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About the Author


I have always been attracted to black men. Honestly, I can’t describe why I am attracted to them. If you would’ve saw the way I grew up, you would have assumed I lived a privileged lifestyle, and would only date within my race, however that’s not the case. I don’t find white guys attractive. To be honest, dating them feels like one dating my brother or father. They all have the same boring pale skin. Black men are different. 

Their physical attributes are attractive and exotic. Their dark skin, muscular figures, and coarse textured hair is sexy. I get wet just thinking about their dark hands rubbing my breasts or the feeling of my fingers, rubbing their Afro hair as they plow their big cocks into me. 

Yeah, that’s right, I said it, big cocks. I’ve watched porn, and I have never seen a small, five-inch cock on a black man. Each man was at least eight inches and thick as hell. White men on the other hand always seem to have this thin needle dick that women pretended to get off on. 

So what? You think I have a fetish. Don’t we all have one? Some guys like Asians, others like older women or curvy women with big tits and fat asses. We all have our preferences, why can’t I have my own?

After my last horrible white boyfriend, I decided to try something new. I decided to finally date the one man I’ve always wanted to be with, a black man. 

Personally, I think black men would fine me attractive. I was an athletic brunette, with average tits and ass. Yeah, sure I didn’t have the best curves like some women, but I knew how to back it up and twerk it if a man was fucking me from behind. Last I heard, I never got any complaints.

I have no idea why I never thought of this sooner. I guess I was scared, or a part of me wanted to fit into social norms. Even though interracial dating was legal in America, it still felt taboo to a lot of people. 

Another reason why I really wanted a black man, was because I would love to have a mixed child. I’ve seen several mixed kids, and I think they are the cutest thing ever, with their light-colored skin, and curly hair. Not to mention, no mixed kid looks the same. Some have dark skin, while others have pale skin. Some have straight relaxed hair while others have curly thick hair. It was a game of roulette, and you never knew what you were going to draw. 

Just thinking of being with a black man and having his mixed child made me hot. I wanted a black man badly, but honestly, I didn’t know where to start. 

I knew I couldn’t just walk down the street and grab one. There’s no telling what their reaction would be, plus they could be in a relationship. I thought about going to the club and hooking up with a man there, but honestly, I really didn’t want to spend any money going out. Nor did I want to spend time trying to pick the right one. I think realized the best way to get what I wanted was to post a dating ad online. Surely that was the easiest way to get what I wanted. 

I hastily logged onto an online dating service and made a profile. I took a sexy revealing picture of myself in a robe, draped of my shoulder showing ample amounts of cleavage and then wrote on the headline, “sexy white woman looking for a black stud to ride.”

Below the headline I wrote, Hello! My name is Shannon, and I am a twenty-three years old, looking for a sexy black stud to have sex with. I’ve never been with a black man before and I want you to be my first! I’ve always been attracted to black men, and I’ve always wanted to have a mixed child. If you choose to fuck me, I want your black seed too! No strings attached, if you knock my shit up, I won’t ask for any assistance or anything. All I want is your black seed dripping out of me! I am open to any black men over twenty-one, but I would love to fuck a muscular hunk, with a cock larger than eight inches. For inquiries please DM me a picture of your big black cock!

A few minutes later, my phone buzzed, and I was surprised to see the number of black men who wanted to be with me.  There were so many big black cocks to choose from, but I eventually picked out a muscular black man named Trevon. He was a good-looking black man, with a bulky frame, most importantly he had a beautiful ten-inch black cock. Just looking at his giant in his hands made me wet. 

A few hours later, Trevon arrived at my apartment. When I opened the door, I could see the surprise in his face when he saw me in my black lingerie. I could tell he like my matching black see through push up bra and black lace thong based on his goofy look. 

“Damn, Shannon, you look sexy as hell...”  his voice was deep as his brown eyes pierced into my own. Damn did I love his gaze. It was sexy and mysterious. With just a look he got me wet. 

“I know...come here...” I didn’t waste anytime as I jumped into Trevon’s arms. He laughed as he held my ass, walking into my living room. He kicked the door closed and growled deepening his kiss. 

“Damn, girl, slow down. Don’t you want to talk?” He asked in between kisses. 

“Talking is for friends and husbands... you’re neither. You messaged me saying you’re
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