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      What better time to visit a sex shop with your girlfriend then when you’re abroad? And while you’re there, why not try on some seedy outfits as well..

      I have a confession to make: I love glory holes. They’re awesome. Just a never-ending supply of dicks. There need to be more of them! If you love them as much as I do, you’ll love this story about a young, naive couple wandering into a seedy sex shop…

      I haven’t written as much as I used to — busy with life, I’m afraid — but I’m back for this year’s holiday season! I have a bunch of naughty, dirty, raunchy stories in my head… and I’m going to be sharing them with you over the next couple of weeks. If you want to stay up to date with my releases, sign up for my newsletter in the front of this book.

      I hope you enjoy ‘The Shop’. There’s also a bonus story, Taken at the Fertility Clinic, included.

      Happy reading,

      Emilia.
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      “Oh, look honey! A sex shop!”

      My girlfriend eagerly squeezes my hand as she points at the seedy shop. Its narrow, red door is tucked between a massage parlor and a small grocery store. Easy to miss, but my girlfriend Linda has a keen eye for anything salacious.

      “Let’s go inside! I’ve never been to one of those!”

      “Uhm, are you sure?” I say. I don’t want to be a stick-in-the-mud, but the shop doesn’t look the safest place.

      “Come on, we’re on vacation. No one knows us here. We’re just another tourist couple. Come.”

      She drags me inside, and I follow hesitantly, my pulse instantly jacked up. Yes, we are on vacation in Berlin, and sure, as American tourists we stick out like a sore thumb, but it’s not shameful looks that worry me.

      It’s my girlfriend’s safety.

      Linda is beautiful, intelligent, funny, adventurous, but also just a tiny bit naïve. With her long, blonde hair and bright blue eyes she has the looks of a Scandinavian beauty, and her round, curvy hips make any man lust for her instantly.

      She wears nothing but short dresses and skirts that show off her long legs to boot, so I basically have to fight men off her with a stick. She’s accosted everywhere we go, and Berlin is no different. Our hotel is in an immigrant neighborhood, and the dark-skinned men are all very interested in my girlfriend. The moment we leave the door they’re all over us, asking us for directions, for cigarettes, offering tours, or just plainly telling my girlfriend she’s got a lovely round ass.

      Linda, however, in her youthful nativity doesn’t realize that all these men just want to fuck her. They want to flip her skirt up and slide their cocks into her from behind, deposit their virile load deep inside her white pussy. She doesn’t get why those guys bother me, and reciprocates all of their attention, much to my chagrin.

      And that is exactly why entering a dingy sex shop is not what I had in mind for tonight.

      “Welkommen,” the man behind the counter says. He’s tall, broad, and very black.

      “Thank you,” Linda answers as her eyes glide across the many sex toys in front of us. There are whips, chains, dildos, vibrators, butt-plugs, masks, gags – everything you can imagine, displayed in row upon row. Her eyes grow as big as saucers as she stares at the debauchery in front of her.

      “Ah, Americans,” the man says with a disarming smile. “Anything I can help you with?”

      “No thanks,” I say quickly. “We’re just browsing.”

      “Are you sure?” the dark man says as he steps away from behind his counter and walks towards us. “I know every product we sell, so if there’s anything you’re interested in, just ask. Ah, I see you’re looking at the dildos?”

      The man is not wrong. My girlfriend’s blue eyes are glued on the realistic dildo in front of her – a big, white cock, seven inches long by my estimation. Thick veins run up the length of the fake cock. Linda’s cheek grows redder by the second.

      “It’s so big,” she says, exasperated.

      The dark man smirks at me. “That’s actually only a medium sized-model.”

      Linda gasps. “No way!”

      “Allow me.” The man reaches down and pulls a big, black box from the lower shelf. The name, printed in big red letters, instantly catches my eye.

      The Black Dominator.

      Instantly, my breath leaves me. I tug at Linda’s hand, eager to get her out of the cramped store, but the black man has her full attention.

      He opens the box and pulls out a simply massive big black cock. It’s easily ten, if not twelve inches, a total monstrosity. More than double my size, if not more, and I consider myself average. Plus, it’s as thick as a damn soda can.

      “Woah,” Linda says. “Whoa! That’s huge!”

      “Feel it. Go ahead.”

      The black man hands the fake black cock to my girlfriend. She is totally engrossed by the black dick, running her fingers across its length, tracing the realistic veins.

      “This is fake, right? I mean, I understand that it’s a dildo, but no one has a cock like this.”

      “Some men do,” the black man answers. “It’s modeled after a porn-star, in fact.”

      “For real?” Linda asks, her voice overflowing with giddiness. The pit in my stomach is growing by the second as my girlfriend chats about black men’s cock sizes with this broad-shouldered black man.

      “Of course, not everyone is this gifted,” the man says. I think his eyes flicker towards me for a brief moment, but I could just as easily be imagining it. I’m a tiny bit on edge. “But cocks do come in these sizes, in fact.”

      “Wow. I had no idea… oh, I’m sorry,” she says, bursting out into laughter, when she sees the dejected look on my face. She doubles over, and I notice the black man is resting his hand on her lower back. “I didn’t mean anything by it, honey!”

      “I’m sure he understands, right?” the black man says. “Like I said, we can’t all be gifted…”

      “Yeah,” I smile like an idiot, trying to deflect the crushing blows to my masculinity. “Totally.”

      “So, it’s true what they say about black men?” Linda asks, looking up at the dark man.

      I can’t help but notice her fingers are still wrapped tightly around the shaft of the black cock, like she’s doesn’t want to let go.

      “That depends,” the man says. “What do they say?”

      “That they have… big cocks,” Linda says, her voice barely a whisper.

      I can’t believe she’s actually having this conversation. This man is a total stranger to us, yet she’s asking him about cock sizes? What the hell’s going on?

      “Unfortunately, no,” the man says, much to my relief. “Not all black men are hung like this. The other thing they say is true though… once you go black, you never go back.”

      Linda is silent, her eyes locked on the dark man in front of her, who seems to be standing closer to her every time I blink my eyes. The aisles in the shop are very cramped, so I’m standing behind my girlfriend, while the black man stands in front of her, his fit chest nearly bumping against her breasts.

      “Ahum,” I say, clearing my throat, and finding some of my lost courage. “Thanks for the advice. We should be going. Right, honey? Don’t want to be late.”

      I tug at her hand, but Linda doesn’t move.

      “No, I want to buy… this,” she says, turning to me, holding the big black cock in her hands. The shaft is resting between her breasts, the head reaching all the way up to her bottom lip. Her cheeks are red, and there’s a strange glimmer in her eyes.

      Wanton arousal unlike anything I’ve ever seen before.

      While looking straight at me, and not breaking eye-contact for a second, her tongue sneaks out of her mouth and flicks against the head of the black cock. She stretches her lips as wide as she can and slides the head in – she can only manage an inch of the thick, monster-sized cock, before she gags.

      My cock is instantly hard and my knees buckle. I’ve never experienced arousal like this – so sudden and absolute I'm afraid I might just come at the spot. Linda is adventurous, and she’s never turned down any suggestion of mine, but I never could have imagined this.

      “What do you think?” she says, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

      I am left speechless, but the black man isn’t. “An excellent choice,” he says. “Let me set this apart for you at the register, so your hands are free to browse.”

      Linda strolls through the cramped aisles with renewed vigor, letting her hands glide across all the toys on sale. I’m rooted to the spot, my heart beating in my throat, eager to go home.

      And yes, I admit, my cock is as hard as a damn rock, but this is way beyond my comfort zone. Linda, however, shows no signs of stopping anytime soon.

      “Look at this!” she yells from across the shops.

      With a heavy heart, I make my way towards her. She’s standing in front of a display with all kinds of outfits. Naughty nurses, secretaries, police officers, you name it. The usual suspects.

      “These are hilarious,” she laughs as she grabs one of the outfits. It’s a slutty red riding hood. A very slutty red riding hood. The skirt is so short it might as well not be there.

      “Could you imagine me wearing something like that?”

      “No,” I say with a dry throat.

      “You don’t have to imagine,” a low, sultry voice says from behind. It’s the black man, of course. “We have a changing room,” he says, nodding at a flimsy curtain behind her. “Feel try to try on anything you like.”

      Linda turns to me, that same aroused glint in her eyes. I shake my head no, but she’s already on her way. She pulls the curtain close, but it’s so small we can still see her curves sticking out at the sides. She pulls her dress over her head, the side of her naked thighs clearly visible.

      The dark man is standing next to me, nodding approvingly. All I can do is stand there, frozen, rooted to the spot as my young, naïve girlfriend is absolutely naked a few feet away.

      She rips the curtain open, and I almost have a heart attack. The skirt she’s wearing is so damn short, I can literally see the bottom edge of her underwear – her wonderful lips being snugly hugged by her panties.

      “What do you think?”

      She twirls around and the skirt flies up, flashing her entire naked, round ass to the black man.

      “Very nice,” he says in a low growl. “I might just have to give you a discount.”

      “Wow!” Linda says excitedly. She jumps up and down, and her breasts are about to pop out of the short dress.

      “Every outfit you try on, you get half-off,” he says with a grin.

      “You hear that, baby?” my girlfriend asks. Her blue eyes are glazed over, as if she’s loving the attention. “Hand me some more! We’re going home with a new wardrobe.”

      “Uhm, I-I,” I stammer. How do I talk my way out of this? I don’t want my girlfriend to show herself off to this big black brute, but I can’t find the right words that’ll get us out of this mess.

      “This one,” the black man says as he hands me an outfit. “Give this to your girl.”

      Without thinking about it, I hand it over to my girlfriend. She gladly accepts and closes the curtain again. This time it doesn’t close fully, so even more of her naked body is visible to us. I think about telling her, but for some reason, I keep my mouth shut.

      Meanwhile, my heart is beating in my throat, and my clothes feel two sizes too tight. When she opens the curtain again, I see what I handed her.

      And I thought the red riding hood outfit couldn’t get any sluttier…

      To my horror, my girlfriend is wearing a micro-bikini. Her top is the size of pennies, and only covers her nipples and areolas – and poorly at that. Her bottom is just a single strap that barely covers her labia. It’s so tight that her pussy lips are clearly visible. She’s wearing high heels, to finish off the extremely slutty outfit.

      For all intents and purposes she’s naked in front of this stranger and me.

      “What the fuck,” I blurt out, unable to control myself.

      “Nice,” the dark man growls. “Real nice. You fill it out well.”

      Linda twirls around, showing off her beautiful, naked curves for this stranger. I can’t believe she wore this – it’s obscene! With a thumping heart, I glance at the door. Anyone could walk in right now and see my girlfriend as good as naked.

      “Take it off,” I say, stamping my foot on the ground. “Right now.”

      “Right now?” Linda asks in a sultry voice. “Well, if you say so…”

      She hooks her thumbs into the side of the waistband and threatens to pull it down right there, in front of the intimidating black man.

      “N-n-n-o,” I stammer. “Not like that!”

      “You said right now,” Linda says. “Make up your mind, honey.”

      She walks past me, squeezing past the black man in the narrow aisle, and parades through the shop. She’s got this crazy smile on her face, unlike one I’ve ever seen before.

      “I kind of like how this feels,” she says. “I feel free.”

      “You can have it for free,” the shopkeeper says, “if you visit the booths in the back.”

      Linda’s eyes light up again. “Ooh, there’s booths in the back? What kind?”

      The black man leads us to the back, where there’s a passageway I hadn’t noticed before. It leads to narrow hall, with several red doors. We pass several older white men along the way. The moment they see my girlfriend appear they stop in their tracks, and their eyes nearly pop out of their heads.

      “Hello,” my girlfriend says as she walks past in her high heels, her entire curvy body on display for these older guys. They nearly break their necks as their heads swivel to follow her bouncing ass.

      I feel a strange mixture of arousal and dread. Where is the black man taking us? What’s going to happen?

      He opens a door, and I recognize the insides from porn-videos. It’s a video booth, where you can watch porn movies for a dollar.

      “Go ahead,” the black man says.

      “This is so exciting,” Linda coos as she grabs my hand and pulls me into the seedy room. “I’ve always wanted to visit one of these… but why does this get me a discount though?”

      “You’ll see,” the black man grins as she shuts the door in front of us.

      Linda turns to me. Her lips are curled up into a smile, and her eyes are dripping with excitement. She grabs my hand and places them firmly on her naked ass. I squeeze it roughly, and she closes her eyes and moans outright.

      “I’m so horny, baby,” she sighs. “Feel how wet I am.”

      I slide my fingers between her legs, and I’m shocked to feel her pussy is absolutely soaking wet. Wetter than I’ve ever felt her before. I slide my finger into her pussy, all the way up to the knuckle.

      “Oh yess,” she hisses.

      “Fuck, you’re a slut,” I say as I finger her right there in the seedy both.

      She leans against the wall for support, her eyes closed, her hands fondling her own breasts.

      “You know I am. You saw how that man looked at me?”

      “How couldn’t I? He wanted to fuck you right there in the store.”

      “Maybe I should have let him,” she says with a naughty smirk. “Would you have liked that?”

      “What’s gotten into you?” I ask, my fingers buried inside her.

      She grabs my cock, and I have to admit, it’s as hard as a damn rock.

      “I’m just being the kind of girl you want me to be,” she breathes. “I’ve seen your browser history. I know what kind of stories you read, what kind of porn you watch. You love sluts, you love girls that crave big cocks and are addicted to cum, don’t you?”

      Fuck.

      It’s true. Every word of it. I adore cumsluts. There’s nothing sexier in the world to me than a girl greedily guzzling up cum. Not caring who the big cock that is her in her mouth belongs to, all her attention focused on one thing and one thing only: swallowing every drop of that thick, juicy load.

      Of course, you’re not supposed to give into wanton desires such as this. It’s not proper. I’ve been raised to believe in monogamy. My parents told me to find a nice, religious girl to settle down with. One who will bear us lots of children.

      If they could only see me now, two fingers buried right up to the knuckle in my girlfriend’s dripping wet pussy as she frees my cock from its confinement, eager to taste my cock, in the back of this seedy sex shop, wearing hardly anything at all.

      I don’t think they would approve.

      “Oh my god!” Marie says as he suddenly jumps up and turns around.

      To my surprise, there’s a hole in the wall. Two of them, in fact, on opposite ends. I was so engrossed by my girlfriend’s sexy, exposed body I haven’t even noticed.

      They’re gloryholes, of course. Used to please strangers. To suck their cocks. To anonymously swallow cum.

      I’ve only seen them in porn, but this is the real deal.

      And there’s a hand sticking though the hole now. A white one, so it’s not the black cashier. Must be one of the men we passed in the hall.

      “He squeezed my ass,” my girlfriend says, her chest rising with every breath.

      To my surprise, she doesn’t sound angry or horrified. She doesn’t sound like she was just assaulted, like a stranger groped her against her will. She sounds… aroused.

      She turns to me, and we exchange a look. A look that says it all. No words are spoken.

      She pushes her barely covered ass back against the wall. Instantly the hand gropes her exposed flesh, the fingers digging into her soft skin. Her blue eyes burn brightly with lust, and her mouth hangs open. She’s panting like a bitch in heat as this stranger gropes her ass.

      “Oh my god,” I whisper. The control of the situation – if I ever had it to begin with – is slipping away from me. “He’s touching you.”

      Linda nods, her horniness taking over. She pushes herself back against the wall even further, and I can’t see what’s going on anymore.

      I have to know.

      I drop down to my knees in front of my girlfriend. “Yesss,” she hisses. “Lick me. Eat my pussy.” She grabs the back of my head and forcefully pushes my face into her pussy, pulling the string of the micro-bikini to the side.

      I gasp for air, and I see everything that is happening.

      The stranger is thrusting two fingers into my girlfriend’s wet, juicy cunt. He’s jack-hammering his fingers right into her, using her body like a common whore, and Linda is letting it happen. She’s pushing back, letting a complete stranger finger her.

      I can’t believe it, but my eyes aren’t deceiving me. I don’t have any times to think about the implications, for her hands push me down, begging for me to eat her out.

      Her clit is thumping and swollen. My tongue finds her nub instantly. I lick it, my tongue flicking against it rhythmically, while I can feel the stranger pound her snatch. Within a few strokes of my tongue Linda is howling in pleasure, her entire body trembling as her orgasm washes over her.

      And not a moment too soon. I gasp for air, reaching back, and just in time to see the stranger’s hand replaced by a thick, meaty cock. It’s positioned right at the entrance to my girlfriend’s cunt, her lips hanging open invitingly. One shove of the stranger’s hips is all it will take to sink every last unprotected inch of his cock into my girlfriend.

      I jump up in an instant and yank her away from the wall, just in time. Linda is still dazed from her orgasm and stumbles into my arms, her eyes rolled to the back of her head.

      “W-what?” she asks, leaning into me.

      “Look!” I say, pointing at the cock sticking through the wall.

      “Wow,” is all Linda has to say. To my horror, she reaches out and grabs the thick cock in the palm of her hand.

      “W-what are you doing?” I stammer.

      She runs her fingers down the length of the meaty pole. Her eyes are fixed on the big cock, her mouth hanging open as she silently jerks the stranger off.

      “It’s so big,” she says. “I’m jerking someone off.”

      “You are,” I say. I can’t think of anything more intelligent to say.

      On the opposite end of the room another cock pops through the wall. It’s equally thick as the one in my girlfriend’s hand. Without a moment’s hesitation, she reaches out and grabs it in her other hand, jerking two strangers off at the same time.

      I rest my back against the wall, my mind going a million miles a minute. This is really happening. My girlfriend, my lovely Linda, the love of my life, is jacking two strangers off – and loving it. This is my fantasy come to life.

      However, I always intended it to remain a fantasy. Real life is a lot messier than the world I can conjure up in my mind. In the real world, there are emotions, there is danger… and, I’m now learning, much more excitement.

      I’ve never felt this alive. Watching my girlfriend, naked except for the small bikini she has on, work two cocks… it’s everything I dreamed off, and more. Her hands go faster and faster until they’re nothing but a blur.

      The strangers can’t hold out for ever. I wonder what she’ll do when they cum. Will she…

      I can’t control myself any longer. I unbuckle my pants and pull my trousers down, showing my girlfriend my own hard cock. Linda drops down to her knees and engulfs me instantly, taking me deep into her mouth and right down her throat.

      I’m so horny, I can barely hold out. I grab two fistfuls of her hair and start thrusting as fast I can, roughly fucking her face. She gags on my cock, her hands still holding the two strange cocks.

      I fuck my girlfriend’s face like a man possessed. My balls are rumbling, eager to fill her mouth with cum, to watch her swallow my load.

      My own filthy little cum slut. My own personal whore, who’ll jerk off stranger’s cocks, who’ll let strangers fingerfuck her young, wet, horny little pussy. God, my Linda is a total whore. And I love it.

      I wonder where she’ll draw the line. Once she has a taste of my cum, will be she able to resist? Or will she suck off the strangers as well, take their unprotected, uncut, foreign cocks into her mouth and suck their load all the way down…

      I don’t have to wait for my answer for long.

      “Oh my god, he’s cumming,” I say as I look at the cock in her left hand. The head is purple and swollen, and I recognize that look. A low grunt from the other side of the wall confirms my suspicions.

      What happens next feels like slow motion.

      Linda turns her head, without a moment’s hesitation, her mouth wide open, and catches the first spurt of cum in her mouth. The rope of thick, pearly white cum hits her outstretched tongue perfectly. Her eyes are closed, a look of bliss on her young face as she takes the strangers load to her face.

      Her hand keeps jacking the stranger off as he cums, making sure his balls are entirely drained. He fires rope after rope, each one landing on my girlfriend’s face – her cheek, her nose, her chin, every bit of her face is covered in cum.

      Before I have a chance to react, to exhale, to process the incredible act that is happening in front of me, the second cock goes off. Linda turns her head instantly and catches the second load in her mouth as well. The rest is fired off on her face, her cheeks now covered by thick goop as the two men’s seed mix.

      Spent, the two cocks retreat. My girlfriend turns to me, holding her mouth wide open, her tongue outstretched. Her mouth is filled to the brim with cum. It’s dripping down the sides of her mouth. Every inch of her face is absolutely drenched with seed.

      I’ve never seen a prettier picture.

      She engulfs my cock, and I feel the wetness of the stranger’s cum around my cock as her tongue swirls around, playing with the cum, drinking it, swallowing it. My loving girlfriend is a cumslut. The feeling is simply overwhelming – I can’t hold on.

      I groan as I cum, adding my load to the two already in her mouth, my eyes shut so tight I see stars. She bobs her head up and down eagerly, sucking me dry, sucking every last drop down into her waiting mouth.

      Linda opens her mouth, cum dripping out, to show me her prize. A mouthful of cum. She swallows it all with a big gulp, the semen travelling down into her tummy. She scoops the cum off her face with her fingers, sucking them dry, guzzling up all the cum she can.

      I lean back against the wall. I’ve never cum so hard in my life. What the fuck is going on?

      My girlfriend stands up and smiles at me. One of her hands is buried in her own pussy, rubbing her clit. She’s playing with herself like a woman possessed as she smacks her lips. I grab her by the neck and kiss her deeply. She pushes her tongue into my mouth, and the taste of cum still lingers on her breath, in her mouth, on her tongue.

      “This is so fucking hot,” I breathe.

      Linda nods. “Thank you, baby.”

      “For what?”

      “For letting me be a horny little slut.”

      I grab my girlfriend’s breasts and twist her nipples roughly. She moans and shudders.

      “You always have been a dirty cumloving whore, haven’t you?”

      “Yesss,” she hisses as she rubs her own clit. “Yes, baby, I’m a dirty slut, a dirty dirty slut.”

      “I can still taste the cum on your lips,” I whisper into her ear. “You just swallowed three loads, you fucking whore.”

      My girlfriend cums hard, her knees buckling as my dirty talk sends her over the edge. I have to grab her to stop her from falling, and I tumble forwards, both of us landing down on the ground of the seedy stall.

      She climbs on top of me, her mouth finding mine, our tongues entwined. I don’t even care I’m lying on the floor in some gloryhole stall. This is the dirtiest and sexiest thing we’ve ever done. My hands squeeze my girlfriend’s ass, and I can feel her entire inner thighs are soaked. I’ve never felt her this wet. My fingers slide between her legs and into her wet cunt, my cock springing back to life.

      “Holy mother of God,” Linda says.

      I look up to see the biggest, blackest cock I’ve ever seen in my life poke through the gloryhole, right above me. Not just the cock itself, but the two big, swinging balls as well are sticking through the hole.

      The cock is even bigger than the dildo the clerk showed us. This monster – I have no other word for it – is as thick as a soda can and as long as my underarm. It’s truly the greatest cock I’ve ever seen in my life.

      My girlfriend’s eyes are as big as saucers as she studies the insanely thick cock in front of us. It bobs up and down menacingly, like a predator. Many veins run up the length, from the smooth balls all the way up to the big, uncut head.

      Linda reaches out and grabs the thick, black balls in the palm of her hands. As she squeezes them, a drop of pre-cum forms on the big, angry, purple head of the behemoth. Instinctively, my girlfriend licks her lips.

      I already know what’s going to happen. Before she moves a muscle, before she opens her mouth, I know what she’ll do. She’s had a taste of cum, and now, she wants more. I’ve given her permission to be the dirtiest, sexiest slut imaginable…

      …and what’s more slutty than a blonde haired, blue eyed white girl sucking a big black cock?

      She leans forward and kisses the base of the black cock. I moan involuntarily as I watch her tongue sneak out her mouth and run down the length, lathering the black balls up.

      “Fuck. Suck those black balls, baby.”

      “Mmhm,” she moans. “I love the taste of black balls in my mouth, baby.”

      “Yeah, you do,” I groan. My cock is as hard as rock again, and I line myself up with her dripping wet cunt. I grab her thighs and lift my hips, forcing every last inch of my hard cock into my girl’s wet cunt. She shoots forward, her face rubbing against the big black cock, moaning like a bitch as I fuck her relentlessly.

      Her tongue travels up, all the way from the big black balls, up the thick shaft, towards the purple head. Her tongue swirls around it, the tip dipping into the slit, tasting the black man’s pre-cum. She opens her mouth as far as she can and wraps her lips around the thick rod while I fuck her with all my might, every thrust of my hips pushing her forwards, forcing the black cock another inch down her throat.

      I can’t believe this is happening. I’m fucking my girlfriend while she sucks off a big black cock – the fourth load she’ll swallow today. Where will this end?

      I watch intently as inch after inch of the black monster cock disappears down her throat. It’s unbelievable. She’s taking more inches than I have – and she’s still going. Finally, she comes up, gasping for air, spittle dripping down her mouth. Her eyes are red and watered, her mouth hanging open, semen and saliva covering her chin.

      She’s never looked more than a true fucking whore.

      The cock in the hole disappears, and she wines like a puppy that has its favorite toy taken away.

      It won’t be for long, for a second later, the door to the little cabin we’re in opens up. I’m sure we locked it from the inside – but of course the clerk has a key. The black man stands in the doorway, completely naked.

      He seems even bigger without his clothes on. I can see every muscle in his strong, ebony body – and my eyes are inadvertently drawn to that monstrous cock of his. It bobs like a predator, glistening with juices…

      Glistening with my girlfriend’s saliva.

      Behind him, I see half a dozen older white guys staring at us over his shoulders, their hands on their bulges. Fuck, this is going to get out of hand, isn’t it? I stopped thrusting the moment the door opened, frozen by shock, but Linda is still riding me, pushing back, wanting to get as much dick as she can.

      There’s a lot more hard, throbbing cocks waiting for her.

      The black man takes a step forward and guides his cock into my girlfriend’s waiting mouth. He fists her golden blonde hair as he forces his cock down her throat, as far as it will go. Linda gags as the black man pushes his big cock down, but she doesn’t resist. She doesn’t try to move away.

      All she does is squirm, and grind herself on my cock, as this stranger fucks her mouth. I’m frozen in place, unable to move, unable to look away as this black brute takes what he wants.

      He doesn’t ask. He acts. He doesn’t wait. He takes.

      Spit dribbles down my girlfriend’s chin. The black man reaches down and roughly slaps my girlfriend’s tits. He grabs a hold of her hard nipples and twists them. Linda just moans and bobs her head down, taking inch after inch of the monster-sized cock down her throat.

      I am in awe.

      He grabs her arms and pulls her up, my cock falling out of her. Without giving me a second look he hoists my girlfriend up on his shoulder and wanders off into the shop, his big black hand resting on her naked, red ass.

      Linda only whimpers, completely surrendering herself to her attacker. For a second I remain on the ground, frozen in place as this stranger carries my naked girlfriend towards a horde of horny, older men.

      What the fuck is happening?

      The men cheer and clap loudly as my girlfriend is presented to them, and the sound makes my stomach turn upside down. Why am I allowing this? I should put a stop to this. Right now.

      I scramble to my feet, nearly slipping on the floor, and hurry into the cramped sex shop as I hoist my pants up. A group of men – a dozen, if not more, by now – are all huddled in a circle. I elbow my way through them, and what I see in the middle makes my knees buckle.

      Linda is hanging in some sort of sex-swing, with her ankles up, her legs spread wide open. Her pussy is red and swollen, her lips parted. Standing between them is the rock-solid figure of the black clerk. The head of his unprotected black cock is rubbing up down her wet lips, teasing her relentlessly, and with every movement of his dick my girlfriend moans like a bitch in heat.

      “Fuck her,” the men around me say. “Fuck the slut!”

      They’re all rubbing their bulges, with one or two already having their hard cocks out.

      Is my young girlfriend really about to be gangbanged in a seedy sex shop by a bunch of older guys?

      “Stop it,” I say, trying to keep my voice from shaking. I reach out and try to push to black man away, but I might as well be trying to push a wall. His body is as hard as fucking rock. He looks at me, but there is no pity in his eyes.

      “She wants it,” he says slowly. “Your girlfriend is a slut. Ask her.”

      I don’t want to – because I’m afraid of the answer. If she’s taken against her will it’s my fault for putting her in this situation, but if she wants this… if she really, actually wants this… what does that say about me? About her? About us?

      It means my biggest fantasy will become a reality. It will mean my girlfriend is even a bigger whore than I had dared to hope for.

      My eyes travel up my girlfriend’s body. She’s absolutely naked now. Quivering. Waiting. Her pussy is dripping with juices, and her nipples are erect.

      Her lips are pulled up into a wild smile, and her eyes are closed. As I stare at her she licks her bottom lip, erasing any lingering doubts I had.

      I still have to ask.

      “Linda,” I say.

      Her eyes fly open at the sound of my voice. I stare into her eyes, but it is as if she’s not really there. There’s a dazed look in her baby blue eyes. They’re clouded by lust.

      “Is this what you want?”

      She looks up at me, then glances around the room, her eyes opened wide, as if she’s just now realizing what’s happening. All the men have by now pulled out their cocks – so twelve hard, throbbing cocks are staring her in the face. Each one makes her face light up like it’s Christmas morning.

      “Yes,” she hisses when her eyes land on the big black cock resting between her legs. “Yes, yes, yes.”

      The black man smirks at me triumphantly, and he flexes his hips, the purple head of his cock parting my girlfriend’s lips. He’s about to fuck her right in front of me, and he’s taking his time, savoring every last second of it.

      I wonder if Linda’s the first white girlfriend he’s fucked, or if gangbanging naïve tourists is standard fare for this seedy shop. I glance at the door to see plenty of people walk past outside, going about their day. Totally oblivious to the fact that my girlfriend is surrounded by countless hard, throbbing, unprotected cocks.

      One single door is all that is separating the general public and my naked and soon to be cum-covered girlfriend.

      “Oh baby,” Linda groans as she grabs my hand and squeezes it roughly. “I feel him, he’s so big! T-That’s okay, right? You want me to be fucked by a big black cock, don’t you?”

      Everyone is staring at me, yet I’ve lost my voice.

      “Tell me it’s okay,” she pants. “Tell me – ohhh – tell me you w-want this, tell me – OH! – tell me you want your girlfriend to be a dirty little whore!”

      The black man, whose name I still don’t even know, has just pushed the head of his cock into my girlfriend’s dripping and waiting pussy. Her lips are stretched and clinging to his girth as he sinks his black pole into her, inch after inch, painfully slow.

      My answer doesn’t even matter now. He’s already inside her – five inches and counting, deeper than I’ve ever been, and there’s still more than half to go – yet Linda is desperate for my answer.

      Her hand slips into my trousers, easily finding my painfully erect cock. Watching the stranger take my girlfriend, watching him use her pussy like a cheap whore is the most erotic moment of my life. The moment Linda grasps my penis the words come spilling out of me.

      “Yes,” I gasp, and I hear snickering around me. “I want this too!”

      Linda’s lips curl up all the way to her ears. “I knew it,” she whispers. “I knew you wanted me to a be good slut. Look,” she says as she looks down.

      “His cock is inside of me. His big black cock is inside of me.”

      “How is it?” I ask.

      “So good,” she blurts out. “It’s so big, it’s so damn fucking BIG, baby!”

      “You two lovebirds done?” the black man snarls as he thrusts his hips forwards and buries another three inches of his throbbing cock into my girlfriend. Linda cries out, a mixture of pleasure and pain, and her grip on my penis is so tight it hurts.

      He slams his cock into her again, burying himself inside of her all the way to the hilt, and the look of pleasure on my girlfriend’s face is one I have never seen before. She’s writing with pleasure, sweat dripping down her brow, her entire body worked up into a frenzy.

      It’s the most beautiful damn thing I’ve ever seen.

      He pulls out all the way, until only the purple tip of his head remains inside my girlfriend. His long, back cock is covered in a mixture of their juices, a frothy whiteness visible on his dark skin. Then, he grabs a tight hold of her thighs and slams forward, burying every last inch of his cock into her with one hard push.

      Linda screams so hard I’m afraid someone outside is going to call the police. She squeezes my cock tightly, and I try to pry her fingers off me, but it’s impossible.

      The black stranger slams into her, over and over again, jack-hammering his massive cock into her with all his strength. His hips become a blur as he fucks the shit out of my girlfriend. A red flush spreads over her body, as she herself works up a sweat, her face contorted with pleasure.

      “Oh yes! Oh yes, oh oh oh, yes!”

      “You love my black cock?” the black man snarls.

      “YES!” Linda screams out. “I love black cock! I’m your whore! I’m your fucking black cock whore!”

      I can’t hold out any longer.

      I cum in my girlfriend’s hand. She wasn’t even jerking me off, all she did was squeeze the base painfully hard, but I can’t hold out. The sight is simply too overwhelming. I unload in her hand, my jizz dripping down her fingers.

      “Yesss,” she hisses the moment she realizes I creamed in her hand. She lifts the finger up to her hand and licks my cum straight off, as if it were the sweet, delicious glaze on a donut.

      “I fucking love cum,” she moans as she licks her fingers clean. “I’m such a fucking cum slut.”

      That is the cue the strangers all around me have been waiting for. They all take a step forward, crowding me around, offering their hard, throbbing cocks to my girlfriend.

      None have the black man’s length or width, but what they lack in size, they make up for with sheer numbers. Hard cocks are shoved into her open hands, and unceremoniously plopped down on her face.

      She stretches out her tongue, her eyes lighting up with joy as she’s totally surrounded by hard cocks on all sides. All I can do is watch as one cock after another finds its way into her hungry, horny mouth, smearing saliva and pre-cum all over her cheeks.

      One of the men goes off, dropping his thick load all over my girlfriend’s round, perky tits. I stare in amazement as her chest is covered by white strands of cum.

      The black man is still pounding her, every stroke of his hips causing her entire body to jiggle, the cum starting to drip down her sides. It’s an unforgettable sight.

      The next man comes, and then the next – soon, her chest is covered in cum, heavy strands of it slithering down every inch of her tits. She lets go of the cocks and rubs the cum into her skin, wantonly massaging herself as the black cock pounds her horny cunt. She’s lost in a frenzy, the smell and taste of fresh cum driving her to new heights.

      “Fuck, this bitch loves cum,” one of the men says as he forces his cock down my girlfriend’s throat. I can see his balls and cock pulse as he feeds my girlfriend his load. She swallows it obediently, greedily licking her lips the moment the man takes a step back.

      “Cover my face,” she moans. “Cum all over me!”

      The men are eager to comply. The man on her left is first – he douses her outstretched tongue with his seed, thick globs of it gliding down her throat. This sight is too much for the other men. All of them cum on my girlfriend’s face near instantaneously.

      Watching your loving, young girlfriend take five cum-shots to the face at the same time is the most extraordinary thing in the world. Within seconds she’s drenched in cum, the thick, white seed covering her cheeks, her forehead, her mouth, her tongue. Her mouth is so full it runs down the sides, sliding into her hair. She swallows and swallows, but every time a new man steps forward, firing another load into her hungry mouth. She can barely keep up.

      “Fuck,” the black man bellows. “What a greedy little cum slut. What a horny cum dumpster!”

      “Yesss,” my girlfriend hisses. “I’m made for cum! I’m made to be a greedy cum slut!”

      The black brute speeds up his thrusting, slamming into my girlfriend’s tight cunt with heavy, hard strokes. “I’m going to fill that unprotected cunt of yours with my cum,” he grunts. “I’m going to put a little black baby inside of you, so everyone knows what a black cock loving whore you are!”

      “YES!” Linda screams. “Give me your black baby! Fill my womb with your cum!”

      I’m dumbfounded; absolutely flabbergasted. Not in a million years could I have foreseen this outcome. When we walked into the seedy shop I was worried about a lot of different things, but watching her take twelve facials and beg for a black baby was not one of them.

      The black man roars like a lion as buries himself all the way to the hilt inside my young girlfriend. He fires rope after rope of his potent, black seed into her tight, fertile womb, coating her inner walls with his cum. He only pulls out after he’s fired every last drop of cum into my girlfriend’s tight cunt. Her well-fucked pussy is red and her swollen lips are parted like a beautiful flower – one that’s leaking cum.

      Having enjoyed my girlfriend’s nubile body, the men disperse, zipping up their trousers and congratulation each other on using that ‘horny little slut’. Some even pat me on the back and thank me for the good time with a shit-eating grin on their face.

      I’m not even mad. I’m still rooted to the spot, my cock already hard again, as I watch my girlfriend writhe in the sex swing, her hands exploring every inch of her own body, rubbing the cum into her skin, or bringing her fingers up to her mouth to lick them clean. Totally lost in her own world.

      She’s not just a cum slut.

      My girlfriend is a cum fiend.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Taken at the Fertility Clinic

        

      

    
    
      
        Barbados Fertility Clinic. Impregnated in Paradise.

      

      “This must be the place,” my wife Nicole said as we stood in front of the clinic. I grabbed her hand gave it a soft squeeze.

      “You’re ready?”

      “I am if you are.”

      I took a deep breath, letting the tropical breeze cool my jumpy nerves. “Let’s go.”

      We had been trying to conceive for over five years, but nothing had worked. We had tried every trick in the book, up to IVF-treatments and everything. Nothing seemed to stick. Right when we were about to give up hope, Nicole’s friend Amanda got pregnant.

      She had been trying for a baby for a few years with her husband Jeff as well. Nicole and Amanda had grown close these past years, supporting each other through the tough times. Amanda pointed us to the Barbados Fertility Clinic, and told us it was a godsend. It had done the trick for her, and she was 5 months pregnant with a healthy baby boy.

      I tried to look up all the information I could, but the Clinic was off the beaten path. However, Nicole had an unwaivering faith in Amanda. “If it was good enough for her, it’s good enough for us,” she said. We were pretty desperate to be honest. After some deliberating back and forth, Nicole called the number Amanda gave her, and we scheduled an appointment as soon as possible.

      So there we were, on the beautiful tropical isle of Barbados, hoping that this clinic would finally get Nicole knocked up. And knock her up, they would…

       

      ***

       

      “Ah, you must be mister and misses Miller! Pleased to meet you!”

      We were greeted at the front desk by a jovial black fellow named Omar. He was wearing blue scrubs, which he filled up nicely. The blue fabric was struggling under the pressure of his thick, muscled biceps. He shook our hands, nearly crushing my hand with his vice-like grip.

      “We’ve been expecting you. Let me introduce you to your doctor.”

      He guided us down the hall to a large office. Sitting behind a stately, mahogany desk was our doctor: A fit, tall, black man.

      I was surprised at first: All the gynecologists and fertility specialists we had visited so far had all been women. He was also quite a bit younger than most doctors we had seen: I estimated he was around 35 or so, and in excellent shape as well.

      “Nice to meet you, I am your doctor, Dwayne Smith,” he said. “I’m glad you came to us. You’re in good hands. Let me explain how we do things here. Are you familiar with our guarantee?”

      Nicole nodded firmly. “Yes. 100% guaranteed pregnant, money-back guarantee? Is that what you meant?”

      “Exactly,” Dr. Smith smiled at my wife. “We have so much faith in our procedures we are willing to back it up with a money-back guarantee. Too many fertility clinics are just after vulnerable people’s money. Not us. I promise you, Miss Smith, after today, you will be pregnant.”

      Nicole smiled at me, her face beaming with joy. “I hope so doctor,” she said. “That’s all we want.”

      He explained to us how they worked, but honestly, I found it hard to keep track of his words. He used a lot of medical and technical terms I was only vaguely familiar with. It didn’t matter how or what they did: the only important thing to us was getting Nicole pregnant and extending our little family.

      Dr. Smith gave us some paperwork to sign when he was done with his speech. “Just a precaution, I’m sure you’re familiar with documents like these.”

      I briefly leafed through the stack of paper, but it was more legal mumbo-jumbo. I signed it without giving it another thought. Dr. Smith was very charismatic, he oozed confidence from every pore. We felt totally at ease, and I was sure he could help us. He had done the same for Amanda, after all.

      “Excellent. Let’s get started right away. Nicole, if you would follow me to the examination room?”

      “Wait, what about me?” I said, grabbing my wife’s arm. “We’re a team.”

      Nicole made me promise before hand I’d stay close to her at all times. She got a bit nervous and shy around strangers, especially the kind that would examine her vagina.

      Dr. Smith looked down at me, a frown on his face. For a second I felt like a schoolboy being scolded by the headmaster, and I regretted speaking up.

      “Mister Miller, as I have just explained, it is standard procedure here at the clinic that the examination is done in private.” He stressed the last word, letting a brief silence envelop the room.

      “I understand you want to support your wife, but we have a certain protocol we have to follow. I am sure you understand. This is for the best. We have a guarantee, remember?”

      Nicole grabbed my hand, giving it a loving squeeze.

      “It’s okay honey,” she whispered. “I trust him. I can do this, don’t worry.”

      “Well, alright…” I said, surrendering my wife to the charismatic black doctor. He lead her out the room, leaving me alone in his office.

      As soon as they left, Omar popped his head in.

      “Hey Chris, follow me!”

      I followed the jovial man down the hall, curious what he had in store for me.

      “Where are we going?” I asked.

      “You’ll see. Most husbands like to watch, I pegged you as the type as well.”

      I thought that was a strange choice of words, but I shrugged it off. We were in another country after all, and these people were more informal in their communication.

      He led me to a small room with a large mirror.

      “This is it? You wanted to show me a mirror?”

      “Patience, man. Check this out!”

      He hit a button bellow the mirror, and the glass became transparent, giving way to a large examination room.

      “It’s one way glass!” He smiled at me. “This way you can watch the whole thing. Don’t tell Dr. Smith though, he doesn’t like voyeurs.”

      He made a ‘zip-it’ gesture, and I nodded politely.

      “Sure thing,” I said. An examination room with a peeping-mirror? This was a strange place for sure, but I still trusted the good doctor.

      At that moment, Dr. Smith led my wife into the examination room. She looked at us - or right through us, to be more precise.

      “Don’t worry, they can’t see us,” Omar said. “It’s a mirror for them.”

      Dr. Smith handed Nicole her gown and told her to change behind the curtain in the corner of the room. She stepped behind the curtain - but from our point of view we could still see her perfectly. I realized this was completely intentional.

      I figured Omar would give me my privacy, but he stayed where he was, his eyes glued to my wife’s body.

      Nicole pulled the summer-dress she was wearing over her head, exposing the matching baby-blue underwear she was wearing. She then unclasped her bra, letting her full, round breasts fall free.

      “Nice tits,” Omar said under his breath. Did I just hear that right?

      She then pulled her panties down, unknowingly showing off her freshly shaved pussy for this complete stranger next to me. She had shaved this morning: She had a fear of gynecologists ‘judging’ her, so she always made sure her pussy was in tip-top shape before one of these visits.

      I just now realized Dr. Smith would be getting quite a treat, having to inspect her primmed pussy. It was quite an erotic thought actually. He was definitely attractive, and the white coat made him seem very powerful.

      Nicole put on the hospital gown Dr. Smith had provided her, but it barely fitted her. It was short and very slim. It barely went over her butt, and from the sides her perky breasts were clearly visible. She might have well just been totally naked!

      I saw her struggle with the gown for a few seconds, trying to adjust it in front of the mirror, and in the process, flashing me and Omar her breasts several times. Eventually she gave up, turned around and walked over to the examination table. The gown didn’t close all the way from the back, and her ass was completely visible to us.

      I glanced at Omar and saw he had a big smile on his face. The situation started making me uncomfortable, but I wasn’t sure what, if anything, I could do about it. I wanted to tell him to leave, but then again, I wasn’t even supposed to be here according to him.

      “Nice wife,” he said. “You’re going to enjoy this.”

      “Uhm, thanks?” I said. Why would I enjoy a gynecological examination?

       

      Dr. Smith patted the bed where he wanted Nicole to sit. She lied down, putting her feet up in the stirrups, but kept her knees close together. She avoided making eye-contact with the doctor, her cheeks flush with embarrassment. She was far from relaxed.

      “Scoot down further and relax,” Dr. Smith said, his voice low and commanding.

      I was surprised we could hear them so clearly. Omar noticed my confusion, and pointed to a speaker next to the window.

      “Microphones,” he said. “We can hear them… they can’t hear us.”

      This clinic was getting stranger by the minute.

      “Okay,” Nicole answered softly, sliding her butt further down. “This is the first time I’ve had a male doctor,” she added.

      Still not satisfied, Dr. Smith held her knees and opened them gently but firmly.

      “Don’t worry, I’m a professional,” Dr. Smith assured her as he spread her legs. He looked down, and a smile spread across his face.

      I had enjoyed the same view many times, so I knew exactly what he was seeing. Nicole had the most beautiful, perfect little pussy I had ever seen. Her ‘porno-pussy’ she liked to call it. It was gorgeous enough for sure. She had slim pussy lips that accentuated her cunt perfectly. It was the most appetizing sight imaginable. Whenever I saw her naked, I wanted to do nothing more than sink my tongue into that hot little hole.

      And now, Dr. Smith, who had only met my wife a short half hour ago, was treated to the same amazing sight.

      “Very nice,” he joked, causing Nicole to grin. “I see you’ve trimmed.”

      He ran his finger across her outer lips, causing my wife to jump a little from his sudden touch.

      “I try to keep it… manageable,” Nicole said. Her face was now flushed bright red, but slowly she was getting more comfortable with this black man between her legs. He was, after all, a doctor.

      “I’m sure you’ve seen plenty of pussies,” Nicole quipped.

      Dr. Smith smiled back at her. “That I have, but none as appetizing as yours, Nicole.”

      I frowned. Did he just tell my wife she had the most appetizing pussy he had seen? That did not seem appropriate, at all. Nicole, however, seemed to beam with joy from his off-hand comment.

      “You’re just saying that.”

      “Maybe,” Dr. Smith winked as he grabbed a jar of cream.

      “I’m going to apply the cream now,” he said to her. “Just lie back and relax, and let the cream work its magic.”

      “Okay,” she said. She laid down, closing her eyes, a faint smile on her lips. If I didn’t know any better I would have thought she was flirting with this doctor, and was secretly enjoying exposing herself!

      Dr. Smith dipped two fingers into the jar, until they were covered with a thick, white cream. He applied his fingers directly to her pussy, smearing the cream all over her most sensitive area.

      I was shocked to see he wasn’t using medical gloves! He was just rubbing her naked pussy with his bare fingers, massaging the cream into her skin.

       

      Either Nicole didn’t realize it or didn’t care, because she laid her head down and smiled calmly, letting Dr. Smith work his magic. I watched, open mouthed, not believing what I was seeing. I understood that the procedure might differ a bit from country to country, but this was unheard of.

      Dr. Smith had a look of intense concentration on his face as he lathered up my wife’s pussy. He smeared a ton of the white, gooey cream on her lips, rubbing it all around. Nicole just smiled, a blissful look on her face.

      “What’s he doing?” I finally asked Omar, my breath faltering. “Is this normal?”

      “Oh yes,” he said, his gaze still fixed on my wife. “It’s the ‘secret ingredient’, if you will.”

      “But what is it? What does it do?”

      “It’s a special home-brew, courtesy of Dr. Smith. It stimulates the female reproductive organs, making them more receptacle to sperm. It’s an invaluable part of the procedure.”

      He said this all matter-of-factly, but I couldn’t suppress the feeling he was playing me for a fool.

      “What do you mean exactly?” I pressed. “What does it stimulate?”

      “Just watch,” he cut me off. “Look at her pussy.”

      I turned back to my wife, and I was shocked to see the doctor was now sliding his large index finger into my wife’s sopping wet pussy! He slid it in all the way to the knuckle, before pulling it back out, and then sliding it back in again. That bastard was finger-fucking my wife!

      “The fuck!” I yelled.

      “The cream has to applied internally as well,” Omar said like it was no big deal.

      Nicole’s breathing got heavy, her entire chest rising and falling with each deep breath she took. Her face and chest were flushed bright red, her nipples rock hard. Her eyes were clenched shut and her mouth was hanging halfway open, a look I knew all too well… she was on the verge of orgasm!

      “It’s okay to enjoy the procedure,” Dr. Smith said confidently. “Don’t fight it, let it go,” he said, his voice soft but firm.

      Nicole let out a loud, low moan.

      “Ohhhhhhh!”

      “That’s it, let it go,” Dr. Smith went on as his finger kept working into her wet, red cunt. Her pussy lips had grown considerably, they were now all puffy and swollen. She was dripping as well - I could clearly see her juices overflowing on the doctor’s hands. She was sopping wet!

      He slid his middle finger into her as well. Two of his fingers were sliding into her, rubbing her G-spot, as his thumb rubbed her swollen clit. This was the strangest examination I had ever seen, that’s for sure!

      Omar noticed how I was watching dumbfounded, my mouth hanging open.

      “Don’t worry, this is totally normal,” he said. “An orgasm is an important part of reproducing. It helps her relax, and makes sure the treatment is successful.”

      I wasn’t totally convinced, but not like I was in any position to put an end to it.

      “Oh god, oh god, oh yes,” Nicole was now moaning over and over again. Her voice was rising, and her toes were curling. She was getting close.

      “Do it, Nicole. Let go, cum for me!” Dr. Smith said, his voice suddenly forceful and commanding.

      “YES!” She screamed. “OH GOD IT’S SO GOOD, I’M CUMMING!”

      Her entire body trembled as an incredible orgasm rocked her whole frame. Dr. Smith didn’t miss a beat, he kept fingering her, his digits expertly manipulating her most sensitive parts. She let out a howl of pleasure as her hands reached for the doctors wrist. She was overcome with pleasure, it was almost too much to take.

       

      “She’s ready for the treatment now,” Omar said.

      “Okay,” I said, still not believing what had just happened. “Where can I donate my sperm?”

      Omar looked at me warily.

      “That won’t be necessary,” he said candidly.

      I stared at him. What now?

      “What do you mean?”

      “You know our guarantee: 100% pregnant or your money back. Why would we do the same thing you’ve been doing for the past five years? Your sperm can’t do the trick, little man. We have our own way.”

      He nodded towards the black doctor. I followed his gaze, feeling like I just walked into the Twilight Zone. What kind of hacks were these guys?

      Dr. Smith was standing in front of my wife, his hands unclasping his belt. His pants dropped to the floor, revealing an enormous bulge in his boxers.

      Nicole was transfixed on his crotch, staring at it, her mouth hanging open. Her face was still flushed, and she had an intense, crazed look in her eye I had never seen before.

      I watched with bated breath as Dr. Smith pulled his boxers down with one tug. His big black cock sprang out, hitting her inner thigh. Nicole let out a low moan, her body shivering with anticipation. She spread her legs a bit further, opening her pussy for this doctor and his massive black cock.

      I couldn’t believe it.

      This was my wife, my bride, the woman I loved, the woman I wanted to raise a family with… and here I was, watching her spread her legs willingly for a massive black cock, with the intention of letting the doctor fill her fertile womb with his virile cum. The special cream the doctor used must have sent her libido into overdrive, because I had never seen her more horny.

      “Wha,” I said. I couldn’t even form a full sentence at this point.

      “It’s all in the contract,” Omar continued. “I’m surprised you didn’t read the fine print. It clearly states that the ethnicity of the baby can’t be guaranteed. You two want a baby… and this way, you’re getting one.”

      “I don’t…” Words failed me. I was dazed. Had Amanda did the same thing? Did that bitch set me up to be cuckolded by this black stud?!

      Omar slapped me on the back. “Just watch, man. She’s primed for insemination!”

      His voice was jolly and cheerful. It was obvious he was getting enjoyment out of explaining to me how my wife was going to have a, a… black baby.

      “She’s ready for penetration. Check out the intense look on her face, she wants it so bad!”

      I couldn’t look away. I was horrified, but I had to watch.

      Dr. Smith grabbed the thick base of his large cock and lined up the big, purple head with my wife’s wet cunt. He rubbed it against her clit, lubing his manhood with her slick juices.

      “Oh yesssss,” Nicole hissed the moment his cock touched her. She was extremely into this, her gaze fixed on the black pole between her legs.

      “Spread your legs further,” Dr. Smith said.

      Nicole obeyed instantly. She pulled her knees up to her chest, making her pussy completely available to the large, black man between her legs.

      Dr. Smith was grinning, pleased he had this wanton white housewife exactly where he wanted her: Naked and begging for his cum.

      He lined his cock up with her pussy and gave a small, slight thrust. The head of his cock slid into her, spreading her open, filling her up. He was much thicker than me, and bigger as well.

      After he was done with her, there was no way I could ever please her, I realized with horror. His cock was so big, he could totally destroy her petite pussy.

      The head of his cock glided into her easily - she was that wet. He gave her a moment to adjust to his large size before he entered her further. He grabbed her thighs with his strong, black hands, the color contrasting erotically.

      His fingers sunk into her soft flesh as he held her tightly, preparing her for full penetration. This wasn’t going to be a medical insemination - he had every intention of fucking her, pounding into her, filling her up to the brim with potent, ebony cum.

      Nicole was captivated by the ebony stud. She looked at him with a look of sheer adoration in her eyes, biting her bottom lip. It was obvious Dr. Smith had intoxicated her with lust.

      “Are you ready for your baby?” He said.

      “Uh-huh,” my wife nodded vigorously. “Do it. Do it, doctor! Knock me up!”

      “Is that what you want?” The doctor teased her. Nicole nodded, but that wasn’t good enough for him.

      “Tell me what you want.”

      “I want your cum!” She screamed. “I want you to put a black baby inside of me!”

      Pleased with her answer, Dr. Smith pushed forwards, his large black cock penetrating her small, white cunt.

      “Oh goddddddd,” Nicole groaned, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. “It’s so big, doctor!”

      “Damn straight,” he muttered under his breath. “I’m going to knock you up, bitch. I’m going to fill you up to the brim with seed, give you the baby that you want!”

      He slid into her, inch-by-inch, letting her pussy adjust to his enormous cock, until he was in all the way to the hilt, all the while spouting dirty, filthy words into my wife’s ear.

      He pulled back out until only the tip remained, before he slammed into her, his entire cock forcing its way back into her slutty cunt.

      She screamed out in pleasure as she was filled in a way she had never been before.

      I kept watching, entranced by the filthy, wanton scene. I realized my cock was hard as a rock. I couldn’t believe I was getting off on watching my wife get impregnated…

      Dr. Smith pounded her pussy, fucking her hard and rough. He tore the gown off her body, his black hands groping her full, round, white breasts, squeezing them roughly. Nicole was going wild, thrashing her head from side-to-side as she received the roughest, wildest, hardest pounding of her lifetime.

      “Are you ready for my cum?” Dr. Smith snarled.

      “YES!” Nicole screamed at the top of her lungs. Everyone in the clinic must have heard her.

      “Beg for my cum!”

      “Please, fill me up, doctor! Fill me with your cum! Knock me up! Put a baby inside of me!”

      The doctor had a huge grin on his face as he nailed my wife, his black cock splitting her white cunt open.

      “After I’m done, you know what’s going to happen?!”

      Nicole shook her head, her eyes mesmerized by the sight of the huge black pole entering her.

      “Three more black guys will come in here and blow their loads inside of you!” The doctor grunted.

      Nicole’s eyes became as wide as saucers.

      “For real?” She asked, her voice filled with anticipation. It was clear she was far from satisfied.

      “For real!” The doctor answered as he slammed into her. “We’re going to fill you with so much cum, you’re be leaving with triplets! You’ll be overflowing!

      “Oh yes, oh god, do it, fill me up doctor, I need more, I want more, I’m your black cum slut,” Nicole droned on, completely lost in lust.

      I realized this was only the beginning of a wild, wild ride for the two of us. I turned to ask Omar if the doctor had been for real, but he had left already, locking the door behind him. I turned back to the window and saw him entering the examination room, together with two other well-built black guys.

      “She’s ready for more,” the doctor grunted at his colleagues as he bottomed out inside of my wife. “Aren’t you?”

      Nicole’s eyes shifted around the room, going from one black stud to the next. She was like a kid in a candy store. The men were getting undressed, stripping off all their clothing.

      “Oh god,” was all Nicole could muster.

      Omar was the first to strip naked. He stood next to her face, his big black cock only inches away from her mouth. He looked at the mirror at me, giving me a small nod. That bastard looked straight at me as my wife opened her mouth for his cock.

      He moved his hips forwards, his cock sliding into her mouth. He grabbed the back of her neck, holding her in place, as he fucked her mouth. He was really pounding into her, forcing his entire cock down her throat. She struggled to take it all, but from the animalistic sounds she was producing, she was loving every second of it.

      “I’m about to blow,” the doctor grunted. “Here it comes bitch!”

      Nicole grunted in pleasure, her voice muffled by Omar’s cock. Dr. Smith gave her a few hard, final thrusts before grabbing her tits roughly as he slid in all the way to the hilt, unloading his massive, fertile load deep inside her.

      His balls twitched as they fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum into my wife’s fertile cunt. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in closer, draining him of every last drop.

      My wife just got inseminated by Dr. Smith. Those words kept ringing in my head. I just knew she was pregnant, I couldn’t explain it. He knocked her up, and put a little black baby inside her womb.

      I realized I was supposed to be angry, but actually, I felt jubilant. We were finally going to have the family we always wanted!

      Absentmindedly I pulled out my own cock and started masturbating. If Nicole was having the time of her life, why wouldn’t I, right? Don’t get me wrong, I was still deeply conflicted, but the damage had been done already.

      Dr. Smith let out a final groan as he pulled out of my wife. Immediately cum started dripping out of her, gliding down her inner thighs.

      “Oh no!” Nicole said as she raised her legs up high in the air. She grabbed her knees and laid back down, so that all the cum would pool inside of her, assuring she would get pregnant.

      The doctor gave her ass a slap as he climbed off of her, clearing the way for his colleagues. Omar was first. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and took his place between her legs.

      He didn’t have to take his time - Nicole’s cunt was wet and sloppy, well-lubricated by the ebony sperm already inside of her. Omar entered her and slid in all the way in one fell thrust.

      He grabbed her waist as he started pounding into her, fucking her with all his strength. Nicole seemed to be in seventh heaven as she was bred by the second black man of the day.

      The other two black guys stood next to her, both of them slapping their big black cocks against her naked chest. She grabbed their two cocks with her hands, jerking them off, rubbing the heads against her nipples.

      I had never seen her so happy, so completely fulfilled as she was at that point: One load of cum already in her pussy, the second one on the way, as she rubbed two large, black cocks against her sensitive nipples.

      Dr. Smith sat in a chair in the corner, regaining his breath and watching the show. Omar was the next to fire his load deep inside my wife. He let out a thundering yell as he slammed into her overflowing cunt, unloading his potent cum inside her pussy, coating her inner walls with more and more seed.

      Nicole was positively beaming, the lust had bewitched her. She begged for more, telling Omar to fill her up, to give her more seed, to put a little baby inside of her.

      I couldn’t take it anymore. I gave my throbbing cock one hard stroke, and instantly I shot a load against the wall. Seeing my wife get impregnated right in front of me was the most erotic sight I could imagine.

      Right after Omar had finished, Dr. Smith stood up and told the other two men to take their turns.

      “I’m going to check on Mr. Miller,” he said to them as he put his pants back on.

      Omar looked at me and nodded towards the exit, motioning for me to get out. I didn’t want to - I wanted to stay and watch these other two ebony studs take their turns with my wife, but for some reason I felt compelled to obey his order. I quickly zipped up, left the room and headed for the doctors office.

      He walked in a minute later. His manner was cool and collected. If I didn’t know he just blasted my wife full of his ebony seed, I would never have guessed it.

      “How did it go?” I asked him.

      “Excellent, most excellent,” he said with a smile. “Nicole is healthy young woman, I don’t foresee any issues.”

      “Where is she now?”

      “Oh, she’s getting ready. She’ll be here shortly. In the meantime, can I offer you a drink?”

      He made Omar bring me a coffee as we chatted about sports. I could barely follow the conversation - I kept thinking about my wife, who was only a room away, on her back, as she got pounded by two strangers!

      After a good twenty minutes had passed Nicole finally walked in. She was waggling slightly. Her hair was tussled, and her lipstick was smeared.

      I stood up and hugged her right way, planting a kiss on her lips. She tried to avoid it, but I pressed my mouth against hers. I wanted to fuck her, to claim her right there and then, and it took all my willpower to resist that urge.

      “How did it go?”

      “Great,” she beamed back at me. Her skin seemed to be glowing, she was very relaxed.

      Dr. Smith stood up and shook both our hands.

      “It was a pleasure meeting you both. I’m positive the treatment was a success, but if it turns out you’re not, then you can return anytime and we’ll repeat the procedure - for free.”

      Nicole’s eyes twinkled when the doctor said those words. A repeat performance - I could see she wanted that!

       

      ***

       

      The ‘treatment’, as the doctor called it, was a resounding success. Nicole was pregnant! We never explicitly discussed the fact she was carrying a black baby in her belly, but I think she knew I knew.

      I don’t know if it was because of the pregnancy hormones or if the breeding gangbang had kickstarted her libido, but she was insatiable! We had sex every day, and almost every time she’d close her eyes and mutter under her breath. I never quite got what she was saying, but it sounded like ‘oh doctor’ to me! I came immediately when ever I heard that, all the images coming back to me.

      Amanda had a healthy, and not to mention very black, baby boy. Jeff was a proud father, and he didn’t seem to mind or care. I didn’t talk about it with him, but I could see from the glint in his eyes he knew I had let my wife get bred by a black bull as well.

      “Barbados is a lovely place, isn’t it?” Amanda told my wife when we went to see her after the delivery. “It’s so beautiful, we should go back there once you’ve had your baby! All six of us!”

      “That’s a great idea!” Nicole said.

      Going back to the island with fresh two moms, I knew what that meant… Dr. Smith would be giving a repeat performance! Jeff nodded at me, and I knew exactly what he meant. Our wives were now addicted to black cum… all we could do was love and support them, and raise their babies as our own.

      I couldn’t wait.
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      Thank you for reading! I hope you had a blast.

      The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele. If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.

      All my books launch at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for? Just click the following link:

      http://eepurl.com/Sxflv

      Thank you for supporting an independent author.

      Much love,

      Emilia.
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