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   * * *
 
   For years, my husband Max had asked me if I would be interested in having sex with another man. Although I was kind of interested in the idea, I didn’t want to risk screwing up our marriage so I said that I wasn’t interested in anybody but him. Eventually, though, I found a guy I met in line at a store and I ran it by my husband.
 
   “You’re serious, Erin?” he said excitedly as we lay in bed. “I think it’s great!”
 
   I told him that the guy I had in mind, Saunders, was black and asked if that was okay.
 
   “It’s fine with me,” Max said. “In fact it makes it even hotter to me. Of course, he’ll have to use condoms.”
 
   “That won’t be necessary,” I said. “He was tested last month and he’s free of any STDs. And he’s snipped so we don’t need to worry about pregnancy.”
 
   When we first got married I was on the birth control pill. But about a year later, I went off to start our family. After the second baby, we began using condoms just in case we decided to have another. But now we were both thirty years old and we’d been using condoms for nearly four years.
 
   “Okay,” Max said. “I guess it’s okay then.” He got up on top of me, began playing with my tits through my pajama top, and we made love. Max never takes too long to ejaculate but his little four-and-a-half inch squirt gun went off in record time, filling the condom. “Boy,” I said, “you’re really turned on!”
 
   I spoke with Saunders and set up our first rendezvous. We decided to do it at a motel on the highway, and he agreed to let Max come along and watch. It was supposed to be a threesome but Max spent almost the whole time standing there in his poorly-filled boxers, recording everything on his cell phone. Saunders has a gorgeous, muscular body and he spent a good five or ten minutes kissing and caressing me, which I adored. Then I gave him the best blowjob I could. His cock was only about seven inches long, not giant by any measure but it was the longest one I’d seen since I began dating Max exclusively nearly ten years ago. After that, he rolled me onto my back and slid up inside of me.
 
   I smiled at Max as he recorded us. “Do you like this, honey? Do you like seeing this big black cock thrusting inside of me?” My body was rocking with the rhythm, my legs up in the air and bent at the knee. “Does it turn you on to see this black man fucking your wife’s little white pussy?”
 
   Max didn’t say anything. He just kept recording with one hand stroking his little boyhood.
 
   “Bring that penis over to me,” I instructed him. He didn’t move at first, but then I ordered him. He finally came over next to the bed and put his penis near my face. I was enjoying the feeling of my black lover’s cock pushing inside of me, stretching me, hitting the right places. I took my husband’s weiner in my hand and stroked it as I watched Saunders hunching, humping over me. Max was aiming his phone between my legs, recording the magnificent thrusting I was receiving. I moaned and groaned, partly from pleasure but also for the camera. “God, he feels so much better than you, baby. It feels so much better than your little penis. Your little penis does nothing for me. Yes, Saunders, that’s it. Fuck me hard, baby. Fuck me with a real cock.”
 
   Saunders flipped me over and began fucking me from behind. I moved so that my face was at the end of the bed and I sucked on Max’s penis as he recorded everything. Soon Saunders grunted, announced he was coming, and pushed deep inside of me. I felt my husband’s weiner sprinkle inside of my mouth right as Saunders’ cock pulsed inside of me.
 
   I rolled over onto my back and turned so that my legs were at the end of the bed. I spread my legs and there was a tiny stream of white cum oozing out. “That’s for you, Max,” I said, fingering my clit. “Go ahead and lick my pussy. Clean me with your tongue.”
 
   “I’ll hold the phone,” Saunders said. Max handed the phone to him and got between my legs, lapping up my sticky love nest and putting me through two orgasms in the meantime. As great as it felt to get fucked by Saunders’ cock, he hadn’t made me come. Between the two men, though, I had it all. Max ripped open a condom wrapper, put on a rubber, and slipped inside of me. He only lasted a few minutes before shooting off again.
 
   I had a lot of great sex with Saunders, both alone and with Max present, over the next two months. Then I started feeling strange and found out that I was pregnant. When I confronted him, Saunders admitted that he wasn’t snipped and he lied just to be able to have bare sex with me. I broke up with him and haven’t heard from him since. I was already four-and-a-half months along when I found out so I knew it was too late for an abortion.
 
   My due date is next month. Luckily, Max is excited and not angry. Obviously we’re going to have to explain to our friends and family that I was having sex with another guy. We’re going to tell people that I did it with Max’s knowledge and permission, but I’m still very embarrassed about it. Max says it’s a blessing because now I can have other partners out in the open. He even says that he’d be okay with me having more babies, including black ones. After all, we already have one so what would be the harm in another. I’m not sure I want any more kids but he does have a point.
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   * * *
 
   “I 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 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.
 
   A BAREBACK BLACK
 
   ALPHA FOR HER BIRTHDAY
 
   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.
 
   * * *
 
   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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