” she said. “It feels so good. I’ve never had a cock like that before.”
 
   “You like that?” Jamal asked, thrusting in and out, picking up the pace.
 
   “Oh, God, yes.” Jamal leaned down and they began kissing passionately. Hannah was moaning as he pounded her cunt. When they broke off the kiss and Jamal rose up, I could see that Hannah’s breasts and neck were bright red, flush from her arousal. “Your cock feels so good inside of me. I love fucking you!” Hannah was always quiet when we made love, but I knew that she was acting for the camera. She resumed sucking on Kevin’s cock.
 
   After a few minutes of this, they changed positions. Jamal wasn’t fully erect anymore so she sucked him until he was fully hard again. Then Jamal laid down on the couch and my wife got on top of him, riding him cowgirl. She moaned as she took his cock back inside of her. “This is heaven,” she said, leaning forward and slowly riding him. Then Kevin got behind her, his cock all lubed up, lined it up with her asshole. “Go slow,” she said, grimacing as he slowly pressed his cock inside of her. Jamal was holding her hips as Kevin buried his cock balls-deep inside of her. Slowly, they began pumping inside of her.
 
   “Fuck, that feels good,” she said, nearly out of breath. “It’s so intense. My pussy is totally filled and my ass, too. I had no idea that sex could feel this good!” The three of them were moving in rhythm. “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” She was nearly crying as she moaned through a powerful climax. She had two more before they finished.
 
   I was hoping that they would fill both of her holes, but suddenly they disentangled. Hannah kneeled next to the couch, tugging on Jamal’s cock as he blasted my wife’s face with huge blasts of cum. One of the blasts hit her in the eye. She managed to keep smiling, though squinting, her face glazed like a donut. Then she turned to Kevin’s cock and began sucking the cock that, moments before, had been inside of her asshole. Soon Kevin exploded as well, blasting her face with even more cum. She smiled for the camera and waved as the scene ended.
 
   Over the next three months, my wife filmed more than thirty films. Most of them were double penetration, and quite a few involved gang bangs. All of them were with black guys. My wife would returned every other weekend and we had some of the hottest sex of our married lives. She said that she loves how my small penis fits so easily inside of her during anal, and she says that I eat her pussy better than any of the porn stars. Then she found a new job in the investment field that pays almost as much as her old job.
 
   Although she’s now retired from porn, we have enough memories (and videos!) to last a lifetime. We may have another memento, too – she hasn’t had her period since she got back. She was taking the guys bareback without using any birth control. Most of the guys didn’t cum inside of her, but some of them did. I had a vasectomy after our second child was born, so if there is a baby we know it will be black. She’s too nervous to take a pregnancy test but we’re going to know the truth soon, one way or the other! 
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   * * *
 
   A few years ago, my wife surprised me by telling me that we were going out on a date night. We were going to the movies to watch the latest Hollywood romantic comedy, and she’d hired a babysitter.
 
   “You’re not hiring Sarah again, are you?” Our last babysitter had let the kids stay up and they were still awake when we arrived home at midnight. This despite the fact that we’d given her strict instructions to have the kids in bed by nine.
 
   “No, I found somebody new,” my wife said as she applied her makeup. “Her name is Emily. She’s in college at Western. She’s Tara’s daughter. You remember Tara, right?”
 
   “Yes,” I replied. How could I forget? Tara was around in her mid-thirties and had a smoking-hot body. To a forty-ish guy like me, Tara looked amazing.
 
   “Emily is Tara’s daughter,” my wife said. She puckered and put on her lipstick, then said, “and she’s very responsible. Her mother says Emily gets straight A’s in school. And she’s babysat for John and Penny, and they say she’s wonderful.”
 
   “As long as Emma and Aiden are in bed by nine, I’ll be happy,” I said.
 
   “There’s only one problem,” she said. “Emily doesn’t have a car, so one of us will have to drive her home.”
 
   “Not a problem,” I said. I took a quick shower, threw on a nice pair of jeans and a dress shirt, and dab on some cologne.
 
   Around six I heard a knock at the front door. I walked over and opened up the door. Standing before me was the most beautiful young woman I’d ever seen. She had red ribbons tied in bows that adorned her shoulder-length blond hair. She was wearing a football jersey from her college, presumably her boyfriend’s, and pair of tight fitting jeans that showed over her curvaceous body, and a backpack with a cutesy Japanese-looking character on it. 
 
   “Hi, I’m Emily,” she said.
 
   I shook her hand and welcomed her inside. “My wife will be down in a moment. Can I get you something to drink?”
 
   “That’s okay,” she said, slipping out of the backpack. As she set the backpack down on the floor, she leaned over. Not only could I see her glorious lower back, but also a glimpse of lacy whale tail. Although her soft blue jeans had only slipped down a couple of inches, I could clearly see the top of her racy red thong, and I could make out the beginning of the string that was no doubt penetrating her tight, young ass cheeks. My cock was beginning to harden, so I leaned forward against the kitchen counter to disguise my arousal.
 
   “So, you go to Western?” I said.
 
   “Yes,” she said, slowly swaying her body as she talked. “This is Robbie’s jacket. He’s on the football team. He’s a senior.”
 
   I noticed there was a ring on her ring finger on her left hand. “That’s a beautiful ring. Are you two engaged?”
 
   She blushed. “No, it’s not an engagement ring. It’s a promise ring.”
 
   “A promise ring?” I’d never heard of such a thing. “What’s that?”
 
   “It means, like, we’re pretty serious.” She flipped her hair off her right shoulder. “But we’re not married or engaged or anything. We probably won’t get married until after college, but I dunno. Robbie’s pretty eager to get married.”
 
   Just then my wife came down the stairs, and we left the house to Emily. After dinner and the movie, we returned home. Our kids were sound asleep. My wife was tired, so she asked me to drive Emily back to her parents’ house. We jumped in the car and off we went. During the ride, we made some small talk.
 
   “It’s nice that Robbie really wants to marry you,” I said.
 
   “Well, we decided we would wait until marriage to have sex,” she said. “That’s the real reason he’s so impatient.”
 
   “I can understand that,” I said. “But don’t you want to experience other people before you get married?”
 
   “Robbie had a girlfriend before me.”
 
   “What about you, though?” I met her eyes. “Don’t you want to know what’s out there?”
 
   “Of course I wonder,” she said. “I don’t want to always wonder. It’d have been great if it worked out that way, but I met Robbie and we’re in love.” She hesitated, then said, “And I don’t want to get any diseases or get pregnant or anything.”
 
   “I totally understand,” I said, intentionally missing the turn in the road. “I’ve only been with my wife for fifteen years, so I don’t have to worry about diseases.” Then I realized that I didn’t have a condom on me, and she certainly wouldn’t be carrying one herself. I knew I’d have to lie. “And I don’t have to worry about pregnancy anymore, either, because I got a vasectomy after Aiden was born. Sex is great when you don’t need to worry about those things.”
 
   Emily stared out the windshield into the darkness, and I knew what she was thinking. She was considering crossing into the realm of infidelity.
 
   I put my hand onto hers and said, “You’re only human. Our greatest regrets in life aren’t the things we did, but the things we didn’t do.” She didn’t move her hand. “Should I pull the car over?”
 
   She looked down into her lap, then finally said, “I don’t want anybody to ever know.” With that, I knew that it was on. I pulled the car over into a wooded area just off the road. I turned off the car, but there was still illumination from a light pole not far away.
 
   I leaned forward and kissed her. She was obviously inexperienced at it, but I was rock hard. I could smell her strawberry perfume as I kissed her neck. We moved to the back seat of the car. As we kissed, my hands roamed all over her young body. I removed her shirt and her training bra. There couldn’t have been an ounce of fat on her belly, and I could easily see the outline of her rib cage. She then unbuttoned, unzipped and pulled down her jeans, revealing her adorable lacy red thong panties. I leaned forward and inhaled the warm, wet scent of her arousal. I removed her panties and licked her juicy cunt. As I stuck in a finger to penetrate her, I noticed how incredibly tight her young pussy felt. And I couldn’t help but notice that, at the top of her young vagina, there was an intact hymen. My cock was as hard as it could possibly get as I brought her to orgasm with my tongue.
 
    I quickly removed my pants and underwear, then moved on top of her. There was a look of fear mixed with excitement on her face. “I’ve never done this before,” she said.
 
   “That’s okay,” I said, kissing her. I lined up the head of my cockhead against her soaking wet entrance. I rubbed it up and down over her clit, wetting my cock. Then I stuck my cockhead at her entrance, aimed like a battering ram against her young hymen, savoring the feeling of her virginity for one last moment. Finally, I leaned forward and kissed her, then thrust inside her violently. Emily yelped as I ripped through her hymen.
 
   “You’re doing great,” I said. Her cunt was incredibly tight, like a wet velvety vice grip. It only took me a few more thrusts before I was inside her balls deep. Emily’s face showed a mixture of fear, confusion, and pleasure as I slowly fucked her in the missionary position. I saw her slip a hand down to her crotch and she began to play with her clit. As I played with her tiny breasts and kissed her passionately, I knew that my climax was approaching. I knew that she wasn’t using any birth control, and I should pull out. But then I was overcome but a powerful need to shoot my seed deep inside her young cunt.
 
   “I’m cumming,” Emily said. I wasn’t expecting that, and suddenly I felt my climax approach. Although I knew I was taking a huge risk, I thrust as deep as I could. I felt the most incredible pleasure of my life as my balls shot spurt after spurt of semen deep inside her cunt. With a few more thrusts, I sent the rest of my baby batter deep inside of her, where Robbie had never been allowed to go. I leaned down and kissed her passionately, all the while millions of my sperm were invading her young womb, filling every crevice and searching for her egg.
 
   Things were awkward as we put our clothes back on, started the car and began to drive toward her home. She reiterated her concern that nobody could ever know what happened. I assured her, though I knew that it would be a long wait for me as I waited to see if her period arrived. I pulled up into her driveway, dropped her off, waved to her parents who were waving to me through the picture window, and I drove back to my house.
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   * * *
 
   I’ll never forget the summer that I lost my virginity. I didn’t have a job so I was spending the days swimming down at the lake and hanging out with friends. We were all juniors, still going to school. One of my friends, who lived in my neighborhood, was Kyler Thomas. He lived in the back of the neighborhood in a little bungalow not too far from the lake. Kyler had an older brother, Jason, but he’d moved out of the house a few years ago to live with his girlfriend. Kyler’s father, Dennis, was a truck driver but he was always on the road – I’d only seen the man maybe a dozen times. So, for the most part, the only people living there were Kyler and his mom.
 
   Kyler’s mom, Janet, was about 5’4. She’d gotten married young and had her two sons back-to-back, so she was still in her late thirties. She had long, curly, dirty blonde hair and piercing blue eyes just like Kyler. She had a curvy, womanly body. Technically she was a little overweight, but it didn’t bother me. For some reason I found her to be far more attractive than the girls my age. Actually, I’d been overweight myself for years and I’d finally managed to burn all off. I dieted, exercise, and started lifting weights. By the time we hit summer vacation, I was in great shape.
 
   One Saturday morning, I walked across the grass and knocked on the front screen door to Kyler’s house. A few moments later, I saw Kyler’s mom walking across the room to the front door. She was coming out of the bedroom wearing nothing but a white slip and holding an oversized plastic wine glass in her hand. She’d often dressed flirtatiously, often wearing just a t-shirt or a slip or a sexy nightie. Sure, it was inappropriate but I sure wasn’t complaining. And she always had a box of wine on the kitchen table.      
 
   “Hi, Mrs. Thomas,” I said. As I always, I was trying to sneak a peek at her ample cleavage. But I noticed that she was just staring at me, and I felt the unmistakable feeling that she was attracted to me. I realized that she hadn’t seen me since I’d lost the weight and started working out. “Is Kyler here?”
 
   “Hi Keith,” she said, her eyes wandering over my body. “He’s gone for the weekend. He’s hanging out with Tim at his parents’ summer house.” She was clearly checking me out. “I can see that you’ve lost some weight.”
 
   “Yeah,” I said. “I’ve been dieting and exercising.”
 
   “You look great,” she said. She pulled open the screen door. “Would you like to come inside?” As I stepped inside. One of the Twilight movies was playing on the TV, and I could smell the incense that was burning in the corner beside it.
 
   “Have a seat,” she said, pointing at the black leather couch. As I sank down into the couch, she sat down right beside me, nearly splashing me with wine. She had clearly had a little wine already. I could smell her perfume, fruity and inviting. Her legs were cleanly shaved, and although the slip didn’t cover much of her voluptuous body, it went just low enough to prevent me from telling whether she was wearing panties.
 
    “I haven’t seen you in a while,” she said. “You and Kyler having been spending as much time together recently.”
 
   “Yeah, he’s been spending a lot of time with Lisa,” I said, referring to Kyler’s girlfriend.
 
   She nodded and stared off in thought, then turned to me. “Have you ever had a girlfriend?”
 
   “No, Mrs. Thomas.”
 
   “You’re a man now. Call me Janet.” She smiled. “When I was your age, I was a good girl. I didn’t have sex until my wedding night. When I finally did it, I loved it so much, and I wondered why I’d wasted so much time waiting.” We both laughed, then she continued. “Then I had the boys, and raising them, and Dennis is hardly ever home. He won’t be home for two more weeks.” She swirled the wine around in her wine glass, then took a sip. “I’m so rude. Would you like a glass of wine?”
 
   “I don’t drink,” I replied. “I thought you used to tell Kyler that he shouldn’t drink, that it’s for old people?”
 
   She shrugged. “I know Kyler drinks. I don’t ask him about it, but I know he does. I don’t think it hurts anything. The one rule I tell him is that you need to use rubbers. He’s been spending a lot of time with Lisa and I know they’re having sex. And I think it’s wonderful, as long as they use protection. I don’t see anything wrong with a man and a woman having some fun.” She was staring straight into my eyes as she placed a hand on my leg. “Do you?”  
 
   I hesitated, but she was a beautiful woman. I knew it was wrong because she was Kyler’s mom and she was married. Finally I responded. “No, there’s nothing wrong with that at all. I think I’ll take you up on a glass of wine.”
 
   She smiled. “Great, I’ll get you a glass.” As she stood up and sashayed to the kitchen, I got a glace under the slip and saw that she was wearing a pair of black panties over her bubble butt. My cock was fully erect, and I reached into my jeans, shifting it so that it was lying straight up so it wouldn’t be obvious. She filled up another oversized wine glass nearly to the top and handed it to me. “Cheers,” she said, lightly tapping my glass.
 
   I’d never had actually had a drink before. I’d had little sips of beer and whiskey but thought they were disgusting. I was determined to drink down the wine no matter how bad it tasted, but after a quick sip I realized it tasted good, and I gulped down half the glass.
 
   Kyler’s mom laughed. “You’re supposed to sip wine, not guzzle it,” she said.
 
   “I’ve never done this before,” I said. “I guess I’m just eager to try it.” In fact, I was just trying to get some liquid courage into my system.
 
   Her eyes sparkled. “I can tell you want to try it. You’re poking right at me.” I didn’t realize that she could see the tip of my penis sticking out above my jeans. “Give me the glass.” I handed it to her. She put both of the wine glasses on the coffee table, sat back on the couch next to me, and began to French kiss me as she moved on top of me.
 
   I’d never French kissed before, or kissed a girl in any way before, but I tried my best. But my eyes were drawn to the windows and screen door. Anybody walking down the street could see what we were doing! But as we kissed, I ran my hands up and down her back, and over her large womanly ass and down her legs.
 
   She suddenly stopped. “Is something wrong? You’re looking out the window.”
 
   “Nothing’s wrong. I’m just worried that somebody might see us.”
 
   Kyler’s mom laughed. “We’re all alone. But fine, we’ll go to my room.” She got up and locked the front door. Then she took a swig from her wine glass, finishing it off. Then she took my hand and said, “All right, Romeo, let’s jump in bed.”  She walked me down the hallway, past Kyler’s bedroom, and into her room.
 
   I’d never been in her bedroom before. It was decorated with a lot of stuff from the 1990’s. She walked over and sat down on the edge of the bed. She patted on the bed next to her, and by the way it moved it was clearly a waterbed. I sat next to her and we laid down in the bed, kissing and groping. I pulled off her slip, leaving her wearing only her black panties. Although she was probably twenty pounds overweight, she wore it well. I loved the smell of her skin as I kissed her neck and her breasts, then made my way down to her panties. I was going to go further down but she lifted her hips, so I followed her lead and pulled off her panties.
 
   Kyler’s mom’s pussy was fully shaved. I lowered my face to her pussy and, for the first time, smelled the musky smell of her cunt, and my cock grew even harder. I went straight for her clit with my tongue, but she pulled it back. “Not yet,” she said. “I’m not ready. Lick my whole pussy slowly, everywhere except for the clit.” I followed her instructions, slowly licking her cunt all over. After a couple minutes, she told me to stick in a finger. I tried to stick it in dry but it wouldn’t go in. “Lick your finger, silly,” she said. I wasn’t great at it but I learned a lot as I ate her pussy. Finally, she said, “Okay, that’s enough.”
 
   “Did you cum?”
 
   She smiled. “Don’t worry about me. I’m going to take care of you today.” She rolled me over onto my back. She grabbed my cock, slipped it inside her cunt, and began to ride me cowgirl. We were kind of wobbling due to the waterbed, but I didn’t care. As she was fucking me, she leaned forward on the bed and I licked the large brown areolas on her huge tits. She was riding me hard, forcefully. Her pussy felt amazing. I realized that I wasn’t wearing a condom, that I was barebacking Kyler’s married mom, but at that moment I honestly didn’t care what happened. Her ample ass cheeks were tapping my testicles as she bounced on me, providing just enough friction, and I was ready to burst.
 
   “Oh my god, I’m going to cum,” I said. Kyler’s mom began to ride me even faster, and I could feel her clenching her cunt muscles like a vice grip on my cock. She leaned down and began French kissing me. I tried to tell her that I wasn’t wearing a condom but I couldn’t speak as my cock exploded, the dam breaking as millions of my sperm blasted from my testicles and deposited deep inside her cunt. She stopped riding me, just staying still as she kissed me. Finally, as she slowly removed  herself from me, I saw strings of semen and pussy juice connecting us and then break.
 
   “How was that?” she asked, laying beside me.
 
   “It was incredible,” I said. “But we didn’t use a rubber.”
 
   She shrugged. “It was your first time. I think you should get the full experience. I don’t think I’m fertile this week.”
 
   I felt a chill run down my spine. “Aren’t you on the Pill?”
 
   “Relax,” she said, rubbing her hand across my side. “I don’t think I’m fertile right now. Besides, I’m a married woman. If I get pregnant, Dennis would be the father of the baby.”
 
   Suddenly I was scared. I had just inseminated my friend’s mom and she wasn’t on the Pill. She was right about what she’d said in the living room earlier – I should have used a condom.
 
   “I just realized that I need to get home,” I said, getting up out of bed. I began to put my clothes back on. “I’m sorry to leave like this. It was wonderful, but I gotta go.”
 
   I got out of there as quickly as I could and walked back to my house, as the last of my sperm were soaking up into Mrs. Thomas’s beaver. I hoped Kyler would never find out!
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