
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		The Cuckold Clinic

		

		Interracial/Cuckold Erotica

		

		Copyright 2018 Bobbi Love

		Published by Bobbi Love at Smashwords

		

		Smashwords Edition License Notes

		This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Part One
		

		
			Part Two
		

		
			Part Three
		

		
			Part Four
		

		
			Part Five
		

		
			Part Six
		

		
			Other books by this author
		

		

		

		

		Part One

		

	
		Howard Hammond had a pinched expression as he glanced over at his wife Julie, who nervously bit her lip. Her high cheekbones were embellished with a light coat of pink rouge. And her smooth skin —which always look newly-tanned— shone as though it had just been rubbed down with baby oil. Then she turned, and seeing how anxious he looked, gave him a strange smile.

		The well-dressed married couple was sitting in a downtown office, on the 27th floor, high above the commotion of the city streets. The room was vast, tastefully decorated, and air conditioned.

		But for Howard, the wait was intolerable. Even though he knew that a big part of his future would revolve around what he was about to hear from the doctor today, he couldn't stop thinking about work. His career was his obsession. Howard had been working for the same company for nearly fifteen years, working his way up from an entry-level clerk to the Senior VP for Public Relations. And part of him just wanted to get the hell out of here as quickly as possible, return to his job where he felt confident, capable, and even well-respected.

		Howard looked at his wife again.

		For a middle-aged man, he'd done quite well.

		Even a blind man could see that.

		Originally from Alabama, Julie Hammond was the all-American type with long blonde hair, golden tan, golden smile, and as sweet as apple pie.

		They'd met when Julie was still in college, working as an intern for Howard's company. At the time he knew that his chances of getting a woman that beautiful were slim to none. But buoyed by the self-esteem his job gave him, he pursued the college girl nonetheless. Later, as their romance started to get serious, Howard kept trying to make love to Julie, only to find that her conservative roots insisted she save herself for marriage.

		Though the idea of marriage —the idea of giving another person half of his personal worth— had always displeased Howard, he knew that Julie was different. She was the first woman to ever make him seriously consider the idea of settling down with one person. Howard couldn't stop thinking about that bouncy blonde co-ed that haunted his office building now. To him, she was walking seduction, giving him an unquenchable fire in his loins.

		From the start he'd been taken aback by her beauty. And after a while it almost became painful to be in the same room as her. Back then, Howard knew he was in trouble. He was always hounded by a lecherous desire to bend her over his desk anytime he saw her strutting from cubicle to cubicle in those tight-fitting short black skirts that showed off her lithe legs that seemed a mile long, clicking across the floor in black stiletto heels.

		Trophy wife was not a term that either husband or wife were comfortable with. It was a term that offended Howard's sense of love for Julie. There was a bond between them that ran much deeper and realer. He knew that. And he knew that she knew that also.

		If only that was enough to solve the couple's fertility issues.

		At the moment, sitting there in that godforsaken doctor's office, Howard kept thinking how bizarre it was to go from being sex-starved to struggling just to make a baby with his wife, who had recently developed a terminal case of Mommy Fever. Howard's "potency issues" had been an unexpected development. He'd never considered that he would ever have to deal with such a thing, much less with a woman who looked as good as Julie did.

		Which is how they ended up here, at the clinic, waiting for the doctor to give them their test results. Julie kept assuring Howard that they were only going for a second opinion. Worst case, they'd be out a couple hundred dollars.

		"Howard?"

		"Yes?"

		She reached over the chair and squeezed his hand, looked at him with those big pretty eyes of hers. "I just want to say that... with everything that's happened... I'm just thankful that you've been so kind and open-minded about this stuff. I was thinking..."

		Howard noted the tension around his wife's mouth and how stiff she was holding herself. Clearly all of these doctor visits and examinations were taking a toll on her, despite her many protests to the contrary. "What's that, dear?"

		"I was thinking," she said, wiping the moisture from her eyes now, "how lucky I am to be married to such a patient man."

		"C'mon," he said. "You're not the only one who wants a baby."

		"You'd make such a good daddy," she said.

		He winked at her. "You think?"

		"I know so," she said.

		"And I think you'd make the perfect mother, Julie. Trust me on that one. You've got Mother of the Year written all over you."

		"You think?"

		He smiled a warm and happy smile. "I can't wait to see you, your belly all big and swollen, making me buy all these ridiculous groceries to bring back home because of your munchies."

		Then Howard paused when he heard footsteps in the hallway, saw the door open.

		He was a good-looking man, tall, closely cropped hair, wearing a smart brown suit which stretched over his wide shoulders. Also he was older, maybe 50's, though it was hard to tell with black guys.

		That there doctor was a large African-American man did not go unnoticed by Howard or Julie. Considering how highly recommended the clinic had been, Howard had been surprised (which is putting it mildly) to find this bit of information out. And he knew that, at the very least, Julie had been surprised too. Just like he knew that it wasn't that long ago in Julie's Southern hometown when black men weren't allowed to look at white women, much less put them through a battery of medical tests to determine their potential for fertility.

		But neither Howard nor Julie had been brave enough to initiate the conversation, and it felt like neither wanted to be accused of latent racism. Except, right now, it did feel odd for Howard to be looking up at the doctor's distinctly African features (wide flat nostrils, full lips, gleaming white teeth, deep dark skin) while the good doctor silently read from the pages of his clipboard, nodding his head slowly.

		"Before we continue, I just want to remind you two why you came to see me," said Dr. Blackstone, as soon as the door closed behind him. "You showed up on my doorstep because you were having problems in your marriage and nobody else was able to help you. Which put your marriage in jeopardy."

		Howard sat up in his chair, tented his fingers. "Aw, hell. I don't know about that, we are just having some fertility problems. I don't think that's unheard of. It's not that unusual."

		Howard would have continued arguing the point, but Dr. Blackstone held up a hand for him to stop.

		So Howard stopped.

		Adjusting his tie, falling back into his leather chair behind the desk, Dr. Blackstone continued.

		"Not that you didn't try, of course. Both of you read all the books, you tried all the exercises, you saw a good deal of marriage counselors who mostly just repeated the same platitudes you'd already known by heart. Which is why you finally came here, because we don't follow the conventional notions of marriage counseling. That said, we also boast a 100% success rate. So clearly we know what we're doing."

		Howard was offended now and it showed.

		Who the hell did this guy think he was? The smug sonuvabitch! Howard and Julie were here for physiological matters, hormone profiles, and such —not for some 3rd rate, dime store, pop psychology marriage counseling jibber jabber.

		Julie was a different story. She was like an acolyte in church now. She was leaning forward, nodding, agreeing with the doctor wholeheartedly.

		"Shall I continue then?" Dr. Blackstone said in a deep, low voice.

		"Please," said Julie, glancing over at her scowling husband.

		After a beat their doctor looked down at the clipboard again, rubbing his stubble-covered chin as he read through the pages of information. "What I'm about to tell you both won't be easy to hear. Most couples, when they hear this, react in not very healthy ways. Over the years I've seen it all. Shouting, cursing, threatening violence, and of course storming out."

		There was a long pregnant pause in the room which Dr. Blackstone seemed to encourage.

		Finally he continued, "But... there's a reason why we have a 100% success rate. Because they always come back. So, if you don't terribly mind, I would really appreciate it if we can skip the part where somebody has a violent outburst."

		Sensing that the doctor was referring to him, Howard looked over at his wife, who used her hand to give him another of her reassuring squeezes.

		Dr. Blackstone smiled at that. "Okay then, well, without further ado..."

		Howard waited.

		"According to these results, you two are having so many problems in your marriage because you have failed to embrace your natural roles."

		"What does that mean?" Howard said a little impatiently.

		Julie looked over at him, shushed her husband with her eyes.

		"It means," Dr. Blackstone said a little sternly now, "that according to these results, Howard, you are what we call a natural born cuckold."

		Howard struggled to swallow.

		Dr. Blackstone smiled at Julie, then turned back to Howard, said, "And the sooner you come to embrace this role, the sooner you'll be able to enjoy a loving, healthy, mutually satisfying relationship with your beautiful wife."

		"I'm sorry I didn't get that doc," Howard said.

		"Yes you did," said the other man.

		Howard's heart began pounding in his ears, blocking out sound.

		Dr. Blackstone was looking right at Howard now. Enunciating the words very slowly, as if each syllable had great significance, he said, "You are a natural-born cuckold."

		Howard was speechless. Utterly speechless. He sat there for a long time, just staring off into empty space. It was several minutes before the dizziness and nausea passed. His insides were cold and tight, so tight. In a dim part of his mind he thought of other people finding out about the doctor's medical diagnosis. He thought about Julie speaking softly into the phone late at night, telling her mother about how Howard was a cuckold, how he craved to see her being taken by a better man than himself. He thought about his colleagues at work finding out and all the hilarious jokes they would crack at his expense. Who else would find out? Their parents. Their family. Their friends. The whole world. All he managed to say was, "A cuckold?"

		"Do you know what a cuckold is?" Dr. Blackstone asked.

		"Yes," Julie answered.

		Howard looked over at his wife, surprised. He knew what a cuckold was. Of course he did. But he'd never talked about it with Julie and he was surprised to find that she knew what the word meant. Just hearing the word spoken out loud made him feel queasy, ill at ease, and slightly shriveled.

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		The next day Howard smiled when he saw his wife walk into the kitchen wearing her thong bathing suit, sunglasses, and a yellow baseball hat. With her hourglass figure and naturally olive skin, his wife looked good in any clothes —but she especially looked sexy in a thong which gave everyone a nice glimpse of her bare ass, as tight and taut as the rest of her.

		Howard topped off his cup of coffee and turned to his wife with a sly grin. "I guess you're doing some gardening today?"

		She was shaking her head. "Now that's something for the neighbors to talk about."

		Howard glanced toward the sink. Through the windows he could see that it was a bright and sunny day. The beautiful weather matched his own positive mood. Last night had been one of the most raw and erotically-charged nights of his life. Both him and Julie had been like hot and bothered teenagers, tearing each other’s clothes off and feasting on every inch of their bodies. He was working on his third orgasm when he realized that he had forgotten to take his little blue pill.

		And Julie's energy was relentless. It seemed as though she could have gone all night. She kept yelping and twisting in ecstasy. Every time Howard was ready to cum she quickly scrambled to offer either her face or begged him to shoot it inside her, deep inside her womb. What had gotten into them?

		Maybe, thought Howard, it had something to do with that ridiculous doctor's consultation yesterday. Sure, at first Howard had been shocked by what he'd heard from that so-called medical professional. He remembered panic seizing him. He remembered closing his eyes as the room spun.

		But eventually the room stopped spinning and when Howard opened his eyes again he could plainly see how absurd this confirmed charlatan was.

		To appease his wife, of course, he sat there for another twenty or thirty minutes, listening and nodding at the correct times. But by the time they were back in the car, pulling onto the highway, Howard was shaking his head and quietly chuckling to himself.

		A natural born cuckold?

		Ha!

		Please.

		Clearly this doctor had no clue who Howard Hammond was.

		So maybe, just maybe, in the strangest possible way, that clinic with the weirdo doctor actually did end up helping out Howard. If only by reminding him what a stud he really was.

		"What are you staring at?" Julie said now.

		"You," he said. "Can I have a peek?"

		"Oh, alright," she said, turning around, wiggling her bottom at him for a couple of quick seconds. "Satisfied?"

		"That's not what I meant. I want to see those jugs? Goddamn, those titties look good in that bathing suit."

		"Well I'm glad you like it since you're the only one who ever gets to see me wear such a thing," she said. Then, clarifying her strict policy, said, "Backyard sun tanning purposes only."

		Howard knew that. One of the reasons why they'd fallen in love with this house was for the privacy afforded them by the perimeter of large oak trees outside. And the lots were far enough apart so that one could go skinny dipping in the pool and not have to worry about interrupting a neighbor's BBQ. "Yeah, yeah, yeah. Just let me see those fucking breasts, you little cocktease."

		She rolled her eyes at him, but finally yielded to her husband's request.

		Grinning slyly at Howard, Julie reached behind her neck and pulled the dainty string on her bikini top. The cups covering her large C's fell down. Now besides the few strings that just barely covered her carefully shaven mound, Julie was gloriously nude.

		"Come here."

		"What?" she said. "Any particular reason why I should?"

		"Don't play coy," he said.

		"Honey, is this a good idea?"

		"Just come here goddamnit."

		As soon as she was close enough, Howard cupped her breasts with his hands. They were full and firm, like melons. Her areolae were dark brown and her hard nipples were red, protruding forth, daring Howard to take them in his mouth and taste them.

		They started kissing passionately, Howard wearing his khaki shorts and Old Navy shirt, Julie only wearing her thong bikini. His hands slid down her back and cupped her ass. As he kneaded her backside Howard felt his arousal press against the front of his shorts. He felt like he was twenty years younger.

		Julie seemed like she was enjoying herself too. Her arms were wrapped around his neck as she slowly ground her hips against his.

		Howard started kissing her again, his tongue probing her panting mouth as his hands moved upward, massaging those breasts in his hands as his raging hard-on begged for release.

		That was when something terrible happened. Julie put her hands to his chest and pushed herself away. For a second she just stood there, her eyes smiling as she saw the large tent in the front of her husband's shorts. "No dear," she simply said.

		They stood in the kitchen for a moment, staring at each other, husband and wife.

		Finally Howard said, "What do you mean? What's wrong? I don't understand."

		"We can't," she said, already reaching for her bikini which she quickly fastened around her top, thus restoring a very small amount of decency, if only to produce a material boundary between her big bouncy breasts and Howard's salivating mouth. "30 days, remember? That's how long we're supposed to wait before having sex next. Then I'll be ovulating again and it'll be our best chance of success."

		"You really think that not having sex will help our chances? Because I seriously thought the doctor was making a joke when he suggested we try it."

		"He wasn't making a joke," Julie said. "And I don't know if it'll make a difference but I think that considering how much we have to gain, we should at least try it. It's only a few weeks."

		"But what about last night?" asked Howard.

		"Well, that was my fault," she said, already turning to leave. Before going out the door that led to their backyard swimming pool, she stopped, flashed him one of her dazzling smiles. "And if you were serious about wanting to see me with a big pregnant belly, then you'll at least try to show some restraint, okay?"

		Cursing under his breath, Howard paced the kitchen, wondering how the hell he'd managed to find himself in this situation. It had never occurred to him that his wife was going to take the quack's advice from yesterday. How could she be so quick and intelligent sometimes? And so gullible at other times? All that talk of abstinence and sex-refrain sounded like a bunch of baloney to him.

		Then he was standing over the sink, looking out at the backyard. He could see Julie too. She was lathering her body up with suntan lotion, her legs already glistening erotically.

		Howard knew that the sun's glare would make it impossible for her to know that he was at the window now, watching her, admiring her sexuality, gawking at her nearly nude form. His eyes were unblinking as a predatory wolf. Beneath his steady gaze, Julie looked so sexy, so vulnerable. And so he continued staring at her like she was the last morsel of food on earth.

		"Delicious," he muttered to himself. "Nice and juicy."

		Now Julie was standing next to her lounge chair, putting her blonde hair up in a ponytail, then dropping her scrunchie, causing her to bend over at the waist and thrust her ass up high in the air. Like that her breasts were nearly in her face.

		For Howard's taste, she couldn't have looked any sexier. So damn fuckable.

		Without realizing it, his hand had already started to travel south. He needed to relieve some of the tension in his pants. After all, he was just a man. He had needs too. He hadn't agreed on this sex moratorium.

		So he began stroking himself, his hand wrapped tightly around his angry pale-pink shaft, just beneath the red helmet.

		Only when he'd jerked himself off to completion, shot his wad, and broke the spell, did he realize that Julie was already returning from the pool.

		A short moment later she was standing in the doorway, giving her husband her quizzical look as if she could tell that he'd been up to no good.

		"Everything okay?" she said. "Why do you look so guilty, Howard?"

		"I don't look guilty," he said.

		"Yes you do. Actually you look like a little boy who just got caught with his hand in the cookie jar," she said, pausing, sniffing the air. "Is it me or does the kitchen smell like chlorine a little?"

		

		

		

		Part Three

		

	
		After a couple of weeks, Howard started to wonder if Julie wasn't developing a sadistic streak. Not only was she sticking to her inane "no sex" rule, but she seemed to almost relish the idea of driving Howard nuts by dressing in her shortest skirts, her skimpiest dresses, her tiniest T-shirts, and little cut-off shorts that were no bigger than a pair of panties.

		Then it was Julie's girls night out and Howard was sitting in the living room, drinking a beer. "Dear, can I ask you a serious question?"

		Keys in hand, she was on her way out the door. She glanced at him over her shoulder.

		His eyes were trained on her spine, which was left bare by the low back of her blue dress. It was cut equally low in the front, dipping to a deep V between her breasts. The skirt was narrow and was hemmed straight across her knees. The waist was cinched with a wide self-belt. The padded shoulders were decorated with a design formed of silver sequins. A matching sequin-covered clasp held back one side of her long, blonde, straight hair. "Are you trying to give me blue balls?"

		She laughed at him. "Oh stop it, we don't have to wait that much longer. You're not the only one who's been super horny. You don't see me complaining."

		"Are you wearing those blue Victoria's Secret panties with the lace? The ones I love so much? I bet you are."

		She laughed again, quickly lifted the hem of her dress to show her husband how correct he was, then dropped her dress.

		"Damn you," he said. "You know those panties are my favorite."

		"Good guess. You're a smart boy."

		He sat his jaw, and said, "You're going to fucking pay for that when this stupid fucking wait is over. You're going to pay. I'm going to make you pay."

		"Well, I better," she said, giving him a sad little wave before disappearing out the door.

		He was about four beers deep when he found the bundle of papers they'd been given at the clinic. It was in the bedroom, next to a stack of unopened mail on the dresser drawers. Moving slowly, Howard picked the bundle up, turned it over, causing an object to fall out and strike him on the toe.

		"Fuck!"

		A book. A second later he was staring at the book's cover.

		Insatiable Hotwives and the Cuckolds Who Love Them.

		Professionally done, the cover showed a woman, stripped naked, clinging to a large well-muscled man who supported her weight by keeping his hands underneath her buttocks, while another man sat in the corner, watching with his pants around his ankles.

		Swallowing, Alex glanced around furtively to see if anyone had come into his bedroom while he'd gawked at the cover. Of course, he was just being paranoid. But the last thing on earth he wanted was for Julie to stumble in and catch him reading something like this, a book about cuckolds, which would no doubt lead to a series of misconstrued intentions on her behalf.

		Checking the doorway and seeing that he was alone, Howard turned the book over and read the back. His mind reeled.

		The book contained short stories of wives being either seduced or manipulated by their bosses, their landlords, their neighbors, or other powerful members of the community.

		Howard found the first tale. Reading the first several pages, he felt his pulse quicken with his increased arousal. A husband and wife go on a reality TV show to make some money, but the producers convince them to pretend to be married to other people. Somehow the husband has to sit back and watch as his wife flirts and cavorts with a 6'4" NFL player who not only has sex with the wife, but ends up winning the show's grand prize money.

		Stunned, Howard's penis was rock hard. He'd never read anything like that before and he couldn't wait to read more. The second story was about a wife who saves her husband's job by offering her pussy to her husband's boss. This time Howard couldn't wait for the story's climax.

		Heat suffused his face as Howard started jerking off, suddenly unable to get the image of how sexy Julie looked in her little blue panties. He'd read erotic stories before. But none of the erotic stories he'd read before had affected him like this. His wife was such a sexy bitch. How incredibly sexy she would look crawling around on her knees for another man. Howard had seen how openly black men liked to ogle Julie in her tight little skirts and cut-off jean shorts. Thinking of Julie in the arms of a black man now was a notion that simultaneously thrilled and frightened Howard. On the one hand, it felt a little bit like he was mentally going into places he knew he should stay out of. But on the other hand, he couldn't stop himself. Not now.

		His fantasy started with Julie on her knees, sucking off his own boss, but suddenly, halfway through, he switched back to the book's first story. Julie and her big black NFL lover. The camera crew catching it all, broadcasting the images across America. Julie walking around in nothing but her tiny panties and her lover's NFL jersey. Julie with cum running down her beautiful legs. The black guy's wide grin as he impaled the stunning blonde woman. And Howard forced to grin and pretend like he was okay with this. Howard the reluctant cuckold.

		It was too much.

		When he finally came, it was like nothing Howard had ever experienced. It was his first cuckold orgasm. And as he quickly put the book back and scampered out of the room, Howard vowed that it would be his last. It had just been a fantasy, but a fantasy he knew wouldn't come true.

		

		

		

		Part Four

		

	
		Howard had been in a grumpy mood all day, feeling like there was no good reason for him to return to that ridiculous clinic with the charlatan doctor. The fact that he still had to wait another week before he could have sex with his wife didn't help either. But Julie had a way of quelling his objections by reminding him that she would make it worth his time as soon as her ovulation cycle began.

		One week.

		Seven fucking days.

		"C'mon this is insane, let's fool around!" he said. "You're my wife. We're supposed to fool around when we want."

		"It's just a week, we're almost there."

		"What does it matter?"

		She pouted. "The doctor said it matters."

		"The doctor is an idiot."

		"Trust me, honey, just wait like a good boy, and I'll make sure you're taken care of soon, very soon."

		Julie had even gone so far as to leave some of her most recent lingerie purchases lying around their bedroom. Howard wasn't sure if this was supposed to help him, or torture him. He couldn't remember the last time he'd masturbated so much. He either used Internet videos or pictures of his own wife. But mostly he couldn't wait for this week to be over so that their love life could return to normal.

		Around 2 PM he pulled the car into the clinic's parking lot, turned the key, and cut the motor.

		"Okay, remind me again why we're back at this place?" he groaned.

		"They want to do a check-up," said Julie, using the vanity mirror to touch up her lipstick and mascara. "No biggie."

		"You look fine," Howard said. "That's not the problem. The problem is that this is a giant waste of everyone's time. Not to mention the actual cost."

		She turned, smiled at him with bright eyes. "You're so old-fashioned, Howard. That's why I love you. But seriously, think of it this way. Being here means that we've tried everything, turned over all stones."

		"Literally," he grumbled, reluctantly getting out of the car and putting his hand on the small of Julie's back.

		At the desk, an attractive nurse with flashing black eyes and slightly thick sensual lips guided the married couple from the spacious waiting room, down a series of long hallways.

		Howard was feeling better already. He couldn't help noticing how the nurse's wardrobe looked like something that would be worn at a Halloween party, rather than as a practical hospital garment. The white uniform was snug enough to cling to her big bouncy backside, and it was short enough to show off her long nylon-clad legs. The belt she wore drew in at her waist, emphasizing her well-shaped breasts. And her dark hair was tied up and held with a clasp and topped with a nurse's cap.

		The nurse waited for Howard and Julie to be seated before she began.

		"Based on a reliable scientific method of determination administered in the doctor's office during your last visit," said the nurse, "both of you have been selected to watch this video. Afterwards, there will be several more quick and painless tests. I'm sorry that Dr. Blackstone couldn't be here at the moment. He will go over your results as soon as you're finished today. Any questions?"

		The nurse hesitated for only a few heartbeats before picking up the remote control and starting the video.

		Howard pulled back, raised an incredulous eyebrow as the opening credits appeared on screen.

		Then the video showed a voluptuous blue-eyed woman standing in the middle of a vast kitchen filled with golden afternoon sunlight. The woman was dressed like she was from a 1950's sitcom, her blonde hair even tied up in a red kerchief. The breathtaking beauty of the woman caught Howard's attention right away. Instantly she reminded him of watching TV as a kid. He leaned forward, sort of forgetting why he was there in the first place.

		Then Howard's eyes narrowed.

		"Oh hello there," said the 50's housewife, addressing the camera directly now. "I'm here today to talk to you about something very special. I'm here to talk to you about the wonders of cuckolding!"

		Now Howard shook his head in disbelief. He cleared his throat uneasily.

		The 50's housewife sat down her broom, put on a pair of baking mitts, and pulled a big tray of brownies out of the oven. As the vapors slowly wafted up into the air, the 50's housewife continued, "Turning your husband into a cuckold can be one of the most rewarding things you ever do. A successfully cuckolded husband will be completely submissive. He will satisfy all your sexual cravings, manage all the mundane chores of your life, allow you to sleep with whomever you wish, subject himself to any amount of humiliation you desire, and of course, love you unconditionally."

		Annoyed, Howard shifted his weight from one buttock to the other, while rolling his eyes. He couldn't believe this was the reason he'd taken half a day of work off. What a waste of time and money. Even worse, when he looked over, Julie seemed to be watching the instructional video with quiet fascination.

		The 50's housewife was watering a bed of roses now. Glancing up at the camera, she said in the most cheerful way possible, "But be warned, cuckolding can also be one of the most challenging things you ever do. The process is long, complicated, energy consuming, and by no means sure of success. The strain on your marriage will be unbelievable, and it may be weeks or months before you succeed. In the end though, it will be worth it."

		The video lasted another thirty minutes and when the nurse finally returned Howard made no secret how irritated he was.

		Julie, on the other hand, needed a moment to collect herself. She told the nurse that she hadn't blushed so much in a long time. Julie kept wiping her hands on her thighs as if her palms were wet. When asked, she told the nurse that the video had a lot of interesting things to say and that she supposed that she would have to think about it.

		Horrified by what he heard his wife saying, Howard turned to glare at Julie. But a second later they were being separated and escorted to two separate rooms.

		

		

		

		Part Five

		

	
		Accompanied by the nurse with the sexy uniform, Howard was led to a small room in the middle of a long, dimly lit corridor. He stepped into the room and assessed it. Directly in the middle of the room there was a comfortable-looking bed without a headboard or footrest. Nightstands flanked the bed. And on each nightstand sat a small desk lamp. Other than that, there wasn't much to look at —just a couple of plants on the windowsill, a small sink in the corner of the room, and a flat screen TV that was indeed so large that it nearly took up an entire wall.

		"Great," said Howard. "More movies?"

		Ignoring his tone, the nurse handed him a pill and a glass of water. "Here, take this."

		Howard eyed the pill suspiciously. "What is it?"

		"Just take it," the nurse said, walking to the other side of the room where she crouched down, her knees popping as she pulled out what looked like a large suitcase from the medical shelf.

		"I don't take anything until I know what it is."

		Silently, the nurse came back, placed the suitcase at the foot of the bed. Then she started pulling out what looked like a bunch of electrodes which were hooked up to a machine with a screen that flashed digital information.

		Howard was more puzzled than ever.

		Then the nurse looked at Howard and said, "Ever heard of Valium? This is like the child's version of Valium. It's just supposed to get you to relax a little while we take your next measurements. You have nothing to worry about, I give them to my kids."

		"Oh. If you say so," said Howard, washing the pill down with some water.

		Getting the electrodes hooked up to Howard took less than five minutes. By then the patient couldn't have cared less. His body had already become so relaxed, so calm, that he started to slur his speech a little.

		So it took him a second to realize that the nurse was tugging his pants down.

		"Hey, wait a minute now, aren't you supposed to buy me a drink first?" he said, giggling. He cupped his hands over his groin and smiled up at the pretty woman in all-white. "You know I'm a married man, right?"

		The nurse shook her head at him. "Listen, Mr. Hammond, the sooner we get you hooked up to the meter the sooner we'll be finished."

		"Why, why are we doing this?"

		"To measure your levels of sexual arousal," she said. "Will you let me do that?"

		With a sly grin, Howard removed his hands from his crotch and said, "Sure babe, knock yourself out."

		Soon afterward Howard was sitting on the bed with electrodes attached to his arms, legs, head, and even around his penis. Naturally he didn't like the idea of having anything electrical attached to his private parts, but at the moment he was too relaxed to put up much of an argument. It wasn't that he felt drugged, or out of it. He merely had that super mellow feeling he got after two or three glasses of strong wine.

		"Shall we begin, Mr. Hammond?"

		Face flushed a rosy red, he chuckled. "Please, Mr. Hammond was my father. Call me Howard."

		"Lie on the bed," she said sternly. "Flat."

		There was something about the nurse's demeanor that reminded Howard of a dominatrix. He liked it too.

		Obeying her command, he leaned back, propped his feet up at the foot of the bed. The mattress felt wonderful, it felt like it was made out of cumulus clouds. Howard was in heaven.

		He yawned, stretched his arms out, smiling up at the white ceiling above him. He wondered how Julie was doing. Hopefully she was enjoying herself as much as he was enjoying himself. Still looking upward, he drew in a deep breath, sighed. That was when he realized his mouth was parched. He was about to sit up and ask for a glass of water when he realized something was wrong —really, really wrong.

		His eyes went wide with shock.

		Both of his hands, and both of his ankles appeared to be fastened with restraints. Howard was confused. When did this happen? He was tied to the bed, like a criminal, like a hostage.

		He began jerking his arms and legs. "Hey, what the hell! Why the hell did you tie me down? I demand you untie me right this very instant!"

		The nurse's tone was flat and without emotion. "Calm down Mr. Hammond."

		But Howard didn't calm down. He was still trying to get free. So he balled his hands into fists, began thrashing, testing the strength of his bonds. But it was all for naught because either the restraints were unbelievably strong or he was incredibly weak from the sedative they'd given him.

		Then it happened.

		His eyes softened. His breathing wasn't as labored. And quite rapidly he felt all the tension in his muscles go away as he calmed down, somehow accepting his predicament with astonishing speed. It must have been the pill. Suddenly it felt like he was floating in a large warm bath.

		"That's better, much better. Now, just one more thing," said the nurse. "Then we can begin."

		"Mmm?" said Howard, smacking his lips, feeling very tired, like he needed to close his eyes.

		But just then, the nurse began fitting these devices over his eyelids which kept him from even blinking.

		This time Howard didn't struggle. Reasoning that it was in his best interest to play along and just get through this goddamn exam as quickly as possible, Howard lay there and allowed her to fix them over his eyes, which were now wide and watery, nearly bulging from his face.

		The nurses hands worked quickly over his head.

		The devices reminded Howard of something he'd seen in a movie once, a horror movie. "Are you sure these are necessary?"

		"Absolutely, Mr. Hammond."

		"Fine, let's just get this over with."

		He couldn't see it, but he heard her click a button. Then the bed started to rise until it reached a 45 degree angle, thus making it impossible for the patient to not see the TV screen flicker to life. Howard's intrigue turned to delight as he saw images of beautiful and youthful women, their bodies ideally sexy and barely clothed.

		He saw two Asian women wearing school girl outfits. He saw a group of sorority girls having a wet T-shirt contest. He saw a redhead with huge DD's shaking her ass while she cleaned the house. He saw several blonde vixens bend over at the same time for their yoga class.

		"Alright!" said Howard. "You know, you didn't have to strap me down for this. I'm not going anywhere!"

		So far none of the images were rated-X, but there was the feeling that things were only getting started.

		He kept watching.

		"Now this is what I'm talking about!" Howard said. "What is this anyway?"

		The nurse sat down the eyedropper she was about to use, then pulled herself up sharply. She walked across the room and grabbed the clipboard with the patient's medical information. She started to read out loud as she came back to where Howard was shackled.

		"According to your records Mr. Hammond, you have been selected for our cuckold hypnosis program. The video you are about to watch will —"

		"Hypnosis program?" Howard said. "I didn't sign up for anything like that. I would never sign up for that. No, no, no!"

		Patiently, the nurse waited until Howard was done.

		Then she cleared her throat and said, "The video you are about to watch will help you become a true submissive cuckold. After this video you will realize that your only purpose is to help your wife get all the cock she wants and deserves. You will long to do this. You will want to help your wife get big hard cock while you sit there and wait for her to come home with her pussy drenched from the cum of better men. The video will use classic hypnosis techniques such as count downs, subliminal messages, progressive-relaxation, arousal triggers, and other brainwashing tactics."

		A terror was building up in Howard's stomach. The images had already gone from barely clothed females to fully nude females. But now they were flashing words like "cuckold" and "she needs a real man" and "submit" across the screen at rates that were almost too fast for his conscious brain to be aware of.

		The nurse continued. "Don't worry, we'll know exactly when to stop. Soon your arousal levels will begin to drop when you see a beautiful woman by herself. Soon you will only respond sexually to images of beautiful women who are in the arms of other men, men who are much better endowed than yourself. When this happens, you'll be allowed to leave this room and go enjoy your new life as a full-fledged cuckold."

		Howard had a full erection when they started to show images of himself and Julie, carefully Photoshopped to make it look like they were one of the cuckold couples shown in other images. Unable to look away, Howard fought the swirl of impulses that filled his brain.

		

		

		

		Part Six

		

	
		"What's wrong, dear?"

		They were in the marital bedroom, the lights very dim, the air fragrant with the expensive candles Julie loved to buy at the mall. The silk sheets and comforter had already been kicked off so that now only their bare feet and ankles were being covered.

		Howard was on top.

		Looking down, he shook his head at his beautiful wife. His arms were already starting to tremble since they were forced to support the majority of his bodyweight. And he wasn't as slim as he used to be. It was times like this that Howard Hammond really wished he would start making good use of that gym membership.

		It was bad.

		Several minutes of physical exertion was already taking its toll on his middle-aged body. Howard's breathing was labored; and the first few beads of sweat were starting to pop along his hairline. Trying to turn a grimace into a seductive smile, he said, "Nothing's wrong, Julie. I'm fine. Are you fine?"

		She blinked her eyes up at him several times. She looked very worried. "Are you okay? Did you drink too much?"

		Howard shook his head again and tried to go back to work.

		It was their big night, the first night of Julie's ovulation cycle, the night they'd been planning for all month. Howard wasn't sure why he was having such a hard time. He knew that he should be enjoying himself. But there was something, some dim voice at the back of his head which kept telling him that he wasn't doing the right thing.

		He was confused, very confused.

		Already they'd treated themselves to a night of fine dining, a little dancing, and then some live music. The whole time Howard made sure not to drink too much alcohol. He barely had any at all.

		Which is why he was so confused about his... issues...

		It wasn't Julie's fault. He knew that. He couldn't believe how good Julie looked tonight, dressed in an extremely short skirt and a tight blouse which showed off her plump breasts. Underneath she'd chosen a matching bra and thong panty set, but before leaving Howard had begged her (literally got on his knees) to not wear the thong underneath the skirt, loving the idea of having her fertile pussy so exposed in public. It drove him crazy. All through dinner, Howard was watching her intently and rubbing his rock-hard prick through the crotch of his own pants.

		So why was his flag only flying at half-mast?

		He wasn't sure.

		"Hey, I got an idea," Julie said, scrambling off the bed now.

		Perplexed, Howard looked at his wife. "Where are you going?"

		"To call Dr. Blackstone. Don't worry, it's okay. He told me to call him if there were any difficulties. I think he really wants to help us."

		After Julie grabbed her cell phone, and ducked into the bathroom for some privacy, Howard waited, laying flat on the bed.

		Hearing his wife's voice muffled by the bathroom door, he looked down, saw the proud hillock of his belly, then reached for his prick. It felt good to be holding it, so warm, so tight, and he was mildly encouraged by the fact that he was able to achieve a pretty good hard-on now.

		A few moments later, the bathroom door slowly opened.

		Howard turned.

		Dropped his jaw.

		He wasn't sure if he was looking at his wife, or some "sex clone" who'd replaced her while he wasn't looking. There she stood, in full makeup, wearing just a green G-string and a tank top, her hair falling over her shoulders in wild disarray to make it look fuller than usual. It was then that Howard noticed the letters on his wife's tank top. The material, stretched tightly around her erect nipples, said BLACK COCK ONLY.

		The room couldn't have been more silent and intense.

		Howard looked at his wife, who looked back at him, the married couple in a kind of quiet stupor, or stalemate, both waiting for the other to make the first move.

		"...Julie."

		She put her hands up around her tits and began massaging them, forcing her husband to stare at the words which no white husband probably wanted to see. "What are you looking at?" she said with a wry smile.

		"Fuck...me."

		She seemed pleased, very pleased. "Ha, so you do like this. Good. Dr. Blackstone said you would respond positively to this kind of, um, attire."

		At least privately, Howard had to admit that his wife's body had never looked sexier and sultrier than she did now, her little tank top proudly telling the world that her body was only made for the biggest and darkest cocks. The contrast of the message with her flawless tan skin provided an ultimate contrast, triggering Howard's most perverse urges.

		Swallowing the lump in his throat, he kept staring at her from the bed. "So that's what you like now, Julie? You like black guys?"

		She made a pouty face at her husband. Then, using a taunting baby voice, said, "Aw, don't be sad, hubby. I still love my lil' hubby. You got the cutest lil' dickey in the world."

		Maintaining eye contact, she started rubbing the curves of her body, turning around, sticking her thonged ass out at her husband, slowly gyrating those baby-making hips.

		Then she laughed, sounding almost cynical. "But look at this body, this ass, these juicy tits. Do you really think that you can satisfy me? Take me to my limits? Don't you see why I need a real man, a man with a big cock, much bigger than yours? Jesus, I'm not saying you have a baby dick. But there's nothing like being stretched out by some big black guy who loves to fuck the shit out of white pussy."

		Holy fuck, thought Howard. Suddenly it occurred to him that they must have coached Julie at the clinic while she was separated from him. A part of him realized that she was just pretending for his benefit. But another part wasn't so sure. Because her pretending meant that she might have been one of the greatest unknown actresses of her generation. The way she spoke, how she delivered the lines, she seemed so genuine and sincere, completely selling it.

		"Julie?"

		"Yes hubby?"

		"Get that pussy over here."

		"If you say so."

		Her tits were bouncing around in her sexy tank top as she sauntered over to the bed. Howard was already sitting on the edge with his feet on the floor. She straddled him, placing a knee on the mattress on each side of his thighs. Pulling her thong to the side now, she held the back of his neck with one hand, and with the other grasped the shaft of his throbbing penis and guided it inside her. Then she eased his dick inside her, inch by inch, until it was halfway in. Julie began to moan as if she was in pain, but the grimace on her face wasn't pain, it was pleasure, pure unadulterated pleasure.

		Howard looked at her breasts again, hating how sexy she looked in her black cock tank top. Moving the flimsy material to the side, he cupped her tits with his hands. They were full and firm, like melons. He guided one of her erect nipples into his mouth and sucked on them like a lunatic while she humped him with extreme indiscretion.

		Their moans and groans resonated throughout the bedroom.

		"Oh Howard, baby, fuck me, fuck me baby, I need this so fucking bad."

		"Goddamn you're one sexy bitch. Aw, shit. This pussy feels so goddamn good. You're so wet baby. I love it."

		"Faster, harder, faster, give it to me!"

		"Take it, take that big dick!"

		"Faster, faster, faster baby!"

		Julie was taking all of Howard by this time, her ass shooting up and down like a piston on crystal meth.

		It wasn't until Howard had rolled her over on her back, their limbs still entwined, that he looked down and realized something.

		"Oh shit," he muttered under his breath.

		His body stopped, stopped pumping, and he was looking down at his crotch with discernable concern now.

		Julie's lustful snarl went away as all the muscles of her face relaxed. She looked up at her husband, and not for the first time that night, asked, "What's wrong, dear?"

		"Nothing... goddamnit, nothing's wrong, Julie."

		But something was wrong, inexplicably and terribly wrong. Howard started shaking his head, trying to will his penis to fill up with blood so that he could continued fucking his wife, his unbelievably sexy blonde wife, who looked so amazing with her thong pulled to the side, her golden blonde hair spread out on the bed, her big blue eyes blinking up at him, her perfect smile just starting to turn into a frown.

		That was when Howard's life changed forever.

		"Having trouble?" asked a deep male voice.

		First Howard stopped breathing. Then he turned his head towards the bedroom door and stared with incredulity for several long moments, unable to make sense of what his eyes were telling him. It was hard to believe, but for some reason, it almost looked like the black guy from the clinic, Dr. Blackstone, was standing in Howard's bedroom.

		"I tried knocking, saw that the door was unlocked, so I hope you don't mind," offered the older black man.

		"What are you doing here?" Howard asked, having a difficult time swallowing now.

		"You can say I was in the neighborhood and just wanted to see how my patients were doing," explained Dr. Blackstone, eyes glowing in the dimly lit room. "Wanted to make sure that our 100% success rate was still intact. So?"

		"So what?" said Howard.

		"So how are things going?"

		"This is my house, my fucking bedroom!"

		Dr. Blackstone gestured for Howard to calm down. "I'm only here in the capacity of a medical professional, one concerned enough to be checking up on his patient. So please, Howard, lower your voice."

		"We're doing fine, doctor. Well, maybe we're having some problems," Julie called from the bed, not sounding bothered by the surprise visit, just propped up on her elbows, and even not attempting to cover up her exposed skin or the raunchy interracially-themed tank top she wore.

		Judging from the look on the elderly black man's face when he saw the sexy blonde wife invitingly spread out on the bed, Dr. Blackstone was already working out alternative methods to ensure Julie's pregnancy tonight.

		Giving a little wink to Howard, Dr. Blackstone looked at Julie again and said, "Looks like you took my suggestion about how to seduce your husband. Good girl. Great shirt. Looks really great on you. But you guys are still having problems?"

		Julie smiled and sort of shrugged. "I guess, I mean, at first things were going well, but that didn't exactly last."

		Dr. Blackstone chuckled appreciatively.

		Howard's jaw muscles contracted and his eyes glowed hotly.

		"You poor woman," said Dr. Blackstone, solemnly shaking his head while taking a few steps towards the bed. "I feel so bad for you. Your body must be dying for some male attention about now. Someone needs to take care of you in your womanly time of need."

		Then, with no more preamble, Dr. Blackstone looked at Howard and asked, "Would you mind if Julie and I got together?"

		Got together? With Julie? His Julie? His wife, the woman he was married to?

		This couldn't really be happening. He glanced at Julie now, wishing that she would cover up. Put some clothes on. Use the blankets, something, anything. And the tank top that had so aroused him a few moments ago now deeply embarrassed him.

		Howard squeezed his eyes shut, pinched the bridge of his nose, while he felt the room tilt on its axis. Struggling to get his bearings back, Howard looked up, found that both Dr. Blackstone and Julie were peering at him, obviously curious to hear his response.

		"I mean..." Howard mumbled, trying to get the words out.

		Placing his huge hand on Howard's shoulder, the black doctor interrupted. "I think watching our lovemaking would be a huge turn-on for you, Howard. I'm sure that you still have your doubts. I've seen it a million times. But I also think that this is one of those rare opportunities in life that you might regret if you let it pass you by. Not only am I a well-hung lover, but I can also be gentle, and I'm a happily married man, meaning that you won't have to worry about any strings attached. I'm here for one thing. I want to fuck your wife, Howard. See, I've always had a thing for blonde bombshells, I love the contrast. Makes my big black balls churn. You can watch, you can jerk your little thingy. But under no circumstances do I want you to touch or think you can involve yourself. Your role is that of a spectator, and a spectator only. Got it?"

		"But..." was all Howard could say.

		"You had your chance, now it's time to see what a real man can do," said Dr. Blackstone. "And don't act like you don't want to see me pound that white pussy. I know you do. Natural born cuckolds can't fight their natures. This is the way it's supposed to be."

		Desperately, Howard looked at Julie, searching her gorgeous face for signs of distress or concern. There were none. Somehow, this Aryan beauty seemed excited by the prospect of submitting to the powerful black doctor.

		"Got it?" Dr. Blackstone snapped, obviously losing patience with the reluctant husband.

		All of the color in Howard's face drained while, conversely the sour contents of his stomach surged up the back of his throat. He stammered out a response to the doctor, but it was difficult to understand exactly what he was trying to say. Not that the other two people in the room seemed very concerned.

		Dr. Blackstone removed his tie, then his shirt, revealing a well-muscled torso with large pectorals that were covered in clusters of salt-and-pepper hair. His shoulders were wide, suggesting an athletic background, and his abdominals were rock-hard, flexing as he loomed over the beautiful blonde woman on the bed.

		"What's wrong?" he asked her.

		"Nothing, I'm just a little nervous."

		He answered her by leaning down and placing a solid kiss on her lips. Then, tilting his dark head to the side, he kissed her again, this time his lips parted. They pressed against hers, rubbing them slightly until they too, separated.

		Julie was making little cooing sounds as if her bones had turned to butter from the black man's ministrations. His tongue seemed so skillful and sinful as it nimbly worked its way inside her mouth.

		Then the black doctor moved his hand to the side of her breast, pressed the fullness underneath her white tank top. He swept his thumb across the nipple, causing Julie to moan because the caress felt so good, so tender, and achy, and itchy.

		He sighed her name as their kissing intensified. He applied more pressure to her mouth and his tongue delved deeper. It seemed that Julie became lost in the wonder of this strange man's kiss, in the solid presence of his strong body, in the musky smell of his black skin. Their bodies, mashed together, showed an astounding contrast of shades.

		Howard was watching from several feet away. He was sitting down, more mesmerized than anything. Despite his jealousy at the thought that Julie's tight cunt was about to be filled with another man's cock, however magnificent, he was too aroused to intervene. Fortunately, once things had got started he felt a lot of his shame and anxiety wash away.

		The moment was building, the room already reeked of sweat and muskiness.

		Julie had never looked sexier.

		In the arms of this hulking black man, Howard could see how aroused Julie was. Submissiveness was not her natural inclination with everyone, but clearly the black man brought out her most subservient side.

		Then the doctor was standing up again, grinning as Julie fumbled with the buttons of his trousers. Suddenly her eyes dilated with surprise when his big, thick, bobbing cock popped out. The purple-crowned phallus was pointing downward at first, but as soon as the dainty white fingers started to wrap around his shaft, the coal-black cock filled with blood, causing it to stiffen and shoot up so that it was perpendicular to the floor. The shaft alone was nine or ten inches and the head was a massive eggplant-colored mushroom-shaped enormity that was already oozing with pre-cum.

		Considering the message on her tank top, Julie looked almost natural sitting on the edge of the bed, on her knees, slowly kissing the head of the cock, her first black cock, working her lips from the crown, to the pulsing shaft, and then the massive ball sack which was covered in small gray hairs and dangled between the doctor's wide legs.

		Besides the kissing and little smacking sounds, the room was deathly quiet. No one spoke a word. Acting automatically, unable to help himself, Howard had already tugged his pants down, needing to touch himself. This wasn't exactly how he'd wanted this night to go, but he allowed it to happen. He felt almost hypnotized by the sight of Julie and Dr. Blackstone together. He couldn't believe that they were really going to let another man fuck her on her marital bed.

		It was too late to protest. That time was over. So, indulging in that smorgasbord of guilty pleasures and perverse games of the mind and body, he began to gently stroke his own member, which was much smaller and paler than that of the doctor's. Julie had never looked sexier, more aroused than she did now as the older black man climbed on top of the bed and positioned himself between her legs.

		Then the black man removed her panties, but allowed her to keep on the tank top, which at any rate had twisted around her body so that both of her tits were on proud display as he lined up the tip of his sex with the glistening folds of her womanhood.

		Suddenly holding back, he slid his black fingers down her belly, searching gently ever downward, pausing on her shaven mound, then into her wet slit, slowly, deeper, right up into her tight little cunt, his palm gently cupping her beautiful pussy. She made little moaning sounds and ground forward against his ebony hand. Then with his thick lips he kissed her, then pulled away, staring down intently. In the dark bedroom he had such enormous flaring nostrils and flesh that was so shiny black that it almost looked wet.

		Now neither one of them seemed like they could hold back any longer.

		And so Dr. Blackstone started to guide his cock inside the white wife.

		At first Julie was staring down with disbelief as the black veiny monster of his rod started to disappear inside her body, but then the stretching became too much, the pressure of having such a girthy lover was too much, so she squeezed her eyes and started to moan out, cursing him as he impaled her pussy.

		"You black bastard, goddamnit, what are you doing to me?" she cried.

		"Giving you what you need, what we both know you need right now."

		"Oh no, oh fuck, that's so fucking big, so goddamn big inside me, you're going to rip me apart!" she yelled out.

		But he didn't stop. And within two or three minutes Julie was jerking and moving wildly as the large black man started to build up a rhythm and tempo, his large horse shoe-shaped triceps contracting, his powerful buttocks straining as he fed her hungry little snatch inch by inch of his cock.

		Howard started to speed up his own movements, amazed by how erotic the sight of Julie's pink lips looked as they were wrapped airtight around the black shaft that continued to pump inside her, deeper than anything she'd ever experienced before.

		Then Dr. Blackstone pulled himself out completely. And as Julie's pussy made a loud queefing sound, the big man laid down flat in the middle of the bed, looking up, beckoning for the blonde woman to come get into the 69 position with him.

		Julie was thrilled. She threw one of her legs over his black face, slowly lowering herself to his waiting tongue. The black doctor took a tentative lick of her swollen wings, commenting on how lovely her gushing pussy juices tasted to him. Then he put his big black hands on each of Julie's cheeks, drawing her soft butt to his face as her hot little mouth engulfed his throbbing cock. Then she was licking and sucking the length of his coal-black tool like they were a couple of newlyweds and she was desperately trying to impress him with her ability to deep throat such a huge cock.

		At one point, Julie actually looked up, her cheeks bulging with dark meat, and made eye contact with Howard, who was jerking himself off, needing relief, a man possessed.

		They continued on like this for the next 15 minutes, him slowly fucking her mouth while telling her how good her pussy tasted on his lips. When she finally dismounted, he rolled her into doggy style, pulling her blonde hair back with one firm hand while he slammed himself against her butt, causing the white flesh to wobble most delightfully.

		Even from a distance, Howard could start to smell the delightful aroma of Julie's pussy juices. He'd never seen her so turned-on before. She was enjoying this as much as he was, if not more. He was happy for her.

		After a while the black doctor was on top again with Julie spreading her legs while flat on her back. Their fucking grew more lusty, the cries and grunts and moans converging in a strange, atonal symphony. Julie threw her arms around the black man's neck, instinctively wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling his body into hers.

		"Yes! That's right, lover! Oh yeahhhh!" Julie shrieked while the black man pumped in and out of her, encouraged by Julie's moaning for dear life.

		"There you go, take that cock, let me stretch you out, baby, give you that black cock medicine you crave," said Dr. Blackstone.

		"Oh yes, god yes, it's the best I've ever had!" Julie moaned. "Your cock feels so wonderful. Fuck me. Cum inside me. I want to feel you cum. Oh yes, that’s it, oh so good!"

		At one point the black man pulled himself out of Julie, leaned back, and just started to stare down at her while she squirmed and wiggled on her back, panting like a bitch in heat.

		"What's wrong?" Julie whined. "Did I do something wrong?"

		"Beg me," he said. "Beg for some black cock."

		"Oh please, put it in my pussy, baby. Oh, it feels so good. You're driving me crazy."

		"I'm not going to pull out when I cum."

		"Good, I don't care. Just put it back in, I can't stand this," cried out Julie.

		Soon they both came in a shuddering climax. The doctor didn't pull out right away; he kept it inside her as he kissed her again and played with her body until both of them were ready again.

		Already Howard had shot cream all over his hand at the sight of their bliss. And he was already working on his second, lightly stroking his semi-hard member.

		Later, Julie and Dr. Blackstone fucked three more times before they were satisfied.

		Julie's cunt was overflowing with cum.

		Howard could see it running down the crack of her ass.

		"I'm so full, I'm so full, I've never felt this full before," Julie said at one point. "I love this feeling."

		Dr. Blackstone said, "You just need my cream, my babies."

		When he finished, there was a beat of silence, like stopped time, while the words hung in the air between them.

		

		THE END
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