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1. Baby Bump




If you enjoy this story, be sure to check out the rest of my sexy

reads !

 

I’m not exactly sure where it all started. My best guess is that it was when that singer – you know the one, one-syllable name, hair piled up on top of her head, used to be on some Disney Channel or Nickelodeon show – showed up three years ago on Jimmy Kimmel with a cutaway dress that perfectly framed her bare, taut abdomen that had a shape like a watermelon instead of the flat, personal-trainer-induced abs she normally sported. Jimmy riffed on rubbing her belly for luck, the audience ooh-ed and aah-ed, the band played “Rock-a-bye Baby”, and the singer glowed while she ate up all the attention. I’m not sure she even did her musical number that night.

That was when I started to notice the socials were getting an increase in “baby bump” content. Hashtag “RubMyBump”; Buzzfeed listicles about the best baby bump skin care regimens; an uptick in dreamy Instagram portraits of white girls in flowing cream-colored dresses, skin glowing, hair done up in braids, casting extra round shadows with their swollen tummies. It wasn’t total saturation, like it is now, but there was definitely a lot more “baby bump” buzz than before – it was a trend, like that ice bucket challenge or dressing like a pirate.

And then, like the proverbial pond with an exponential lily pad problem, one day half the world was consumed with the bump, and the next day it was the whole fucking thing. You couldn’t get away from hashtag “RubMyBump”, hashtag “BumpinWithMyBaby”, hashtag “BumpoutBaby”. There were close-ups of pregnant bellies adorning billboards, there were bump-enhancing shirts and slacks on the Paris and Milan runways, the maternity section at Target threatened to engulf the rest of the store.  Even on the porn tubes, where I went to get away from the dumbest trends, there was a bump takeover – it seemed like every stepsister, MILF, and tiny teen fucking and sucking on my phone during a little me time was sporting a prosthetic bump of better or worse quality, from a pillow hastily shoved under an “I (heart) Porn” t-shirt to a couple of “bump jobs” that were almost as well-executed as the better boob jobs I’ve seen.

And there was my roommate Stu, never one to miss a trend he could exploit for personal gain. When it was still just the occasional Instagram influencer gushing about her glow, Stue had business cards printed up for “Stuart Markovy, All-Natural Fertility Specialist” and passed them out at clubs and raves where he expected the Instagram and TikTok crowd to hang out. It worked pretty well, too, at least as far as allowing him to provide all-natural fertility treatments on much younger women; how many actual bumps he produced I don’t know, nor do I care to know. Then there was a website for “Markovy Clinic LLC - LA’s Premier Bump Provider”; he offered a variety of services, from pre-insemination counseling (this involved a lot of very close inspection of the prospective customers’ parts – he insisted that the flavor of a woman’s discharge was the best indicator of how effective the treatment would be) to the multiple injections required to produce the best results. Our back bedroom, which used to be where I stored my bikes and Stue kept the remains of his grow-light experiment, became Stu’s “Organic Fertility Treatment Clinic,” kitted out with two water beds, a mirror on the ceiling, and a fancy aromatherapy/lighting system that turned the space into a sweet-scented boudoir at the flick of a switch. He wasn’t fucking someone in his ersatz clinic nightly, but it was for sure weekly; and in addition to getting laid, Stu was getting paid: Markovy Clinic wasn’t offering its services cheap.

“People only trust a service if it’s expensive,” Stu explained one evening over beers on the porch. He had switched from Bud Light to Stone Brewing Arrogant Bastard some weeks into the clinic’s run. “And the more expensive it is, the less likely they are to want their money back.”

“You’re a sick son of a bitch,” I said. “I’m not sure most of the girls you're banging have any idea what to do with a baby. What’s going to happen in nine months when they’re dealing with screaming shit machines instead of showing off their cute little bumps?”

“Oh, this trend is going to crash so hard when the colicky baby videos hit TikTok, and the postpartum diet fads take over Instagram!” Stu said with a laugh. “Future historians are going to write books and hold conferences about the population spike and crash that’s about to happen – we may never see another baby born for five years! But until then, I’m raking in cash and getting my pecker polished.”

“Sick son of a bitch,” I repeated, but with more than a little respect. The dude was shameless.

“That’s why I think you need to take the Mandy Munson account,” Stu said. “The wave is cresting, and this might be your last chance to hang ten. You know who Mandy Munson is, right?”

“How could I not? She’s impossible to avoid.” Mandy was a skinny white girl with a fat ass who had a viral dance video a couple years ago. That had launched a line of cosmetics, then a bespoke yoga pants manufacturer, a short-lived reality TV show that followed her and her boyfriend Jake on their “van life” vacation, and lately an all-natural diet supplement made of dandelion root that was advertised on every fucking podcast – “Rachel and I sprinkle a little of this Prodigious Powder in our lattes every morning, and now we can leap tall buildings in a single bound!” She was a fucking menace, a world class grifter who had found a way to capitalize on her fifteen minutes of fame, and probably a perfect match for Stu.

“Mandy wants a bump,” Stu said, “but not just any bump.”

“What, she wants your bump? I thought you were mostly a bottom feeder, not an A-list servicer of the stars.”

“Oh please,” Stu said with a dismissive wave, “Mandy is B-list at best. But she thinks a bump could be the thing that puts her over the top.”

“Can’t that Jake Whatever guy help her out? Does she even know where babies come from? I’d think she could do a whole reality show series about trying to get knocked up, sell some of the explicit scenes on OnlyFans, make a killing.”

“Hmmm, not a bad idea,” Stu said, scratching his chin meditatively, dollar signs flashing in his eyeballs. “I’m going to run that by her people, maybe we can get a cut. But that Jake guy disappeared after their show got canceled, and she’s been trending with some Girl Power shit about taking back her sexuality and exploring her solitude – she does have an OnlyFans, but it’s all about these really expensive vibrators she’s selling now.”

“How did I miss that?” I said, rolling my eyes.

“And besides, she has some requirements for her bump – she tells me she wants a mocha baby.”

“A – what?”

“Something a little more chocolatey, if you catch my drift.”

I put my beer down and glared at Stu. He’s obviously not the most sensitive person in the world – clearly he’s a grade-A asshole, but he pays more than half the rent and shares his beer, which lets me overlook a lot of things. But we were drifting into some very troubled water here and I didn’t think Stu was going to be able to keep his head above water.

“Dude, I’m not even going to tell you how fucking racist that is.”

“I know! All kinds of problematic, right? Her TikTok feed has been full of bump-and-grind dances to Parliament and the Ohio Players, and on her only fans she has a dildo she calls the Ebony Anaconda, after some washed up old porn star from the ‘80s.”

“What, you subscribe to her OnlyFans?”

“Well, at the lowest tier,” Stu said. “I can write it off as a business expense if I don’t enjoy it too much. But I have to admit, the Ebony Anaconda schtick is pretty hot – she yells ‘Breed me, Daddy!’ while she fucks this nine inch rubber dong, I’m kind of getting a stiffy just thinking about it.”

“You are one sick motherfucker,” I said. I didn’t want to lecture him on the harm that the myth of the Black dick has done over the centuries, how objectifying Black men as sex-crazed animals with big black dongs that the white ladies can’t get enough of led to probably half the lynchings in our noose-filled history, how we’re still at risk from cops gunning us down over a broken tail light because we’re supposed to be unstoppable adrenaline machines when we get angry. Also, good as P-Funk and the Ohio Players are, funk has moved on since 1978; I mean, Dumpstaphunk could probably use a little of that social media influencer love. “I’m not participating in your bullshit.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Stu said as he handed me a folded slip of paper. “Because Mandy Munson’s manager has a fat bank account.”

I unfolded the paper and my jaw dropped. “Um, Stu, you forgot to put in the decimal point.”

“Ain’t no decimal point, Henry.”

“Jesus. And this is for making a seed deposit in her cooch? I don’t have to be her house servant or some shit?”

“All for services rendered at the Markovy Clinic. Though I warn you, you might need to do a few sessions – I usually stipulate a minimum of three injections spaced out over a month, just to be sure the treatment takes.”

“You are one sick motherfucker,” I said, handing the slip of paper back to him. “Sick, sick, sick.”

“She’ll be here the day after tomorrow,” Stu said, popping open another can of Arrogant Bastard and handing it to me.

“Sick motherfucker,” I said, and took a sip.

 

I spent a little time on Mandy’s OnlyFans for research purposes, but just the free stuff – I’m not paying for that shit, especially if she’s going to be paying me. Most of the videos were shot from the shoulders up, like those weird “Beautiful Agony” clips. Mandy was lying on a pillow and talking to the camera about the features of whatever toy she was going to be using – some of them looked like medieval torture devices with knobs and spikes and bumps all over them; some were sleek and smooth, works of high modern stream-liner design. After introducing the dildo-du-jour, her hands would disappear and then she’d start making faces; sometimes there were squishy sounds which I presumed were the toy disappearing into her pussy, and sometimes if it was in her Premium Power line of motorized dongs there’d be a buzzing sound. I’m glad Stu warned me about the “breed-me-Daddy” bit, because the first time she started shrieking that with her face contorted in what she must have thought was a sexy grimace I almost fell on the floor laughing.

I also spent a little time with the porn tube sites’ “interracial” clips. I guess I must have trained the algorithm behind my favorite sites pretty well, because usually I get served co-ed threesomes, French maids tickling their snatches with feather dusters, and girl-on-girl shower orgies – you know, normal shit. It turns out there’s this entire universe of videos all about little white girls – the tinier the better – craving big Black bulls. And the brothers in the clips are definitely hung like bulls, or equipped with anacondas for dicks – if that’s what Mandy is expecting for her session, she’s going to be sorely disappointed. No shade on a brother making his way in the world with the gifts God gave him, but I’m pretty sure half of these videos have put race relations back a good century. Add into that the trend of the baby bump that has invaded porn, and things get really dark and ante-bellum really fast. I had to search for clips from before the bump trend to maintain any wood (I mean, I might as well practice, right?).

Before Mandy’s scheduled visit, Stu tried to get me to put on a sports jersey and pretend to be a basketball player. I rolled my eyes hard at him and pointed out that at just over five ten I was very unlikely to convince even Mandy Munson that I’m a ball player, and that he better not try with a football jersey either because I’m definitely built like a guy who drinks beer on the porch and sometimes takes long bike rides, not a linebacker.

“What do you wear for your fertility sessions?” I asked. “I mean, before the session gets going.”

“White lab coat,” Stu said. “Lends authority, like in that experiment where they pretended to shock people? Folks will do just about anything for a guy in a white lab coat.”

“Sick motherfucker,” I said. “Then give me your damn coat. What else do I need to do for this stunt of yours?”

Stu handed me a clipboard and a pen, a stethoscope and reflex mallet, and a lab coat that looked like something he bought at a Halloween Spirit store. “I was planning on doing the intake exam,” Stu said, pouting a little bit.

“Sick motherfucker.”

 

Mandy arrived about thirty minutes late, dressed in a long gray overcoat and babushka headscarf and sporting big round sunglasses. She had a big black purse on her arm. Her manager came in with her, a bald white dude in a sharkskin suit who was yelling into a cell phone, but Mandy shooed him out the door and told him to wait in the car. Then she presented herself to Stu, whom she had apparently already met to go over the terms, and said, “I’m ready for my first session, Dr. Markovy.”

I was standing behind Stu, dressed in my borrowed lab coat with the stethoscope around my neck, the reflex mallet in the pocket, and the clipboard in my hand. I cleared my throat and kicked the back of Stu’s leg.

“Oh, I’m not a medical doctor, Ms. Munson,” Stu said, glancing back at me with an angry glare. “We don’t use that honorific in the, um, organic fertility industry. You can call me Mr. Markovy. And this – “ he motioned at me – “is my colleague, Mr. Washington. He’s going to be handling the first of your treatments.”

“A pleasure,” I said, trying to turn on a little charm as I extended my hand to her. Mandy took off her sunglasses and looked me up and down; her face betrayed a little disappointment that I wasn’t one of the brothers from Mocha Lovers or Ebony Bull Cock or whatever porn channel she was surfing that week. “Shall we go to the examination room so we can begin?”

Mandy shucked off her coat and scarf, handing them to Stu, and followed me into the back bedroom. She wasn’t as made up as she was for her videos – her skin had a little bit of a washed out tone, and after watching her with pouty red lips moaning on her various toys, I was a little surprised to see that she had relatively thin and pale lips. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and she was wearing faded blue sweats and a yellow tank top with a pair of bright pink trainers on her feet – she may be paying a lot of money for the “treatment” I was going to provide, but she was definitely approaching it in a comfortably casual way.

Once we were alone in the back bedroom, Mandy stepped out of her trainers and peeled off her tank top and sweats, revealing that she had skipped the underwear today, too. She had perky little tits with puffy nipples, a flat belly that suggested a lot of time in the gym, and a baby smooth pubic area. I prefer a lady with more curves and a little bush, but Junior seemed OK with this turn of events, stirring a bit in my trousers.

“I’ve got a commercial to shoot this afternoon,” she said, setting her folded clothes on one of the waterbeds, “so my schedule is kind of tight. How long will this take?”

“Um, well, Ms. Munson –”

“Mandy.”

“Ms. Munson, this is a procedure that can’t really be rushed. We need to go through the checklist here – “ I held up my clipboard with a sheet of paper that I hadn’t yet bothered to read – “to make sure the treatments will be successful, and we’re going to have to do some preparation for optimal results.”

“Fuck that,” Mandy said, marching right up to me and wrapping her arms around my neck. She kissed me hard on the lips, then ran her tongue along my lips and down to my neck. “I know how babies are made, I took my temperature this morning, and I’m as ready for your seed as I’m ever going to be.” She reached a hand down between my legs and squeezed my unit, a little harder than was absolutely necessary. “This seems to be sufficiently ready, too, so I say we get this over with as fast as possible.”

I had to admit that I was certainly hard enough to do the deed, and so long as I was getting paid that number that Stu presented to me the other day, there was no skin off my nose to cut to the chase. But part of me felt offended – disrespected – at the tone that Mandy was taking. Stu had put a lot of thought into his grift – well, a little more thought than usual – and I felt that it deserved to be given its due consideration.

“Ms. Munson, you’re paying a good deal of money for a successful – “

“Unless you’re shooting blanks, Dr. Whosit, this is going to be successful,” she said. “And I’m not paying squat – my manager is paying, and his money is coming from those baby clothes and food companies that are expecting to get some social media buzz in about nine months. But you have to knock me up first, so let’s get that part out of the way.” She bent over the bed, presenting her ass – and despite the rest of her being scrawny, that ass was indeed magnificently plump – and spread her legs so i could see her pussy lips. She put a hand between her legs and ran a finger along her slit while looking back at me with a mischievous smile.

A weaker man would have dropped trou, pumped up the basting tube, and deposited some batter right then and there. But I am not a weak man, and I will not be bossed around like some stud horse on the Chocolate Stallion farm. I am a professional, or at least dressed like one.

“Let’s compromise, Ms. Munson,” I said, keeping my voice level and my eyes on her face instead of her ass. “My checklist has – “ I glanced down at my clipboard – “ten items on it. The eighth item is where we do the actual injection. Let me go through four of the first seven steps – “

“Three,” she interrupted.

I looked down at the clipboard again and skimmed some of the steps.Mandy had already taken care of the first two herself by showing up essentially nude.  “Well, I think at least four of these you’re really going to enjoy.”

“Ugh, fine,” she said, standing back up and crossing her arms under her tits. “But I can change my mind and tell you to hurry it up.”

“Let’s begin, Ms. Munson,” I said, “by having you sit on this stool over here.” I directed her with a wave of my clipboard to what appeared to be a barstool that Stu had probably acquired at a yard sale. She harrumphed and walked over to it with a sassy shake of her hips and boosted herself on the stool, spreading her legs wide and diddling her clit while locking eyes with me.

“So,” I said, trying not to be distracted by the little circles her finger was tracing around her button, “I first have to take your temperature, digitally.”

“What, like with a digital thermometer?”

“No, Ms. Munson,” I said, stepping between her knees and sliding a hand up her thigh. “I have extremely finely calibrated fingers, much more sensitive than a clinical thermometer.” I gently parted her pussy lips with a finger and traced a line up her slit to where she was strumming her clit. Then with a smile I slid my index finger up her channel, past the first, then the second, knuckle, and turned my hand to make a beckoning gesture against the front wall of her vagina.

Mandy gasped and said, “Shit, you could at least have warmed your hand up first! And shouldn’t you be wearing gloves or something?”

“Any change in the temperature of my hands is going to interfere with my reading,” I said, bringing my middle finger inside to nestle against my first finger. “And gloves would also compromise the accuracy. And I assure you, Ms. Munson, my fingers are cleaner than the subject region.”

She looked a little puzzled, but then leaned back on the stool, continuing to circle her clit while clenching her muscles around my fingers. “Whatever,” she said, “that’s feeling pretty okay so I’m not going to complain.”

“Mmm hmm,” I answered, working in a third finger and scooping up the now free-flowing nectar she was putting down. “It’s very important to have the region fully engaged before the introduction of the injection device.”

“Whatever,” she repeated, breathing a little harder and closing her eyes. “What’s next?”

“The, um …” I looked down at the sheet. “The oral inspection. The Markovy clinic has done extensive research into the taste markers most associated with fecundity, and also into methods for drawing the egg by applying a rapidly moving tongue.”

I knelt between her legs and pushed my mouth close, trying not to laugh at my own continuous flow of bullshit. I’m pretty sure that Mandy and I both understood that this was bullshit, that this step in the process was just so I could eat some pussy, but she certainly didn’t complain when I took her clit into my mouth and sucked. She had a rich, musky, almost tangy flavor – I’m pretty sure she had just rolled out of bed a few minutes before coming to Stu’s “clinic” and wasn’t planning to shower until she was ready for that upcoming commercial shoot, but I certainly didn’t mind the pungent taste. I got my tongue working her slit, spreading spit and juice all over those smooth shaved lips, and Mandy put her hands on my head and moaned. She didn’t seem to mind now that I was insisting on the full process.

“Holy fuck,” she gasped, “I haven’t been eaten like this for a long  fucking time!”

I just hummed, glad to be appreciated for doing a good job. While I slipped my fingers in and out of her juicy tunnel, I sucked at her pussy lips, letting her musky taste slide down my throat. My cock was twitching in my slacks, begging to come out and play. Mandy suddenly bucked her hips hard, almost knocking me back on my ass, and cried out while her pussy fluttered around my fingers. Panting, she pushed my head away and looked down into my eyes.

“So is the process working for you?” I asked, my jaw a little source from my efforts.

“Fuck yes,” she said, “this organic approach is dope. What’s next?”

“Let’s see,” I said, retrieving the clipboard. Shirt off, check; panties off, check; digital temperature and oral inspection, check and check. The manual and oral palpitation of the mammaries seemed unnecessary at this point, I figured I could squeeze her tits while I fucked her. But the oral priming of the injection tool seemed like something I might like to get really in the mood for my next task.

“It says you should suck my dick,” I said. “Not in so many words, but that’s pretty much the gist of it.”

“Only fair,” she said, sliding off the stool and unbuckling my belt. Mandy worked fast, and I had my slacks and boxers around my ankles in an instant. She cradled my balls and stroked my cock, and if she was disappointed that Junior wasn’t at quite the scale of Monster Mandingo or the Ebony Anaconda or whatever racist shit she was getting off to, she didn’t let on. Considering the treatment I was getting as she took my cock into her mouth and circled the head with her tongue, Junior was definitely putting in one of his better performances – I hadn’t been that hard in a long time.

After a couple of minutes of world class sucking, though, she stopped and looked up at me. “You’re not going to knock me up coming down my throat,” she said, “so I think it’s time for step eight.”

“Right you are,” I said, kicking off my shoes so I could finish taking off my pants. I took off my coat and shirt, but then I put the coat back on – I liked the way it gave me an air of authority, even though I’m sure I looked ridiculous with my pecker sticking straight up while wearing nothing but a white lab coat.

Mandy was already standing again, back by the bed with her arms on the mattress and her ass in the air, legs spread. The checklist didn’t specify the position for the injection – it just said, “Insert organic seed depositor and empty testicles into receptacle” – but if Mandy wanted some standing doggy, who was I to argue? I stood behind her, tracing my dick between her pussy lips, and then went up on my toes and slid in; she was so slippery that it was like fucking warm butter. Mandy let out a groan and pushed back against me. I put both of my hands on her ass, squeezing those firm round globes, and found a nice, steady rhythm that I thought could last me a good long time.

Nice and steady didn’t seem to be what Mandy had in mind, though. Almost immediately she started to buck her hips, and then put one knee up on the bed so she could push back against me harder. She was grunting now, hands splayed to provide more leverage, muttering “fuck fuck fuck” with each of my strokes. I picked up the pace, but it didn’t seem to be enough for her; she wanted it fast and deep.

And then she did it – she yelled “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck, breed me, Daddy!”

“Ms … Munson …” I gasped, finding it hard to speak while fucking her with all my might, “I … am … not your … Daddy … I am your … organic … fertility … specialist … and I am not … fucking … breeding … you, I am … impregnating  you … per our … legally … binding … CONTRACT!”

And with that I slammed into her as hard as I could, grabbed onto her hips, and absolutely flooded her cunt with jizz. I howled, I roared, I laughed at the absurdity of fucking Mandy Munson, social media influencer, so she could fulfill some lucrative advertising contracts if I was successful in knocking her up. It was all so insanely stupid, but instead of walking away from Stu’s transparent grift I had stuck my dick balls deep into it.

I pulled out, careful to keep as much of my jizz inside her as possible, pushed her down onto the bed, and flipped her over onto her back. I lifted her legs up above her head while I rubbed her pussy lips with my fingers, staring into her eyes.

“We need to keep the jizz inside,” I said, “and work it toward your womb. The best way to do that is get you to come again.”

Mandy nodded, glassy eyed, and arched her back. My hand was a blur between her legs, flying across her clit, and she let out a scream when a toe-curling climax ripped through her. She shook for a minute, and then pushed me away, falling over onto her side and tucking her knees up against her belly.

“Fuck yeah,” she said when she had regained some composure. “I feel like that worked.”

I lay down beside her, also winded. “We won’t know for sure for a couple of weeks,” I said, “but in the meantime it’s really important for you to stay hydrated, get lots of rest, and come in for your regular appointments.”

“What, more appointments?”

“Mr. Markovy says at least two more,” I said, running a hand up that ample round ass. “But I’d be much more comfortable with three.”
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