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Finding a Baby Daddy


“Based on the results, there’s a slim to
none chance that you will ever have kids.” The doctor told my
husband and me.

“But there’s still a chance, right?” He
asked, leaning forward in the office chair.

The doctor shook his head. “There is, but
the odds of it happening are similar to you winning the lottery.
While your wife’s eggs are perfect, you simply don’t have enough
sperm for fertilization. Right now, you are at a crossroads, and
you have two options for having kids, sperm donor or adoption. I’m
sorry, Max.” The doctor frowned. “I wish there was another
way.”

I looked at my husband who looked like all
of the joy and happiness of life was sucked out of him. He could
barely find the words as he cried and mumbled to himself.

Through his playing days in professional
football, he’s experienced broken bones, concussions, and torn
muscles, not once did he shed a tear, until today. Today was the
first day I’ve seen my husband cry, and it broke my heart.

I was sad and angry. I wanted to fly up up
to God himself and slap him. How could he do this to us? We’ve been
nothing but good people, and he repays us by taking away the one
thing we always wanted.

The doctor rubbed Max’s hand and gently
whispered, “it’s going to be okay. You aren’t the only man whose
had this problem. I’m going to collect some information on local
sperm donors, and I’ll be right back.”

The doctor left the office leaving only my
husband and me. Looking at the man I married, he was always strong.
As a former football player, he still kept his weight and height of
his playing days. At six foot four, two hundred and fifty pounds he
was a a force to be reckoned with on the field but seeing him cry
was something else. His body shook as he sobbed. I rubbed his
muscular shoulder and hushed him.

“Baby, it’s okay?”

“Is it? I can’t even knock you up. Doc says
that it could have been something with all of the pills I was
taking when I was playing ball. I knew I shouldn’t have taken that
shit. I should have gotten you pregnant years ago.”

“It’s okay. We both had our reasons why we
couldn’t when we were in our twenties. You had your football
career, and I had my modeling career. None of us had time for a
baby.”

“I know, but if I would’ve known that taking
that shit would have ruined our chances for a child, I would’ve
never taken it.”

“I know. I know.” I comforted him. “No
matter what happens. I love you.”

“I love you too,” he grinned. He took my
hand and I looked down at the blend of our skin tones. Ebony and
Ivory. It was always a perfect blend. I loved my sexy dark
chocolate man, and he loved his sexy white wife. Our eyes locked as
he leaned forward and kissed me.

“We are going to get through this.” I
assured him

My husband smiled at me, and the doctor
walked back in.

“So, we have multiple options. There’s
adoption or there’s a sperm donor. I have information packets for
both.”

My husband and I shared a look and it was
like we read each other’s minds.

“Well doc, as an interracial couple we
always wanted to have a mixed baby. The odds us finding a mixed
baby to adopt are low, not to mention we don’t want to deal with
all of the drama with having someone’s child that we don’t know.”
Max replied.

“Not to mention, I want to carry the child
through pregnancy.” I added.

“Oh, well, then sperm donor.”

“Do we get to pick the donor?” I asked.

“Yes, these sites have a database that you’d
look through and then you decide who would be the right fit.”

“Oh, that sounds good. Max, do you like that
idea?”

My husband bit his lip and then asked, “Do
you think there’s any former athletes that donated sperm?”

“I’m sure one or two of them played
sports.”

“But professionally?”

The doctor shrugged. “I’m not sure. I’m sure
there are, but I can’t be certain.”

My husband nodded and I could tell that he
was taking the news hard.

The doctor studied our facial features and
sighed, “I’m really sorry about this Max. Life is a bitch
sometimes, but you can’t let it get you down.” The doctor stood and
placed a hand on my husband’s shoulder. “You’d get through this.
Trust me. The world seems dark now, but brighter days are ahead.
You guys can see yourselves out of the office. No need to see the
receptionist.”

He gave us a light smile and then walked out
the door. Max and looked at each other and then we left we office.
We were silent until we got to the car. Max got into the driver’s
side and started up the vehicle.

“What’s on your mind?” I asked.

“Nothing, I’m just thinking of the whole
sperm donor thing.”

“Is that what you want to do?”

He shrugged, “it’s our only option really,
but I don’t want to go to the clinic to choose someone.”

“Why not?”

“Well, I wanted my daughter or son to be
athletically gifted like me. The odds are slim if we go to the
clinic to find someone who was a professional athlete. I have an
idea but it’s crazy.”

“At this point baby, I’m open to all
ideas.”

“Well, instead of just getting sperm from
the clinic, how you you feel if I called Rico, Wallace and Xavier
to donate sperm.”

“Your ex professional football buddies?”

“Yeah, for one they are all black, two they
all played ball, so they are all athletically gifted, and three
they’re my boys and wouldn’t hesitate to help.”

“Okay, so how do you suppose they donate the
sperm. I’m pretty sure we can’t just go to the clinic and tell them
that we’d like these men to jerk off and then insert their sperm in
me.”

“Well, that’s where it gets weird. You
remember that night where you got super drunk and hit on Rico,
Xavier, Wallace, and me telling us how you’d love to be stuffed by
our big black cocks”

My cheeks grew red as my skin felt like it
was thousand degrees. Memories of that night flooded in as I
slapped my forehead.

“Oh god! You still remember that! It was a
joke, I swear.” I laughed.

“I know, but what you said got me thinking.
My boys and I are tight. Like I said they are ride or die and if I
asked them, I’m sure they’d say yes.”

“Yes to what?”

“Well, if your okay with it, how you feel if
that fantasy of yours becomes reality?”

My mouth dropped as I stared at my husband.
“Are you serious?”

He nodded. “I am. Think about it, all four
guys and their sperm in you at once. You get to live out a fantasy
of having sex with four black guys, and my fellas all get their
dicks wet while helping us get pregnant. Everyone gets what they
want. It’s perfect because no guy would ever no who knocked you up.
They can’t have a guilty conscience of not raising the child
because they’ll never know it’s there’s.”

My legs felt moist imagining four guys
surrounding me as each one stuffed me with their black meat. I
trembled at the erotic fantasy. My husband was right, it was a
fantasy of mine. I’ve always been a fan of black men and their big
black cocks and the fact that I was going to have an orgy with
them, made my heart quiver and my thighs tremble.

“Are you sure this is what you want?” I
asked.

“I want a child, and I’m willing do anything
for it. The choice is yours. You say yes, and I’ll call my boys up
tonight.”

I took a deep breath and couldn’t believe
that I was going to agree to it.

“Yes, let’s do it.”

Max nodded. “Alright, I’ll call them up now.
I love you.” He grinned.

“I love you too.”

Max smiled at me and leaned over and kissed
me. When we broke apart, he smiled at me before calling his
friends. Listening to them all agree, my heartbeat tripled knowing
that in a few hours I’d be stuffed with four big black cocks.

 


***

Rico, Wallace and Xavier all showed up at
our house at
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