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   * * *
 
   “I hope you have fun, Jessie,” my husband Michael said as he pushed his glasses up his nose. He was standing beside his car in the parking lot, just outside my new dorm room at Kentucky State University. “I don’t know how I’m going to stand living apart from you.”
 
   “I know, honey,” I said, giving him a big hug. We’d lived together for more than ten years. We’d grown up together in a small town in Ohio. We’d started off as high school sweethearts and now we were married with two children.
 
   “But we really don’t have a choice,” I continued. When my husband lost his accounting job in the recession, we figured that he would find a job soon enough. After a year went by, we realized that we would need to make some changes. My husband had to take a job as a cashier at the local grocery store. And we decided I would need to go back to school and get a job in the medical field. I applied to a number of schools with a good medical program. I was accepted into a few different schools, but I was offered a generous scholarship at Kentucky State, a historically black college a few hours from our home. We would have preferred something closer to home but we agreed that it was the best decision for our family.
 
   “Things will get better,” I said. “We’ll be back together in no time.”
 
   Michael gave me a kiss. “I know.” Then he hopped into the car, turned the ignition and rolled down the window. “I’ll give you a call tonight,” he said as he drove away.
 
   “Love you,” I said, waving as he left.
 
   I walked back to my dorm room. When I walked inside, there was a young girl dressed in a t-shirt and jeans. She had pasty white skin, ample breasts and a large butt for her size, black wavy hair down to her shoulders, and thick black rimmed glasses. She was putting clothes into her dresser. She turned to me and smiled.
 
   “You must be Jessica.” She gave a huge, geeky smile as she hugged me. “I’m Emily, your new roommate!”
 
   “Call me Jessie,” I said.
 
   “Nice to meet you, Jessie.” She jumped up and down on her toes. “We’re going to have so much fun!”
 
   As we unpacked our belongings and moved in, we talked about our backgrounds. I found out that Emily was from a small town in Kansas. Her two main reasons for coming to school here were to get away from her parents and to have access to lots of young black men – nearly two thirds of the students at Kentucky State are black.
 
   “Why do you prefer black guys?” I asked. As an attractive blonde woman still in her twenties, I’d turned a few heads in my day. Although I’d put on an extra ten or fifteen pounds after having two kids, most of it went to my breasts and ass, and I still garnered attention from men of all races and ages. Although I found black men to be sexy, I never considered dated outside my race.
 
   “I don’t have anything against white guys,” she said. “It’s just that black guys were the ones who paid attention to me in high school. They like a girl with a big booty.” She lifted a pair of shirts and put them in a drawer. “But I had to date them on the sly. My parents say they aren’t racist, but one day I brought home a black guy. My dad totally flipped out.”
 
   “So, is it true what they say?” I asked slyly.
 
   Emily’s eyes widened. “Their cocks? Oh, yes, it’s true. Not all of them, of course. But on average, yes, they are huge. I’ve had sex with fourteen black guys and I’d say eight inches is pretty normal. Eight inches and thick!”
 
   “Fourteen guys,” I said. “I’ve only been with my husband.”
 
   “Fourteen black guys,” Emily clarified. “I’ve been with white guys, too, and a couple Asians. Believe me, the black guys are definitely bigger.” She sat down on the edge of my bed. “So tell me, how big is your husband’s penis?”
 
   I laughed. “Jeesh. All right, if we are sharing… I haven’t measured it but I’d say about five inches long.”
 
   “Is it thick at least?”
 
   “I dunno.” I tried to think of something to compare it to. “Like the size of an uncooked hotdog?”
 
   Emily laughed. “I’m sorry to laugh, but that’s just awful. I could never be in a relationship with a guy that small. Sex is important to me. And I mean good sex – not getting tickled by an oversized clitoris!”
 
   We both laughed.
 
   We both started off our classes. It was the first time that I’d been away from my husband and children and I started to feel a little homesick. I called Michael and the kids on the phone every day but it wasn’t the same as seeing them. Still, I was starting to get used to living with a young roommate and enjoying the college vibe. In fact, Emily told me that she heard about a party going on at one of the black fraternities on Friday night. She said there would be lots of alcohol, dancing with hot guys and hooking up, and asked me if I wanted to go. I said it sounded like fun.
 
   On Friday night, we dressed up for the party. Right before we left, I told Emily to wait. I needed to call my husband and make sure he was okay with it.
 
   “That’s fine,” he said. “I don’t want to stop you from hanging out with people and having a good time.”
 
   “I know. I just wanted to make sure you’d be okay with it because there will be a lot of single guys there. It sounds like there will be kegs there. You know, typical college stuff. I’ll probably just hang out with Emily and meet people, maybe dance.”
 
   “Yes, that’s fine.” He paused, then said, “You’re basically living the life of a single college girl. I don’t want to stop you from making friends and hanging out with them.”
 
   “I appreciate that. It’s just that there will be guys there and drinking, and I just want to make sure that anything I do won’t make you upset.”
 
   Emily rolled her eyes. She was dressed in a sexy red blouse, impatiently waiting for me to finish the call.
 
   “Well, if you have unprotected sex, I probably wouldn’t be happy about that.”
 
   “Oh, jeesh.” Michael and I used condoms for birth control and I would never consider abortion, so that should have went without saying. But I wasn’t intending on breaking my marriage vows. “I’m not talking about having sex.”
 
   I heard my daughter’s voice in the background. Michael stopped to scold her, then returned the phone. “I gotta go. Honey, you’re a grown woman. You can make your own decisions. I’m not going to micromanage you. I trust your judgment.”
 
   Emily and I made our way to the fraternity house. It was old and dusty, and it looked kind of like an old plantation house. Loud rap music was playing inside. A young black guy with glasses was standing at the door holding a clipboard. I figured he was going to check to see if we were on the list. “Welcome ladies,” he said, as he waved us in. 
 
   When we stepped inside, the room was pretty packed. There were dozens of people in the room. About half the women were white. The other half of the women, and all of the men, were black. I started to feel a little scared but Emily seemed totally at ease and took my hand, steering me over towards a keg near a long wooden table. We each grabbed a red plastic cup, poured ourselves a beer and started sipping.
 
   “Those guys over there are checking us out,” Emily said. “They’re really cute.”
 
   There were two muscular, dark-skinned black guys standing near the ping pong table, each holding a red plastic cup. The first guy had dreadlocks and was wearing Abercrombie from head to toe. The second guy was wearing jeans and a blue hoodie over a red-and-white t-shirt. They apparently saw us looking their way and started making their way through the room. When they reached us, the guy with the dreadlocks introduced himself as Carl. The guy in the hoodie said his name was Malik.
 
   Carl and Emily seemed to really hit it off and they walked over near the wall to talk. “He really likes your friend,” Malik said. “That’s fine with me. I love a beautiful blonde.” As I spoke with Malik, I found him incredibly sexy. He stood very close to me, his body up against mine, leaning in toward my ear to speak over the loud music. I could smell the beer on his breath as well as his cologne, which was different from my husbands and I loved it. I learned that he was a frat boy and lived upstairs on the second floor. He was from Ohio like me, just outside Cincinnati, and that he was a sophomore majoring in communication. We finished our beers and he got us refills. As he handed me back my cup, he looked down at my left hand.
 
   “You’re married?”
 
   “Yes, I am. My husband is back at our home while I’m going to school.”
 
   “That’s real tough, living apart. I’m sure you’ve heard the saying that long distance relationships don’t work.”
 
   “Everybody says that,” I replied. “But I don’t believe that.”
 
   “I didn’t believe it either. I learned the hard way.” He explained that his high school sweetheart got accepted into a college in Cleveland. He was loyal to her and visited her once a month and then found out that she was cheating on him the whole time. “There’s another saying: a short separation strengthens love and a long separation kills it.” He shook his head.
 
   “I’m sorry she broke your heart,” I said. “She did you wrong.”
 
   “No, I did myself wrong. She was right to meet somebody else.” He took a swig from his cup, finishing his second beer. “It’s fine to have a sexually exclusive relationship when you’re together and having sex all the time. But agreeing to only have sex with one person, and then you can’t have sex with her because she lives far away, that’s just crazy. I’m sorry that I missed the chance to enjoy all the opportunities. This is a once in a life chance for young guys and girls to mingle and have fun.”
 
   I looked over at Emily. She was leaning back against the wall and talking like crazy. She was clearly into Carl.
 
   “I’m going to get some good beer from the kitchen.” Malik said. “Do you like craft beer?”
 
   “I hardly ever drink.” Although I’d only had two beers, I already had a nice buzz. I hadn’t eaten anything for hours.
 
   “I’ll get you one, too. You’ll love it.”
 
   He went to the kitchen and returned with two tall pint glasses. I took a sip. The taste was very strong, like somebody had mixed beer and whiskey.
 
   “This is beer?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, it’s a craft beer. It’s big on the West Coast. It’s aged in whiskey barrels.”
 
   As we talked more, I found myself really liking Malik. I’d never spent so much time talking with a black guy, and I found him handsome and very sexy. The crowd was thinning out as people left the party or went off into the bedrooms upstairs. Emily came over and explained that she was going upstairs to Carl’s room to check out his stereo system. I told her that I would come up with her. I downed the rest of my beer, then Malik and I followed them upstairs. As we walked across the room, I was a little wobbly and I realized just how intoxicated I had become. I was more than a little wobbly during the walk and some of the people were smirking as we made our way up the stairs.
 
   When we got to Carl’s room, Emily and Carl went inside with the door open and sat on the couch. I leaned back against the hallway wall just outside the room, trying to regain my bearings from the three beers. Just then Malik leaned forward and started to kiss my neck. His powerful black frame covered my body and I was incredibly aroused. I figured that there was nothing wrong with making out with him. I ran my hands down his back, caressing his ass and legs as we French kissed. He took my hand and pulled me into the room, then closed the door.
 
   I looked over at Emily. They were kissing passionately. Her shirt was already off. Carl unhooked her black bra and they laid back on the couch, Carl on top of her, making out passionately. I was in a daze from the alcohol, not sure what to do.
 
   Malik began kissing me again. He was an amazing kisser, and I loved the smell of his skin against me as I dry humped him. He took off his shirt and mine, then we kissed again, embracing flesh to flesh. He then unbuckled my belt and pulled my jeans down. Here I was, standing in front of this black stranger in my white bra and panties, and in the moment I thought it was fine. Michael said he was okay with me acting like a single college girl and I was enjoying it.
 
   “You are so beautiful,” Malik said. “I can’t let you go home without tasting your pussy on my tongue.”
 
   That sounded like a great idea to me. Malik still had his jeans on as he laid me down on the bed.  and he slipped his fingers in the sides of my white silk panties. I lifted my hips to allow him to pull them down. My cunt was very wet, eager for him. Malik got on top of me, kissing my breasts and sucking on my nipples. Then he kissed his way down past my blond pubic hair and began to perform cunnilingus. It felt good at first but I don’t think he was very experienced at it, and the way he was licking was starting to become annoying.
 
   I felt even drunker. I stretched my arms out across the bed, afraid that the room would start to spin. Malik pulled down his pants and underpants. I was shocked at the size of his cock. It was nearly down to his knees, twice as long and far thicker than my husband’s meager tool. He brought it over to my mouth and grabbed the back of my head. As I licked and sucked on his cock, it didn’t grow much larger but it became thicker. As I did, I heard Emily moaning loudly in pleasure. Carl had her bent over on the couch, fucking her doggy style and slapping her big booty, and she seemed to be in ecstasy.
 
   Malik pulled his fat cock from my mouth. I flopped my head back on the bed. As he moved on top of me, through the drunken haze I somehow remembered what I had to do. I lifted my head and said, “I’m not on the Pill. Use a condom.” Carl told him that he had a box of Magnums under the bed. Malik reached under the bed, pulled out a black tin foil square, and got back between my legs. As he ripped the condom wrapper, I dropped my head back on the bed and closed my eyes.
 
   I felt Malik’s huge cock pressing against my entrance. He slowly worked it in, thrust after thrust, an inch at a time. I didn’t think I could take all of it but I soon felt his heavy balls resting against my ass cheeks. Having his cock inside me was totally different from being with my husband. My pussy felt totally filled. Malik leaned forward on top of me. I wrapped by legs around his back and locked my ankles, and my arms around his broad, muscular shoulders. The contrast of my white arms and legs around his dark black body was incredibly erotic. His thick cock was not only touching all the right places inside of me, but every thrust moved my clit in just the right way. I felt myself nearing orgasm, so I reached a hand down and rubbed my clit. The orgasm hit me hard. “Oh, God!” It started as a moan, but then turned into a scream as I rolled through a dozen powerful orgasms. Malik’s breathing started to quicken and I knew that he was reaching his climax. He groaned as he pushed all the way inside me, and I could feel his cock twitching as it fired countless millions of sperm. 
 
   Malik lowered himself on top of me. We slowly kissed for a while with him laying on top of me, slowly moving his cock in and out of my box. Although he was a stranger, I felt so safe nestled beneath his strong body.
 
   I don’t know if I passed out or just fell asleep, but it was morning when Emily woke me up. My head was on a pillow and I was covered with a sheet.
 
   “Good morning sleepy head!” Emily said with a huge smile. She was pulling her pants up over her panties, and her bra was back on.
 
   “Shit,” I said, my head pounding with a hangover. Light was streaming in through the window, so I covered my eyes.
 
   “You really enjoyed Malik and his huge cock. You were moaning like crazy. How many orgasms did you have?”
 
   “What time is it?”
 
   “It’s eight-thirty. Get dressed.” 
 
   I looked over at the coach. Carl was asleep under a sheet. Malik was nowhere to be seen.
 
   I stumbled out of bed, still a little drunk. Something didn’t feel right between my legs. I looked down and there was dried semen all over my crotch, flecked in my pubic hair, and sticking down my inner thighs. On the floor was the Trojan foil wrapper, the top ripped open but the condom still inside.
 
   “Shit!” I counted the days since my last period. It had been two and half weeks. It couldn’t have been a worse time as far as getting pregnant was concerned. “Fuck!”
 
   I quickly threw on my clothes and began my walk of shame with Emily back to our dorm. 
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   * * *
 
   My wife Amanda and I are a typical suburban married couple. We’re both 34 years old and we have three children together. The only thing that’s a little strange about us is that, although Amanda and I are white, our children are black. People often ask us whether the kids are adopted but we tell them no, the children are English and Irish just like us. 
 
   A few months after we were married, my wife went on a trip with some of her single girlfriends to the Bahamas. Her girlfriends are pretty wild and I knew that they were looking forward to hooking up with some native men. In fact, I saw a text on Amanda’s phone where her friend Cheryl was talking about a bodybuilder from the Bahamas she met online named Christopher. I saw his naked picture and he was dark black skinned, athletic, and very well hung.
 
   Amanda uses a diaphragm for birth control. When we pack for vacations, she is careful to always pack her diaphragm in her luggage for birth control. Apparently it was such a habit that she accidentally packed it in her bag for her Bahamas trip. I knew she wouldn’t need it because I wasn’t going along, so I removed it from her bag and put it back in the dresser.
 
   A week later, the girls returned from their trip exhausted but with lots of giggling and whispering. Amanda and I made love on the night of her return. She used the diaphragm with me, as she always does, but no birth control is a hundred percent effective. I think it might have slipped out of place, actually, because I noticed that her vagina felt much looser than usual that night. In any event, one of my little wigglers made it through because nine months later, my wife gave birth to our oldest son, Christian.
 
   When Christian was born, I immediately thought that his facial features looked like those of Christopher, the black bodybuilder from the Bahamas, only a few shades lighter. When I mentioned this to Amanda, she got quite defensive. She pointed out that while our son doesn’t look like me, he doesn’t look like her, either, but she knows she’s the biological mother! I hadn’t thought about it like that but I realized she is right and I was being ridiculous. Although my wife is very fair skinned with red hair, I’ve heard about the Black Irish and I suspect that she might have some Black Irish recessive genes that came to the forefront.
 
   A couple of years later, Amanda was spending a lot of time with Jenny, a friend of hers who lives a few doors down. One night I was at home watching television while Amanda was visiting over at Jenny’s house. I decided to go for a walk and I noticed Amanda standing on the deck behind Jenny’s house sipping on a drink with a young black guy who was dressed like a hoodlum. She was backed up against the railing and the guy was right up against her, and I could see her smiling and glancing at him appreciatively. I walked down the side of the house and listened in as best as I could.
 
   “Fuck that,” the guy said. “I’m clean, bitch, and I hate rubbers.”
 
   “I hate them, too,” Amanda said. “But you have to.”
 
   “Why?” the guy asked.
 
   “I’m not on the Pill. I use a diaphragm and I don’t have it with me.”
 
   “Shit.” He paused. “I’ll pull out.”
 
   Then I heard the patio door open. Jenny said something and they walked inside. I sneaked back to the road, looked around to make sure nobody saw that I’d been eavesdropping, and I walked back home. Amanda didn’t come home until 2AM that night. She said she was up late playing cards with Jenny. While she took a shower, I secretly checked out her panties. The crotch was wet and funky smelling, soaked with her juices and sticky semen. I became incredibly aroused.
 
   I joined Amanda in the shower and we began to fool around. When we got out of the shower, she quickly slipped in her diaphragm and we made passionate love. Nine months later, Amanda gave birth to a baby girl, Nicole. Although our daughter is definitely Black Irish like her brother, she looks like Amanda more than anybody else.
 
   A few years later, Amanda was spending a lot of time with other mothers on play dates. She had a good friend, Katie, whose baby daddy was a muscular black guy named Titus. Katie was under the mistaken impression that our children were mulattos, just like her children, and I think that’s one reason the two of them became so close. (I know this because when Amanda got pregnant, she asked if I was excited to have my first biological child. She didn’t know that the other two were mine!) Then suddenly, in the hospital, they had a falling out when our third child was born.
 
   Amanda said she has no idea why Katie just stormed out of the hospital and ended their friendship. Maybe it’s because my wife gave our son the first name Titus or the middle name Junior. Maybe it’s because our youngest son is the spitting image of her baby daddy Titus. Or maybe she’s just jealous that we have such a beautiful family.
 
   After the birth of Titus Junior, Amanda said that it was time for me to get a vasectomy. But she told me not to let anybody know about it. After all, even vasectomies are not 100% effective because the vas can grow back. And if that were to happen, she said, she wouldn’t want me to be embarrassed by having a child when people think I’m infertile. I’m lucky to have such a smart wife, and I’m lucky to have three beautiful, strong children. I guess it’s the luck of the Irish – the Black Irish!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE’S BLACK
 
   EX-BOYFRIEND
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   “He’s back in town?” my wife Dakota said. She was standing next to the stove, talking to her friend Allison as she stirred the pot of chicken vegetable soup. “Of course I remember him! Rakim was my first boyfriend. We dated for a few weeks back in high school but my parents made me break it off. They didn’t like me dating a black guy.”
 
   I was sitting in my recliner watching television, but my attention was immediately drawn away from my show towards my wife’s conversation.
 
   “Oh, it’s true,” she said with a laugh. I was pretty sure she was talking about his penis size. According to my wife, Rakim was equipped with a long, thick cock.
 
   Dakota didn’t often speak of Rakim but I’d always found it fascinating. When we were dating, she told me that she didn’t believe in premarital sex. Although we ultimately did the deed before our wedding, she wouldn’t even give me a handjob until we had dated for six months. But one time after a few drinks, Dakota confessed to me that she gave Rakim a blowjob on their first date, and during the short time that they dated she was giving him a blowjob nearly every day. 
 
   “We were going to but it just didn’t happen,” she continued. “A neighbor caught us before we could do it.”
 
   I knew what she was talking about. Rakim had taken her to the local drive-in. Instead of watching the movie, her black boyfriend quickly got her clothes off and they were making out. Dakota was desperate to feel his thick cock inside of her. She wasn’t on any birth control but she was willing to take the risk with him. Just before he was about to take her bareback, a racist neighbor of hers recognized his vehicle. He shined a flashlight inside the car and prevented their coupling. Her parents grounded her for months and forced her to stop dating him.
 
   “Oh, jeesh, Allie.” My wife sounded surprised. “If I were single that would be one thing, but I’m a married woman now.” She paused as her friend responded. “I really shouldn’t. I’m a married woman.” Another pause. “There’s nothing wrong with talking, but Allie….”
 
   My wife started to whisper quietly enough that I couldn’t hear what she was saying. After about ten minutes, she called into me.
 
   “Harry, honey?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Allie’s having some bad issues at work and she needs some girl time. Would it be okay if I go out with her and have a drink?”
 
   I paused for a moment. I was pretty sure that she wasn’t planning on meeting up with Allie at all, but having some drinks with her old black boyfriend. Although I felt a little tightness in my stomach, I found myself very aroused. I didn’t really see any harm in her spending some time flirting with her old black lover. Although I didn’t hear everything in her conversation, what I’d heard made me feel confident that she wouldn’t cheat on me, so I told her to go ahead.
 
   On Friday night, Dakota got all dressed up to go on her date. It was so hot watching her primp and prepare for her old lover. One thing that concerned me was that she put on a sexy new set of red-and-black bra and panties that I’d never seen before. I saw the tags thrown in the trash, so I knew that she had purchased new lingerie for her date. Dakota said she’d be home around eleven and I shouldn’t wait up for her, but I figured that reminiscing with her old boyfriend would get her aroused, so I waited up anyway.
 
   My wife didn’t get home until nearly three in the morning. I was asleep when I heard her walking through the darkness toward the bedroom. I saw her shadowy figure stumble to the doorway, then standing their holding her arms out against the doorway, holding herself up. She seemed totally smashed.
 
   “You’re home?”
 
   She just nodded.
 
   “Did you drive yourself home?”
 
   “No,” she said, slurring her words. She stumbled forward into the room, took off her clothes down to her panties, and then dove into bed and pulled a sheet over herself.
 
   Dakota was laying on her side, facing away from me. I moved up against her and smelled tequila on her breath and a man’s cologne on her skin. I ran my hands down her body, then grabbed her hands and moved her onto her back.
 
   “It looks like Rakim finally got what he wanted,” I said. “Was he as good as you were hoping?”
 
   “I told you I was going out with Allie.”
 
   “I overheard you talking with her.” I kissed her up her neck, then up to her lips. “So how was he? Was he good in bed?”
 
   As I kissed and caressed her, Dakota told me the details of her encounter. She met Rakim at the bar downtown. They had a great time talking about what they’ve done since high school. He kept ordering more rounds of drinks. For some reason Rakim never seemed to get drunk, but she had a couple too many to drink and got smashed. She was too drunk to drive, so he offered to drive her home. But he drove her to his house first and as soon as they got through the front door, he pounced on her.
 
   I asked her to describe everything that happened in detail. As she described it, I kissed my way down her body until I reached her panties. She lifted her hips to help me remove them. As I did, I noticed that the crotch was sticky and I could smell the strong odor of male semen. That surprised me because Dakota isn’t on birth control and we always use condoms when we make love. Dakota smiled and said she’s sorry but Rakim said he doesn’t like condoms. I remembered how she nearly allowed Rakim to penetrate her without protection in high school  and now, after all these years, the lovers had finally made it happen.
 
   While Dakota described how she sucked his enormous cock, I went to licking her semen-soaked snatch. I dug my tongue in deep, licking and sucking up as much of Rakim’s sperm as possible to prevent any accidental pregnancy. I pulled apart the hood of her clitoris and began to lick her clit directly as she described how amazing his cock felt, the feeling of fullness that she’d never felt before as it pounded her white vagina. She said that she didn’t want to hurt my feelings or bruise my ego, but it was easily the best sex of her life and she came nearly a dozen times.
 
   Although it felt like a punch in the gut to hear that, my penis was harder than ever. I quickly grabbed a condom from the nightstand, rolled it on and slipped my member inside of her used cunt. I’m not sure if she was loose from Rakim’s ample tool or if she was simply very wet from a combination of her own juices and Rakim’s semen, but in any case my rubber-encased penis felt like it was penetrating a bowl of warm soup. Although the lack of friction didn’t help, I was so excited from the whole situation that I soon shot my load into the condom’s reservoir.
 
   It’s now been a couple of weeks since my wife’s encounter with her black lover. It’s been a huge benefit to our marriage as we are making love every night and having some of the best sex of our married life. Rakim has told Dakota that he wants to date her on the regular and Dakota is thrilled at the idea. Although I support the idea, I’ve asked my wife to either go on the Pill or get an IUD. She said that she’s thinking about it. In the meantime, my wife says she will tell her black lover that it’s okay for him to come inside of her during the safer parts of the month. When she’s ovulating, Rakim can pull out if he doesn’t want to get her pregnant. Although I’m a little concerned that something could go wrong, I trust my wife’s judgment and I’ve never been more sexually satisfied than I am today!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   BLACK WHILE ON BUSINESS
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    “Was it good?” I asked, laying in bed. I’d just had love with my twenty-seven-year-old wife. She looked amazing. Although she’d gained a good twenty pounds since the birth of our son, she still had an amazing bubble butt and her breasts were even larger than before. But no matter how great she looked, the fact that she just laid there in bed during sex was bothering me.
 
   “Yes, it was great,” Tara replied. She flipped her blonde hair away and looked straight into my eyes. “Why do you ask, honey?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I replied. “Things just feel different with us.”
 
   “Not at all, honey,” she said, leaning in to kiss me. “I enjoyed it. Good job.”
 
   Recently, after my previous supervisor left my company, my new boss had been flying me around the country to meet with business prospects. I was spending most of my time away from home, only coming home every other weekend. My new supervisor said it would only last for a month or two until they hired a new vice-president, but I’d already been it had already gone on for six months with no end in sight.
 
   At first, when I would come home from my business trips, Tara and I were both excited to see each other. We would almost tear each other’s clothes off, rushing into bed to make love. However, over time Tara seemed less and less excited. I assumed she was simply getting accustomed to going without frequent sex. 
 
   But the next day I learned the truth. Just before I was about to leave on the plane, I picked up my wife’s cell phone to find a photograph we’d taken on vacation. As I went through her photos, I was shocked to find dozens of recent photographs of her with a black man. The guy was a few inches taller than me, very muscular and very black. There were pictures of her with him at a night club. They were kissing and she was running her hands all over his body. And in one picture, clearly taken by him from above, she was down on her knees gleefully sucking on his enormous black cock.
 
   Although I was overcome with jealousy, for some reason that I simply can’t explain, those contrast of her pure white skin against his dark black skin caused my penis to become aroused.
 
   When I confronted Tara about it, she knew she was caught and admitted to the entire thing. For the last few months, she had been meeting guys at local clubs and through an app on her phone. She had three boyfriends that she would see throughout the week, sometimes seeing more than one man in a day. All of them were intelligent, well-built, well-hung, and black. Although she felt bad about cheating on me, she felt lonely and these men filled the emotional and sexual void that I’d created when I left her. And now that it was out in the open, she said, it wasn’t cheating anymore and her conscience was clear. As I left the house for the airport, I knew that my wife would continue to have extramarital sexual relationships while I was gone.
 
   A few days later, after a long day at work, I was sitting alone back at the motel. I would normally send Tara a Skype request around ten o’clock, after our son is asleep, but I was lonely so I decided to call her a couple of hours early. I dialed her over Skype. When she answered and the video appeared, I could tell that she was out of breath. Her makeup was smeared and I suspected she’d had a few drinks.
 
   “What’s going on?” I asked.
 
   “I’m here with a friend,” she said. I heard a black man’s voice saying something I couldn’t quite understand, other than the word “bitch.” Tara looked just off the camera and giggled. “Jamal and I just got home. Can I call you back later?”
 
   “Did you forget that it’s Skype night?” I asked. In order to keep our relationship close, tried to speak on the phone every day. We would have preferred to use Skype but the cost was just too prohibitive. I’m usually free on Tuesday nights, so it became our weekly night to see each other and reconnect.
 
   “I’m a little busy right now.” Just then, a muscular black man moved into the video. They began to kiss passionately, and as his hands roamed across my bride’s see-through black blouse and blue jeans, my cock began to harden. I realized that she was keeping the phone in place, giving me a great view of them making out. And that’s when it occurred to me to ask her if I could watch them together.
 
   “Honey, do you think you could leave the phone on? Set it down on your dresser before you get in bed?”
 
   Tara stopped for a moment. She looked off the screen, no doubt into Jamal’s face for approval, and then turned back to me. “Great idea,” she said, smiling. It didn’t take them long to make it up to the bedroom. She set the phone down on her nightstand rather than the dresser. It was a brilliant choice, allowing me to get a clear view of the action. She then moved to the end of the bed and they embraced. While they kissed passionately, I pulled down my pants and began to masturbate.
 
   As they made out, I saw his powerful black arms gliding down her back and feeling up her firm bubble butt. They quickly removed each other’s clothes. Jamal’s powerful, athletic black frame was equipped with an enormous black cock. It had to be a foot long and as thick as a can of Colt 45. My wife pressed her body against Jamal’s chest as she kissed him, dry humping as she gently massaged his shaft and balls.
 
   “Did you get the rubbers?” he asked.
 
   “Damn, I forgot to buy them,” my wife replied. She hesitated for a moment. “It’s been two weeks since my last period. I’m really fertile right now.”
 
   “Shit, bitch.” Jamal laughed and took a step back. “You done fucked up now. Maybe you finally let me try that booty for once.”
 
   “No, it’s okay, baby.” She pulled him back to her. “Just pull out.”
 
   Jamal pushed my wife back onto the bed, raised her legs over his shoulders, lined up his enormous manhood against her delicate entrance, and then penetrated her with a savage thrust. “God, I love your cock,” Tara said. “It’s so fucking big.”
 
   “You like that cock, bitch?”
 
   “Oh, God, yes! I love your cock! It’s so much bigger than my husband’s little white penis.” 
 
   Tara was overcome with lust, moaning in ecstasy as she pushed her groin against him to receive his animalistic thrusts. Then he lowered himself onto his elbows, his hard black chest against her soft white breasts, and they locked lips. I could see his tongue swirling around inside my wife’s mouth. She seemed completely in awe of him as his ebony weapon stabbed relentlessly inside her. 
 
   Finally, I heard Jamal groan. He arched his back and threw his head back. Tara put her legs around his waist and locked her ankles, preventing him from pulling out and forcing this amazing male specimen to fill her white womb. “I’m cumming,” she groaned. He pushed his weapon fully into her, balls deep, moaning as he fired his ammunition inside my wife’s fertile cavity. I knew his thick cockhead was pressed against her cervix, firing rope after rope into her unprotected cunt. I felt certain that she was being impregnated, that one his virile sperm would undoubtedly find her egg. As I watched her white hands caressing up and down his muscular back, I couldn’t take any more. My semen squirted onto the cheap motel floor. 
 
   Their movements slowed. Jamal’s cock was still deep inside Tara as they kissed, the last of his baby batter seeping out to totally fill her. I figured the action was over, so I went to the bathroom and washed my hands. When I returned to my phone, Jamal was thrusting hard again. As they made love a second time, I noticed my wife hunching her back and moving with him. I had never seen her so excited and eager in bed. Tara was always pretty quiet in bed with me, but her she was grunting loudly as he put her through yet another orgasm. Jamal obviously pleased her in ways that I couldn’t. He lasted a lot longer this time.
 
   Tara got on top of him. As she rode him cowgirl, she was facing away from me. I wanted to see her kissing him madly, but I enjoyed watching her hunching her groin eagerly against his, and his large black hands holding her ass as she rode his enormous cock. It only took her a few minutes to moan out another powerful orgasm. Finally, they switched to doggy style. They were on the edge of the bed close to the camera which gave me a close-up view of the action. I could see his big black ass and legs and her delicate white ass below as his thick cock violated my wife’s vagina. His right hand gripped her hair and he was violently pulling her head, jerking it back in rhythm with his thrusts. With his left hand, he was slapping her ass, and I could make out red marks across her bottom from his violent smacks.
 
   As he pounded relentlessly, I could see their combined juices covering his cock. Jamal’s huge black balls, bulging with African seed, slapped against my wife’s legs. His pace began to quicken and I could tell that his climax was nearing.
 
   “Ahhh, God, yes,” Tara cried, so joyously that I almost thought she might be in pain. “Oh fuck, yes. Yes, yes, yes! I’m cummm-meeee-eeeee-nnnggg!”
 
   Jamal released her hair and grabbed both of her hips. He pounded furiously, violently. “Oh, shit! Oh, shit! You white slut! You fucking white bitch! Ahhhhh…” He penetrated her balls deep. As he did, I could distinctly see his huge testicles twitching, jerking as they pumped their precious seed inside my wife’s cunt. I reached my own climax, my little dab dribbling down my fingers.
 
   Jamal held her in place for a minute, then gave my wife a playful slap on her ass. When he pulled out, gobs of semen gushed out onto our marital bed and down my wife’s legs. Tara turned around at the camera. Her face showed total bliss and exhaustion. She didn’t even speak to me as she touched the screen and ended the call. 
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   * * *
 
   “You know how you’ve talked about watching me have sex with another guy?” My wife Jenny was lying next to me in bed. She’s a blond haired, blue-eyed beauty. Although she was twenty-eight and she’d had two children, she still had the same thin, perfect body that she’d had in college. We had just made love and she was gently stroking my chest. “I think I’m ready to do it. I’d like to try having sex with another man.”
 
   Although I usually need a day between erections to recharge, I felt my penis begin to move. I’d always fantasized about watching my wife having sex with another man, and for years I had encouraged her but she had always been a little hesitant. In recent months we had tried role playing that I was her secret lover and Jenny seemed especially excited, and she came especially hard. It was some of the best sex we’d ever had in our seven years of marriage. But I was surprised to hear her actually considering it.
 
   “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have sex with somebody else.” Jenny watched my eyes, seeing how I reacted. “Are you sure you’d be okay with it?”
 
   “Okay with it? It would be a fantasy come true.” 
 
   “There’s one other thing,” Jenny said. “Would it be okay with you if the guy is black?”
 
   “I don’t see why not.” Actually, I was very turned on by the idea. My penis had come back to life and I was eager to slip my five-incher back into my wife’s pussy. I started to kiss her and stroke her body. She got on top of me.
 
   As she rode me cowgirl, we discussed some ground rules. We agreed that it would be a guy that we would both agree upon. They would have sex at our house, at least at first. And finally, we agreed that she would use condoms with her lover.  After we both climaxed, we both cuddled as we drifted off to sleep.
 
   Although I’d assumed that we would soon begin searching for a lover for Jenny, it turned out that she already had somebody in mind. It was a guy named LaDerek. He was a little bit younger than us and he worked at the local hardware store. He was tall and muscular with dreadlocks and very dark skin. Thinking back, I remembered Jenny often asking him questions about gardening and landscaping. I now realized that the two of them must have been flirting. When I asked her about it, Jenny admitted that she had found him very attractive. A couple of times LaDerek had propositioned her but she pointed out that she was married. About a week after our discussion, Jenny went down to the store and struck up a conversation with LaDerek. When he again propositioned her, she surprised him by agreeing and inviting him to our house. She said he was a little wary until she explained that her husband was okay with it.
 
   That Friday night, we arranged for the kids to stay with their grandparents. I stayed at home while LaDerek and Jenny went out for a night of drinks and dancing. I stayed at home watching television, but I couldn’t help but think about my Jenny having sex with LaDerek. My cock was rock hard and it was a struggle not to masturbate.
 
   It was about 11:30 at night when they arrived home together. As they stepped through the doorway, Jenny was giggling and I could tell that she’d had a lot to drink. At 6’4, LaDerek was nearly a foot taller than Jenny. She tilted her head up as he leaned down to kiss her, his hands roaming over her blue jeans, caressing her perfect bubble butt and kissing her neck and lips. Jenny’s hands were moving across his t-shirt, over his bulging muscles, his broad shoulders, and down his back as she French kissed him feverishly. LaDerek then looked over at me. I was sitting in the recliner in front of the television. I waved to him, as if to tell him that I was okay with it, but he didn’t acknowledge my gesture. Jenny took him by the hand and led him up the stairs toward our bedroom.
 
   I waited a minute, then got up from the recliner and slowly made my way up the staircase. When I reached our bedroom, they were standing at the end of the bed. LaDerek’s shirt was off but he still had his jeans on. Jenny was wearing nothing but her lacy white bra and panties, and she was in the process of unhooking the bra. The bra dropped to the floor and she leaned up against her chest. They were kissing again as she nuzzled her soft body against his hard, powerful frame. Although his cock was caged in by his boxer shorts, I could tell from the size of the bulge that he was packing an enormous black weapon.
 
   Jenny laid down on the bed and I could see that the crotch of her white panties was drenched with desire. She was ovulating and she’s always wetter when she’s fertile, but I’d never seen her panties soaked this way. She lifted her hips as LaDerek pulled down her panties, revealing the blond peach fuzz that covered her cunt. He moved on top of her and they began to kiss wildly as her white hands caressed his large, virile back.  He slowly moved down, sucking her breasts and kissing her stomach before finally licking her pussy. Jenny squirmed, moaning with pleasure as he stuck a long, black finger into her cunt while his tongue caressed her love button. Her face was flush. “Oh my God,” she groaned, her stomach hunching, contracting involuntarily as she orgasmed.
 
   LaDerek then removed his shorts, revealing what must have been a ten inch cock that was as thick as beer bottle. “Oh, my God!” Jenny gasped. “It’s amazing!” She tried her best to lick and suck it as she gently massaged his hefty nutsack.
 
   “Suck it,” LaDerek commanded.
 
   “I’m trying,” she said. “I want to take your cock into my mouth but it’s just too big. I can deep throat my husband but his penis is small and thin. But you’re hung like a horse!”
 
   She continued orally servicing him for a couple minutes, then said, “I want to feel you inside me.” Jenny reached into our bed stand and handed him a condom. LaDerek ripped open the foil and began to roll it down his member. He was clearly having difficulty getting it to fit.
 
   I knew what was wrong. It was a snug fit condom, designed for smaller guys like myself. Jenny and I had used condoms at the beginning of our marriage. I only went bareback a few times with Jenny, but she immediately got pregnant. After having two kids in two years, I agreed to get a vasectomy. And that was five years ago, so not only was the condom way too small for LaDerek’s mighty tool, the condom was also very old. When he finally managed to get it on, it was constricting the top of his cock and it only covered the top half of his tool.
 
   LaDerek mounted my wife. Jenny gazed longingly up at him, her delicate arms caressing his powerful body, as he placed the head of his thick weapon against Jenny’s wet entrance. It normally took me a handful of thrusts to fully penetrate Jenny’s tight cunt, but she was so wet and eager for LaDerek that he was able to thrust his manhood inside her with a single stroke. “Oh, God,” she screamed in astonishment, her voice quivering as his thick black cock reached deep inside of her, touching places I could never reach. “My God, it feels so amazing. I feel so full. I love your black cock!”
 
   As LaDerek muscular backside pounded his black cock forcefully into my wife’s white cunt, Jenny was shuddering and groaning. “Oh, God, I’m coming,” she squealed, over and over again. I think she must have announced nearly ten orgasms. The best that I’d ever been able to do was get her off once, usually by pleasing her orally, but my white mare was having multiple vaginal orgasms from her black stallion’s cock.
 
   At long last, I could see that LaDerek’s breathing was becoming more intense, and I suspected that his climax was approaching. I moved behind him so that I could see their genitals embracing up close. My wife’s white bubble butt was floating a few inches off  the bed, her legs wrapped around his waist and her ankles locked together behind his back. I watched his huge black testicles slapping against her ass, and her body reacting rhythmically with each of his movements. But the most erotic part was the way his enormous black cock caused the insides of her pussy to pull out and then push back in with each thrust. Her cavity was barely large enough to contain the girth of his gigantic member. 
 
   That’s when I noticed something strange. Although the rubber ring was still in place halfway up his cock, the rubber sheath was missing. Clearly the condom had broken.
 
   “Oooooh, yes, bitch,” LaDerek groaned deeply. “God, yes bitch, I’m cumming. I’m fuckin’ cumming!”
 
   “Cum inside me,” Jenny moaned ecstatically. “Do it, baby!”
 
    LaDerek made a few powerful, animal-like thrusts as he penetrated balls deep into my wife’s fertile white cunt. “I’m cumming, too,” Jenny moaned, her body instinctively reacting to receive her black lover’s sperm.
 
   My penis was rock hard as I watched LaDerek’s testicles jerking, convulsing as they pumped his African baby batter deep into my wife’s womb. After they rode out their mutual orgasm, LaDerek lowered himself down to his forearms, laying on top of my wife. They were kissing more slowly now as they basked in the after-sex glow.
 
   “That was amazing,” Jenny said with a huge smile on her face. “You can fuck me any time!” As she spoke, his thick black barrel was still fully erect inside her, keeping his sperm locked deep inside my wife’s womb as the last of his baby batter seeped out, soaking into her snug beaver. At that moment, I felt certain that she was being impregnated, that one of his millions of virile black sperm would find her waiting egg.
 
   When LaDerek finally withdrew his cock, Jenny looked down toward her crotch and saw that his cockhead was bare and coated in semen. She reached a finger down into her pussy and pulled up a glob of his sperm, then licked it off. Her face went pale. For the first time since they’d started having sex, she looked over at me. “I’m sorry, honey. The condom broke.”
 
   “Shit man, sorry ‘bout that,” LaDerek said to me. He got up out of bed and got dressed. Her turned to Jenny. “I’ll call you next week,” he said before heading out of the house.
 
   “I’m ovulating right now,” she said. “That was the worst possible time for that to happen. Are you mad?”
 
   “No, it’s okay,” I said. I quickly took off my clothes and got on top of her. “The whole thing was hot, but that was the hottest part.”
 
   Her pussy was awash with LaDerek’s semen and her own cunt cream, so I was able to slip in easily. Her cunt felt much looser than usual, but that wasn’t surprising after she was stretched out by her black lover. It only took me a few minutes to climax into her slick, well-used cunt.
 
   As we cuddled, we discussed what had happened. We agreed that it was incredibly hot and we would definitely do it again. We both enjoyed every part of it. We even discussed LaDerek shooting his sperm into her unprotected womb. I’d always known that Jenny would never get an abortion, and we agreed that if it turned out that she was pregnant, we would keep the baby and I would raise it as my own. And we decided that if she wasn’t pregnant, we would need to buy some new condoms. For LaDerek and his horse cock, we would need Magnum-sized rubbers!
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   * * *
 
   Last year, in order to help pay the bills, my husband and I decided to rent out a room in our home. We live in a college town so we didn’t think it would take long to find a renter. Sure enough, we quickly had a number of applicants.
 
   Danny, my husband, allowed me the pleasure of screening the potential roommates. When I met DeShawn, a college freshman at the local university, I knew I’d found my man. He was a tall, well-built, and handsome young black man. He mentioned that he worked out at the gym every day for hours and it showed. As we talked flirtatiously about his background, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to have him in the sack. The boy was dripping with charisma, and that wasn’t the only thing dripping – my panties were getting soaked and I could feel my pussy walls beginning to open in anticipation.
 
   DeShawn moved in the next weekend. It was quite an experience having a virile young  black man living in the room next to mine. Danny loved it, too, because I was randy all the time. Many times I saw DeShawn walking between his room and the shower wearing nothing but a towel around his waist. Sometimes I could see his erection pressing against the towel and I knew he was packing some major heat. He had two girlfriends at the university – both of them white – who didn’t know about each other. In addition, he had various other girls that he would see on the side. He never mentioned it to me, but I knew that he occasionally spent time with Cindy, a friend of mine who lived a few doors down, when her husband was at work. Cindy confessed to me that DeShawn was not only well-equipped but he knew how to use it. She’d thought that her husband was giving her orgasms, but only when DeShawn bedded her did she have her first real orgasm – and she had multiples!
 
   One night, in bed with Danny, I told him what I’d learned from Cindy. As my husband rubbed his thin, five-inch penis back and forth inside me, he claimed that DeShawn was a “bull” – a man born for breeding women – and that he could tell that I wanted to have sex with our sexy black boarder. I didn’t exactly admit it, but I certainly didn’t deny it as we fantasized about what it would be like when DeShawn had his way with me. The very thought of it had my cunt creaming like crazy, and we had some of the hottest sex of our married life. Danny asked if he could watch it happen. I told him that I couldn’t speak for DeShawn but I was okay with it.
 
   The next Friday night one of DeShawn’s girlfriends broke up with him just before they left for a date, so he suddenly didn’t have any plans for the night. I came down the stairs, wearing nothing but a white slip and a red silk robe, and suggested that the three of us hang out as a couple, have some beers and shots and play cards. DeShawn seemed to like the idea, and the bulge in his pants confirmed that he appreciated my outfit.
 
   Danny and DeShawn did shots of premium tequila. Then, while drinking beers, my husband informed DeShawn that our relationship wasn’t closed and he was fine with DeShawn having sex with me, as long as he could sit in the corner and watch. DeShawn just smiled, sipped his beer, and said he was down with that.
 
   A few minutes later, I walked up to DeShawn. “I’ve been waiting months for this,” I said. We began kissing passionately right there in the kitchen. I could feel his cock pressing against his jeans, eager to be released, as his black hands roamed across my body. He was an amazing kisser, and my cunt was soaked in anticipation. 
 
   Danny suggested that we take it to the bedroom, so we did. DeShawn removed my white slip, and I unbuckled and pulled down his jeans and underpants. Cindy was right – his black cock was a monster. “Oh, my God,” I said, as I put it within my hands. It was as thick as my wrist and nearly a foot in length. Suddenly I worried whether I’d be able to fit all of that inside me. DeShawn pushed my head down toward his crotch. I did my best to suck on his cock. I couldn’t fit too much inside my mouth. Danny helpfully passed me a bottle of lubrication. DeShawn laid back on the bed as I coated my hands in lube, then pleasured his long, thick shaft with my hands as I sucked and swirled my tongue around his baseball-sized cockhead. “That’s right,” DeShawn said. “Just like that.” It was as much a handjob as a blowjob, but he seemed to enjoy it.
 
   DeShawn then instructed me to get on all fours. As I did, he took up station behind me.  I was facing right into the dresser mirror, so I could see him grab his manhood and line it up against my entrance. He rubbed it up and down a few times, wetting his cockhead while teasing my clit, then I felt the pressure of the huge head entering a few inches inside me. The pleasure was amazing. I saw his powerful black hands grab my white hips, and then he began pressing his cock inside me, inch by inch, deeper and deeper, touching places my husband lacked the ability to reach.
 
   The feeling of fullness was amazing, and I felt myself moaning and groaning uncontrollably. “Oh, my fucking God, it feels amazing,” I said. “Your cock is so much better than my husband’s.” Suddenly, I realized my husband was in the room. He was sitting in the corner, his pants around his ankles, jerking off his tiny white weiner. I didn’t mean to insult Danny, but I couldn’t help but moan out the truth. I was experiencing something totally different from what I’d believed was sex. For the first time in my life, I was properly filled with cock.
 
   DeShawn’s horse cock didn’t simply hit pleasure points inside my vagina that had never been touched before and give me an amazing feeling of fullness, though it did all that. His girth was causing my clit to pull right against his cock, stimulating it in the most natural and magical way. My clitoris was being pleasured with every thrust of his huge black spear, and I realized that this was the way that intercourse was supposed to be. With a decent cock inside me, there wasn’t any need to artificially stimulate my clit with a finger or a vibrator during intercourse – DeShawn was a real man with a real cock, and everything just worked.
 
   Suddenly, the most powerful tingling sensation started in the pleasure pit between my legs, then worked its way up and down my spine, washing over me. I wanted to announce that I was coming, but the feeling was so overwhelming and I could only cry out in pleasure. It was the mother of all orgasms, and it just rolled on and on for nearly two minutes in a string of orgasms. It was hard to tell where one orgasm ended and the next began, but I probably had a dozen orgasms before DeShawn rolled me onto my back and began to fuck me in the missionary position, with my legs up over his shoulders.
 
   Honestly, I’d forgotten that my husband even existed at that moment, but that’s when I saw Danny move over to the edge of the bed right next to us. He got on his knees, placed his head into our conjoined groins, and began to lick on my clit. I was worried that DeShawn might not approve but he actually seemed to enjoy it. He looked down condescendingly at my husband, slowly moving his cock in and out of my cunt as my husband licked my love button.
 
   “Lick it up,” DeShawn said. “Lick up our juices. Her cunt and my cock. You like that, don’t you?”
 
   Danny murmured a “yes” and continued to tongue my clit. DeShawn’s cock was providing all of the clitoral stimulation I needed, but I appreciated the thought behind my husband’s efforts.
 
   “You know I love this big black cock, don’t you?” I asked.
 
   “Mmmm,” Danny replied.
 
   I held his head with my hands. “You love that big black cock, too, don’t you? You like to see it pounding your wife’s white pussy?”
 
   “Mmmm.”
 
   Right then, I had an idea. I kept my left hand holding Danny’s head. I grabbed the base of DeShawn’s cock with my right hand and, as he was pulling out mid-thrust, I slipped it completely out of my pussy and into my husband’s mouth. Danny struggled move his head away but I held it firmly in place as DeShawn thrusted his cock deep inside my husband’s mouth.
 
   “You like that?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, fuck!” DeShawn said, throwing his head back. He made a few little jerks with his hips, and suddenly I realized what was happening. His heavy black balls were twitching, his cock clenching and jerking – I had accidentally picked the moment right as DeShawn was cumming! I released Danny’s head and that thick black snake slithered out of his mouth.
 
   I giggled. I’d wanted to give hubby a little taste but he got the full course meal – his mouth was filled with about a cup of DeShawn’s thick, creamy semen.
 
   “Swallow it,” DeShawn commanded. Danny did as he was instructed, and then he went for seconds by cleaned off DeShawn’s cock with his tongue. He even used his fingers to pull out every drop! After a few minutes of that, DeShawn was rock hard again. DeShawn and I fucked again and this time DeShawn fired his cum deep inside me.
 
   DeShawn and I continued having sex, usually three or four times a week, for most of the next year until I gave birth to our first child. Although the child was black, we agreed that it was my husband’s baby. Danny has turned out to be a wonderful father. As for DeShawn, he transferred to another college a few states away so now it’s just Danny and me in the house. But with all the baby expenses, we are in need of a renter now more than ever. We haven’t started taking any applications yet but I have a strange suspicion that the guy I select will be well-built, well-hung … and black!
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   * * *
 
   I’m a twenty-seven year old married woman named Annie. A couple years ago, my husband Tyler and I were having some marital issues. We decided that we would “take a break” from our marriage for a while. I moved out of the house and into a small studio apartment with our young daughter. During our break, I would sometimes hire a babysitter and go out with some single friends. One of those times I met a sexy guy named Andre. He was twenty-two, single, athletic and black. Although Tyler and I hadn’t talked about whether we’d be dating other people during our break, I figured it was probably acceptable. (And frankly, I didn’t want to have the talk because I liked the ambiguity – I didn’t want Tyler dating other women!)
 
   I’m not the kind of girl who has sex on the first date, but it was impossible to resist Dre. When I felt his cock through his blue jeans at the club, I knew that he was packing some serious heat. When I actually got the chance to see it, I was stunned. It had to be nearly twice as long as my husband’s four-and-a-half incher, plus it was uncircumcised and incredibly thick. I’d only been with a couple of guys before Tyler and I’d never seen an uncircumcised guy before, but I soon learned how to expertly suck his cock.
 
   At first, I was a little scared of taking his huge cock inside of me but with lubrication it fit in easily but snugly. Believe me, I never needed to ask Dre if he’s inside of me, you can definitely feel it. The feeling of fullness was simply spectacular. I had the feeling that, for the first time in my life, I was experiencing sex the way it was supposed to be. I had always faked my orgasms with Tyler but with Dre there was no need for that – I would orgasm at least a couple of times, and often as many as ten times. I’d always thought that I was less of a woman because I couldn’t climax, but now I realized that the problem wasn’t me at all – it was my husband and his tiny package. Making love with an adequately hung man was truly a life-changing experience, and in more ways than one…
 
   After a couple of months of separation, Tyler and I managed to work out our differences and I moved back into our home. Soon after I returned to the home, I started to feel nauseated. A pregnancy test only confirmed what I already knew – I was pregnant and I knew that Dre was the father. Tyler and I decided that we were only going to have one child, so I had him get a vasectomy after the birth of our daughter. I guess I was a little careless with birth control during our break, and now we were going to have a black baby.
 
   Tyler was very understanding. We explained the situation to our friends and families. They understood that it wasn’t cheating because we were on a break and we were possibly getting divorced, and they accepted our decision to keep the baby. We were overjoyed when we learned that we were having a boy to complete our family.
 
   While Tyler was happy to help raise our son, he was adamant that Dre needed to man up, get a job and help take care of the child. Dre agreed that he would be there to help in any way that he could. We gave him a key to our house so that he could come and go as he needed. At one point it occurred to me that the best thing would be to have Dre move into the house with us so that he could be available around the clock to help with the baby. I suggested it to Tyler and he agreed. We moved Dre into the guest room, and he promised to do his best to find work.
 
   Once he moved into the house with us, Dre kept trying to get me to have sex with him. Being pregnant, I was awfully horny and I missed my lovemaking sessions with him, but I told him that I couldn’t because Tyler and I were back together again.
 
   Then something happened that I didn’t expect. Dre confronted Tyler. He explained that he was in a relationship with me, that I was his baby mama and he wasn’t going to help take care of his woman if he wasn’t going to be able to have sex with her. Tyler didn’t like the idea at first, but he understood where Dre was coming from. He agreed that we could have a sexual relationship but that I needed to get my tubes tied at birth because he didn’t want any more babies, and he didn’t want our friends or family knowing that we were still together sexually.
 
   From that point forward, I started having sex with Dre regularly, sometimes more than once a day. Often times Dre would come home late at night after going to the club and he’d slip get in bed with me. When Tyler would wake up from the noise of our fucking, he would kiss me on the cheek and excuse himself to the living room couch.
 
   That spring I gave birth to our adorable son, Andre Jr. And I kept my word, getting my tubes tied at the same time as the birth. Tyler and I now have a beautiful family, with one boy and one girl. Tyler confessed to me that he gets turned on by the thought of his white wife making love to her black stud. He loves to watch and listen to my moaning and groaning as I’m brought off expertly by my well-hung black lover. Tyler knows that Dre is a far better lover for me but he finds it exciting rather than something to fear. And he has nothing to fear because our marriage bond is stronger than ever. And guess what? Last week, Tyler brought me to orgasm for the first time!  
 
   As for Dre, my husband has nothing to worry about. He isn’t a one-woman kind of guy. He’s still clubbing and sewing his wild oats. Dre has flat-out told me that he doesn’t love me, he’s just in it for the sex and he wants to help raise his son. And that’s fine with me. I have one man who is dependable and loving, and a lover who is incredibly sexy and well-equipped and gives me the best sex of my life. I’ve found that I can satisfy both my husband and my black baby daddy quite well. None of us would have it any other way!
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   * * *
 
   “Stop it, Austin,” my wife Kayla said. We were cuddling while watching TV and during the commercials I asked once again to fulfill my favorite fantasy. “I don’t want to sleep with other guys. I’m not that kind of girl.”
 
   “But you said you’ve always fantasized about black guys. Wouldn’t you want to give it a try?”
 
   “No, I said I think they’re sexy. When I was in college, if the right black guy had approached me, who knows, I might have dated him. But I’m married now and I’m not going to sleep around.”
 
   What Kayla didn’t know is that I had approached a guy at my work to try and seduce my wife. Amante is thirty-five years old, 6’4 with dark black skin, and recently divorced. One of the women on the line supposedly had a fling with him while his divorce was pending, and she claimed that he’s hung like a horse. I showed him a picture of my blond wife Kayla in a bikini, showing off her curvaceous body. He liked what he saw but it took me a little while to convince him that I was serious. Finally he agreed to show up at my house on Friday night at eleven-thirty.
 
   That night I arranged for a babysitter, and Kayla and I went out for dinner and a movie. Kayla is a lightweight, and I made sure at dinner that she had two large glasses of wine with dinner. She was buzzing and I made sure that we got home before eleven to send the sitter home. Then I went into the dining room, uncorked a bottle of our favorite wine, and poured us each a double-sized serving in wine glasses.
 
   “Honey, I’ve already had a lot,” Kayla said, with a little drunkenness in her voice.
 
   “I want to toast,” I said. “To seven wonderful years with an amazing, beautiful woman.”
 
   She toasted with me, drinking a little more than half of what I’d poured, then excused herself to the bathroom. While she was gone, I refilled her glass. When she returned, I brought up some gossip about our neighbors. She enjoyed the conversation and it didn’t take her long before she had finished her glass.
 
   “Would you like some more?”
 
   “It’s delicious but I shouldn’t,” she said.
 
   “Just a taste, then,” I said, pouring her a single serving this time. “This is the 2008 vintage and I think this is the best one we’ve had.”
 
   She nodded, downing the wine. I set down my glass, took her glass from her hand, and began kissing her. I ran my hands all over her body and I was dry humping her.
 
   “Wow, you’re ready to go tonight,” she said. My penis was rock hard, straining against my jeans as I rubbed against her crotch.
 
   “You’re so beautiful,” I said. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”
 
   When we got to the bedroom, Kayla was on fire. She wanted to go right at it but I was trying to slow things down, making sure that my black stud had time to arrive. After about five minutes of foreplay and slowing removing our clothes, I had Kayla lying down on the bed. I was slowly licking all over pussy lips, slowly circling in toward her love button. I had two fingers inside of her, thrusting in and out, as I began to lick her clit. She was moaning and flopping around.
 
   “God, I drank too much,” she said.
 
   “Is the room spinning?”
 
   “Not yet.”
 
   Just then, I heard my phone ding. I got up and checked the message. It was Amante at the front door.
 
   “Just a second, honey. Don’t move.”
 
   “What’s going on?” my wife asked as I left the bedroom.
 
   I opened the front door. Amante was standing there in a long black trench coat with a big smile on his face.
 
   “Are you ready for some dark meat?” he asked. He opened the trench coat. He was completely naked. His body was very athletic and he was sporting a huge black cock.
 
   “God damn, she’s gonna love that,” I said. “I’ve got her all warmed up for you.”
 
   I walked into the bedroom with Amante behind me. Kayla jolted up, a look of surprise and fear on her face. “What the fuck’s going on?”
 
   “A threesome is going on,” I said. “This is my friend, Amante.”
 
   Amante dropped the trench coat to the floor. My wife’s eyes widened, looking straight at his crotch. “Oh, my God! I guess it’s true what they say about black guys!”
 
   Amante walked over to Kayla’s face. She leaned over, grabbed his cock and started to lick it. As she did that, I dove back between her legs and continued licking her. My penis was rock hard as I watched my little blond sweetheart running her tongue all over Amante’s thick black shaft, swirling her tongue around the cockhead and trying to suck on the head. She tried twice to take it in her mouth but each time she started gagging. When she went back for a third attempt, Amante stopped her.
 
   “That’s okay, baby. I want to put it inside of you.”
 
   “I don’t know,” she said. “I think it would hurt me.”
 
   “I won’t hurt you.”
 
   “Why don’t you lay down and I’ll get on top,” Kayla said. I stood at the end of the bed as Amante layed down. Kayla didn’t go straight for his cock, though. She straddled his waist, bent over and began kissing him. I could see his thick black fingers slithering through her blond hair as she humped her groin against his abdomen. I saw his hands slide downward over her body and grab her butt, then they slid back up over her shoulders. I moved to the side of the bed so that I could see their faces. Kayla’s eyes were closed as they French kissed.
 
   Finally Kayla moved upright again, grabbed his mighty black serpent in her hands and moved above it. She aimed it right at her wet slit and rubbed the head back and forth to lubricate it. Finally, she placed his black beast right at the entrance of her tight vagina. She slowly lowered herself on it, groaning, slowly bobbing up and down.
 
   “Fuck, it’s huge,” she said, breathing heavily. Slowly it penetrated her, inch by inch. “Oh, God! Oh, my God!” It took her a few minutes, but she eventually got herself fully stuffed by that black monster. “It feels totally different.”
 
   “Is it good?” I asked.
 
   “Fuck yeah, it’s amazing!” She started to ride it very slowly, letting nearly half of it out of her before sliding back down all the way. “My God, this is heaven!”
 
   While she was taking him in, I worked my way over to the dresser and pulled out the anal lube. While I was lubricating my cock, Kayla leaned forward and was kissing Amante again, slowly moving up and down on his gigantic cock. It was perfect as her ass was up in the air. I kneeled on the bed, put a dab of lube on her asshole and slowly worked my cock in.
 
   “Unnnhhh,” Kayla grunted, her head to the side and laying now on Amante’s shoulder. “Oh, shit, be careful.”
 
   I slowly worked myself in. I leaned down on my wife’s back, fondling her breasts as I stroked my penis in and out of her ass.
 
   “Ohhh,” my wife moaned, clearly in total bliss. Amante was now moving his hips up, controlling the thrusts in and out of her. I could feel the movement of his cock inside of her as her penetrated her other entrance. I began kissing Kayla’s neck as I thrust inside of her ass. As the three of us moved together, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the natural order of things, the way God had actually intended things. My wife’s black lover with his enormous black cock filling her vagina perfectly and fully, complemented by her husband’s smaller white penis in her smaller, tighter orifice. All three of us moving together in rhythm, in a frenzy of lust.
 
   “Shit, bitch,” Amante grunted. “I’m almost there.” His powerful black hands held my wife’s hips in place so that she couldn’t move away, making her vulnerable white womb defenseless against the imminent onslaught of his black sperm. Instinctively, I reached down behind his legs and lightly massaged his balls, coaxing them to release their superior seed.
 
   “Give it to me, baby,” Kayla pleaded. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Amante screamed, thrust violently with his black weapon, pushing it impossibly deep inside my wife. I was still massaging his balls, and I could feel his testicles jolting, jerking as they erupted, blasting my wife’s womb with millions of his virile sperm. I could just picture in my mind those millions of African baby makers swimming inside of Kayla, searching for her eggs. I couldn’t take it anymore. My penis popped, squirting my seed harmlessly into her shitter.
 
   Ever since that night, Kayla has become addicted to black cock. My wife still has sex with Amante a few times a month but her primary lover is a guy named Darius, who is also tall, muscular and black. In addition, she now has a couple of black fuck buddies who stop by late at night to please her. I’m so proud of Kayla for becoming open sexually and learning to become open to new experiences. Our sex life is better than ever, and she lets me have sloppy seconds after she’s with her lovers. I love that almost as much as she does, but my real hope is that she’ll let me join her in a threesome again!
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   * * *
 
   A few months ago, my wife Teri told me that her little sister Ashlie wanted us to meet Cassius, the guy she was dating. They’d been dating for a few months and she wanted her sister to get the chance to meet him. 
 
   That kind of surprised me because Teri and Ashlie weren’t the closest sisters. They’d always been very competitive with each other. In fact, Teri told me that Ashlie had stolen a couple of her boyfriends back in grade school. But then my wife explained what was really going on: Ashlie wanted her family to meet her boyfriend but she was too afraid to introduce him to her parents because he’s black. We decided that we would invite Ashlie and Cassius over to our house for dinner on Friday night. We asked a neighbor to watch our two young children overnight because we thought it was too early to introduce the kids to a new person, but also so that we could have adult conversations and have a dip in the hot tub.
 
   When they arrived at our house, Cassius smiled and shook my hand. He had a firm grip that matched his powerful body. His skin was incredibly dark and shiny, and it was clear that he spent a lot of time in the gym. Seeing him standing there with his arm around the waist of Ashlie, his freckle-faced young white lover, was arousing. I remembered hearing Teri giggling on the phone with Ashlie about sex. 
 
   We walked over to the kitchen. I poured drinks for everybody, and then we made small talk with Ashlie and Cassius as we finished preparing dinner. I noticed that my wife seemed awfully flirtatious with him, and I could tell that she found him immensely attractive. I wondered if she was thinking about Cassius’s enormous manhood. According to my wife, Ashlie told her that she loves Cassius’s cock but it’s so large that sometimes she has trouble taking it all, even using plenty of lubrication. And it’s also so long that Ashlie is unable to accommodate his entire shaft inside of her. Just the thought of that mighty black monster lurking beneath his pants gave me a semi.
 
   After dinner and a couple more cocktails, we decided to head for the hot tub. While Ashlie was inside changing in the bathroom, my sexy blonde wife stood right in front of Cassius and did a sexy strip tease, slowly unbuttoning her blouse to reveal the black bikini top. Then she turned around and shimmied out of her blue jeans, her ass pressed against Cassius’s lap, giving him a real show. She was clearly intoxicated and didn’t seem afraid of teasing her little sister’s boyfriend.
 
   Just as the three of us settled down in the hot tub, Ashlie arrived in her white bikini, sipping on a pint glass of margarita. She looked awfully cute with her thin body, freckled cheeks, and brown hair up in a ponytail, but she didn’t have Teri’s full curves. When she joined us in the tub, she seemed a little jealous of the attention that her sister was giving her boyfriend.
 
   We’d been in the hot tub for over half an hour and it was getting dark. When we stepped out of the hot tub, Ashlie was very wobbly. She’d clearly had too much to drink and she said that she felt like she was going to get sick.
 
   “Honey,” Teri said, “would you please help Ashlie?” She placed a hand on his chest. “I’m talking with Cassius.”
 
   She had a look in her eye like she had more in mind than just talk. Teri had been a little wild when she was single but one thing that she’d never done was sleep with a black guy. We’d talked about her possibly taking a lover to spice up our love life but so far nothing had ever happened. I wondered if she was thinking about getting something black inside of her.
 
   “Cassius and I are going to spend a little sexy time in our bedroom. Keep Ashlie away, okay?”
 
   I agreed. Ashlie spent a good twenty minutes kneeling in front of the toilet. I told Ashlie that she and Cassius were too drunk to drive home and they were staying the night with us. She was going to sleep in the guest room and Cassius would sleep on the living room couch. She took a quick shower, drank a glass of water, and went to sleep in the guest room. 
 
   I soon as I was finished taking care of Ashlie, I sneaked over to my bedroom. I tried the door but it was locked. I pulled down the metal pin above the door frame, poked it inside the lock, and opened the door. When I opened the door, what I saw shocked me.
 
   “My sister was right,” Teri said with a giggle. “It’s huge!”
 
   Cassius was laying on top of my wife, balls deep inside of her.
 
   “Shit, girl, I’m all the way inside of you. Your sister can’t take it that deep.”
 
   “I’ve gotten looser after giving birth. My husband used to feel good inside of me but sex hasn’t felt very good since the kids. Now I understand it. There’s no friction. My vagina is bigger and I need a bigger cock to fill it.”
 
   Cassius was grunting as he squeezed his monster deep inside of Teri. She was breathing hard, moaning with every thrust, her hands gripping the sheets on my bed. “Oh, God! Oh, God!” My wife stopped breathing, her face grimacing as she rode through a powerful orgasm. Cassius penetrated her relentlessly with his turgid black weapon.
 
   “It feels so fucking good,” Cassius said, sweat trickling down his back. “So much better than your fuckin’ sister. I got the whole shaft inside.” Some beads of sweat were falling off his face and onto her blond hair and back.
 
   He flipped her over and he began to pound her doggy style. Teri told him that he was inside even deeper now, filling her completely. “It’s like your cock was made for my pussy.” Her face was down in the pillow, her ass up high. He was thrusting hard and deep, holding her hips and occasionally slapping her ass. I could see welts on her ass cheeks in the shape of his huge black hands, but she was moaning in pleasure.
 
   Finally, Cassius announced that he was coming. “Ahhhhhh,” my wife moaned long and deeply. He thrust inside her as deep as he could, then jerked his body a few times as he unloaded his precious seed into her womb. They collapsed together and kissed slowly but passionately as a trickle of white sperm slowly leaked out of my wife’s cunt.
 
   Ashlie never found out what happened that night. Ever since then, Cassius stops by our house two or three times a night to spend some alone time with Teri. I watch the kids while she entertains her black lover on our marital bed. When he leaves, I join her and she tells me all the dirty details while we make sweet love. I know things will get ugly when Ashlie learns that her man isn’t faithful but after stealing two of Teri’s old boyfriends, I guess he had it coming – or is that cumming?
 
    
 
   MY WIFE DIDN’T TELL
 
   ME THE GUY IS BLACK
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
 
   Copyright 2015 by Polly Andrea Busch. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or any method including (without limitation) electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This work is a work of fiction. All characters in the work are fictitious and any similarity to any other person, living or dead, real or fictional, is purely coincidental. All characters in this publication are twenty-one years of age or older. All rights reserved.
 
   * * *
 
   “I was wondering, Brandon,” my wife Samantha said, “do you think my friend Alexis is pretty?”
 
   “Sure, she’s cute,” I said. Alexis’s brown curly hair was chopped short, her face was a little mousy and she had an extra twenty pounds on her, but she was fun and had an attractive in a girl-next-door kind of way. “Why do you ask?”
 
   “You know that our sex life has been kind of stale lately, and I remember how you said that you’d like to see me with another guy. Well, I was talking with Alexis and she mentioned that she thinks you’re handsome and her boyfriend is into swinging. I mean, she didn’t outright ask but she made it pretty clear that she’d like to swing with us.”
 
   That surprised me. Samantha is a black-haired knockout with a skinny waist, large breasts and a round ass. Even after giving birth to our son, she still has a killer body and never fails to turn heads. I’d always fantasized about seeing her with another man. One time while we were drunk, I asked her if she’d be interested in dating another guy. She just laughed and said no. That was a few years ago. Now, out of the blue, she was bringing it up.
 
   “What about her boyfriend? You don’t want to get involved without knowing what you’re getting.”
 
   “Actually, I don’t think he’s her boyfriend, just a guy she’s dating. His name is Daniel. I saw his picture and he looks decent. She did pretty well if you ask me. So, if you’re interested in Alexis and still want to do this, I’d be willing to give it a try.”
 
   After a short discussion, we decided to give it a try. We invited Alexis and Daniel over to our house on Friday night for drinks, appetizers and cards. Of course, everybody knew that sex was pretty much on the agenda. I was pretty hot the whole week, anticipating having sex with Alexis. Samantha seemed especially horny, too, and that week we had some of the best sex we’d had in years.
 
   That night, I heard the doorbell ring and I answered the door. Alexis looked great, dressed in sexy red sleeveless top and a black skirt. But what surprised me was her date. I couldn’t believe that Alexis was able to snag such a great looking guy. Daniel was a 6’4, broad-shouldered, dark-skinned black man. He was clearly a body builder, with his chest muscles clearly visible through his t-shirt. He introduced himself and shook my hand. He seemed incredibly confident, and I must admit that I felt a little intimidated by his attitude, as well as his size and strength.
 
   We came inside and talked over appetizers and drinks. I could tell from my wife’s body language that she was totally smitten by the tall black stud. Although the conversation started off with the four of us talking together, Daniel and my wife walked over toward the living room while Alexis and I chatted in the kitchen. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see my wife in her little black dress backed up against the wall, smiling as Daniel leaned close, his huge frame looming above her. I saw her place her hands on his biceps, then his chest. Daniel responded by running his powerful black hands down her body, caressing her gentle curves.
 
   “Are you watching her?” Alexis asked.
 
   “Sorry, I’ve never seen my wife with another man before.”
 
   Alexis put her hands on my hips, leaned forward and kissed me. “I like to watch, too.” Her hands cupped my ass. “But why don’t we give them something to watch?”
 
   Alexis slowly unbuttoned my shirt, kissing her way down my chest as she did. When she got it off, she pressed her chest up against my chest. I started to take off her blouse but she stopped me. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said.
 
   She took me by the hand and led me to the bed in the guest room. She took her blouse off, revealing her black bra underneath. She unbuckled my belt, pulled my blue jeans and briefs down, and pushed me back onto the bed. Alexis placed one hand around the base of my cock and slowly began to lick it. Then she ripped open a foil wrapper and rolled a condom over my penis with her mouth.
 
   I heard the voices of Daniel and Samantha coming up the hallway. I saw them pass by as they walked into our bedroom, leaving the bedroom door half-open. Although neither door was closed, I could only see a little sliver of the action going on in the adjacent room. But I could see my wife’s white hand running up Daniel’s dark, muscular back. Between Alexis’s masterful tongue and the show in the other room, my penis was fully erect.
 
   Alexis kissed her way up my stomach then laid on top of me. I caressed her soft, milky white skin as we kissed.
 
   “Oh, my God!” my wife laughed in the other room. “You’re huge!” I looked toward the door but I couldn’t see their bodies, just the edge of the bed. “I don’t think I can take all that!”
 
   Alexis was looking at the door, then looked back at me, nodding. “He’s enormous. I don’t know if all black guys are that big but Daniel sure is.”
 
   Alexis grabbed my five incher and slipped it inside of her hairy cunt, then began slowly riding up and down. She looked down into my eyes. “Daniel’s cock is amazing but sometimes it’s almost too much. I won’t let him touch my ass with that thing. And for blowjobs, I prefer a smaller penis like yours. I can fit the whole thing in my mouth. Mmmm.” She leaned in and kissed me. I reached my arms up around her back, holding her against me as she slowly rocked.
 
   “Oh, wow! Oh, God, Daniel!” My wife’s breath was labored, moaning. “I’ve never felt anything like that before. Oh, my!”
 
   Alexis giggled. “Daniel is really big.” As Alexis rode me, I was listening to my wife moaning and whimpering as she praised Daniel for his skills and his cock. As I flipped Alexis over to take her doggy style, I heard my wife crying out in wild, ecstatic pleasure. “Unbelievable,” my wife said. “I never knew I could cum so hard!”
 
   I gripped Alexis’s hips and tried to concentrate on her, but it was hard. My wife was always so quiet in bed with me, but with her black lover she sounded like a porn star. “I’m cumming again, baby!” My wife called out two more orgasms before Alexis and I switched into the missionary position.
 
   Alexis was playing with her clit as I fucked her. Just as I was nearing my climax, I heard Daniel groaning. “I’m going cum, bitch! Cum deep inside of you!” I heard Samantha begging him to cum inside of her as I shot my load into the condom.
 
   Alexis smiled. I asked her if she came and she nodded. “I think I had a little one.”
 
   I went to the bathroom to toss out the condom. As I did, I sneaked a peak into my bedroom. Daniel was standing at an angle with his back to me, but I could see that my wife was on her knees between his legs, licking and sucking him back to life. Although I couldn’t see everything, I could see his huge black balls and the last five or six thick inches of his mighty manhood. The slurping sounds of her oral ministrations were incredibly erotic.
 
   I went back to bed with Alexis and we cuddled under the covers. During the night, I heard Samantha and her black lover having sex two more times. In the morning, they showered together and I could hear pounding against the walls and my wife’s orgasmic moans. My wife came down to breakfast in a satin robe, appearing totally exhausted. When Daniel walked up behind her, stretching his huge black arms around her, and she cocked her head up to kiss him, I felt my penis stir. We all agreed that we had a great time and would do it again.
 
   We only did the swinging thing a couple more times before Daniel broke up with Alexis. However, Daniel still stops by at night two or three times a week to pleasure my wife to exhaustion. Right after he leaves, I hop in bed with Samantha and I slip my penis inside of her oily, semen-soaked beaver. Sure, she feels a little bit looser than she did before but the knowledge that her black lover has been there more than makes up for the lack of friction. I wouldn’t have it any other way!
 
    
 
   MY WIFE’S BLACK LOVER
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   * * *
 
   Last year, I lost my job. I tried to find work in the area but after six months I started applying to any decent job, no matter where it was located. I finally found work in my career field but it was out of state, nearly four hours away from our house. Since our children are in school, moving was out of the question. We decided that my wife Betty would stay in our home with the kids and I would rent a room at a motel until I could find work closer to home. On the weekends, I came home to visit my family. It was great seeing my wife on the weekends – it was like we were dating again.
 
   I was gone a few months when I heard some rumors from our neighbors suggesting that Betty was spending time with a guy. I didn’t believe them, in part because Betty isn’t the cheating kind but also because they said that the guy was black. Betty had never expressed any interest in black guys; in fact, she would sometimes make disparaging comments about black people.
 
   One weekend after spending the weekend with Betty, I went into the closet to get some extra shirts. When I saw stunned me. It was filled with a man’s clothes and shoes, and they weren’t mine. Then I went into the bathroom and I found razors, shaving cream, cologne and other items that weren’t mine. I even found a picture on her iPad showing her embracing and kissing a tall, muscular black guy in our kitchen. It certainly appeared that a man was living there.
 
   When I confronted Betty about it, she admitted everything. She told me that when I was unemployed she felt bad about our relationship and became emotionally involved with a guy named Tyrone. Although she didn’t plan for it to happen, their relationship slowly evolved into a physical one. When I moved out, they began actively dating during the week. Tyrone would often stay the night and he began slowly leaving things at our house. Finally, after a couple of months, she invited him to move into our bedroom full-time. On the weekends, he would sleep at his apartment.
 
   I asked her what she was going to do about it. She said that, now that I knew what was going on, Tyrone would be staying their full time. She said that it was disrespectful to ask her boyfriend to leave his house on the weekends, and now that I knew their secret there was no need to hide anymore. She demanded that I move into the guestroom while we worked on our marriage and she decided what she wanted to do with her life. I asked her if he was better in bed than me. She confessed that she had the best sex of her life with Tyrone, and his penis was eight inches long and very thick. Although he didn’t eat pussy and she enjoyed receiving cunnilingus from me, getting fucked hard and good by Tyrone wasn’t something she would ever want to give up. 
 
   While I was gone that week, I had trouble concentrating at work. My wife was trying to decide whether to continue our marriage while she was getting penetrated masterfully by a huge black stud. I was very nervous but also incredibly aroused, and I must have masturbated a dozen times. When I was speaking with Betty on the phone and told her that I found it strangely arousing, she sounded both happy and relieved. She was hoping that the three of us could work everything out.
 
   That Friday after work, I decided I would drive all the way back to my home. After making the long drive, I finally reached my house at ten at night. Only my kids were home. My oldest daughter said that Mom and her boyfriend were out on a date and that they should be home soon. She said that Tyrone was now the man of the house and that from now on I would be staying in the guest room. “Good night, daddy,” she said, kissing me goodnight as she went to bed.
 
   About a half hour later, Betty and Tyrone walked in through the front door. My wife’s hair was messed up and her makeup was smeared, and her boyfriend had his arm around her waist. They were pretty giddy and I could smell alcohol on them.
 
   “Nice to meet you,” Tyrone said, shaking my hand. “We’ve moved your stuff into upstairs guest room. I hope you don’t mind.” Betty nodded. Then they started kissing and groping each other for a couple of minutes.
 
   I’d never seen her look at me the way she looked at her black lover – a look of pure desire. “Let’s go to bed,” Betty said to him. Then the two lovers made their way up the stairs and into my old bedroom.
 
   I waited downstairs for a few minutes, then I made my way up to the guest room. It’s adjacent to the master bedroom, and through the walls I could hear my wife giggling and muffled words from Tyrone. Soon I began to hear her moaning deeply. “Yes… Yes, oh God… Yes, baby, right there.” I could hear our marital bed squeaking as they fucked. “Your cock is so big,” she groaned. I could make out her words and heavy breathing clearly, even though the headboard of our marital bed was pounding violently against the wall. “It’s so wonderful. I love fucking you!”
 
   I couldn’t take it. I turned off the hallway light, slowly opened the bedroom door and watched them. From the moonlight coming through the windows, I could clearly see their silhouettes. Betty was on top of him, her hands on the headboard, thrusting her groin violently up and down on her lover’s cock. His huge black hands were holding my wife’s ass. Still gripping the headboard, my wife threw her head back and screamed, “Oh, mother fuck, I’m cumming again!” By my count, this was the fourth time I had heard her announce an orgasm during this fuck session. The most that I’d ever been able to manage was to get her to cum once, but her black stallion was apparently giving her to powerful orgasms with ease. He moved his black hands up to her breasts. She seemed to be holding her breath, then squealed out the last of her climax. Finally she collapsed on top of him and they kissed passionately.
 
   Although I don’t consider myself to be small, I knew that my little white pee-shooter was simply no match for her black lover’s bazooka. Still, for some reason I can’t explain, I found the situation to be arousing. I dropped my pants to the floor, quietly spit into my hand for lubrication, and I began to stroke my penis.
 
   Tyrone flipped my wife over into the missionary position. “Now I’m gonna fuck you like a dog, bitch.” My wife got onto her hands and knees. He slid his spear most of the way in, then eased in the last few inches, deeper and deeper with each thrust. I could make out Betty’s face, a look of open-mouthed sheer bliss. “God, it’s so deep, Ty. You touch everything. It’s so fucking amazing.”
 
   Tyrone placed his hands on her hips and began pounding inside of her with a powerful combination of speed and force. I noticed that Betty had one of her hands up in her crotch, rubbing herself as her black lover fucked her. When I would make love with her, she would never touch herself but now she was manipulating her clit with abandon, desperate for more. Suddenly she began to cry out, almost sounding in pain as another hurricane-force orgasm ripped through her body.
 
   Just then, my penis squirted. I kept jerking as my seed dribbled down my fingers, some of it dripping onto the floor. While the lovers continued fucking, I quietly closed the door. I carried my pants downstairs, washed my hands in the bathroom and put my pants back on.
 
   When I walked out of the bathroom, I heard Betty and Tyrone laughing as they walked down the stairs. As they walked past me, both naked, Tyrone said, “Whew, you done fucked up. Your wife is one fine ass fuck!” They walked into the kitchen and got drinks of water. Then they went back upstairs and continued their lovemaking session.
 
   Betty told me that Tyrone didn’t want her having sex with me anymore. Since she was his girlfriend, she should be exclusive to him, even though he is still seeing a number of other women. She wants something permanent and she wants to see if she can work things out with Tyrone. If Tyrone won’t commit to her, eventually she will need to break it off. If that happens, she assures me, she will consider giving me another chance. In the meantime, I can continue living in Tyrone’s house in the guestroom.
 
   That’s how it’s been for the last few months. I listen to the sounds of my wife and her black lover through my bedroom wall, and sometimes I even sneak a peek of them in action.  Betty has told me that she learned a lot about sex from her sessions with Tyrone, and when she comes back to me I think our sex life will be better than ever!
 
    
 
    
 
   MY WIFE IS BANGING OUR
 
   NEIGHBOR’S BLACK BOYFRIEND!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   My name is Zachary. My wife Brittany and I in our twenties and we are parents for the first time. I wasn’t surprised that my wife didn’t seem interested in sex, given that we aren’t getting much sleep and all the hormonal changes. But being a guy, I still needed to get some action. I tried to be sensitive and just masturbate when I got the urge.
 
   One day, we were setting up a new baby monitor. We had been using one that was audio only but Brittany said she would feel more comfortable if we could actually see the baby. When we turned it on, we were surprised at what we were seeing. It was a black and white video of somebody’s bedroom. The camera showed an empty crib but through the slats you could clearly see the bed beyond it. Kneeling on the bed was a tall, muscular black man with a huge cock. Laying on the bed was a white woman.
 
   “I want your cock, baby. I need to feel that amazing dick inside of me.” It was our neighbor Amanda’s voice, pleading for her black lover to fuck her. She lives two apartment over from us and she’s Brittany’s friend. The rumor is that her black boyfriend, Lecarin, has a lot of children and doesn’t pay child support. One of his baby mamas became incarcerated so Amanda agreed to take care of the mulatto baby. Obviously they must have installed a baby monitor.
 
   “Play with your pussy for me, bitch,” he said, . “Show me how much you want my big black cock.”
 
   “We’re on the wrong channel,” I told my wife. “Our camera is on channel 5. Our receiver is on 3.”
 
   “Don’t touch it,” she replied, staring intently at the screen. “I’d always wondered if it was true about black guys. His cock is huge!”
 
   We watched as Lecarin fucked Amanda over and over. She was moaning in ecstasy, telling her black lover how great his cock felt and how skilled he is at fucking. Brittany seemed totally fascinated by the show, and as soon as the show was over we made love. It was the first time we’d had sex in weeks and my wife seemed more excited than she’d been in years. I knew that she was fantasizing about getting fucked by that big black cock.
 
   A few weeks later, I came home from work early and Brittany wasn’t there. I texted her to ask where she was, and she texted that she was at the grocery store and she’d be home by the time I arrived. But I saw her car parked in front of Amanda’s apartment. I thought that was strange because Amanda doesn’t get home until a couple of hours later. I wondered whether my wife was in there with Lecarin, and I thought about pounding on the front door. But then I decided I would try another tactic.
 
   I went to our bedroom and turned on the baby monitor to channel 3. Sure enough, my wife Brittany was in the bedroom with Lecarin, lying on the bed wearing a pajama bottom and a t-shirt. Lecarin was lying next to her wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts, running his hands all over my wife’s body. His hands slipped beneath her t-shirt. As he caressed her large breasts, she said, “I really want to but I can’t. I’m a married woman.”
 
   Lecarin tried to pull her shirt off, and Brittany lifted her arms to help him remove it. They kissed passionately, then he began to slowly move his way down her body. My wife was breathing hard and her nipples were erect, so she was clearly aroused. When he grabbed the waistband on her pajama bottoms, she lifted her hips to help him remove them.
 
   I don’t know why, but my penis was as hard as steel from watching this. I ran to the bedroom drawer and pulled out a bottle of lubrication. I lubed up and returned to the monitor. Lecarin’s shorts were now off and his thick, black monster was standing erect. It was only a couple inches longer than my penis but it was so much thicker. Brittany was now sitting up on the bed and she began sucking on his cock. Her mouth was fully filled and she was looking her black lover in the eyes. She was only able to take about half of it into her mouth, but Lecarin was praising her. She placed a hand on the shaft and began stroking it while her other hand massaged his balls. Finally, Lecarin pushed her back onto the bed.
 
   “Please, baby, give me that big black cock,” my wife said, wild with lust, her legs spread wide as she gazed into her black lover’s eyes, her fingers rubbing her clit. “I want to feel it inside of me, filling me completely. I need it!”
 
   Lecarin took station between Brittany’s legs. Her delicate white pussy was threatened by the long, thick black cock that was menacing in front of it. He pressed the head against her entrance and slowly inched it in.
 
   “Wow,” my wife moaned, breathing heavily. “It feels so good. It’s so much better than my husband’s little dick.” Finally, he was balls deep inside of her. “Yes… yes, baby, it feels so full. I’m stretched tight. My pussy was made for a cock like yours.”
 
   Lecarin’s face was on her neck, then they began kissing. He picked up the pace, thrusting fiercely into my wife’s cunt, and she groaned out her appreciation. I could hear the bed squeaking with each thrust, and a slurping sound as his black serpent slipped in and out of her sopping-wet snatch. I couldn’t take anymore and my penis squirted out juice like a sliced lemon, landing on the carpet.
 
   “God, I love fucking you white bitches,” Lecarin said, his own breath labored. “Your pussies are so tight.” My wife’s arms were wrapped around Lecarin’s broad shoulders, her ankles locked around his waist, holding him close as their tongues danced inside each other’s mouths. Brittany was moaning her approval, groaning her joy as her grateful pussy was relentlessly battered by his thick black monster. Over and over, I heard my wife cry in pleasure, “I’m cumming, baby,” arching her back as the waves of intense pleasure rolled over her body.
 
   After about fifteen minutes, Lecarin began breathing harder. “I’m gonna cum, bitch. I’m gonna fill your white pussy up!” Finally, he pushed in balls deep and filled her with his baby batter, as my wife had yet another intense orgasm.
 
   As the lover layed in a post-coital embrace, my wife told her black lover that she wanted to have sex with him all the time, and they could get together while her husband is at work. I turned the channel back to channel 5, turned off the monitor, got dressed and ran out of the house. I drove around for a while and then arrived home at my usual time.
 
   Over the last few months, our sex life has improved dramatically ever since my wife’s encounter with Lecarin. I like to get her into bed as soon as I get home, which is probably only minutes after she’s finished with her black stud. I’ve noticed that she feels looser. She also feels wetter and she tells me that it’s because her sex drive is back, but I know that the wetness is a combination of her juices and her black lover’s semen. I always pull out and cum on her belly since my wife hasn’t used birth control since we had the baby. In the last few days, we haven’t had sex because she feels very nauseated but until then it’s been a blast!
 
    
 
   I’M YOUR WIFE’S BLACK LOVER
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   * * *
 
   My name is Ladarius. I live in the city but I drive out to the suburbs, sometimes hours away, to service white wives. I have dozens of white wives in my bullpen. When one of them is busy or she’s on her period, it’s not a problem because I just move on to the next one. Hardly a day goes by that I don’t have sex at least once and usually it’s with a different woman. And one of those women is your wife.
 
   About three months ago, I was in your neighborhood fucking a white wife a few doors down. Her husband works the night shift so I’m able to stop by her house after the kids are in bed and fuck her brains out. She’s a little overweight but I don’t mind a woman with a little booty on her. And she started running her mouth like I knew she would, telling the other women in her life about how big my cock is and how great it feels inside of her pussy. One of the women she told is your wife.
 
   I’ll tell you about the first time that I fucked her. It was a couple weeks ago. You were at work and you thought your wife was, too. But she called in sick and never went anywhere. You and the kids were gone so we had the house all to ourselves.
 
   “I’m so excited,” she said, running her hands down my chiseled chest. “You’ve got me so wet.”
 
   “Yeah. This your first time?”
 
   “It’s not my first time cheating on my husband,” she said. “But it’s my first time with a black guy.”
 
   “You cheat on him with white guys?”
 
   She nodded. “I normally date guys who look like him, but taller and stronger and better looking. That way, when I get pregnant, he thinks it’s his kid because it looks like him.” She began unbuckling my belt.
 
   “How do you know it ain’t?”
 
   “I make my husband wear rubbers,” she said with a wicked smile. “I tell him that I don’t like the Pill and don’t want my body filled with artificial hormones. But the real reason is that it lets me choose which guy gets to impregnate me. I’m willing to have sex with my husband but I want to make sure that I get pregnant by the best possible men. My children deserve to have the best biological fathers, not just some nice nerdy guy who happens to have a job.”
 
   I snorted. “You’re a pretty naughty bitch.” Actually, what she was doing wasn’t uncommon at all. About 20% of kids have a real daddy different from the man who raised them. I was happy to hear that she was using rubbers with her husband. When the woman is on the Pill, I always try to get her to switch to rubbers. It’s easy to get a woman to “forget” to use condoms when she’s with a strong, sexy man. It’s harder when she’s white and you’re black but I’ve managed to knock up eight white wives. Only stupid bitch aborted my baby. The other seven wives did the right thing and had my baby. Their husbands were pissed at first, but they were nice guys and agreed to raise my babies as their own. I love nice guys.
 
   Your wife led me to the bedroom and we quickly undressed. Underneath her work clothes she was wearing a pair of sexy white bra and panties. She then kneeled down in front of me, put one hand around the base of my cock, then looked up into my eyes. “I hardly ever do this for my husband.” She kept her eyes locked on mine as she sucked my cock, her tongue swirling around the top of the shaft, slowly rotating her head to give some extra sensation, as her other hand gently massaged the bottom of my ball sack. I gotta hand it to her, your wife is a talented cocksucker. But I pushed her head gently away and she rose to her feet. I grabbed her hips and bent her over your bed.
 
   I aimed the head of my cock right at the entrance to her honeypot. Her cunt was dripping wet and I could smell the strong odor of pussy. I could tell by the look and feel of her juices that she was at the right time of month to get pregnant. I ran the head of my cock up and down to wet it, then pushed it inside of her, all eight inches, in one push.
 
   “Damn, bitch, you’re fucking wet. Nice and tight.”
 
   Your wife moaned loud and deep. “Oh, God, it feels so good. So thick and deep.” I leaned forward and slipped a hand underneath her so that two of my fingers were on her clit. That way, with every thrust she gets a little clit action. I began to thrust into her fast and hard. Her wet curly pubic hair was clinging to my shaft with every thrust.
 
   I straightened up and gave your wife a firm spank on her ass. “Get up on the bed, on your hands and knees.” She followed my command and looked back at me, wagging her butt at me. I penetrated her again and started slapping her ass hard. “Mmmmm, yes,” she said. “Spank my white ass.” She dropped down onto her elbows and I pounded her hard and deep. “Not so deep,” she said. I responded by slowly a little bit and not going in all the way.
 
   She turned and looked back at me. “Remember to pull out. Don’t cum inside of me.”
 
   Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I didn’t say anything but I couldn’t help but grunt loudly. She realized that I was cumming because I immediately felt her pulling away. She didn’t have a chance. I held her hips in a death grip, leaning forward and down, my cock now balls deep and pressed hard against her cervix.
 
   “You fucker!” she said, glaring back at me. “I’m fertile right now!”
 
   Sweat was dripping down my face and I was trying to catch my breath. “God, bitch, that was fucking great! So fucking hot!”
 
   I released your wife’s hips and she flipped over. Looking down between her legs, I could see that her cunt was totally saturated, gleaming with cum, and a white trickle was dripping out. She looked up at me. “You motherfucker, I’m ovulating. I can’t have a black baby.”
 
   “Shit, girl, I wouldn’t worry about it. You’ll be fine. If you ain’t, you can get an abortion.”
 
   “I’d never get an abortion,” she said. “That’s out of the question.”
 
   When she said that, I couldn’t help but smile. I hope it happens. I know you’ll be a great daddy for my baby.
 
    
 
   HER OTHER BOYFRIEND IS BLACK!
 
   By Polly Andrea Busch
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   * * *
 
   I first met Elizabeth at the gym a couple of years ago. We were both recent college graduates and we worked in the same field. I sensed that there was some mutual attraction and I wanted to date her, but she said that she wasn’t ready to date because she had just gotten out of a long-term relationship with her college boyfriend. A couple of weeks later, I saw her out at the mall making out with a black guy. The guy was tall and handsome, with a powerful athletic build, but frankly the guy looked kind of like a thug and I doubted if the guy even had a job.
 
   When I confronted her about it, she told me that the guy’s name is Tayshawn. She explained that although she’s dating Tay, she knows it isn’t going anywhere and he’s not somebody that she could bring home to her parents. Still, she is having a great time with him and she isn’t ready to give him up.
 
   I told her that I understood and I didn’t want to stop her from having fun. Just because she has a sexual relationship with Tay didn’t mean that I couldn’t be her boyfriend. We could just have an open relationship of sorts. I would only date her but she could continue spending time with Tay. But we could get to know each other and see if it would be good for both of us.
 
   Liz and I started dating. Soon she met my parents and I met hers, and we started going together to family get-togethers. We were definitely a serious couple. In addition, our sex life was great. We were going through a box of condoms a week. Eventually we moved in together and that’s when things started to get interesting. A few nights a week, Liz would go out on a date with Tay. Sometimes she would sleep over at his house, usually on the weekends, but sometimes she would bring him home to our place. On those days, she would tell me ahead of time and I would sleep on the living room couch.
 
   I was pretty much okay with that, but in some ways I feel that she went a little too far. For example, she gave Tay a key to our apartment. Sometimes Tay would come into our house in the middle of night, slip into bed with Liz and start having sex with her. I would wake up to the sounds of my girlfriend moaning and groaning and the headboard hitting the wall. I didn’t appreciate that because I needed my sleep before work. Still, I didn’t make a fuss over it. I would just give Liz a kiss, grab my pillow and blanket and head downstairs to the couch. I could still hear them downstairs but I would sometimes masturbate to the sounds and imagine him fucking her silly. At first I was a little intimidated by the way Liz sounded and acted while having sex with Tay. She seemed far more excited by him than me. I asked her if she was simply putting on a show for him, but Liz admitted that it’s not an act – Tay is simply an amazing lover and she can’t help but cry out, moaning in pleasure as he gives her a good fucking. She does say that she really enjoys receiving cunnilingus from me and a good, hard fuck from Tay, and we both satisfy her in different ways.
 
   I also noticed that Liz’s panties were always semen-stained after her nights with Tay. Even though she was on the Pill, we always used condoms because she said she didn’t want to get pregnant and wouldn’t consider getting an abortion. I confronted her about it and she said that Tay refuses to use condoms. He claims that “real men don’t use rubbers,” and he also claims that it’s racist to refuse to take his seed inside of her. I pointed out that she uses condoms with me and I’m white, but Tay was insistent and one of the things she loved about him is that he doesn’t compromise. She said it’s one of the reasons that he would be a bad partner but he’s a great lover.
 
   Late one night, after Tay was finished with her and left the house, I grabbed my pillow and blanket and went back to bed. Liz was still up reading a book. I slipped into bed with her.
 
   “God, he fucked me really good tonight,” Liz said, looking at me over her reading glasses. “I had enough orgasms for a week!”
 
   “I heard,” I said. I picked up one of her feet and began to kiss it. “How about a little encore?”
 
   “I can’t take anymore tonight,” she said. “He fucked me four times, good and hard. My pussy is sore.”
 
   “I’m not talking about sex,” I said, kissing my way up the inside of her leg. “I want to eat your pussy.” 
 
   “I don’t think it’s a good idea right now,” she said, pulling her knees up and together. “I really should shower first.”
 
   I grabbed her knees and pulled them apart. She resisted at first, but then released her legs and spread herself wide. I could see that her pussy was red, swollen and misshapen. Her inner thighs were glistening and her bush was matted down, sticky with globs of semen. The insides of her cunt were totally covered, dripping with her lover’s sperm. I put my face directly to her entrance, stuck out my tongue and lapped up my first taste of semen. It tasted salty and pungent, but not at all bad. I stuck my tongue deep inside, lapping up as much of his cum as I could get, swallowing it down. Liz ran her hands through my hair, moaning as I licked all over her cunt, cleaning her of the evidence of her earlier coupling. After putting her through three orgasms, I rose triumphantly from between her legs. “Now I’m going to fuck you.” I rolled a condom over my penis and slipped it inside of her pussy. She didn’t complain as I thrust slowly and gently inside of her, kissing her as we made love. I was so excited that in a matter of minutes I shot my wad into the condom’s reservoir.
 
   Things changed a couple of months later when Liz found out that she was pregnant. As soon as Tay found out about the pregnancy, he denied that he was the father and he hasn’t been around since. We both agreed that it was for the best, as she was going to need to call it off soon anyway. Last month we got married, and Liz was six months pregnant at the wedding. We’re both a little worried about what our friends and family will say when the baby is black, but we know that we’re strong enough of a couple to make it through it. One more thing – we found out that it’s going to be a boy. We’ve agreed on the name Taylor and will call him Little Tay. We can’t wait to be parents!
 
    
 
   A BAREBACK BLACK
 
   ALPHA FOR HER BIRTHDAY
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   * * *
 
   My name is Michael. My wife Madison and I are in our late twenties and we’ve been married for five years. We live in the suburbs and we have two kids. Maddie is currently pregnant with our third child and she’s due to give birth in three months. I’d like to tell you about something sexy and fun I did six months ago for my wife’s birthday.
 
   I overheard Maddie talking on the phone with her friend Tess talking about her encounter with a black man. She was laughing as she stirred a pot of soup over the stove. When the call was over, Maddie called me over and told me what happened. Apparently, Tess was on a cruise with another single girlfriend who met a guy named Rob. It was late at night and Tess had been drinking all night. She went to Rob’s cabin to meet up with her friend and Rob, and she walked in on Rob’s cabin mate while he was dressing. The guy was black and he clearly had a huge cock. Tess was mesmerized, staring at his huge limp cock.
 
   “Haven’t you ever seen a black guy’s cock before?” the black guy asked.
 
   Tess shook her head.
 
   “You’ve never fucked a black guy before?”
 
   Tess shook her head again.
 
   “Would you like this to be your first time?”
 
   Tess nodded eagerly. The immediately got down to business on the black guy’s bed. Although Tess felt a lot of pleasure from it, there was also a lot of pain because the cock was so big so she didn’t go back for more.
 
   We both laughed, then I asked her, “Have you ever wondered what it would be like to fuck a black guy?”
 
   “Well, sure. I think black guys are sexy. If I were single, I would have done it, too.”
 
   For the longest time, I had fantasized about my wife having sex with another man. The idea of her having sex with a black man was even hotter. Maddie’s birthday was coming up the next weekend. I decided that I would try and make our fantasy come true.
 
   A few years ago, a friend of mine had hired a male stripper for a bachelorette party. I asked him for the contact information for the company. I called and, sure enough, they had a black stripper who was available. His name was Thunder. I asked him whether he was willing to do more than strip. He said he couldn’t legally agree to that, but he explained that for an extra thousand dollars, he would drink a special aphrodisiac before the party. Although he couldn’t promise anything, in the past every time that he drank the drink before the party he got horny and ended up sleeping with the bachelorette or birthday girl. I told him that if something happened, he would need to use condoms because my wife isn’t on birth control. He agreed and said that it’s standard practice. I happily paid him the extra thousand dollars. 
 
   Maddie’s actual birthday was on Tuesday night and we’d planned on going out to dinner to celebrate. However, I called Tess and let her know that I was going to have a surprise birthday party for Maddie on the Saturday night before her birthday. I let her know about the sexy black stripper. She said that she would invite over some of Maddie’s more open-minded friends, too.
 
   When I told Maddie that some of her friends were coming over for a party, she was very pleased. Tess and a few other women showed up, all bearing gifts. I was incredibly horny thinking about what was about to happen. Tess challenged Maddie into doing some shots of tequila with her, and we all egged her on. Maddie had already had two cosmos and she doesn’t have much tolerance. After matching Tess with three shots, she was totally buzzing.
 
   “You know what, honey,” Maddie said. “I think we should have another baby.”
 
   “What?” I’d wanted to have a third child but after our second was born, she had been totally against having another and she’d talked about me getting a vasectomy, so this was totally unexpected.
 
   “Yeah, well, I was looking at some baby pictures and I want another. I’ve been checking my cervical mucous and I’m fertile the next four or five days. What do you think?”
 
   That’s when we heard a pounding on the front door. “It’s the police! Open up!” Although he was lowering his voice and speaking loudly, I recognized that it was Thunder’s voice.
 
   Everybody seemed worried. Maddie went up to the door and opened it. Standing there in a police uniform was a tall, dark skinned black man. He stepped inside and took off his hat. “I’ve been told that there’s a birthday party at this residence. Are you Madison?”
 
   Maddie nodded. “Yes, it’s my party, officer.”
 
   He took her by the hand and led her to the couch. The other women were standing beside Tess in the kitchen, whispering with her. “Please sit down.” Maddie sat down, looking a little scared. Then he pulled out a small speaker and set it down on the table. “Just a second.” He pulled out his cell phone, typed a few things and set the phone down next to the speaker. “Okay, ma’am. I need to inform you that you have the right… to enjoy my sexy body!” As soon as music started playing, Maddie’s eyes lit up and all the women started cheering.
 
   “Happy birthday to me!” Maddie said as she eyed her black stripper hungrily.
 
   The women all walked into the living room and stood to either side as Thunder danced in front of Maddie. He slowly unbuttoned his shirt and threw it aside, revealing a white wife-beater that covered a clearly chiseled chest. Slowly, he took off the t-shirt, then he unbelted the belt on his fake pants, apparently held together with Velcro in the back, and ripped them off and tossed it onto the floor. He was now wearing nothing but a red g-string.
 
   Maddie’s eyes were bulging, staring straight at the guy’s crotch. His hands were behind his head and undulating his hips, but the women were all focused on his huge package.
 
   “Oh, my God,” Maddie said, looking at me briefly before her eyes went back to his package. “It’s so fucking huge.”
 
   Thunder moved right up against Maddie, then pushed her back on the couch. He put his knees on the edge of the couch, his hands on the back, and he started dry humping her in rhythm with the music. Maddie put her hands around his back and squeezed his butt cheeks. The girls were all laughing and cheering her on.
 
   “Take off the g-string,” yelled Maddie’s friend Rose, holding up her pint glass. “Big black cock! I want to see that big black cock!”
 
   Maddie turned her head toward Rose. “Are you sure? Should I?” Then she looked over at me. I gave her the thumbs up.
 
   Maddie pulled down his g-string and immediately took ahold of his thick cock. It was only semi-erect but it was already much thicker than mine and a few inches longer, too. My wife was slowly pumping his lower shaft as she leaned in flicked her tongue over the top of his shaft. “Mmm, precum,” she said. Then she took the whole head into her mouth and proceeded slowly down, taking a little more into her mouth. He looked about eight inches long and she was only able to take half of it into her mouth. She pulled her mouth off and took a breath, pumped the shaft with both hands and said to me, “He’s so much bigger than you, I’ve never sucked something this big!” Then she kept her eyes locked on mine as she put her lips back around his cock, sucking and licking the upper half of the shaft.
 
   Tess came over to me, sipping on her cosmopolitan. “I think your wife wants to try a big black cock.”
 
   “Looks that way,” I replied.
 
   “That’s right, girl,” Thunder said, moving his hips slowly as she fellated him. He seemed to be enjoying it. My wife is quite a cocksucker and I could tell that she was giving him everything she had.
 
   Maddie stood up, put her arms all over Thunder’s body. Smiling, she whispered something into his ear. He said something back and, grinning, my wife nodded her eager agreement. Maddie held up a finger to all of us. “Just a second. We’ll be right back.” Then she took him by the hand and took him into the guest bedroom. Everybody made a collective “oooooh” as they went inside and Maddie closed the door.
 
   I walked over and turned the volume way down on the speakers. Although the sexy music was still playing, we could clearly make out Maddie’s moans. “Oh, God,” she groaned, “be careful. It’s so big! Please…”
 
   A couple of Maddie’s friends were standing near the bedroom door, listening. A couple of others were looking at me, like they were wondering if I was upset. “Hey,” I said, “He’s her birthday present. I’m glad she likes it.”
 
   “Quite a birthday package,” Tess said, taking another sip. We all laughed.
 
   “I’m all the way in,” Thunder said.
 
   “Yeah, I can feel it,” Maddie said. “It’s amazing. I feel so full!”
 
   “I normally can’t go in all the way,” Thunder said, breathing heavily. “You took all of it.” Then we started to hear the sound of the bed squeaking loudly.
 
   “Ohhhhh, yes. Yes, baby, yes. Oooooh, wow.” Maddie really wasn’t a moaner or a screamer with me. Pretty much the only noise she would make was when she’d announce that she was cumming. But with Thunder she was constantly moaning loudly and talking dirty. “Goddamn, you’re good. Fuck me hard with that black cock. Fuck me, baby. Pound me good with that!”
 
   I walked back into the kitchen and I poured some more drinks. I tried to make some small talk with the women but we kept getting interested. We heard the sound of a loud slap. “You like that, bitch?” Thunder asked. My wife cooed. “Yes, baby, spank my white ass. Spank it hard!” There were probably a dozen more slaps. “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” Maddie called out, screaming out a deep, whimpering moan. Although she’d said they would be right back, they were in the bedroom for a good half an hour. In that time, Maddie announced four orgasms.
 
   “Fuck,” Thunder said, out of breath. “I’m gonna cum!”
 
   “Do it baby,” Maddie yelled. “Don’t pull out. Shoot your cum deep inside of me! Fill me with your sperm!”
 
   As Thunder grunted and moaned, I felt a chill down my spine. Evidently Thunder wasn’t using a condom!
 
   “Well, it sounds like they’re finally done,” Tess said. “That was amazing to hear.”
 
   Thunder walked out of the bedroom naked, his mighty cock now only semi-erect and hanging down between his legs. He smiled. “The birthday girl’s done passed out.”
 
   “You used a condom, right?” I asked.
 
   Thunder shrugged. “Fuck, she insisted, man. She wanted to feel the real thing. Do you blame her?”
 
   I told everybody that the party was over. Tess told the other girls that the after party would be at O’Malley’s bar downtown. Thunder got dressed and, after I gave him a two hundred dollar tip, he left. I locked the doors and then I went into the guest room.
 
   My wife was lying on the guest bed naked, snoring. Her legs were spread open. Her pussy hair was wet and matted down. Semen was leaking down her used, spent cunt, making a pool on the bed.
 
   I quickly disrobed. I got in between her legs and slowly licked her swollen pussy lips, cleaning them of her black lover’s semen. I sucked her opening, swallowing as much semen as I could get to make sure she didn’t get pregnant. Then I grabbed a condom from the nightstand, ripped open the wrapper and rolled it over my cock.
 
   “Mmm,” my wife said, half asleep. Her body wasn’t moving at all as I fucked her loose, oily cunt. After a few minutes, I grunted and filled the condom.
 
   The next day Maddie had quite a hangover. She remembered everything that happened but she denied ever insisting that Thunder take her bareback. She did beg him to cum inside of her, but she was totally drunk. And while she did have a fleeting desire to have another baby, we decided that it was a bad idea. I continued using condoms with her while we waited for her monthly visitor to arrive. It never did, and now she’s six months pregnant with our third child. Whenever I see her pregnant belly, I get so excited knowing that her black lover’s baby is growing inside of her. It will be so intense for me to see her holding her black lover’s baby in her arms, and watching his black baby feeding on my wife’s swollen white breasts. I just recently got that vasectomy and when the baby is born my wife will be getting her tubes tied, so our family will soon be complete.
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   * * *
 
   My name is Jacob. I’m twenty-eight and my wife Brianna is twenty-five. We’ve been married for three years. Bree just found out that she’s pregnant with our first child. Something unusual happened a few months ago and I’d like to tell you about it.
 
   I work for a small company in the HVAC (heating, ventilation and air conditioning) industry. A lot of my job involves going to our customers’ homes for inspections and repairs. One day I was driving back from a call and I noticed one of our company’s trucks driving by. When I looked inside, I saw my black boss Javorius driving the truck and my wife Bree sitting the passenger’s seat beside him. She was chatting with him and he was nodding. I was shocked because as far as I knew, my wife had never met Javorius. And my wife was supposed to be at work!
 
   I decided to follow them. I stayed a couple of cars back and I managed to stay with them as they made their way over to a cheap, seedy motel. They walked into the lobby, got a room, and then walked over to Room 8 and unlocked the door. The two of them kissed passionately for a moment, his dark muscular black arms encasing her tiny white frame, his black hands running down her back and over her ass. Finally, he took her hand and they walked inside.
 
   I walked over to the window and peered inside, looking through a tiny little sliver between the edge of the window and the curtain. The only thing that I could make out was the area at the very end of the bed. Javorius had his back to me, fully naked. His whole body was a work of art, muscled and sculpted, with broad shoulders and powerful legs. My wife was standing on the other side of him, wearing a white bra and panties, looking at him adoringly and sipping on a glass of wine. I could hear the sounds of their voices but I couldn’t make out any words. Setting her glass down, Bree dropped to her knees.
 
   Luckily, Javorius turned his body just enough to give me a decent view of the action. His cock was limp and it was hanging down almost to his knees. It had to have been a foot long and it was incredibly thick as well. My wife had both hands on his monster cock, and she took the head of his cock in her mouth. As she was sucking on the head, her hands were working his shaft. As she fellated him, her eyes were locked on his. I could hear the sounds of Javorius moaning and the slurping sounds of his cock slipping in and out of her velvety mouth.
 
   Finally, she stood up again. He laid my wife back on the bed. All I could see was his body and her feet, but I saw him pull her panties off and toss them onto the floor. He leaned forward and I knew that he was eating her pussy. I could hear the slurping and my wife moaning in pleasure.
 
   My cock was straining against my jeans but I couldn’t jerk off in a motel parking lot. I walked into the motel lobby and I asked the woman if either Room 6 or Room 10 were available. I paid for the room and got the key to Room 10.
 
   When I got into the room, I stayed silent for a moment and listened. Sure enough, I could hear the action going on in the room next to me. The walls must have been paper thin because I could hear the action better than I could standing outside of their door. I quickly stripped off my clothes, jumped on the bed, and listened with my head near the wall as I stroked my six inch schlong. I could hear the bedsprings squeaking as Javorius pounded my wife relentlessly with his huge black cock. 
 
   “Oh God, Javorius,” my wife cooed, “it feels so good getting filled with a real cock.”
 
   “Your pussy is tight,” he replied. “You’re so wet but it feels like a vice. A honey-covered vice.”
 
   “You’re so much bigger than my husband,” she said breathlessly. “It feels so good, so good, baby.” She began moaning then loudly groaning, and I knew from the sounds that she was orgasming.
 
   The squeaking stopped for a moment, then it started again but sounded differently and not as fast.
 
   “Oh, yes,” my wife said. I heard the sound of slap. “Spank my white ass. I’m a bad girl. Fuck me like a dog and spank that ass!”
 
   “God, bitch,” Javorius said. “You’re so tight. So much tighter than my wife. And you take it all. My wife can’t take it all, even in doggy.” I could hear the sounds of their bodies slapping and the occasional spank on my wife’s ass.
 
   “I can feel the head hitting my cervix right as your balls slap against me,” Bree said. “I fucking love it. I fucking love your black cock.” I heard my wife groaning again as she orgasmed.
 
   I’d been trying to hold out for as long as possible but I couldn’t contain my excitement any longer. My penis squirted, splashing against the motel wall. I quickly got dressed and checked out of the room.
 
   A couple months later, my wife told me that she was pregnant. I thought that was a little strange because we always use condoms and I hadn’t had one slip off or break in over a year. I wondered whether Javorius might be the father. Bree doesn’t seem worried, though, so who knows. For now, I’m excited that my wife and I will soon be having our first baby, and I get turned on thinking about her giving birth to her black lover’s baby!
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   * * *
 
   On day I went to the office to surprise my wife with some flowers. We’d been fighting a lot in recent weeks – she wants another baby and I think one is enough – and Sarah always likes flowers, so I picked up a nice bouquet. The receptionist seemed a little nervous when I arrived, and she told me that my wife was at lunch for the next few hours but I could leave the flowers with her. I thanked her for her offer but I decided to drop them off on her desk myself so that I could leave her a note.
 
   When I reached her cubicle, her coworker Mike leaned out of his cubicle with a shit-eating grin on his face. “Nice flowers. Looking for Sarah, eh?”
 
   I nodded. “Betty told me that she’s out to lunch.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure she’s eating something,” he said, grinning. He looked up and down the hallway to make sure nobody was around. “You didn’t hear it from me,” he whispered, “but she’s down in Rondae’s office.”
 
   Rondae was the company’s vice-president of sales. My wife, a junior sales associate, always talked adoringly about him. “Ron,” as my wife called him, had taken quite an interest in Sarah and was mentoring her in sales. He was easily the most successful salesperson in the company, so he was a great person to learn from. Sarah had also told me that Ron had been hitting on her for months. Although she found him to be an incredibly handsome and sexy black guy, and she confessed that she’d definitely have dated him if she’d met him when she was single, she was now a married woman and wouldn’t cheat on her vows.
 
   I walked down to Rondae’s office. The door was closed. I quietly tried the door handle but it was locked. I walked around to the side window. The shade was pulled down but there was a good inch of window that wasn’t covered by it, and I leaned in to take a peek.
 
   My wife was standing there with her boss next to his desk. He was wearing a dress shirt and tie, and his pants were down around his ankles. My wife was fully dressed, wearing a red blouse and black miniskirt with white stockings, on her knees and sucking on her boss’s cock. Despite what they say about black guys, his cock looked only about seven inches long and decently thick, nothing like I’d been expecting. Sarah was deep throating him, and tugging his shaft gently but firmly between sucks. Rondae’s head was tilted back, his mouth open, moaning as my wife pleasured him with her sweet mouth.
 
   “That’s right, baby,” he said. “Suck my black cock, baby.” He reached down and held her hair back, keeping it away from her mouth. Whenever Sarah pulled her head away for a breath, long thick strands of saliva dripped down between her smiling lips and his cock.
 
   After a good five minutes of head, he pulled Sarah to her feet, then grabbed her hips and turned her around and bent her over the desk.
 
   “Fuck me, Ron,” she said. “I need to feel you inside of me.”
 
   He looked toward the door, making sure that nobody was looking. Then he pulled up my wife’s skirt, pulled her red panties down to her ankles, then slipped his cock inside of her. He held her hips as he pounded his cock rapidly inside of her cunt. I could hear the slurping sounds that her grateful cunt made as his black serpent spread about her vaginal walls.
 
   “Oh, God, baby, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna… Aargh!” I saw his hands tighten his grip on my wife’s hips. Sarah looked back toward him, a look of panic on her face. Rondae’s body tensed up as he pressed balls deep inside of my wife’s cunt. I could see the base of his shaft jerking, his testicles twitching, as he blasted her white cunt with his seed.
 
   “You promised to pull out!” Sarah said. “I’m trying to get pregnant by my husband. I went off the pill two weeks ago!”
 
   Rondae wiped his forehead with his shirt sleeve, then slowly withdrew his spent weapon from my wife’s tight pussy. When the head slipped out, I could see that it was coated in white slime. Globs of semen spilled out of her overflowing orifice. Sarah turned around and pulled her panties back up and lowered her skirt, but the deed was done. Her vagina was thoroughly coated with his black boss’s baby batter, and millions of his sperm were swimming their way toward her defenseless egg.
 
   I walked away from the office, dropped the flowers on her chair, and ran out of the building. I didn’t tell my wife what I saw that day. That was three weeks ago. She seems worried and distracted, in part because her period is late. Her period has come late before, so it doesn’t necessarily mean anything. Right now she’s in the bathroom taking a pregnancy test. We haven’t had sex in over a month, so if she’s pregnant she’s going to have some serious explaining to do!
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   * * *
 
   About five years ago, my wife Kaitlyn decided that she wanted to be a surrogate mother. We are in our twenties and we already had one child, which was all we wanted. (After our daughter’s birth, at my wife’s urging, I got a vasectomy.) But it was an easy pregnancy and Kaitlyn, being a caring person and always concerned about helping society, thought it would be a nice way to help out other couples that are having trouble conceiving. Also, she would get paid tens of thousands of dollars for carrying the child.
 
   After researching it, we decided to give it a go. The agency connected us with a very attractive black couple. The guy is Carlton N’dambi. I’d never heard of him before, but apparently he’s the world middleweight boxing champion. The guy was an African immigrant with a goatee and very dark skin. He stood about 6’5, muscular with a broad frame. His wife Hailey, I learned, was a blonde fashion model from New York. Unfortunately, his wife was unable to conceive so they needed a surrogate.
 
   When we met them at a restaurant, I could tell that my wife was very attracted to Carlton. She was crossing and uncrossing her legs and flipping her hair. I could also tell that Carlton was attracted to her as well. When we got home, she told me that he’d removed his shoe and ran his foot up her leg during dinner. I’d never had a problem with Kaitlyn being flirtatious, and I thought it was good that there was some chemistry between her and the man whose baby she was going to carry.
 
   We tried a round of IVF but my wife failed to take, which is fairly common. Then I got a call from Hailey. She said that now that we’d officially used IVF, we wouldn’t need to go that route any more. It cost $15,000 per treatment and it’s not very effective, so if everybody was agreeable we could just use natural insemination. They would happily pay the money to us rather than the clinic, and we could get this going more quickly.
 
   I was shocked. I asked her if she would be okay with Carlton having sex with another woman. She said that it wouldn’t bother her, given the situation, and that it’s actually a fairly common thing in the surrogacy industry. She asked if we would be okay with it. I told her that I would ask Kaitlyn.
 
   When I ran the idea by Kaitlyn, her eyes lit up. She was very interested in having sex with this famous, athletic, black millionaire. Of course, she would only do it if I was okay with it. I told her that we needed the money and, for $15,000 per cycle, there didn’t seem to be any reason not to. I called Hailey and told her that we were accepting her offer. Afterward, Kaitlyn and I made love and she seemed especially hot, no doubt dreaming of having sex with her sexy new black lover.
 
   That weekend, Kaitlyn and I went to the lingerie store to buy some sexy little things to wear for Carlton. She selected a number of different outfits and modeled them for me. She looked amazing in any of them, or in nothing at all.
 
   That Monday night, after our daughter was asleep, Carlton arrived at our house for his first insemination appointment. He was dressed in blue jeans and a t-shirt and carrying a dozen roses. I could smell cologne on him. This didn’t seem like a business appointment to me, but I was fine with it. I called for Kaitlyn and she came down the stairs from our bedroom wearing a red bra and red crotchless panties beneath a thin transparent white robe. She kissed him and thanked him for the roses, quickly put them into a vase in the kitchen, and then walked with him hand-in-hand up the stairs to our bedroom.
 
   I walked down to the basement to use the computer. Unbeknownst to Kaitlyn, I had set up a hidden camera on her dresser so I would be able to see and hear all the action. I had a bottle of lube down there for watching porn, anyway, so I had everything I needed to enjoy the action.
 
   When I turned on the camera, I couldn’t see Kaitlyn, just Carlton. He was standing next to the bed wearing nothing but a pair of long black pair of boxers. After we’d met him, I went back and watched some of his matches and I realized that he was wearing the shorts that he would wear into the ring. I could see a large bulge up the front of them, so he appeared to be well-hung.
 
   “I don’t have any fishnet stockings,” Kaitlyn said, off camera. “But I have these.”
 
   Carlton was looking to the left off camera, smiling and nodding. “I love it.”
 
   “I’ll put them on,” she said. A minute later, Kaitlyn walked up to him and embraced him, and they began to kiss passionately. Her robe was gone and she was wearing white stockings and black high heels with her red bra and panties. Her tiny frame was dwarfed by his monstrous frame. Their hands were roaming all over each other’s bodies. Carlton then laid my wife down on the bed, his huge muscled body on top of her. She put her legs up and around him, her high heels up in the air.
 
   “God, baby, you have me so hot.” He was pumping his hips, rubbing his crotch against hers. I could see her pale white fingers gripping his dark black shoulders, and she was moaning and breathing heavily.
 
   He got up and pulled down his shorts, unleashing his thick black beast. It had to be at least nine inches long and thick as a large cucumber. My wife’s eyes widened. “Oh, my God, it’s huge! I’ve always wanted to try a cock like that.”
 
   “It’s your lucky day,” he said. He leaned down, pulled her panties to the side, and licked her pussy for about thirty seconds. Although it wasn’t long, I could see her hands gripping the sheets to either side of her and her face and neck were flush red. She was holding her breath, concentrating on receiving the pleasure, her body slowly tensing, her legs slowly squirming, until she let out a loud moan and took some quick, shallow breaths.
 
   Carlton stood up, aimed the head of his black missile at my wife’s opening, then pushed inside with one thrust. That surprised me. My penis is much smaller than Carlton’s monster, but it normally took me a handful of strokes to enter her. Apparently she was so wet for him that he could slide in with ease. 
 
   “Oh God,” Kaitlyn said, her eyes wide. “It feels so good.”
 
   “You like that?”
 
   “Oh, yes,” she cooed. “After the baby I’m not as tight as I was. My husband isn’t very big and I can barely feel him anymore. But I can feel every inch of you. It feels so perfect, like it was made just for me.” She moaned. “God, I really need this. I like having my pussy eaten but nothing can compare to a good old-fashioned cocking.”
 
   He moved her legs up over his shoulders. Her high-heels were flopping as he pounded viciously inside of her. My wife was moaning, apparently crying as she praised his cock and his skills at lovemaking. Then he flipped her over and began to fuck her doggie-style. She still had on the crotchless panties and he was fucking her through the hole in the crotch. Carlton’s large black hands were fondling her breasts as he fucked her. I could see my wife’s hand reach up between her legs and fingering herself.
 
   Finally, Carlton grunted that he was about to cum. My wife quickly flipped over, crawled up to his cock, and was pumping his shaft with one hand, fondling his mighty black testicles with the other, with the head of his dangerous black weapon at the opening of her mouth. She was flicking her tongue out, licking the underside of his head as he screamed out. I saw blast after blast of his semen assaulting my wife’s tongue, as she massaged his shaft to extract the load, locking her lips around his cockhead. Then she looked up into his eyes, opened her mouth to show him the mouthful of creamy seed, then she swallowed it. She moved her fingers up his cock, pulling out every drop of goodness, and swallowed that as well.
 
   “God, you are a great cocksucker,” he said. “But that was supposed to go inside of you.”
 
   “Everybody says that the pull-out method doesn’t work,” she said with a wink. “I guess we’ll find out. If it takes us a few more cycles, that’s fine with me.”
 
   “That’s fine with me, too,” he said.
 
   My wife stood up on her knees, inched up toward him, and kissed him. “You’re the best lover I’ve ever had. I love your black cock.”
 
   I turned off the camera and saved the video to jerk off to later.
 
   Carlton came over two more times that week. Each time, my wife had a new set of lingerie to show him. She also went to the store to buy more stockings and high-heel shoes. Watching my wife with her strong black lover was the most erotic thing that I’ve ever seen.
 
   After about four months of having sex with my wife three or four times a week without a pregnancy, Carlton’s wife started to complain. She said that Carlton needed to get tested for infertility, but from that point forward he started unloaded his cum inside of my wife and she soon got pregnant. Shortly thereafter, we got some great news – she was pregnant with twin boys! Her belly expanded far more than it did with our daughter, and I was incredibly aroused knowing that she was pregnant with black babies.
 
   Unfortunately, we soon read on the internet that Carlton and his wife were getting divorced because of some drug issues. They confirmed with us that it was true. Carlton said that it was all Hailey’s idea – he already had five kids and he didn’t want any more. Hailey said that she still wanted the twins when they were born, but my wife didn’t feel right giving them up to somebody who wasn’t even related to them. Ultimately, we decided that we would keep the babies and I would raise them as my own. Hailey said she understood. Carlton was relieved that we weren’t asking him for child support, and he allowed us to keep the money he’d paid us as surrogates.
 
   Now that the twins are getting a little older, my wife is again feeling the urge to get pregnant again. We looked into vasectomy reversal but the odds of getting it successfully reversed and then getting pregnant by me were pretty slim. “Uncle Carlton” recently contacted us about seeing the boys, and Kaitlyn has asked how I’d feel about her resuming her sexual relationship with Carlton and maybe getting pregnant by him again. I told her that I’d think about it, but my cock is hard as a rock!
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