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    John had a fine time during his honeymoon … but his wife and her lover had the time of their lives. 
 
    When the three of them had arrived in Jamaica, it hadn't taken Khloe -- John's wife -- and Calvin -- her lover -- much time at all to get each other out of their clothes and into bed, and to send John to the store to fetch champagne.  
 
    But what had started as an innocent getaway for Khloe and Calvin to celebrate their lovemaking had turned into a more lurid affair after Calvin started pimping Khloe out to the local studs. While Khloe was reluctant at first, the last of her reservations faded away as she let a group of eight horny, Jamaican studs have their way with her, covering her face and filling her pussy with their cum. 
 
    But that hadn't been the end of it.  
 
    Over the next several days, word traveled fast about the gorgeous white whore with a tight pussy, big tits, a plump ass, and a pretty mouth that she knew how to use. John was forced to watch as his new wife got on her knees for guy after guy, wrapping her pretty red lips around cock after cock, getting them nice and hard so they could slide themselves into her drenched pussy. 
 
    And he watched as guy after guy drained his balls into Khloe’s well-used cunt. John watched this carefully, because he knew that after a client blew his load in Khloe’s pussy, he would be forced to lap all of the cum out of her pussy, getting her ready for the next client. 
 
    John had to admit that he had come to love that particular part of the arrangement. He was becoming acquainted with the taste of semen and was discovering that he rather liked -- even craved -- the taste. And digging his eager tongue into his wife's well-worn cunt was starting to become the only sexual contact John ever had with Khloe. He cherished it. 
 
    And that’s exactly where he found himself on the last night they were in Jamaica. He’d watched as three well-built locals -- two brothers and their cousin -- took turns plunging their dark, monster dicks deep into John’s wife.  
 
    As he watched, Calvin stood watch over everything to make sure Khloe was okay -- and to make sure John didn’t touch himself unless he had received permission. That had become the norm since Calvin had essentially taken over as the man in their three-way relationship. John wasn’t allowed to so much as fondle his balls unless Calvin gave him permission. His cock was rock-hard watching his wife ride one of the young men’s thick black cocks, stretching out her pussy, as one of the others fucked her throat, stretching out her mouth. 
 
     John turned timidly to Calvin as they watched Khloe service her paying customers. “May I … may I touch myself now, sir?” he asked. 
 
    Calvin turned and looked at John in disgust. “None of us wanna see you playing with your pathetic little weenie,” he said. “Besides, you haven’t earned the privilege yet. Tell you what. After these boys get done using up your wife’s hot little cunt and filling it full of their black seed, as you’re cleaning her out for the next group of guys, slurping out all that sticky cum, you can play with your little dicklet. You can even cum, if you’re quick about it.” 
 
    John smiled despite himself. “Thank you, sir,” he said. “Thank you so much.” 
 
    It was torture waiting for the young men to finish with his wife -- they intended to use every minute of the hour for which they had paid. Each of them had already cum inside Khloe’s pussy once. John watched as one of them began grunting and thrust his cock into her pussy, holding it there as he shot another load deep into her womb. As he did so, one of the other guys blew his load down Khloe’s throat. The force of his load forced Khloe’s head back, and the next to streams of cum landed on her face. 
 
    The third young man, the cousin, was ready to blow his own load again, so as the brothers took a seat to rest, he took his place between Khloe’s smooth, white legs. John loved the contrast of the man’s pitch-dark Jamaican skin against Khloe’s pale, white skin. It seemed so taboo … although, he supposed the sight of her getting fucked by literally dozens of men for money -- and on her honeymoon, no less -- was even more taboo. John could barely believe that he was coming to love watching his wife getting fucked by random men so much. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the man to blow another load in Khloe. As he pulled his cock out of her, John could see big globs of gleaming cum leaking out of his wife’s well-worn cunt. He licked his lips. 
 
    The men put on their clothes and walked out. “Thanks for the fuck,” one of them said as he ran out the door. 
 
    “No, thank you, stud,” Khloe called out -- and John had the distinct impression that she was only half joking. 
 
    As soon as the door closed, Calvin stood and pulled John up by the arm. “Alright, cuck,” he said. “Time to get to work.” 
 
    John leapt forward and took his place between his wife’s legs. But as he bent down to get to work, Khloe stopped him. 
 
    “Don’t start there,” she said. “Come up here and lick all this cum off my face.” 
 
    He crawled up to his wife’s face and licked the hot, salty Jamaican cum off her face. Khloe placed her hand on the back of his head as he worked. 
 
    “That’s my good little cum gobbler. Clean me up good,” she said. She giggled. “That tickles a bit.” 
 
    “Sorry,” John said. “But I’m just about … done.” He scooped up a large drop of cum and felt it slide down his throat. “There,” he said, as he crawled back to his proper place between his wife’s legs.  
 
    “Good job, cucky,” she said. “Now you can get to work cleaning out my used up little cunt for the next group of customers.” 
 
    John eagerly got to work, digging his tongue deep into his wife's pussy, savoring the flavor and texture of the gooey cum oozing out of her. Khloe moaned as his tongue caressed the inside of her worn vagina. John smiled; he knew this was the only chance he ever got now to please his wife.  
 
    Once he'd lapped up as much of the cum as he could, he lingered still, enjoying the taste of his wife, now, rather than the taste of her lovers. 
 
    But it didn't take Calvin long to get wide to what John was doing. He marched up to John, grabbed him by his hair, and pulled him up off his wife's cunt. 
 
    “Nuh-uh,” he said. “I don't think so. Nice try, but your job is to clean your wife up and that's it.” He pushed John away. “Now you go entertain yourself while I spend some quality time with my woman until the next group of … guests arrives.” 
 
    John retreated to the little table in the corner of their room and took a seat as he watched his wife and Calvin cuddle up to each other. Calvin ran his hand up and down her thighs as they whispered to each other. John wondered what they were talking about.  
 
    About a half hour went by; John was just about to nod off when a knock at the door woke him up. 
 
    Calvin answered the door, revealing two dark-skinned, local men.  
 
    “Hey, mon,” one of them said. “We’re here for the whore.” Calvin nodded and let them in. He held out his hand and one of the men handed him a wad of cash. 
 
    John studied the men as they sauntered over to Khloe. They looked like father and son, he determined. The first man -- the one who had handed Calvin the cash -- looked to be in his early to mid forties, in decent shape for his age but with a slight gut. The other man -- and it was a stretch to call him a man -- looked to be just a kid; 18 or 19, if that. John wouldn’t have been surprised if he was even younger, like 16 or 17. 
 
    The kid’s eyes lit up as he set his gaze upon Khloe’s soft, white flesh. 
 
    The older man chuckled, and glanced over at Calvin. “It’s my son’s birthday,” he said, “And I thought I would get him a present he will actually enjoy. Plus, we haven’t had any good father-son time in awhile.” 
 
    Khloe flashed the kid a sexy grin. “Happy birthday,” she said. “Let me give you my present.” 
 
    She undid his belt and unbuttoned his jeans, then pulled them down to his ankles. A large tent had already formed in his underpants. Khloe licked her lips. 
 
    “You’re a big boy, aren’t you?” she cooed as she rubbed him through his boxers.  
 
    “I … I guess so, ma’am,” he said nervously.  
 
    “There’s no need to be nervous … or to call me ma’am,” Khloe said seductively. “Now, I want a taste of the birthday boy …” 
 
    She pulled his boxers down and his cock sprang free. It was long and thick, though John wondered if he was still growing, and if he’d eventually end up with a cock even bigger than the one he had now. The thought made him jealous -- because he could tell that, even at its current size, the kid’s cock was driving Khloe more wild with passion than John’s own penis ever would. 
 
    Khloe gasped delightedly. Without saying another word, she stuck out her tongue and ran it up and down the kid’s considerable length.  
 
    The kid moaned. “Oh my gosh,” he said. “This white bitch really knows how to lick a dick, dad!” 
 
    His dad chuckled. “White bitches always do, son.” 
 
    He moaned even louder as she put her mouth over his cock, and began bobbing her head up and down, letting his long member slide down her throat. After several months of swallowing big, black cocks, Khloe had become quite adept at deepthroating them, and the kid she was sucking off was very appreciative of her skills. 
 
    “Shit, that feels good,” he said. He grasped either side of Khloe’s head and began thrusting his dark meat hard and fast into Khloe’s throat. She gagged and choked on it as he thrust into her like an animal; it was like it was an involuntary movement that he couldn’t help. 
 
    As Khloe got her mouth fucked, the dad began rubbing himself through his pants. He walked around behind her and began rubbing her pussy from behind. Khloe moaned, though the sound was muffled by the large cock in her mouth. 
 
    As he rubbed Khloe’s pussy with one hand, the dad began taking off his belt with the other. He pulled them down to reveal his massive cock, bigger, thicker and more experienced than his son’s.  
 
    “Let me get this pussy warmed up for you, son,” he said, as he slid his cock into her pussy. He started sliding in and out of her, gently at first, but then began picking up speed, fucking her fast, and hard. The sound of his body slapping against Khloe’s thundered through the small hotel room. 
 
    John wanted very badly to touch himself as he watched Khloe takin it from both ends. He shot a sideways glance at Calvin … the only thing stopping John from pleasuring himself was the threat that Calvin would notice and unleash his rage. He was only supposed to touch himself with Calvin’s express permission … permission which he rarely gave, much to John’s frustration. 
 
    After Khloe continued to fuck and suck the two men for a good 10 minutes, the father tapped his son on the shoulder. “Time to switch,” he said. 
 
    The boy's eyes lit up. He rushed to take his father's place and quickly slid his cock into Khloe’s sopping-wet cunt. 
 
    “Oh shit … even after you’ve stretched her out, this bitch has got a tight little white pussy!” He yelled. He started slamming into her like an animal, as hard and as fast as he could. John couldn’t believe what he was seeing; he had never seen any of Khloe’s lovers slam in and out of her so quickly, with such pure animalistic force. 
 
    Khloe, who had already taken the father’s cock into her mouth, pulled back and gasped, her breath coming out in ragged gasps as she got the most savage fucking she’d ever experienced. 
 
    “Son, son … pace yourself,” the dad said. “At the rate you’re going, you’re gonna pop before you’ve even really had a chance to enjoy that slick little pussy.” 
 
    If the son heard his father, he gave absolutely no indication that he had. He continued plowing his young, hard, black cock into John’s wife with wanton abandon. 
 
    Khloe tried to concentrate on sucking the dad’s cock, but she couldn’t; she moaned deeply. “I’ve never been fucked like this before,” she gasped. “Fuck me. Fuck me!” 
 
    That’s exactly what he continued to do. It was all he could do. He was driven by his hormones to impregnate the fertile womb he was slamming his cock into. He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    It only took a couple minutes for the son to tremble as he unloaded his balls deep into Khloe’s cunt, but it was clear that in that brief span of time, she had already had several orgasms. 
 
    Khloe fell back onto the bed, spent, but she pulled the boy down to her and they shared a long, sloppy kiss. 
 
    “You were amazing,” she said. 
 
    The dad gave his son a jovial high-five. 
 
    “Way to go, my man,” he said with a hearty laugh. “That’s my son!” Even so, he pushed his son out of the way and positioned himself between Khloe’s legs. “It’s papa’s turn now,” he said as he slid his cock into Khloe. 
 
    The dad’s approach was more extensive, more laborious than his son’s technique. He had none of his son’s excitement, nor his energy or vigor, but what he lacked in those areas, he made up for in experience. He kissed Khloe deeply, passionately, letting his lips linger against hers in a way that clearly gave her chills.  
 
    He fucked her slowly, but steadily. From where John was sitting, he could see how much his massive cock was stretching out his wife’s beautiful pussy. All the while, they continued to kiss sensually. 
 
    John wondered how his wife could take this constant onslaught of gigantic cocks invading her pussy. By the time this man was done fucking her, given that he was the last client of the day, Khloe would hardly be able to walk, John thought. 
 
    There could be only one explanation for why Khloe was willing to take such a beating, to take so many cocks that it literally caused her physical pain, John decided: She simply loved black men, and their chiseled bodies and thick cocks, more than just about anything. For Khloe, it was to clear that the cost of physical pain was well worth the reward of gratifying the sexual desires of black men. 
 
    As Khloe arched her back and cried out as the dad gave her an intense orgasm, John realized he was right. His wife lived for black cock. He was the one who had introduced his wife to the joys of submitting to larger, stronger, more aggressive black men, and now she belonged to them, completely, and that would never change. 
 
    John felt a pang of regret, but it was overshadowed by the intense arousal he was feeling. As the dad pulled up his pants and fastened his belt, John watched his cum slowly leak out of his wife's pussy. He licked his lips and felt his little dick grow hard. 
 
    “Thanks for the fuck, whore,” the dad said as he headed for the door. “I know my son greatly enjoyed it.” The son nodded his head vigorously in agreement.  
 
    “No, thank you,” Khloe said. “Especially you, junior. If we ever make it back to the island, you're getting a freebie for sure.” He got a wide smile on his face after hearing that, so she added, “Don't let it go to your head, though, kid.” 
 
    He looked down and pointed at the growing tent in his pants. “Looks like it already has,” he said with a grin, and then he and his father walked out the door and into the night.  
 
    As soon as the door shut, John leapt from his seat and hurried to his place between Khloe’s legs. As he bent down to lick the cum out of her pussy, though, Calvin stopped him.  
 
    “Um … no,” he said as he pulled John, by his hair, away from Khloe’s cunt. “We need to have a talk.” 
 
    Calvin pushed him onto the floor. Stunned, he looked up and watched as Calvin took a seat on the edge of the bed, and Khloe pulled her legs in toward her chest. 
 
    “Wh -- what's going on?” John asked. 
 
    “Khloe and I have been talking,” Calvin said. “You've been doing a very good job cleaning out Khloe’s sloppy little cunt after she gets fucked. There's no doubt about that. But the fact of the matter is that, despite your good work, your services are no longer needed. At least, not for now.” 
 
    John was stunned. Cleaning up his wife was the only contact he ever had with her. If he didn’t have this … he didn’t have anything. All he’d get to do is watch. That was better than nothing, but if that’s all he got, he might as well just watch porn. Why even be married? 
 
    This doesn’t make sense, John thought. Why are they doing this? Just to mess with me? To make me beg? Do they want to laugh at me for begging to lick other men’s cum out of my wife’s pussy? Well, there was only one way to find out. 
 
    “Please, let me clean her up,” John begged. “I -- I’m sorry if I haven’t been enthusiastic enough, or … or whatever the problem is. Just let me know and I’ll do better. I promise, I absolutely love licking cum from my wife’s pussy. Is that what you want to hear? Because I’ll --” 
 
    “This has nothing to do with you,” Khloe said. “I want to have a baby, and I need all the cum in me I can get.” 
 
    John was stunned. That was not at all what he had expected to hear.  
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked. 
 
    “What do you think she means?” Calvin said. He sounded angry. “You heard her. She wants a baby. A black baby. The kind you can’t give her. We’ve decided it’s time to bring another brotha or sista into this world, and we ain’t gonna waste a drop of sperm until that happens.” 
 
    John’s mind was reeling. A black baby? He couldn’t imagine Khloe giving birth to one of her lover’s children. What would that look like to people? What would his family and friends say when they saw the child, so clearly not his own?  
 
    Then again, wouldn’t they already be half-expecting it? Khloe hadn’t hid her lust for black men at all during their wedding reception. She’d allowed Calvin to put his hands all over her newly-married body in full view of everyone -- her parents, John’s parents, and even the priest who had married them. Would they be surprised if Khloe came back from the honeymoon pregnant with a black baby? 
 
    “I … I don’t know what to say,” John said. “But … Khloe, don’t you want to have a child with Calvin, not some random stranger?” 
 
    “I don’t care which black stud’s seed impregnates me as long of one of them does,” she said. 
 
    “And besides,” Calvin added, “This presents a big opportunity for us. A money-making opportunity.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” John asked. 
 
    “The faster we can get this bitch bred,” Calvin said, “the faster she can pop out a baby, and the faster we can start the process all over again. And the more guys we have filling her with cum, the faster she’ll get pregnant. So as soon as we get back to the states, we’re going to have what I like to call a breeding party. We’re going to have music and drinks and charge $50 a head. But what everyone’s really going to be cumming for is the opportunity to fuck this lilly white bitch as many times as they want. Filling her up, shooting her full of cum until she inevitably becomes pregnant.” 
 
    “I stopped taking my birth control this morning,” Khloe said excitedly. 
 
    “Yep,” Calvin said with a grin, “it’s only a matter of time now.” 
 
    John had no doubt in his mind that Calvin was exactly correct. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    As they sat on the plane headed back to the United States, John grappled with the implications of Khloe getting “bred” by a large group of black men. A “breeding party.” John snickered. How stupid.  
 
    And yet, he was growing hard at the thought of his wife being used by animalistic, brutal thugs. What is wrong with me? He asked himself. 
 
    As he sat in his cramped seat, he could once again see Khloe and Calvin canoodling a few rows up. They looked like a happy little couple, as if it was they who had just gotten married and who were just returning home from their honeymoon.  
 
    And yet, Calvin was not doting on Khloe as a devoted husband, but was instead pimping her out to the highest bidders, granting paid access to his lover’s body to any brutal thug who happened to have a fist full of cash. It was obscene. But Khloe didn’t seem to mind being degraded that way. Not by Calvin. 
 
    What have we gotten ourselves into? he asked himself. He closed his eyes, trying to sleep before the plane landed. 
 
    *** 
 
    It was surreal for John, stepping back into his home after being gone for so long. 
 
    He lumbered inside, carrying not only his own bags, but also Calvin’s and Khloe’s. He left the bags on the floor so he could find the light switch. 
 
    The room flooded with light and he found his way to the couch and sat down. He needed a rest. 
 
    But he wouldn't have long to rest, he thought. Calvin and Khloe had left the airport separately, taking a cab. They would be back to the house soon, and Calvin had ordered John to put away all the luggage and have dinner waiting by the time he returned. 
 
    With a groan, he lifted himself off the couch and walked into the kitchen to prepare dinner for his wife and her lover. 
 
    When he heard the taxi pull up, he was just finishing up plating the chicken marsala he had cooked. Then he remembered: the luggage. He had left it by the front door. Calvin would be furious if he saw that John hadn't done exactly as he had been asked. 
 
    John ran out of the kitchen and to the front door. Out the window, he could see that Calvin was pulling out his wallet to pay the driver. I still have time, John thought, but not much of it. 
 
    He grabbed the bags and rushed them into the bedroom. He was supposed to have had everything unpacked and put away, but he didn't have time for that. He threw the bags into the closet, then rushed back into the kitchen. 
 
    Just as Calvin and Khloe walked through the front door, John was pouring a glass of wine.  
 
    As the pair walked into the kitchen, John gestured toward the spread on the table. “Bon appetit,” he said.  
 
    Calvin looked impressed. “Good job, cuck,” he said. “Didn't think you had it in you.” 
 
    “Anything for the two of you, sir,” John said with a smile. He pulled out both Khloe and Calvin’s chairs, then discreetly made his way back to the bedroom as they started their meals.  
 
    As quietly as he could, he pulled the suitcases out of the closet and began putting everything away. When he was finally finished and hadn't been caught, he breathed a huge sigh of relief. 
 
    *** 
 
    After dinner, Calvin and Khloe made their way to the bedroom, relegating John to the couch for the rest of the night. He tried to ignore the panting and grunting emanating from the bedroom, but as the panting turned to moaning and finally to cries and screams of building ecstasy, he could stand it no longer. He pulled down his pants and freed his penis.  
 
    Even fully engorged, it was only a tiny fraction of the size of Calvin’s cock when limp. He didn't know why, but comparing his tiny white dicklet to a real man's cock turned John on more than he could stand. He began stroking his little penis furiously as he listened to his wife cumming on her lover's cock next door. 
 
    It didn't take long for him to squirt his tiny load into his hands. He licked it up instinctively. 
 
    My goodness, he thought to himself, I'm becoming a cum whore! 
 
    As he drifted off to sleep, John heard Khloe and Calvin continuing to fuck, as they would late into the night. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When he awoke, John lumbered into the kitchen to make breakfast for his wife and her lover. 
 
    He had it on the table by the time they emerged from their room.  
 
    “Good job, cuck,” Calvin said as he took a seat and began shoveling pancakes into his mouth. “We need you to run an errand for us today.” 
 
    What new way have they come up with to humiliate me now? John thought to himself. Aloud, he said, “Of course. Whatever you need, I'm at your service, sir.” 
 
    “We need you to buy some pregnancy tests,” Khloe said. “A lot of them.” 
 
    John swallowed hard. This was humiliating -- buying a pregnancy test to see if his wife was pregnant with another man's child. But John, ever the walking encyclopedia, felt the need to voice his concerns.  
 
    “Of course. I'd be glad to,” he said. “But, um, well, I'm not sure if you're aware, but pregnancy tests typically won't detect a pregnancy until about two weeks after conception. Seeing as how it's only been a couple days …” 
 
    “Don't worry about that,” Calvin snapped, a hint of anger in his voice.  
 
    “We know it's not instantaneous,” she said. “We just want to be prepared, and have a bunch on hand so we can find out as soon as possible.” She turned to Calvin and smiled, looking into his eyes. “We have a lot of work to do in the coming weeks.” 
 
    The thought of Khloe and Calvin fucking even more than usual, with Khloe foregoing birth control, actively trying to knock Khloe up, made John sick. Sometimes he wondered what his life had become, how he had let things get this far. But it was too late to change anything now.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” John said. “I'll go and buy some just as soon as I'm done with my breakfast and--” 
 
    “You'll go get them now,” Calvin said.  
 
    John gulped. “Very well, sir.” He took off his apron, grabbed his keys, and headed for the drug store.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It didn't take John long to find the pregnancy tests at the drugstore. He grabbed a handful and carried them up to the counter. 
 
    “Did you find everything OK?” the checker, a cute middle-aged woman, asked as John approached. 
 
    “Yes, uh … just these, please,” John muttered, and he threw the tests onto the counter. 
 
    The checker’s eyes widened when she saw the pile of pregnancy tests. She turned to John excitedly. 
 
    “You and your wife must be trying for your first,” she said with a knowing grin. 
 
    Yeah, something like that, John thought. But aloud, he said, “Ha ha … yeah. We sure are.” 
 
    “That’s so exciting,” she said. “You two must be exhausted.” She winked at John knowingly. 
 
    “We sure are,” John said. He felt his cheeks reddening in embarrassment. “Can, uh … can you ring me up? I need to get going.” 
 
    The checker scanned the pregnancies -- it ended up being eight of them in all -- and bagged them up, handing it to John. She had a huge grin on her face the entire time. John, knowing that he hadn’t had sex with his wife in months and could not possibly be the father of any children she might soon be giving birth to, felt humiliated. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Calvin and Khloe were cuddling on the couch when John walked through the door. 
 
    “You got the goods?” Calvin asked. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” John said. “Right here.” He lifted the bag up. 
 
    “Just put them under the sink in the bathroom,” Khloe said. “I’ll be in to try one out in a minute.” 
 
    “You couldn’t possibly be pregnant yet,” John said. 
 
    “Well, if it tests positive, we’ll know these pregnancy tests aren’t any good, won’t we?” she said with a grin. 
 
    John walked into the bathroom and placed the tests under the sink, then walked back out to rejoin Calvin and Khloe in the living room. 
 
    “So, we have a party to plan,” Calvin said. “Can you put together some flyers, cuck?” 
 
    “For what?” John asked. 
 
    “We need to promote our breeding party,” Calvin said. “We want as many brothas as possible to come in and try out this hot little pussy.” 
 
    “Oh, by the way,” Khloe said, turning to Calvin excitedly, “you know has expressed interest in participating in this little breeding party of ours? My sister!” 
 
    “Really now,” Calvin said appreciatively. “It would certainly help us get more brothas if they had the chance to get their dick wet with two different white whores. Yeah, let’s bring her in.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Khloe said. “I’ll let her know she’s in.” She smiled as she pulled out her phone to text her sister. 
 
    “In the meantime,” Calvin said, “do you think you can design a poster for us, cuck?” 
 
    “Um … yeah, I suppose I could throw something together,” John said. “It won’t look amazing, but I think it can suffice.” 
 
    “Get started on it then, cuck. Next Saturday, 8 p.m., right here. Make sure you put down the address and some directions so nobody gets lost.” 
 
    John was surprised. “Here? In our home? Why don’t we rent a hotel room or something?” 
 
    “There’s no need,” Calvin said. “That’ll just eat in my profits. We’ll do it right here. You got a problem with that … cuck?” 
 
    “Uh … no, sir. Not at all.” The fact was that John did have concerns, but there was no way in hell he was going to voice them to his “master.” 
 
    Instead, he went down and pulled out his laptop, working on the poster that, if it did Anatol it was supposed to do, would attract dozens of hung black men to this very house to impregnate his wife. 
 
    When he was done, he printed off a test copy and showed it to Calvin for his approval. 
 
    “Looks great, cuck,” he said. “Now, print off 100 copies and put them up all over town.” 
 
    John looked shocked. “You want me to put up 100 copies? That will take me all day!” 
 
    Calvin looked at John sternly. “You’d better get started then, you pathetic wimp.” 
 
    John didn’t like Calvin talking to him like that … but then, he supposed it was true: He really was a pathetic wimp, and as such, there was no way he would express his displeasure to his wife’s lover. John was no longer the man of the house. Calvin was. 
 
    John put on his shoes and left to go put the posters up all over town. He started near the house, parking in a cul de sac and then walking around the vicinity, stapling the posters to telephone poles. At one point, an older white woman smiled at him as she approached on her daily walk. John nodded, embarrassed, and quickly walked away, just as the woman turned to look at the poster he’d put up. He turned back once to look at her, and saw her staring at him with an odd look on her face -- disgust? He felt her eyes on the back of his head until he turned the corner, out of her sight. 
 
    He was exhausted by the time he walked back into the house, but he was proud of himself for getting rid of all the posters he’d printed out. Calvin, on the other hand, didn’t seem quite so satisfied after John told him he’d put up all the posters. 
 
    “That’s great,” Calvin said, “but your work ain’t done yet, white boy. Print out 200 more copies. We’re going to hit up the clubs tonight, and we’re gonna pass one of these out to every brotha we see!” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know Calvin,” John said. “I’m beat after putting up all those posters, and …” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Calvin interrupted. “Did you think you had a choice? We leave in 10 minutes.” 
 
    John decided there was no use arguing. “Yes, sir,” he said. 
 
    He printed off more copies, and sighed to himself as he waited for them all to print. He was exhausted. The last thing he wanted was to go out with Calvin and pass out advertisements inviting men better looking than he to impregnate his beautiful wife. But that's where his life was at right now. 
 
    When the flyers were done printing, John arranged them all into a neat little stack. He decided to take a nap before heading out for the night with Calvin -- otherwise, there was no way he'd be able to stay awake. 
 
    He drifted off to sleep, and though hours had gone by, it felt like mere moments until Calvin was roughly shaking him awake. 
 
    “Wake up, you lazy little cuck,” he spat out. “Time for you to earn your keep.” 
 
    John rubbed his eyes and stood. “Let me get my keys,” he said. He grabbed them, and then the stack of flyers, and met Calcined by the car. 
 
    As they headed for downtown, with John behind the wheel, Calvin explained that they'd be heading up three popular clubs frequented mostly by young, attractive, virile African-American males. They'd stand outside on the sidewalk passing out flyers to these men as they headed inside, stopping only when they ran out of flyers, or when the club yelled at them to leave -- whichever came first.  
 
    They arrived at the first club -- a place called “En Fuego.” John could hear the bass thumping before they even stepped out of the car.  
 
    They set up shop outside the entrance of the club, which already seemed to be fairly busy, considering how early in the night it was. But people continued to stream in, and John began handing them flyers -- flyers that were essentially inviting these men to come into his home, fuck his wife's brains out on their marital bed, and get her pregnant. 
 
    Who would turn that offer down, especially at the bargain price of $50 a head? A prostitute, even a cheap one, cost at least twice that. But Khloe wasn't a prostitute. She was a whore, and she and her pimp, Calvin, made money on volume. She was cheap, she was easy, and she was a bargain.  
 
    And yet, it almost seemed too good to be true. One of the young men demonstrated the skepticism this amazing deal could engender when he stopped, looked at the flyer John had handed him, and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “You're pimping out your wife?” 
 
    John have him an awkward smile and shrugged. “And her sister,” he said. “And possibly some of their friends.” 
 
    “You're kidding. This is some kind of joke.” 
 
    “I'm afraid not. Things have … well, things in my life have gotten somewhat out of control. My wife and her lover,” he said, gesturing toward Calvin, “have decided they'd like for her to have a black baby, and they decided this was a good way to make that happen and make some extra cash at the same time. After all, babies are expensive.” 
 
    The man scoffed. “Oh, I get it,” he said. “This is a scam. You're gonna get your girl knocked up, and then make some poor sap pay for the child support. Count me out.” 
 
    Calvin took a step forward. “Nah, man, it's not like that,” he said. “We've got this loser over here supporting us financially,” and he gestured toward John. “We don't want you to have anything to do with the baby. You're in, you're out and you're done. And we're willing to sign paperwork to that effect.” 
 
    “What, like a contract?” 
 
    “If you want. But it shouldn't matter anyway. There's gonna be so much sperm invading this bitch’s womb, there ain't no way in hell she's ever gonna be able to he'll figure out who the daddy is.” 
 
    The young man raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “Hmm,” he said. “Alright. Sounds fun. I'll be there.” He slipped the flyer into his pocket and walked into the club. Calvin turned to John and shot him a big smirk. John frowned, but continued to pass out flyers as people entered the club. 
 
    From there, they hit up two other clubs downtown, and by the time they had passed out all the flyers, John was exhausted. It was only midnight, but he was getting older and didn’t have the stamina he used to. He was grateful when Calvin pulled into the driveway and he could slide into his bed and drift off to sleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    The day before the breeding party, Calvin pulled John aside. 
 
    “Listen,” he said, as if John were a trusted confidant, “we need you to take care of setting this place up for the party.” 
 
    “Okay …” John said. “What exactly does that entail?” 
 
    “First, we need you to clean every inch of this place,” Calvin said. “Scrub the floors and the toilets, clean the windows, everything. Then we need you to get all the supplies: A premium sound system, a lighting system, and of course, beer and liquor for a couple hundred people.” 
 
    John’s mouth was agape. “That will all cost a small fortune!” 
 
    Calvin laughed. “No, don’t worry about it,” he said. “We’ll sell the drinks to them at a 40 percent markup!” 
 
    John frowned. Even though he would be the one purchasing all this equipment and alcohol, he had a feeling he would never see any of the proceeds of drink sales come back into his bank account. Calvin would hang on to those for sure. 
 
    But he was resigned to his face, so he merely nodded at Calvin meekly. “Of course,” he said. “I’ll get to work right away, sir.” 
 
    He spent the next several hours meticulously cleaning the house. The entire time, he heard Calvin and Khloe in the bedroom. It started with giggles, but a few hours into John’s chores, he was subjected to the moans and grunts of their passionate lovemaking. As he was on his hands and knees scrubbing the bathroom floor, he couldn’t help springing an erection. As he thought about the party the next night, his erection grew even stronger. He couldn’t fathom how many men would be there to fuck his wife … and his sister-in-law. He hoped Calvin would allow him to masturbate as he watched stud after stud fill his wife full of hot cum. Even though he was scrubbing a gross bathroom floor, he grinned. 
 
    Once he was done cleaning the house, he headed out to buy the supplies Calvin had requested. His first stop was to an electronics store to buy lighting and premium speakers. He couldn’t believe the dent they put in his checking account. He shrugged, because that’s all he could do. 
 
    At the liquor store, John bought two dozen bottles of assorted liquors, as well as a keg of beer. The checkout clerk’s eyes widened a bit when she saw all the booze John was buying. 
 
    “You, uh … you having some kind of party?” she asked. 
 
    John studied her for a moment. She was a slim Asian woman, and very pretty. He wondered what she was doing working in a grimy liquor store. 
 
    “Yeah, uh …. I guess you could say that,” John responded.  
 
    “What kind of a party?” 
 
    “Well, uh … it’s for my wife,” he said as he handed over a check and she checked him out. 
 
    “Oh, is it her birthday or something?” she asked. She came around the counter to help load the keg into a shopping cart. 
 
    “Um … well, no, not exactly …” John said. As he spoke, one of the flyer’s for the breeding party fell out of his jacket pocket and landed on the floor. 
 
    “Oh here, let me get that for you,” the girl said, and before John could stop her, she had picked the flyer up off the floor, and began reading it. 
 
    “A … breeding party?” she asked. “What’s that?” 
 
    “Um … uh … well … you see, my wife and I have kind of a unique relationship,” he said. “You see … I’m, uh …” 
 
    “A cuckold?” the woman asked. 
 
    John was stunned. “You … you know that term?” he asked.  
 
    “As a matter of fact, I do,” she said. “My husband happens to be a cuckold as well. But we’ve never had a … a ‘breeding party.’” 
 
    “Yes, well, it’s a first time thing for us as well,” he said. “I have to say, I’m … both apprehensive and excited at the same time.” 
 
    “It certainly sounds … exciting,” she said. “Do you, uh … do you mind if I hang on to this flyer?” 
 
    “Um … sure,” John said. “Uh … thank you for your help. I’d better be going.” 
 
    “Of course,” the woman said. “Have a good night.” 
 
    “Thanks. You too.” 
 
    Calvin struggled to cart all the booze he’d bought out to his car, but he didn’t dare ask the woman for help. For some reason, the whole exchange with her had struck him as very odd and awkward. But somehow, he suspected that that wasn’t the last he’d seen of her. 
 
    *** 
 
    The morning of the breeding party, John awoke early and prepared a hearty breakfast for Calvin and Khloe. He knew they’d need it -- especially Khloe. She was about to get the workout of her life. 
 
    Calvin and Khloe both seemed pleased upon seeing the spread of sausage, eggs and pancakes that John had laid out on the kitchen table. He felt proud of himself. 
 
    “Good job, cuck,” Calvin said. He turned to Khloe as they sat down at the table and began to dig into the hearty meal before them. “We might have to reward him, hmm?” 
 
    “Hmm,” Khloe said as she speared a piece of pancake with her fork. “Perhaps. What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Well, he did put an awful lot of effort into preparing for tonight’s party. I think it’s only fair that we let him enjoy it.” 
 
    “Really now,” Khloe said. 
 
    “Mmhmm,” Calvin said. “There’s not a man alive who could help getting turned on at the sight of a woman as beautiful as you getting plowed by some thick black dicks. And I know that includes your pathetic little cuck husband.” 
 
    Khloe turned to John. “Is that true?” she asked. “Does your tiny, pathetic little dick get hard at the sight of real men, of black men, using me as their fucktoy?” 
 
    John felt himself growing hard at her explicit speech. 
 
    “Y-yes, ma’am,” he stuttered out. “That is correct. I love seeing real men use and abuse you.” 
 
    “Well, then, I suppose that could be an apt reward,” she told Calvin. 
 
    “Really?” John asked, a little too excitedly. 
 
    “Don’t get ahead of yourself,” Calvin said. “This is still contingent on stellar performance leading up to the party. But if you don’t disappoint us before then … yes. We will allow you to touch yourself while you watch your wife getting gang-fucked by hordes of hungry black men.” 
 
    “Can I cum?” 
 
    “Like I said -- if you behave yourself, yes, you may cum tonight. As many times as your pathetic little dicklet is able to.” 
 
    John couldn’t believe he was hearing; his blood rushed with excitement. He was going to cum dozens of time tonight while watching his wife get filled up with so much semen, it would be dripping out of her well-worn cunt! 
 
    “Thank you!” he exclaimed. “Thank you both so much! You have no idea how much this means to me.” 
 
    “Alright, alright,” Calvin said. “Don’t make us regret the decision. I appreciate that you’re excited, but keep it to yourself.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” John said. “Of course. I’ll shut up. You two enjoy your breakfast.” 
 
    He left them to enjoy their breakfast in peace, retreating into the bathroom -- one of the few vestiges of privacy he still had in the house. He touched himself through his jeans. He was hard as a rock. All reservations about tonight had fled in the wake of his sexual arousal. Tonight is going to be a very, very good night, he thought to himself. 
 
    *** 
 
    At around 6 p.m., there was a knock on the door. John answered it. When he opened the door, he was greeted by the site of Khloe’s sister, Beth. She was wearing a skimpy, barely-there black cocktail dress, and she had done up her makeup in such a way that she looked like a cheap hooker, or a complete whore. John knew she was the latter. To be more accurate, she was a whore for black cock. 
 
    But Beth wasn’t alone. Standing behind her were two other young women, also wearing short, skimpy dresses and looking like cheap whores. It took John a moment to recognize them, but he finally realized that these were Beth’s two daughters -- Tiffany, who was 21 and was attending an out-of-state college and must be visiting home on a break, and Jessica, who had just turned 18 the previous month. 
 
    “Welcome, Beth,” John said. “Glad you could make it, but we, uh … we weren’t expecting the girls …” 
 
    “Yes, sorry about the short notice,” Beth said, and she pushed John aside and walked inside, followed shortly by her daughters. “But I wanted my girls to experience this.” 
 
    “Experience what?” John asked. 
 
    “The bliss of getting fucked hard by a black stud,” she said, like it was the most obvious idea in the world and John was an idiot for not understanding. “Plus, we’ve decided to all get pregnant with black babies at the same time.” 
 
    “You … you have?” John stuttered. 
 
    “Yes, of course. It only makes sense for us to take a black man’s seed. Black men were born to breed, and pathetic white men like yourself were born to take care of the young while we go out and find more black men to fuck and have more black babies … and so on and so forth. I would have thought you’d have understood this by now.” 
 
    “Well, this is our, uh … our first ‘breeding party,’” John said shyly. 
 
    “Yes, well,” Beth said, “I’m certain it won’t be your last. Now, where is my sister and that sexy lover of hers?” 
 
    “They’re in the bedroom at the moment,” John said. “I’ll go get them for you--” 
 
    “Nonsense,” Beth said. “We’ll go meet them in the bedroom. Come on, girls.” 
 
    The three of them walked right past John as if he was no longer there and made their way to the bedroom. They could hear moaning emanating from the closed door. Beth didn’t hesitate. She walked right up to the door and swung it open. 
 
    “Well now,” she said, a grin on her face, “isn’t that a beautiful sight?” 
 
    The sight she was referring to was Khloe, flat on her back, gripping the bed as Calvin, on top of her, plunged the length of his cock deep into her fertile womb. Beth licked her lips at the sight of Calvin’s ripped back flexing with each thrust, and his tight ass doing the same. 
 
    “Oh … oh … hi, Beth,” Khloe stuttered between ragged breaths. “Just uh … oh … oh yes, fuck me! … make yourself at home, Beth.” 
 
    Beth chuckled to herself. “I will do just that,” she said. “And right now, there’s nothing at home I’d rather do than watch the show. Please, continue. Pretend I’m not here.” 
 
    Khloe and Calvin were happy to oblige, and they continued on just as before, as Beth took a seat at a recliner in the bedroom. Her daughters joined her, sitting on her lap. 
 
    As Beth looked on with a mischievous glimmer in her eye, her girls looked on with wide eyes. They had never seen something like this before in person, and they marveled at the sheer size of Calvin’s rigid cock. 
 
    “How is she able to take all of it?” Jessica marveled. 
 
    “Practice,” Beth responded. “Don’t you girls worry. That’s one thing you’ll be getting plenty of tonight.” 
 
    With a grunt, Calvin pulled out of Khloe and flipped her onto her knees, sliding his cock back into her from behind. Khloe moaned as her lover pulled her hair and pounded her from behind. “Ooooh … yes, fuck me!” she screamed. 
 
    Finally, Tiffany couldn’t stand the tantalizing view any longer. Right in front of her mother and sister, she began rubbing herself and moaning. That prompted her sister to follow suit. 
 
    “My, my,” Beth said. “What is getting you girls so worked up?” 
 
    “I just love the sight of his big black cock, mommy,” Tiffany said. “I can’t wait for his cock to fill up my little pussy!” 
 
    “Neither can I!” Jessica shouted. 
 
    “You’re both going to get your fill of black cock tonight,” Beth said. “I’m so proud of my girls.” With that she began rubbing herself as well. It was quite the sight: Three young, pretty woman masturbaating to the sight of their sister and aunt getting plowed by a muscular black man. 
 
    They each had several orgasms -- and so had Khloe -- by the time Calvin stiffened and shot string after string of hot, sticky cum into Khloe’s drenched cunt. The sight gave all three of the girls one final, intense orgasm. 
 
    After they’d all had a moment to recover from their orgasms, Khloe put on a black, silky robe and ushered Beth and the girls downstairs. 
 
    “What are your girls doing here?” Khloe asked. 
 
    “They both have taken a greater interest in black men since I started having so many of them around the house,” Beth said. “And I thought this would be the perfect opportunity for them to get their fill. Plus, the three of us have decided to all have black babies at the same time. I mean, look at these beautiful young women. They were practically built for giving birth to black men, to carrying on the superior African race. I would be very surprised if we didn’t all become pregnant tonight, given how much black sperm we’re all going to be taking.” 
 
    “It would be a miracle if we didn’t,” Khloe said with a smile. “Come on, I’ll pour us all some wine. We can relax while we wait for the party to start.” 
 
    “We can hardly wait,” Beth said with a grin. 
 
    As they lounged in the living room, John finished making the final preparations for the breeding party. He hung up curtains on all of the windows and set up the expensive sound and lighting systems he’d purchased earlier in the day. From there, het set up a card table with all of the drinks. 
 
    Calvin came up to him. “I’m going to need you to man the drinks table,” he said. 
 
    “Wh-what?” John stuttered. “But I thought I was going to get to watch …” 
 
    “You can watch from here,” Calvin said. “We need you right here. Don’t make me revoke your self-pleasuring services.” 
 
    “No,” John pleaded. “Please don’t. I’ll do whatever you need me to do.” 
 
    “That’s a good cuck,” Calvin said. “I’m going to go outside and wait for people to start showing up. You know, act as the bouncer. Get ready to enjoy the show.” He winked and took off outside. 
 
    A half hour before the party was to start, a small line had already formed outside the house. John took a break from manning the drink table -- after all, there was nobody there to purchase drinks yet -- and peered out the window at the line of men waiting to fuck his wife. 
 
    He counted six of them, but he suspected there would be many more before the night was through. Every single one of them looked thuggish, with loose-fitting clothing, gaudy gold jewelry and even a grill or two. But it was also apparent that they were young, good-looking and incredibly fit. And if experience told him anything, John knew that every last one of them probably had a gigantic cock veritably designed to pleasure horny white sluts eager to take black men in their mouths and cunts. 
 
    As the clock struck 8, Calvin began letting the men into the house. As they made their way into the living room, they were greeted to the sight of Khloe, Beth, Tiffany and Jessica wearing skimpy, translucent lingerie that left little to the imagination.  
 
    “Welcome, men,” Khloe said as the men’s eyes lit up in anticipation at the curvaceous figures that would soon belong to them. “Make yourselves at home. We’re going to get started real soon … but we’re going to start things off nice and slow and work our way up.” 
 
    Khloe walked over to the sound system and turned on some bumpin’ and grindin’ music, then activated the lighting system. With the windows darkened, the place felt like a real, bonafide dance club, rather than a residential house located at the end of a cul-de-sac. 
 
    Each of the women took the hand of a man and led him to the center of the living room, which had been cleared to create a kind of makeshift dance floor. Each of the men stood behind the women, who started grinding seductively to their soon-to-be lovers’ crotches. Excited, their strong, large hands roamed over the women’s bodies. It was only a few minutes into the party, and already the air was thick with sexual desire. 
 
    As more and more men entered the house, they gathered in a circle around the women dancing with the lucky men, waiting eagerly for their turn to feel the soft, voluptuous flesh of these lurid white whores.  
 
    Khloe was the first of the four women to lead  her man to the couch and sit him down; the other three women soon followed suit. As they sat their men down, they straddled them and began gyrating to the music, giving their men an erotic lap dance that was as much for the pleasure of the men on the couch as it was for the entertainment and gratification of all the men spectating. 
 
    As Khloe rubbed her tits, through her silky lingerie, against her man’s face, he could help himself no longer. Roughly, he pulled off Khloe’s lingerie and eagerly sucked her right nipple into his mouth. As he did so, he pulled off her panties and rubbed his finger up and down the length of her glistening slit. The other women’s men followed suit, and in a matter of moments, all the women were completely naked, and the men on the couch were running their hands up and down the lengths of their bodies, enjoying the sensation of their smooth, pale skin. 
 
    John, unfortunately, could barely see any of this from the drinks table. More and more men were coming in, and many of them wanted drinks to set the mood before they sautered into the living room to enjoy the show. John had a constant stream of customers and to his annoyance, he hadn’t been able to enjoy the show at all yet. 
 
    It’s not fair, he thought. I mean, this is my house. That’s my wife about to get fucked out there. I should get to benefit from this too. But he knew he didn’t have a choice in the matter so he continued what he was doing, being an obedient little cuckold. 
 
    By now, Khloe and the other girls were growing greedy themselves. As their men manhandled them, they grasped hungrily at the belts, buttons and zippers securing their pants, then pulled down their pants excitedly, admiring the massive bulges pushing against the soft, thin cotton of their underpants. 
 
    “Mmm,” Khloe said as she rubbed her man’s bulge through his boxers. “I need this beast in my mouth.” She yanked his boxers down and his large, rigid cock sprang free. Without even a second’s hesitation, Khloe swallowed the entire thing, all the way down to the base. “Holy shit!” the man exclaimed. “Look at this bitch go!” 
 
    Soon the other women had followed suit, and if it weren’t for the bumping bass of the music, the room would have been filled with the sound of them slurping, slobbering and gagging on veiny, coke-can-thick black cocks. Each of them played with their pussies as their men took control, grabbing the women by their heads and fucking their throats like they were pussies. 
 
    By now, the rest of the men were becoming restless, and weren’t content to simply observe other men have their way with the beautiful young lasses before them. 
 
    Soon, a circle had formed around each of the women. As Khloe concentrated on slurping down the cock of the man in front of her, she felt a rigid cock attempting to enter her from behind. She reached around to guide it in, but felt something odd … something rubbery. 
 
    She popped the cock out of her mouth and turned around. “Get that fucking condom off of that beautiful black cock!” she announced. “Didn’t you read the flyer? This is a breeding party. Every ounce of your cum belongs deep inside me.” 
 
    The man looked a bit startled, but smiled slyly at the thought of entering Khloe’s soaked pussy completely unprotected -- and not having to pull out, either. He threw the condom as far as he could, and then guided his bare cock into Khloe’s unprotected pussy. 
 
    Two other cocks appeared on either side of Khloe, and she stroked them with either arm as she continued sucking the man on the couch. Finally, the man on the couch pulled her up and slid his cock into her pussy; the man behind her switched to her ass, and someone stood behind the couch offering his massive cock to Khloe’s mouth as she got fucked. In the end, each woman was servicing a total of five cocks, for a total of 20 men being serviced at any given time. 
 
    With both their pussies and assholes being stretched to the limit, all four women began cumming; their cries could be heard even over the loud music. John, still busy at the drinks table, cursed the fact that he wasn’t seeing any of the action. 
 
    The man on the couch fucking Khloe suddenly grew tense; he grunted and held his cock deep within Khloe’s fertile womb, as his massive cock shot out stream after stream of warm semen, flooding her insides. Khloe felt it filling her and the sensation sent her over the edge, into another toe-curling orgasm. She screamed and gripped her lover tight. She kissed him as her orgasm -- and his -- flooded her body. 
 
    She had no time to rest, however. As soon as she was done, a new man was pulling her off and taking the first man’s place on the couch. “Hop on,” he told Khloe. 
 
    With the first man’s cum still inside her pussy, Khloe lowered herself onto her new lover’s cock and began rocking back and forth. Soon she had a cock in her mouth and in both hands once again. The men were becoming more worked up now, and it took less for them to blow their loads. Soon, Khloe had men cumming in her pussy, asshole, mouth and both hands simultaneously. As the man behind the couch spilled his seed into her mouth, she drank up as much as she could, but most of it spilled out of her mouth and dribbled down her chin. She licked her lips, trying to eat up as much of the man’s delicious cum as she could. John would have been jealous. 
 
    Speaking of John, he was trying to keep up with the demand for drinks. He had gone through most of the liquor already, and was about halfway through the keg. The men were getting drunk and horny, and the house was growing crowded. John looked around and tried to estimate how many people were in attendance; it must have been somewhere in the vicinity of 150-200 people. He couldn’t believe it. Was his wife and his sister/nieces-in-law really going to get fucked by every single one of these men? 
 
    As he had the thought, he heard a sudden uproar come from the entrance, and as he looked up, he saw a woman walk through the door. He squinted to try to make out who it was and couldn’t believe it when he finally made out a face. 
 
    It was the Asian checkout-girl from the liquor store. As she strutted her way into the house, she walked by the drinks table. 
 
    “I made it,” she said to John. 
 
    “Uh … so you did,” John said. “Um, what exactly are you doing here?” 
 
    “How could I give up an opportunity to be pounded by this many beautiful black men?” she said. She scanned the room, taking in the sights with a big grin on her face. “I feel like a kid in a candy store!” 
 
    “Oh,” John said. “Well, my wife and the others are in--” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, “but I think I can follow the screams. Sounds like they’re getting plowed nice and good. See you later, cuck.” As she walked off, she began taking off her top. 
 
    John sighed and continued taking drink orders. He couldn’t wait for the keg to be done so he could go join the crowd and watch the show. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the throng of horny and intoxicated black men to notice the slight Asian woman, now naked, making her way through the crowd toward the rest of the women. Many of the men had themselves stripped away their clothing in anticipation of fucking one of the voracious white bitches who had pledged their juicy little pussies to the service of black thugs. 
 
    But this tiny little Asian delight was an exotic addition. As she pushed her way through the crowd, not a man within arm’s reach failed to reach out and cop a feel of her tight pale skin. 
 
    This was clearly not her first rodeo, however. She slapped away the hands that reached out to her until she made her way to her destination: the center of the living room, the eye of the storm, where the other women were getting each and every one of their holes filled. 
 
    She scanned the room quickly, and when she found a man that suited her -- the largest of the bunch, towering more than six feet tall, muscles bulging like bowling balls -- she walked right up to him, stood directly in front of him, and stared him straight in the face. Without looking away, she knelt, sitting on her knees, bringing her face directly in front of his cock. It was massive. Where many of these men’s cocks were as large as a coke can, this man’s was at least as large as a coke-can-and-a-half. Yet, she didn’t seem intimidated in the slightest. 
 
    Still not breaking eye contact, she leaned forward and drug her tongue from the base of his fully erect cock, all the way to the base of the head. The man’s head rolled back and he moaned slowly. He looked down as the woman moved her tongue back down, still staring up at him with wide, excited eyes. It was only after taking him into her mouth that she let herself break eye contact. She closed her eyes as if she had been snacking on the most decadent of chocolates. But for her, this kind of chocolate was infinitely sweeter to the edible variety. 
 
    She developed a steady rhythm, bobbing her head up and down, slowly but steadily, deepthroating the massive length of his cock all the way to its baste, then inching out her tongue to flick it against the base of his cock. He moaned deeply, and placed a hand on either side of her head. 
 
    The other women began to sense that something was going on, and they momentarily turned their attention away from their own lovers, to see what was going on. What they saw was a skinny, short Asian woman they’d never seen before getting her throat vigorously fucked by one of the many participants. The women exchanged an astonished look with each other, as if to say, “who is this crazy woman?” but they shrugged, turned around and refocused their attention on the numerous black cocks demanding their attention. 
 
    John was still passing out drinks, but could hear the growing cries of ecstasy from the next room. Come on, he said to himself. You stupid keg! Be empty already! 
 
    As if answering his silent prayer, the keg all of a sudden started sputtering, and only filled up the last cup halfway. Thank you, John said to himself. He gave the gentleman in line the half-cup of beer, along with his money back. 
 
    “Excuse me,” he shouted to the rest of the people in line. “I’m sorry to announce that we’re completely out of beer.” Everyone grumbled audibly, but John ignored them. There wasn’t anything he could do anyway. 
 
    He grabbed the cash box he’d been using to collect money and hurried with it to the bedroom. He slid it under the bed, and then hurried back down to the party.  
 
    He pushed his way through the crowd, feeling an odd mixture of revulsion and excitement as he pushed past sweaty, naked black men in a desperate attempt to catch at least a glimpse of his wife getting pounded by a thick black cock. 
 
    Finally, he was through, into the “inner circle,” and the first thing that caught his eye was not his wife, but the Asian woman, who was, by now, not only servicing the original man she’d set her eyes on, continuing to deepthroat his cock with impressive speed, but also two other men who were burying their massive cocks deep into her pussy and ass. Immediately, John’s cock grew hard. His hand drifted to his crotch, seemingly of its own accord, and he began rubbing himself through his jeans. 
 
    He turned and saw his wife and the other women, spread across the couch, all of them still excitedly offering all of their holes to the eager participants of what was turning out to be a very successful breeding party. Although he thought his wife was gorgeous, his eyes couldn’t help wandering to the two young nieces, with their lithe, young bodies, who were perhaps the two most enthusiastic participants in this lurid little breeding party. And why shouldn’t they be? To them, the wondrous world of black cock was completely new. They gobbled and slobbered on the cocks in front of them like it was some wondrous, intoxicating drug. They moaned as if they were experiencing the most intense pleasure a human being could experience. They didn’t just sit and take the black cocks fucking their pussies and assholes; they pushed back, vigorously, eager to feel the hard black cocks push into them as hard and as fast as humanly possible. 
 
    It was apparent to John, also, that the two young women had taken many of the participants’ sperm deep in their pussies, for with every thrust, the cocks they were currently taking also pushed out gobs and gobs of cum out of their pussies and assholes. Thick puddles of cum had already formed beneath them on the couch. There was no way the couch wouldn’t be completely trashed by the end of the night, John thought. But it’s totally worth it for this wonderful view, he thought to himself, and he smiled. 
 
    There was no way, with that much cum filling up their fertile young wombs, that they would not end up pregnant. For some reason beyond his comprehension, the thought drove John wild. He hurriedly slid down his pants and underwear and whipped out his little white dick. He took it in his hands and furiously started jerking off. 
 
    The men around him noticed and immediately started pointing and laughing at him, making fun of his “little weenie.” John did his best to ignore them, but to his surprise, he found that being demeaned only seemed to turn him on even more. Before he knew what was happening, he felt an orgasm build, and he came into his hand. Everyone around him laughed. “Yeah, have fun cumming into your hand,” one of them told him, “because you sure as hell don’t have a chance of fucking any of these bitches.” John knew he was right, but he was content just to masturbate. He hadn’t been allowed to touch himself in quite some time, and he was going to take full advantage of his newfound freedom. 
 
    John looked on and continued to masturbate as he watched the five women cycle through the men in the room. Most of the men went for multiple rounds, each time flooding a cunt or an ass or a mouth full of thick cum. But after about an hour, the crowd finally started to thin as the men grew exhausted. What had at one time been a roaring crowd of almost up to 200 men dwindled to merely 50 or so; 50 dwindled to 25, and then, finally to a mere five lucky men, one for each woman. 
 
    The men seemed to enjoy the personal attention. Each pair seemed to assume a 69 position at some point; the men were so aroused and eager to degrade at this point that they didn’t even care that the worn cunts they were snacking on were filled with other men’s cum, as well as their own.  
 
    After a few more orgasms, three of the men said they had to go, saying they had wives or girlfriends who would already be suspicious by their long absences. That left two very lucky young men; one who got to take on three women -- Beth, Jessica and Tiffany -- and the other who got to be serviced by Khloe and the Asian woman, who finally revealed that her name was Jasmine. 
 
    Both men took a seat on the couch as the women kneeled before them; John hurried behind the couch to get a good look at what was about to go down. 
 
    It was a beautiful sight, two beautiful women -- one of them his own wife -- sharing a beautiful black cock, that was shining with the women’s slick spit. But it was even more beautiful to see the other three women -- all related, a family -- sharing one massive cock. Tiffany and Jessica swirled their tongues around the head and shaft, their tongues often coming into contact. Meanwhile, Beth gently sucked his large balls into her mouth, moaning lewdly as she did so. John stroked his cock furiously, and came. It wasn’t long before his little dick was hard again and he was playing with himself once again. 
 
    After he came and sprayed all three women’s faces with cum, Beth sucked him hard once again, and climbed onto his cock, immediately riding him vigorously. Tiffany sat down on his face and he licked her vigorously, though he was careful not to suck any of the cum out of her drenched cunt, lest he hurt her chances of getting pregnant. Jessica, meanwhile, took the opportunity to take her sister’s breast into her mouth, which surprised Tiffany at first, but soon she was arching her back, eager to get her beautiful nipples sucked by her sister. 
 
    Khloe was riding the other man as he licked Jasmine’s pussy. Khloe and Jasmine faced each other while they were pleasured, and began making out and feeling each other’s breasts. The sight gave John another orgasm. 
 
    It was nearly four in the morning before the fucking was finally finished. The remaining two men thanked the women for the good time and left. 
 
    Calvin, who had been watching the remaining festivities, directed the women, including Jasmine, into the bedroom, and they followed his orders obediently. The women each laid down on the length of the bed. Calvin stripped off his clothes; his rock hard cock stood fully erect. 
 
    “We’re going to cap off the night with a fresh injection of hot, African-American semen,” he said with a grin, and John watched as he proceeded to fuck every single one of the women, shooting a load into them, and moving on to the next without ever even growing soft. John was amazed. He’d never seen anything like it. 
 
    As soon as he was done inseminating all of the women, each of them pulled their legs up to their chests, letting gravity pull Calvin’s cum, as well as whatever other cum was still in their well-fucked cunts, deep into their fertile wombs. 
 
    John had been watching from the doorway, but Calvin came up to the door and shooed him away. “Time for you to go sleep on the couch,” he said. 
 
    “But … the couch is literally soaked in semen,” John said. 
 
    “Then tough it out … or sleep on the floor,” Calvin said. “Figure it out. It’s not my problem.” He slammed the door in John’s face before hopping into bed with five beautiful women. John couldn’t help feeling jealous, but he dutifully walked back to the couch and sat down. 
 
    It was wet and sticky with all the cum that had spilled out of the girls’ holes, and John knew he would never be able to sleep with the uncomfortable sticky feeling. Instead, he curled up on the floor; as uncomfortable as it was, he eventually drifted off to sleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    The next morning, John surveyed the damage and felt a knot form in his stomach, because he knew it would be up to him to clean up the massive mess that had been made. 
 
    The house was littered with red solo cups, and both the carpet and the couch had been stained with semen and other bodily fluids. John didn’t think either one would ever be the same. And he supposed Calvin and Khloe would make him pay for a new couch and to replace the carpet. 
 
    He stumbled into the kitchen and made breakfast, cognizant of the fact that there were four extra mouths to feed. The smell off the eggs, bacon and sausage wafting through the house apparently did its job, because soon Calvin and his harem of women sauntered into the kitchen, ready to eat. 
 
    “How are you all feeling?” John asked. 
 
    “Sore,” Khloe said with a laugh. “But incredible. Calvin fucked us all slowly and sensually again this morning.” She turned to look at her lover adoringly. 
 
    “Thank you so much for letting me participate in the fun,” Jasmine said to the girls. “I had a blast. We’ll have to do it again sometime. But, I have to get going to work. Call me next time you plan to do something like this, OK?” she wrote down her number and left. It was like she and the other women had been bonded together forever after last night, like they’d become instant friends. 
 
    “So what happens now?” John asked. 
 
    “Now, we play the waiting game,” Calvin said. “We wait several weeks, test to see if a baby’s cooking in the little oven, and if not, we try again.” 
 
    John felt like the anticipation would kill him. 
 
    *** 
 
    Seven weeks later. 
 
      
 
    Khloe called her sister, and as the phone rang, she could barely contain her excitement. 
 
    “Hello?” the voice on the other line said. 
 
    “Beth? It’s me, Khloe!” 
 
    “You sound like you have news,” Beth said. 
 
    “I’m pregnant!” she shouted. “I’m so excited!” 
 
    “Congratulations!” Beth shouted. “As a matter of fact, we have some news ourselves.” 
 
    “No way! You’re pregnant too?”  
 
    “All of us are,” she said proudly. “I mean, is it really any wonder? With all of that superior black sperm flooding our bodies, we were bound to get pregnant. I would be more surprised if we didn’t all end up pregnant.” 
 
    “Very true,” Khloe said. “So, what does your husband think?” 
 
    “He’s accepted his new role as a caretaker,” Beth said. “Frankly, he doesn’t really have a choice. He knows the girls and I will leave him if he doesn’t. He’s not quite a true ‘cuckold’ like your John, but we’re working on it.” 
 
    “It’s been great, making John our little bitch,” Khloe said. “He does whatever we tell him to. It will be great once the baby is born. He’ll be available to watch it whenever we need him to, so Calvin and I can go out on dates.” 
 
    “Have you given any thought yet as far as what you’re going to name the baby?” 
 
    “I have, as a matter of fact,” Khloe said. “If it’s a girl, I’m going to name it Jasmine.” 
 
    Beth smiled. “Good choice,” she said. “And if it’s a boy?” 
 
    “If it’s a boy, I’m going to name him Calvin,” she said with a deep smile. 
 
    John, who had been eavesdropping, walked away and headed to the bathroom, eager to take care of the erection that had suddenly sprung up in his pants. 
 
      
 
    -end- 
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