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Chapter One

 


“Stunning. Just stunning,” Marcia said, waving her half-full wine glass at the photograph hanging on the wall.
 

“Isn’t it?” Pierre asked, beaming at it himself. “It took Roberto months to get permission to climb the tower. And then he actually climbed it himself. With his camera in hand. Can you believe it?”
 

“Couldn’t he have just sent a drone up?” David asked, his brow furrowing.
 

An awkward pause followed the question as everyone pondered, no doubt, why risk life and limb climbing a cell phone tower when a drone could have captured the image without said risk?
 

Pierre waved his own wine glass, smiled and shook his head. “It wouldn’t have been the same, David. Just think how much less enticing the picture would be. I think we can all agree it inspires a far more profound feeling, knowing Roberto took the picture himself. Wouldn’t you say?”
 

David paused for a thought, raised an eyebrow and, much to everyone’s relief, eventually nodded. “I suppose,” he said.
 

The party broke into light banter again. The guests once again secure in the knowledge that their appreciation of Roberto’s masterful photography had not been in vain.
 

Pierre chatted with Marcia for another moment, then excused himself to attend to Lawrence, who’d just walked in with his wife, Donna, on his arm. He made it halfway across the gallery before stopping dead in his tracks and staring past Lawrence at the entrance. “What in the name of…” he whispered.
 

Lawrence, seeing Pierre, raised his arms and smiled in greeting. He realized almost immediately he wasn’t the object of Pierre’s attention. Lowering his hands, he turned to see who was behind him.
 

The rest of the people in the room went silent one by one. Each turning their attention towards the door and the latest guests to have walked in.
 

Pierre’s heart pattered a tiny bit faster.
 

Catherine, his ex-wife, was the last person he’d expected to show up for the opening. Her mere presence in itself would have been a shock. Two things compounded it further.
 

The first was that Catherine looked nothing like she had when he’d last seen her. She’d lost at least fifty pounds. Rediscovered the remarkable sense of sexy style he’d partly fallen in love with her over. She was wearing a low-cut dress that ended mid-way down her now-toned thighs. She’d obviously been hitting the gym. Her breasts were twice the size he remembered. Had she really gotten a boob job?!? Catherine? They looked spectacular. Not at all the average breasts of a forty-something woman, propped up by a push-up bra. No. These things looked like they’d been bolted on. Pointing straight out and…was she even wearing a bra?
 

But it was the second element of her surprise arrival that really made Pierre’s jaw drop. Her arm was draped over the extended hand of a very young, very muscular and very alert-looking black man. His skin as dark as the darkest midnight he stood proudly next to her surveying the guests and looking very much like he believed he belonged exactly where he was. At the center of everyone’s attention.
 

The silence became deafening. Somebody whispered.
 

Pierre overheard the words “new boy-toy” float towards him from somewhere at the back of the gallery. A moment later his skin flushed a deep red. He tugged at his collar trying to relieve some of the heat emanating off of his neck. Swallowed back his stupor and regained his composure. Managed a stiff smile as he broke into a quick stride towards his ex-wife and whoever it was that was with her. “Catherine,” he said, sounding a bit breathless. His eyes moved from her to her companion, then back to hers again. He couldn’t help but think there was hint of smugness in the way she smiled at him.
 

“Pierre,” she said quietly. “So lovely to see you.” She leaned in and pressed her cheek gently against his.
 

The scent of her old perfume and the sight of her newly renovated body sent an uncomfortable static rippling down Pierre’s spine. “It’s lovely to see you as well, of course,” he said, still somewhat stunned that she was even there. He pulled away from her greeting and took a step back. “And who might this be?” he asked.
 

She looked up at the man’s eyes — he was at least a head taller than she — and smiled. Warmly this time. “Pierre I’d like you to meet Ebuka. He’s here from Nigeria. Studying to be a doctor, actually.”
 

Pierre turned his attention to Ebuka. The man had the physique of a Greek sculpture. Taut, lean muscles prominently outlined under the black turtleneck he was wearing. He extended a hand. “A pleasure to meet you, Ebuka,” he said.
 

Ebuka shook his hand with a very firm grip. “Thank-you. I am Ebuka and it is a pleasure to meet you as well, I’m sure,” he said.
 

“Pierre,” Pierre said, feeling somewhat bedazzled in the stranger’s presence.
 

Their greeting relieved some of the tension in the room. Quiet whispers turned back into conversations. Someone laughed about something in the back. Pierre’s temperature and color returned more or less to normal. He had a hard time keeping his eyes off of Catherine’s breasts, however. Another awkward silence passed between them through which Ebuka stared directly at him. “Well,” Pierre said, clasping his hands together. “So how did you two meet?”
 

Catherine flashed another smug-looking smile. “I was looking to rent the basement out. Ebuka needed a place to stay. He answered the ad and…here we are.”
 

It took a moment before what she’d said walloped Pierre right in the gut. It was all he could do to keep his jaw from dropping to the floor. His smile tightened. “Oh. I see. So you’re…he’s…living at our house,” he stammered. His mind went immediately to a very disturbing place. That Catherine had shown up on this Olympian's arm was shocking enough. That she had him living in the house was…mind-blowing.
 

“He’s living at my house,” she said calmly.
 

“Your house. Yes. Of course. It is your house,” Pierre admitted. His eyes darted between the two of them, dark visions forming like plumes of smoke in his mind. Because the way they were standing next to each other looked quite intimate. They didn’t look like renter and rentee. Not in the slightest. And the fact that there might be more to this arrangement than Catherine was letting on was deeply troubling. Deeply, deeply troubling. And it somehow caused Pierre to see Catherine in an entirely new light.
 

She was no longer the dishevelled, haggard-looking, perpetual ponytail wearing middle-aged woman he'd divorced. She looked like a freaking super-model. She looked hotter than she had in years. And that was causing Pierre a great amount of cognitive dissonance, given who she was with.
 

A commotion broke out by the door. Someone pushing through the milling throngs, hand raised over their head clutching an envelope.
 

Pierre froze at the realization that he knew that hand intimately. He also recognized the bobbing blonde hair directly underneath it. When he heard a string of “’scue me, pardon me’s” his stomach hollowed out.
 

It was Amy.
 

Amy came bouncing through the crowd. Her eyes lit up when she saw him. “Pierre! Pipi!” she cried out, loud enough that a number of people turned to see what the commotion was about.
 

Oh god. Oh no. Not now.
 

Amy pushed past an elderly woman and came to a stop next to him, waving the envelope in his face. “It’s here!” she panted. “It’s here, it’s here. I’m sorry. I couldn’t wait.”
 

And now more people were, once again, turning their attention to Pierre and Amy and the surprise guests Amy had yet to notice. “Sweetie now’s not the greatest time,” Pierre said, forcing a chuckle.
 

Amy, oblivious to everything but the precious envelope, stamped her feet looking like a kid who really had to pee. “Pipi please!” she squeaked.
 

Pierre glanced nervously at Catherine and Ebuka, then back at Amy. Tried to draw Amy’s attention to who she was standing next to. To no avail.
 

She pleaded him with her eyes to open the envelope.
 

His stomach felt like it was sinking to his groin. But to appease his darling Amy, he took the envelope and tore a corner off. With any luck this would be over quickly and everyone could get back to enjoying the opening.
 

Amy clapped her hands together with glee and bit down on her lower lip as he pulled a single sheet of paper out of the envelope. She turned to Catherine and Ebuka, still not realizing who she was standing next to. “It’s the results from his vasectomy reversal!” she said loud enough for those around them to hear, shrugging and grinning gleefully.
 

A fresh mortification fell over Pierre. Because the result, as the doctor had informed him, was not at all assured. And to reveal such an intimate piece of information in front of his ex-wife and…whoever Ebuka was, was, well, mortifying. He glanced down the page, his eyes settling on the final words spelled out in bold letters. No improvement in sperm count. His face flushed with heat.
 

Amy’s smile slowly faded.
 

The room went silent again.
 

“Well?” Amy said in a whisper.
 

His humiliation sucked every last ounce of joy at the success of the evening, out of him.
 

At that moment Amy finally had her revelation. Gasping, she turned to look sideways again. Her eyes bugged as she met Catherine’s smug smile. “Oh…” she whispered.
 

Pierre rubbed his forehead, hoping Amy would drop it now that she realized who she was standing next to.
 

“Well? What’s the result so we can get on with the party?” someone shouted through the silence. The room burst into uproarious laughter.
 

For a fleeting moment Pierre thought he was saved. Thought that kind soul had done him a solid, distracting the room with the joke and saving him from further embarrassment.
 

It was not to be. The quiet returned and with it a sense of expectation. That the result really should be made public so everyone could get on with their evening. That any other outcome would be a disappointment.
 

He suppressed a groan. “N—no improvement,” he muttered.
 

“What?” someone croaked.
 

Pierre drew in a deep breath for courage. Tipped his head back and waved the paper in the air. “No improvement in sperm count!” he said, loudly enough for everyone to hear. An excruciating moment of awkwardness passed.
 

“Oh,” someone said. The gallery-goers returned to their chit-chat.
 

Amy turned and stared at him, her cheeks now bright red from embarrassment. Her lower lip trembled. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “I’m so, so sorry Pipi.” Fat tears rolled down both of her cheeks as she realized the humiliating spectacle she’d just inadvertently engineered. She glanced in Catherine’s direction. “I’m so sorry,” she said again. Snatching the paper she spun around and muscled her way through the crowd, back to the door where a sob escaped her before she stumbled out into the spring evening.
 

Pierre looked up at Catherine from under his brow. “If you’d excuse me for just a moment,” he said.
 

“Amy want to be a baby mamma?” Catherine asked, sounding as smug as she looked.
 

“I’ll just be a moment,” Pierre muttered. He pushed his way through the crowd and out the door, eyes scanning the parking lot in search of Amy’s car.
 






Chapter Two

 


He found her draped over the steering wheel. Slipped into the passenger seat next to her and put a hand on her shoulder.
 

She turned and looked at him, red-faced with trails of tears running down her cheeks.
 

“My love,” he said quietly.
 

“Oh my god I am such an embarrassment,” she said.
 

He narrowed his eyes. “Is…that what you’re crying about?” he asked.
 

“I can’t believe I just did that,” she said. “Do you have to go back in there again?”
 

“I’m afraid so,” he said.
 

She groaned. “Oh god. How are you going to do that? That was so embarrassing! I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry. I just got all excited and you know how I get…” she said, resting her forehead on the steering wheel. “Think a-head,” she said, bouncing her head on the steering wheel to punctuate each word.
 

He was puzzled. He’d expected to be consoling her for a different reason. “I’m sorry about the result,” he said.
 

“Huh? Oh. Yeah. Me too. But, you know, they said it might not work out.”
 

He shook his head. “I’m…I guess I’m a little surprised that you’re not more upset about that.”
 

Her head rolled to the side and she looked at him out of the corner of her eye. “I just made you shout the results of your sperm sample in front of a crowded room of strangers.”
 

“Many are friends,” he said, patting her on the back again.
 

She snorted and chuckled then banged her fists on the steering wheel. “That was just so me! God! Why can’t I pay attention?” she asked, flinging her hands out to the sides, fingers splayed.
 

“I wouldn’t have you any other way,” he said, leaning in and kissing her on the cheek. “You’re sure you’re okay about this?” he asked, glancing at the paper on the dashboard.
 

She sighed. “I mean, it’s disappointing. But what can you do? We did our best. Maybe we can adopt or something. Or…never mind. Just forget I said that for now. Let’s not deal with this. You have to go back in there anyways.”
 

“Do you want to come in for a glass of wine?” he asked.
 

She snorted again, pushed off the steering wheel and leaned her head back against the headrest. “I think I’ll spare myself that walk of shame,” she said. “You gonna’ be late?”
 

“Shouldn’t be too late,” he said.
 

“I’m sorry again,” she said quietly. “I’ll make it up to you when you get home. Promise.”
 

“You don’t have to make anything up to me,” he reassured, smiling at her and shaking his head.
 

She returned his smile and wiped the tears off her cheeks. “Well you better get in there then.”
 

He kissed her cheek again, opened the door and stepped out. Took a few deep breaths on his way back to the gallery, steeling himself for his entrance. To his relief no one made a big deal of Amy’s outburst. He scanned the crowd until he saw the backs of Catherine and Ebuka’s heads. They were making their way along the far wall, pointing at the photos and talking to each other. He shuffled into a secluded corner where he could spy on them and try to parse the feelings that went with that. He was startled to discover, upon reflection, that his first reaction to their arrival had been laced with arousal. Arousal at Catherine’s tricked out bod. And arousal at the fact that she might very well be getting it from this large, muscular man.
 

The revelation was confusing because he’d only felt disdain for Catherine for the final year and a half of their marriage. He’d never believed he could ever see her in any other way again. Just a tired, worn-out housewife who didn’t want to rejoin society now that the kids were gone. One who occasionally drank too much and never wanted to have sex.
 

This was a different woman entirely. And that felt dangerous. Because now he was married to Amy. Amy who had just barged in carrying the results of his sperm count analysis. Amy the cute graduate student who had stolen his heart at precisely the right moment of his mid-life crisis and prompted his ensuing divorce from Catherine. Amy who seemed like she had a promising career in academia but with whom he now owned and operated a candy shop. Amy who he loved deeply and who wanted babies badly but had now been robbed of that possibility with him.
 

It was all very unsettling. And murky. There wasn’t a direct line to be drawn between all of these things and the dangerous feeling. All he knew was that somewhere in the back of his mind Amy was the reason the new Catherine was dangerous.
 

He lurked in the shadows, spying on Catherine and her guest. Avoided them as they made their way to the door. He saw Catherine look out over the crowd, possibly trying to find him. He shrank into the shadows. She and Ebuka walked out the exit.
 

As soon as they were gone another very dangerous idea occurred to Pierre. An idea he became convinced would haunt him thoroughly unless he acted on it. The question of whether Catherine’s relationship with Ebuka was platonic or intimate? For some reason he felt an incredibly powerful urge to know this.
 

So, after waiting a few minutes, he slipped back out into the night and into his car. Peeled out of the parking lot and drove the roundabout way to the home he and Catherine had shared for fifteen years. Parked around the corner and stole through the neighbors yards to avoid walking under the streetlights. Slipped around to the back of the house and up onto the patio where, if he strained his neck a little, he could just peer into the master bedroom. He jumped when he heard voices. Realized the window was open a crack to let the cool evening air in.
 

“…was certainly not what I expected,” he heard Catherine say, followed by a laugh.
 

“He seems a nice man, this Pierre,” Ebuka said.
 

Catherine came into view. She sighed and sat down on the edge of the bed. “He was. He is. It just…you know how things go sometimes. Life and all that.”
 

“Not yet,” Ebuka said, shaking his head. He was standing by the door, leaning against the frame, arms crossed over his chest. “I’m too busy with my studies for romance,” he explained.
 

Catherine smirked. She raised one leg and crossed it over the other, leaning back and planted her hands behind her on the bed in a very seductive gesture. “Entirely too busy?” she asked, her voice sultry.
 

Ebuka stared at her for a long time. Easing himself off the door frame he walked over to stand in front of her, staring down at her breasts.
 

Pierre realized he was witnessing the beginnings of a seduction. He balked at the tightness that brought to his groin. Knew he should get the hell out of there and leave Catherine and Ebuka’s privacy intact. He could be arrested for this for god’s sake's! But he was cemented to the spot, unable to move and unable to look away.
 

“Entirely too busy for romance, yes,” Ebuka said.
 

Catherine looked up at him.
 

Pierre’s jaw dropped when she uncrossed her legs and lewdly spread them apart. “How ‘bout we skip the romance then?” she asked.
 

Ebuka eyed her with a stoic calm. “Does Miss Catherine feel like a hard pounding this evening?” he asked.
 

The question made Pierre gasp.
 

Catherine smirked again. “Only if it’s not too much trouble,” she replied.
 

Ebuka undid his belt. He pushed his pants and underwear half-way down his thighs.
 

Pierre’s eyes bugged at the nine inch monster of a cock that came swinging up at Catherine’s face. His guts squeezed as he watched her smile fade and her lips part as she gazed at it.
 

Ebuka grabbed his member and waved it up and down slowly a few times. “You want this black cock,” he said, expression stoic.
 

“Oh god that dick,” Catherine whispered. Her body practically melted off the bed and onto the floor on her knees. She got down low and stared up into his eyes from underneath his organ.
 

Ebuka pressed the head of his cock against her lips and rolled it side to side. “You like this dick?” he asked.
 

“I love this dick,” Catherine groaned.
 

“Hmm,” Ebuka intoned. “Then suck it. Suck my dick and make it hard and I’ll give you what you need.”
 

Pierre was aghast. In all their years together Catherine had never behaved like that. She was acting like a freaking porn star. He gasped again as she wrapped her lips around the head of Ebuka’s penis and her cheeks hollowed. Her fingers dipped under his sagging testicles, feathering the leathery skin.
 

Ebuka took the opportunity to peel off his turtleneck. His body was every bit as fit as it had seemed it would be. Powerful broad shoulders and thick biceps. He stood with his hands on his hips as Catherine sucked his dick to life. When she pulled away for a breath he rolled his pants down his legs and stepped out of them.
 

As he was doing this Catherine pulled her dress off over her head. This revealed that she hadn’t, in fact, been wearing a bra. Something which Pierre found utterly scandalous and equally titillating. Her breasts were even more spectacular than he’d imagined. Her nails were long, manicured and painted red. She wrapped her fingers around Ebuka’s cock and her lips around the head and resumed sucking his dick, staring deeply into his dark eyes.
 

She had not once been that submissive or needy with Pierre. It stung for a moment but after all they’d been through he realized that he was happy for her. She seemed absolutely consumed with desire for this large man and his large penis. She seemed happy. She deserved it.
 

Pierre did feel the smallest slice of jealousy run through him. They were divorced but he had loved her once, after all. He let the feeling pass, being an observer as his therapist had told him and not letting it consume him. Once it did he got back to leering with renewed interest and realized that his own cock was quite firm.
 

Catherine popped off again, panting. She stroked Ebuka’s stiff and engorged cock and stood up still wearing her stiletto heels. “Do that thing to me,” she said. She jumped onto the bed, spun around and laid down on her back, her head hanging over the edge of the bed.
 

Pierre’s jaw dropped at what he was seeing.
 

Ebuka bent over her. His black hands covered her breasts, fingers tweaking her nipples. “You’re a dirty bitch,” he whispered.
 

“Shut up and put that dick in my face,” Catherine said. Grabbing his testicles she yanked him closer. Into her mouth where she started gobbling inch after inch of it until she’d taken fully half. She coughed and gagged, keeping her mouth wide open as Ebuka started swaying back and forth, fucking his cock into her face.
 

A powerful arousal rumbled through Pierre. His eyes widened as he watched Catherine’s knees part and her legs swing open. He caught a whiff of the scent of her arousal and it tweaked a memory in his mind he thought had been long forgotten. Catherine had been an excellent lover once upon a time. For the last year and a half they’d been married she’d been a frigid bitch. What on earth had reignited this level of sexual desire in a woman nearing fifty?
 

Ebuka bent at the waist. He leaned forward, mashing more of his dark organ into her mouth.
 

Her hands shot around his waist and landed on his ass with a smack. She pulled him deeper still, swaying his hips back and forth so he was properly fucking her in the face.
 

Ebuka planted a hand between her splayed legs. Peeling aside her thong underwear he rubbed two fingers quickly side to side against her clit.
 

Catherine made a gurgling sound in her throat and tapped his ass.
 

He straightened and stepped back, pulling his cock out of her throat and mouth. It slid lazily along her face and forehead.
 

She was up in an instant. Even as she was gasping for air she rolled onto her stomach then spun around into a cat-like stance on all fours. She looked over her shoulder and snarled.
 

Pierre gasped at her lusty expression.
 

Ebuka bent at the waist again, grabbed her by the hips and yanked her backwards along the bed until her feet were dangling over the edge. Quite unceremoniously, he tipped his hips forward and drove his rigid cock into her slobbering cunt.
 

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she let out a lewd groan. She shuffled backwards, impaling more of him inside herself until his balls slapped against her pelvis. “Jesus,” she hissed. She pressed a hand against her stomach. “So. Fucking. Thick,” she said through clenched teeth.
 

Ebuka smacked her on the ass. “You’re a dirty bitch to let a man fuck your face like that,” Ebuka said, landing another smack on her other cheek. “What would all those nice people at the gallery say if they knew you acted like such a whore?”
 

She groaned, apparently very aroused by his demeaning question.
 

Pierre covered his mouth with his hand and shook his head. His own cock was now painfully erect. A pang of guilt wormed through him. What would Amy say if she knew he was here? She’d probably start crying. To Amy watching something like this would be akin to cheating. She didn’t even let him watch porn at home.
 

Ebuka reached under Catherine and grabbed her nipples. He gave both a sharp twist.
 

She winced and whimpered in pain. Bent her elbows and pressed her cheek against the mattress.
 

“Please,” she said, panting. “Please…please…fuck me.” She looked like a zombie. Her eyes were misty and unfocused. Her mouth was hanging open.
 

Ebuka’s dark hands slid out from under her and along her back. “Give me your hand,” he said.
 

Her hand shot back behind her.
 

Ebuka leaned down, slipped two of her fingers into his mouth and sucked them. Pulling them out he puckered his lips and spat a gob of saliva onto her anus.
 

Pierre couldn’t stop shaking his head at what he was seeing.
 

Ebuka bent her elbow and pressed the fingers he’d wetted against her back hole. “Put your fingers into your ass like a proper slut,” he ordered.
 

To Pierre’s astonishment, Catherine immediately jammed the two fingers into her ass and craned her neck to look at him over her shoulder. “Like this?” she asked.
 

Ebuka looked down at her bottom hole. “Fuck your ass with your fingers,” he said.
 

Catherine immediately did this as well. She slid the fingers in and out, staring at him like she was desperate for his affirmation.
 

Ebuka nodded. “Good bitch,” he said. “Keep them in there.”
 

Catherine responded with three ragged nods.
 

“Did you do what I asked?” Ebuka said.
 

Catherine’s eyes fell to the bed and a look of shame fell on her expression. She shook her head.
 

Ebuka smacked her on the ass again. “Why not? I have told you so many times already. You’re not just a dirty bitch you’re a greedy one too. Aren’t you? Aren’t you?” He reached forward, grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back. “Aren’t you?” he growled.
 

She nodded as best she could.
 

“Say it,” Ebuka commanded.
 

“I’m a dirty, greedy bitch” she whimpered.
 

“What is it you want, hm? You want this black cock to seed your belly? Hm? Can’t help yourself and your hungry cunt? You know I don’t pull out. If my seed quickens it’s your problem. But that’s what you want isn’t it? A big fat belly full of black seed?”
 

Catherine’s expression turned pained. She nodded again.
 

“I’m going to punish this dirty, greedy naughty little pussy,” Ebuka threatened.
 

“Yes,” Catherine whimpered.
 

Ebuka jerked her head back tighter. He raised one foot and set it on the bed next to her knee. “I’m going to give you such a proper fucking you won’t walk straight for two days. Is that what you want, hmm?”
 

“God Ebuka please!” she sobbed.
 

He pulled his hips back. His long, thick cock slid out of her sopping hole. He held just the tip inside her, her hair wrapped in his fist, until her body started shaking.
 

“God Ebuka please!” she screamed.
 

He smacked her ass and drove the whole length of his shaft into her hole.
 

“Yes!” she shouted. Her hand shot to her belly. “Yes!”
 

Pierre staggered two steps backwards as Ebuka started fucking. A fucking so raw and athletic it threatened to disassemble the bed. The frame shook with each vigorous thrust. He held her hair in one hand, the other on her shoulder as he bent over her and rutted.
 

Catherine, with her back arched and head pulled back, looked like an animal at a show or a fair being presented.
 

The words The Art of Human Breeding flashed through Pierre’s mind as the concept collided with the exhibition opening earlier that evening. He gaped at Catherine’s stretched sex as Ebuka’s long cock pistoned in and out.
 

Catherine began grunting in time with Ebuka’s pounding. Her new tits slapped against each other under her chest.
 

“Did I say to stop fucking your ass?” Ebuka growled. A bead of perspiration had formed on his brow and his upper lip. His hips were lunging back and forth, driving that oversized pylon of a cock deep into vagina.
 

Catherine whimpered but obeyed. Her fist started rolling up and down on her ass, fingers driving into her hole for Ebuka’s viewing pleasure. Her jaw fell and she started gasping. “Oh fuck…shit…motherfucking cocksucker…” she panted.
 

“Oh your pussy likes that,” Ebuka said. “I can feel it squeezing. Is Miss Catherine going to have a cum?”
 

“Uh…oh…motherfucker…” Catherine groaned. Her body began convulsing. Back arching up, then falling as she pushed back against Ebuka’s fucking. “Huh…whu…ghu…” she grunted.
 

Ebuka let go of her hair. He grabbed hold of her waist with both hands and started fucking her even faster. “Take it you dirty slut,” he said through clenched teeth. As Catherine’s body started shaking he yanked his cock out of her pussy.
 

Pierre recoiled. Aghast at the cruelty of a man depriving his ex-wife of a satisfying climax. He’d wished many things on her at the end of their marriage but never this. He realized a moment later how wrong his thinking had been.
 

Ebuka smacked a hand against Catherine’s wet sex and started a furious rubbing on her soaked clit.
 

Catherine’s toes splayed. Her body convulsed. A splash of clear fluid erupted from her vagina, spraying Ebuka’s legs, the bed sheets and the carpeted floor. She screamed and tried to scramble out of Ebuka’s grasp.
 

He held on tight. One hand on her hip, the other smacking against her engorged pussy lips as he finished her climax for her. She finally collapsed face-first on the bed. Her body twitched and spasmed and she let out a groan. She lay helpless as Ebuka continued massaging her pussy, causing her arms and legs to twitch.
 

Finally he relented. He stood up, towering over her, rounded the bed to stand at her side then rolled her over onto her back.
 

She flopped over like a limp rag doll. Her beautiful and expensive breasts stood proudly at attention the nipples poking out like two perfect pink erasers. Her plastic surgeon was obviously very talented.
 

“Now my slut,” Ebuka said, mounting the bed and crawling between her thighs. “Now my bitch you’ll get what it is you so crave inside your pussy.” He put his hand between them and positioned the head of his cock at her entrance. As he entered her Catherine’s body filled with life and air.
 

Her pussy made a wet sucking sound as she accepted him. She rose up onto her elbows, chest jutting forward, her sub-conscious still busy signalling her sexual availability. Her legs curled around his, her chest thrust higher shoving her tits as close to his face as she could get. I deserve what you have to give me, her body seemed to be saying. And I will carry it well.
 

A jolt of nerves shot through Pierre. The memory of Ebuka telling Catherine she was a dirty bitch who wanted a round belly full of seed flashed in his mind, which started piecing it all together. He gasped and put a hand over his mouth again. She’s not on anything.
 

Of course he couldn’t be certain. This could just be a dirty game his ex and her black lover were playing. A little breeding talk to spice things up, like the game they were playing needed any more spice. But once the idea had taken root he could do nothing to dispel it. A vision of Catherine naked, her belly swollen to almost bursting, tits heavy with the promise of milk, ballooned in his imagination. His cock flexed and a dribble of pre-cum leaked out the tip, dampening his underwear. “Jesus,” he whispered.
 

Ebuka drilled his cock up into Catherine to the hilt.
 

She lay skewered on it, gazing up into his stern stare and breathing heavily.
 

Ebuka pulled out slowly then eased himself back in. “Tell me again what it is you want Miss Catherine?”
 

She reached up trying to put her hand around the back of his neck, pull closer and whisper.
 

He pushed her hand down, grabbed her wrist and pinned it to the bed before doing the same with the other. “I’m not here for romance. If you want what I have to offer you’ll have to ask for it.” His gaze bored into Catherine, steadfast and insistent.
 

Her shoulders slumped. She sighed and turned her eyes down. She looked…defeated. Maybe even a little humiliated.
 

Ebuka pulled his cock out of her and let it dangle between them.
 

“No…no!” she gasped, wriggling beneath him and trying to pull him back into her with her legs. “Please. I need it…”
 

“Then do as I ask,” Ebuka insisted.
 

“I…I…I want you to come in my pussy,” she whimpered.
 

Ebuka shook his head. Letting go of her wrist he grabbed his cock and smacked it against her pussy a few times. “That’s not how a dirty slut asks for it,” he said.
 

“Oh Ebuka,” she moaned.
 

He smacked her pussy again, causing her legs to shake. “Okay. Okay! Please…okay.”
 

Ebuka locked eyes with her.
 

“I want you to fill my whore cunt with black seed.”
 

Ebuka dipped the tip of his cock back into her snatch. He put his free hand on her neck. “And if it takes?”
 

Holy shit.
 

“I’ll…it’ll be fine. Please,” Catherine muttered.
 

Ebuka began a lazy fuck back and forth.
 

It drove Catherine wild. She squirmed and squawked and squealed under him. Her face turned red. Her breasts seemed to swell. She locked her legs around his and her body rocked back and forth in time with his thrusts.
 

Ebuka removed his hand from her throat. He pressed two fingers together and pushed them past her lips.
 

She opened her mouth wide and gazed into his eyes as he fucked her throat with them.
 

“Now here is your gift,” Ebuka said.
 

Catherine’s body shook. Another powerful orgasm swept through her. She trembled and mewled, her cunt squeezing his cock so firmly Pierre could hear the squish it made.
 

Ebuka let out a very dignified grumble and drove in deep.
 

Pierre’s eyes dropped to between Ebuka’s legs. His heavy balls had come up a ways, the testicles gurgitating inside the thick skin as the root of his prick flexed and pulsed, spewing black seed into Catherine’s innards.
 

Pierre thought he was going to orgasm just from watching it. The urge to touch himself, relieve some of the pressure that had built in his urethra, was other-worldly.
 

As Ebuka finished he pulled his fingers out of Catherine’s mouth. They were covered in clear, sticky bile and spit. He wiped them off on the side of her cheek.
 

Catherine turned her head to offer the other.
 

He did the same with the back of his hand. He pulled his long prick out of her, still firm enough that it pointed straight out from his body when he stood up. He turned and walked to the dresser. Picked up the round hand mirror Catherine used to check the back of her hairstyle. Brought it over to the bed and dropped it next to her. As he turned to leave Catherine reach out and grabbed his hand.
 

“Maybe you’d like to stay the night?” she asked. There was something in her voice Pierre had never heard before. A hint of desperation.
 

Ebuka shook his head. “That’s kind of you but I wouldn’t want there to be any misunderstanding about our situation. If you are up in the morning before I leave and there’s time I can see to you again. For the time being I wish you a good evening.” He let his hand slip out of Catherine’s, scooped up his clothes and walked out of the room.
 

Catherine collapsed onto her back on the bed, the back of her hand on her forehead. She shook her head, like she couldn’t believe what had just happened.
 

Pierre thought it was over. Had the thought that he should best get out of there before his luck ran out. But there was that mirror. What the hell was the mirror for?
 

A minute or so later Catherine reached out and felt for the mirror. Her fingers closed around it and she hoisted herself up against the throw pillows still on the bed. Stuck the mirror between her legs and looked down at it. With two fingers of her other hand she splayed open her pussy lips. Dipped the tip of one finger into them and drew it out. It was coated in a layer of the thickest ejaculate Pierre had ever seen. There was nothing runny about the mess. It was the consistency of clotted cream. Stuck to her fingers and didn’t roll down onto her hand even when she brought it up close to her eyes.
 

She looked down at the mirror again and bit her lip. “I should really get this out of me,” she whispered.
 

Pierre’s chest seized at the nastiness of it all. He wondered if he was having a cardiac event. Realizing he had most likely overstayed his welcome and his luck, he backed away and tip-toed off the deck. As he rounded the house the memory of Catherine’s whispered words washed over him again like a spring breeze.
 

“I should really get this out of me.“
 






Chapter Three

 


He felt positively cartoonish on his drive home. Hands wrapped around the steering wheel so tight his knuckles were white. Eyes bugging, shoulders hunched forward as he sped through deserted streets barely paying any attention to lights or signage. His cock was throbbing in his pants and he hoped to god Amy was still up and ready to make good on her promise of making it up to him. If there was one thing he needed after what he’d seen it was the warm, welcoming ensconsement of a woman’s genitals around his painful erection. He was ashamed when he realized that even though he was driving home to his young wife, any woman would have done in that moment. He’d never needed a fuck so bad in his whole life.
 

He wasn’t sure if the wheels actually squealed as he pulled into the driveway but that’s how he’d remember it. He darted up to the house, fumbling with the keys and smashing one into the lock. He thoughtlessly let the door slam behind him as he kicked off his shoes and raced up the steps taking them two at a time. He ran up to the bedroom and leaned against the door frame to catch his breath. The room was dark. Amy was sleeping.
 

Fuck.
 

He stumbled in. Tried unbuttoning his shirts but it was too much trouble so he ended up just pulling it off over his head. His French cuffs popped out as he pulled his wrists out of the sleeves. He stripped the rest of his clothes and made sure to give the bed a little bounce as he slipped under the covers next to Amy.
 

Double fuck.
 

She was sound asleep. Wrapped up in her favorite flannel onesie and curled into a ball on the edge of the bed.
 

He let out an exasperated sigh and flopped on his side making sure to shake the bed again.
 

Amy stirred from her reverie. She turned her head to look over her shoulder at him. “Pi-pi? Pierre?”
 

“Oh my goodness!” he exclaimed. “I didn’t wake you did I?”
 

“Hmm? Oh…never mind. It’s okay,” she whispered. “What time is it?”
 

He glanced at the bedside clock to find it was nearly one o’clock in the morning. “It’s late,” he said. “I’m sorry for being so clumsy,” he whispered. At the same time he reached around to draw her into a hug and pressed his pelvis against her bubble butt. His rigid cock squeezed neatly between her ass cheeks.
 

“Oh. Oh!” Amy said, giggling at the feeling of his member. “Pierre? Are you…I mean…what’s the occasion?” she asked, laughing at her own awkward question.
 

Pierre’s heart squeezed and his cock flexed. Her dorkiness had, for some reason, played a huge part in his attraction to Amy. She was always bursting into rooms saying the wrong things. Like at the gallery earlier. And now. What’s the occasion? Really? She couldn’t have thought of anything else to say? She was adorable. Truly adorable. “What do you say pumpkin? Or are you too tired for it?”
 

She closed her eyes and shrugged. “I am pretty sleepy,” she replied in a whisper.
 

He suppressed a groan. His pelvis seemed to move on it’s own, jerking forward and nestling his hard penis deeper between Amy’s ass cheeks. The motion was involuntary but admitting as much to Amy would have been terribly awkward and probably prompted more questions. “That’s alright,” he lied, struggling to pull his mid-section away from her body.
 

“No. No, no,” Amy said. “I promised. I want to be a good wife.” She rolled onto her back and started pulling on her zipper.
 

A wave of relief swept over him. He hadn’t felt this needy since his twenties but was now immensely grateful for Amy’s willingness to humor him. His mind was still playing the reel of memories from earlier that evening. Catherine getting face-fucked and pounded then playing with the emission inside herself. He felt like his head was going to pop off.
 

Amy scrunched her nose up and tugged harder on her zipper. She shot him a sideways glance. “Zipper’s stuck,” she said. Then she giggled. “I’m trapped!” she squeaked, followed by more giggling.
 

A very real and terribly embarrassing urge gripped him. To rip that fucking onesie to shreds off of Amy’s body, bury his stiff prick inside her and fuck the ever-loving shit out of her curvy body. He managed to get a grip. “Can I help you?” he asked with a nervous giggle of his own.
 

Amy laughed again and shook her head. “Never mind,” she said. She rolled back onto her side, reached around behind her bum and undid the two buttons holding the pee-flap in place. The flannel fell away exposing the tight winking circle of her anus and, beneath that, the lush, plump folds of her fat vagina.
 

Pierre’s cock hardened at the sight. It was covered with a downy fur that grew so short she never bothered waxing or shaving it. He gave two fingers a quick lick then pressed them against her folds. His eyes widened when he found her wet and ready. “Ma cherie?” he asked.
 

She smiled over her shoulder at him. “I was dreaming about you,” she whispered.
 

He was up on his knees in an instant. Looming over her, hand around his cock guiding it to her moist place. He groaned as the head split her petals and her loving juices soaked the tip of his prick before running down his shaft.
 

In a moment of clarity he realized how crass and selfish he was being. No kiss. No lube. Just finding the hole and sticking it in. Taking a page out of Ebuka’s playbook. No romance. Just fucking. “I’m…I’m sorry,” he muttered. “Is this alright? Is it okay like this?”
 

Amy wrinkled her nose at him as she smiled. “It’s fine, silly. It was my idea. Just don’t expect too much from me. I really am sleepy.
 

Just be a good slut and lie there then while I do my business.
 

The words shocked him as they formed in his mind. No doubt an echo of Ebuka’s rough dirty talk, too. But not anything he could ever, ever utter to Amy. She would be devastated if he ever said anything like that. Their lovemaking could often be passionate but it was never raunchy. Amy didn’t like that.
 

He wasn’t sure quite what to say in response so instead of saying anything he leaned over her and pressed his cock into her pussy. His eyes closed and he groaned as the hot, wet walls of her tight young snatch swallowed and held him. The feeling of her ripe vagina gripping him had cemented his love for her, along with his decision to ask for a divorce from Catherine. It had not lost it’s charm.
 

The muscles lining the walls of her vaginal column were pristine. They remained unstretched by age or childbirth. They possessed an uncanny ability to soak with hot lubricant within seconds of her even contemplating lovemaking. Each primary penetration was a study in sensual contrast between the cool, dry air in the room and the tight wet embrace of her insides.
 

This one was no different. He let out another low groan as his testicles came to rest against the soft flesh of her ass. His heightened state of arousal, however, proved to be a detriment. He held himself inside her, eyes closed, trying at once to savor and ignore the feeling of her gripping his cock with her pussy. It twitched and spasmed, the all-too-familiar tickle of an impending climax worming through it.
 

“Pierre? Is everything okay?” Amy asked.
 

“Fine,” he shot back, voice tight. “You just…you feel like heaven,” he muttered. Taking a deep breath he drew himself out of her, then squeezed back in.
 

“Aw. You’re so sweet,” she said. She reached behind herself and under his legs. Feathered the skin of his scrotum then gave his balls a gentle squeeze while wiggling her ass against him.
 

It proved too much.
 

His body shook. His mind focused like a laser pointer on his cock and balls. Delicious waves of pleasure emanated up from them. Amy’s damp palm on his nuts drove him over the brink. “Mwa—fuckhhhhhh…” he warbled as his climax swept through him.
 

“Oh!” Amy squeaked. She massaged his ball sack, staring at him and smiling as he unloaded inside her.
 

The orgasm filled him so full of pleasure he thought he might burst. As it sucked back into his brain a profound emptiness took it’s place. Not the pleasant post-coital relief he normally felt but a deep dissatisfaction that the act was over. He pulled his slimy cock out of Amy and couldn’t resist looking down at her pussy.
 

Small white spheres of translucent semen bubbled out from between her plump lips. They filled with air, then popped releasing the dank-fresh smell of two people fucking from inside her. He blushed and looked away when he saw her watching him. “Do you want a towel or something?” he asked, sheepish.
 

She smiled a little wider, pulled up the pee-flap, then did up the buttons to keep it in place. Rolled onto her back and drew her knees up towards her chest.
 

He frowned. “What are you doing?” he asked.
 

She shrugged. “Don’t get upset,” she said.
 

“I won’t. What is this?”
 

She shrugged again. “Who knows? Maybe a few of the little guys got through. A girl can dream can’t she?”
 

He sighed, sadness filling him at the one thing Amy wanted so badly that he couldn’t give her. “Baby,” he said, curling up next to her. “If I’d known you were out there I never would have…”
 

“Shush,” she said, pressing a finger to his lips. “I’m kind of just being silly. I kind of just like, you know, thinking about it and stuff. What it would be like.”
 

His heart squeezed even as a fresh arousal began between his legs. It had been Amy who had suggested adoption earlier that evening. He now realized that was in no way a possibility. Because Amy didn’t just want any old child. Amy wanted the whole experience. She wanted to walk the journey of a woman becoming a mother. She didn’t just want the snotty noses and kitchen floors covered in cheerios and all the joy that came with them.
 

Amy wanted to be bred.
 






Chapter Four

 


He was kept busy the next morning cleaning the remains of the after-party at the gallery where he volunteered. The show had been a smashing success. His inbox had been full of messages from the grey haired crowd that had attended, gushing about how well it had been curated.
 

He basked in the warm glow of this success as he scrubbed toilets and took out bags of garbage. The gallery was small and community run. He’d signed up as a volunteer as a sort of foil to endless days spent tending the front of the candy shop while Amy cooked up fantastical new recipes in the back. He hadn’t expected so much manual labor, some of it dirty, but he’d come to enjoy even that, taking pride in keeping the place tidy. The work also had the pleasant side-effect of keeping his mind on the task at hand.
 

By noon, with his chores done, his mind started wandering again. Back to the previous evening. To seeing Catherine getting absolutely railed by Ebuka. Then to his own wife, lovingly raising the back flap of her pyjamas, allowing him entrance into the very best part of her. The two memories wrapped around each other, tying themselves into tight knots until he couldn’t tell which one was turning him on and which one confusing him. Each seemed to be doing a bit of both.
 

He did his best to compartmentalize them. Stash them away in the dirty side of his brain to be pulled out when he needed them. Some morning when Amy felt the itch and his flesh was weaker than his mind was willing. He drove to the candy shop and arrived just as Amy was closing up. She only did a half day Sundays.
 

She waved when she saw him. Smiling, she twisted the deadbolt shut, then skipped down the steps and towards their Hyundai.
 

“How was it?” he asked, smiling as she ducked into the car.
 

“It was such a good day!” she exclaimed, clasping her hands together. “The farmer’s market is back on and there were a ton of people. I think I unloaded the entire inventory from last week!”
 

“Honey that’s amazing!” he cooed. He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. She’d been a very promising student in graduate school. He’d been certain she had a bright future in academia. It was only after they’d been married a year that she’d confessed where her heart truly lay.
 

Candy.
 

He’d been confused at first. Then slightly disappointed. But when he realized just how passionate Amy was about confectionery he’d put that all aside. He considered it a privilege to provide for her happiness in any way she desired. The idea of opening and operating a candy shop had taken some getting used to. He had been a distinguished professor, after all. To retire as a shop keep seemed…beneath him, somehow.
 

But he soon learned there was candy and then there was Candy. Amy didn’t mass-produce Sour Skeeters in her kitchen. She whipped up wondrous concoctions of saffron and maple-infused confectionery that sold for surprisingly high prices. And the people that came in to buy her creations were a cut above those that would mash a Mers bar into their mouth on their fifteen minute break.
 

Wives of doctors, lawyers and engineers. Some artists. People of class. People of culture. Which was how he’d connected with the art gallery. The whole thing had played out to a surprisingly delightful arrangement. He got to spend his days reading and waiting on the occasional customer. Amy spent her days making candy. Between his pension and their income from the shop they did remarkably well.
 

The only little rain cloud that lingered over their sunny life was his inability to give her what she truly wanted. A baby.
 

“Is everything okay?”
 

Amy’s question pulled him from his thoughts. He realized he’d been ruminating almost the entire drive home. He flashed her a sideways glance, along with a smile, and shook his head. “Just wandering through my thoughts,” he replied.
 

Amy flashed him her own funny look, then looked out the passenger window. “Are you thinking about her?” she asked.
 

“Her? Who?”
 

“Catherine,” she said.
 

He felt his face heat at her question. He hadn’t been directly thinking about Catherine at that moment. The memory of seeing her the night before, though, seemed to be more or less constantly floating around in the background of his thoughts. “Not really, no,” he half-lied.
 

“You don’t have to pretend you’re not,” Amy went on, as if she hadn’t heard his reply or didn’t believe it. “I can see how it would be kind of a big deal. Her showing up with that absolute stud of a man to your art show thing.”
 

He sensed her staring at him. Did his best not to let on that she was right. What really wedged itself into his noodle was hearing Amy call Ebuka an absolute stud. It was unlike her. Very unlike her. She normally acted like there were no other men in the world besides him. It was unsettling. And, somewhat unnervingly, intriguing. “I was a tad surprised when she showed up,” he admitted.
 

Amy eyed him for another minute or so before staring out her window again. “Do you think he’s doing her?” she asked.
 

Her directness and indiscretion caught him off guard. So much so that he drew in a quick breath and, along with it, a fleck of spittle onto his voice box. He erupted into a fit of coughing. Almost felt like he had to pull the car over before he finally managed to clear his throat. When he turned to Amy, she was watching him again. “That’s not a very kind way of asking that,” he chided Amy.
 

She rolled her eyes. “Okay daddy. It’s not like she’s here to hear it. It’s just us.” Amy could sometimes get a little prickly when he gave her advice or admonishment. For a long time he’d thought it was the difference in age between them. That because he was older she felt like he was being condescending. But seeing Catherine had reminded him of how much she hated getting any advice from him, too. “Sorry,” he muttered, not wanting to get into a thing about it.
 

A silence passed. Amy shifted in her seat, turning to face him. “So? Do you?” she prodded.
 

A frustration tightened inside him. He had no desire to pursue this conversation with Amy. Certainly had no intention of telling her what he’d done the previous night before coming home. He felt like he was being led into a mine field. “I didn’t really get a chance to ask. Too busy reading the results of my semen sample to the crowd and all that.”
 

Amy’s shoulders sank and the corners of her mouth turned down. Was that her lip starting to tremble?
 

“Oh, baby, I’m just needling you. It’s a joke. Please don’t go blowing it all out of proportion and getting upset about it.”
 

“I was just trying to make conversation,” she replied, pouting.
 

“I’m sorry,” he repeated. “Really I am. It’s just…thinking about that kind of stuff in the context of Catherine is…it can be…a little awkward.”
 

This seemed to perk her up. She sat up straighter in her seat and focused her eyes on him with an intense curiosity. “Awkward?” she asked, her interest obviously piqued by this little nugget. “Why? Because you used to…”
 

“Amy please!” he said. He shot her a scowl. “That was all in the past and I’d prefer keeping it there if you don’t mind.”
 

She didn’t look like she minded. She also didn’t look like she was going to let it go, either. 
 

He pulled into the alleyway that led to their garage, manoeuvring through the trash cans that lined it’s sides. Squeezed the car into the garage and clicked the remote to close the door. When he looked at Amy she was still studying him. “What?” he asked.
 

She shrugged. “Yeah I guess it would be weird. Thinking about your ex-wife, who looked stunning by the way, getting banged in the house you used to live in with her by a hot young…”
 

“Amy!” he snapped, surprising himself at how abrupt he sounded. He turned and frowned at her. To his surprise she didn’t react to his outburst in the slightest. Just kept staring at him like she knew something he didn’t want her to know. Something he wasn’t even sure he knew himself. If he didn’t know better he’d almost say she was…messing with him. Or trying to. This needed to be nipped in the bud. “Look it’s true that we had a messy breakup. That doesn’t mean I want anything but happiness for Catherine. We’re both over the divorce. I’ve moved on. She obviously has as well. What she does is her business. I just don’t want to go there is all. What? Why are you looking at me like that?” he demanded. He could have sworn she was fighting to suppress a smile.
 

The smile blossomed on her lips a moment later. It was unnerving seeing it. Like she had something on him with this Catherine line of questioning. “Would you please stop that?” he said.
 

“What?” she asked, giggling. “I’m just sitting here. It’s just funny that you’re getting so worked up. You normally don’t get worked up. About anything.”
 

“I am not getting worked up,” he explained, struggling to keep his temper in check. He didn’t like when Amy got these ideas into her head. Sure she didn’t like being babied but the fact was that she was younger and he did have more life experience than she did. And he liked it just fine thinking he was the one humoring her whims and moods and not the other way around. He was older and he was the man. It was the natural way of things. Here she was acting a little bit like a snot-nosed brat who’d scored a bit of gossip and couldn’t be more delighted.
 

“You seem pretty worked up to me. Barking at me to drop it,” she said, chuckling.
 

What the hell was it about her laughing about this that drove him crazy? He didn’t like this feeling of Amy thinking she was in control. “My love,” he began, trying a different tack. “Can we please just drop it? Please? It’s just not a conversation I want to have.”
 

She shrugged and opened the passenger side door. “Of course we can. I’m sorry. I was kind of just needling you anyways. I don’t actually care that your ex-wife is getting it from a hot black guy. I thought you might and that you might want to talk about it, is all.” She swung her legs out the door, stood up and shut it before he could get another word out.
 

He watched her walk into the house, jaw sagging at her indelicate description of what he knew to be true. It took a few minutes but he finally collected himself. Walked into the house to find Amy on the couch scrolling through her tablet. He smiled at her and she smiled back. He walked into his small home office at the back of the house and closed the door. Sat down at his desk and turned his monitor on so that if she walked in he could look like he was busy. What he really needed was some time to sort through his thoughts on the matter. That would hopefully alleviate the feelings he was having about it. Feelings he still wasn’t sure he had names for.
 






Chapter Five

 


Amy made burritos for dinner. They talked about the next show at the gallery and some new candy she was working on. Artisanal doughnut bites coated in a hard shell. When they finished eating he loaded the dishwasher and turned it on.
 

Amy wandered over to the counter and put her arms around his neck. Looked up at him and smiled. She stood up on her tippy toes and gave him a very platonic peck on the cheek. “I’m afraid I won’t be much use to you today,” she said quietly.
 

“What? What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked, worried that she was trying to reprise their conversation from earlier that afternoon.
 

“I’m just a little too tired for…it,” she replied, smiling sweetly.
 

“Oh,” he said, relief swelling through him. “Well I’m sorry to hear that.” He was almost happy to hear it. His time in the office hadn’t sorted much in his mind. He felt like he needed more time to exorcise the vaguely erotic fog seeing Catherine with Ebuka had left in his mind. Despite his need from the previous evening it felt a little too dirty having sex with Amy while the fog was still with him. He kissed her on the forehead. “Why don’t you go and watch your stories then?” he suggested. “I’ve got a few more emails to answer. I’ll be along in a bit.”
 

She looked up at him with her big baby blues and gave him a wide smile. “I love you,” she whispered, kissing him on the cheek again.
 

“I love you too,” he said. He gave her a pat on the ass as she turned to leave.
 

She wiggled it and giggled before disappearing up the stairs.
 

He stood there contemplating everything that had happened in the last twenty-four hours. Then he grabbed a soda from the fridge and traipsed back to his office at the back of the house. Opened his email to look like he was doing something in case she came back. He didn’t actually have any emails to send. What he needed was a little more time to himself. He cracked open the soda and took a swig, then leaned back in his office chair and put his hands behind his head.
 

His mind wandered on it’s own to Amy’s raunchy description of Catherine’s affair. It gave him a funny feeling thinking of his sweet young wife talking like that. The intersection of Amy and Catherine in his mind had always been a no-go zone. He didn’t like having them in the same room together. Something about two people who knew him so intimately forming any kind of relationship of their own had always made him queasy. Now it was as if a strange shroud had enveloped that idea. Amy’s raunchiness about Catherine was oddly…titillating.
 

Which inevitably led his mind further down the road to wondering what Catherine was up to this evening? A jolt of nerves shook him. He was decidedly not going to get in the car and drive back to Catherine’s place again. That would be crazy. It would also be vaguely illegal, peeping on her from her back porch to see if she was getting it from her handsome renter. That would make him some sort of pervert voyeur. And pervert voyeur did not mix well with candy-shop proprietor.
 

But the memories came fast and furious. The vision of Catherine getting plowed by Ebuka’s lean and muscular frame got his cock twitching in his lap. Something that never happened any more unless there was a very healthy amount of manual stimulation involved. Before long he was sporting a full-on rager of a boner and entertaining thoughts of pleasuring himself in his chair to make it go away.
 

And before he knew it he found himself, incredibly, tiptoeing to the front door and scooping up the keys into his hand. Easing quietly out the door and closing it just as quietly so Amy didn’t hear. The thought of Amy sent a shot of adrenaline jolting through him. What the hell would she say if she ever found out about this? He could very well be putting his current marriage in serious jeopardy. So why couldn’t he stop himself from starting the car and pulling out into the street?
 

The whole drive over he spent lecturing himself on what a stupid idea this was. Catherine was her own person now. She had her own life. If that life happened to involve a large black man doing things to her she’d never let Pierre do then so be it. It was none of his business.
 

But that was just the rational part of his brain talking. The part he’d exercised so much over the years. Getting his doctorate. His professorship. Now it seemed small and unnecessary. Now the only part of his mind that seemed to matter was the reptilian slab that wouldn’t stop whispering “just one more time” over and over again.
 

So he found himself parking the car around the corner from his old house. Once again sneaking close to the bushes and trees in the darkness as he navigated into the backyard and up onto the deck.
 

The light was on in the bedroom. That gave him another surge of adrenaline and energy. He leaned over the deck railing and peered in.
 

Nothing. No Catherine, no Ebuka. But he heard voices from deeper inside the house. Realized they must be either in the living room or the kitchen. His lizard brain said a tiny prayer that it was the kitchen. The living room windows faced out onto the street. There was nowhere to hide in front of them. If they were in there there was no way he would risk trying to spy on them and being seen by one of the neighbors. Stepping down off the deck he walked up the narrow alley between Catherine’s house and the neighbors. Kept close to the wall and kept glancing out to the street to make sure no one was passing by. When he reached the kitchen window he took a deep breath and let it out in a quiet exhale. Got up on his toes and peered over the window ledge into the brightly lit kitchen. His heart skipped a beat.
 

Catherine and Ebuka were both sitting at the table. Ebuka was wearing navy colored slacks and a white shirt. No tie and the top button was undone. But Catherine? Catherine had on the skimpiest negligee he’d ever seen her wearing. A little white thing that barely covered her torso. She was sitting cross-legged and watching Ebuka eat.
 

“Did you like it?” she asked.
 

Ebuka chewed his food for a moment then set down his fork and dabbed at the corners of his mouth with a napkin. “It was very good,” he said. He leaned back in his chair.
 

Catherine locked eyes with him with that sultry stare he’d seen her give the night before.
 

Pierre’s stomach tightened at the possibility that he was going to witness another tryst.
 

“Did you have a long day?” Catherine asked, folding her arms under her breasts. It had the effect of hoisting them slightly.
 

He watched Ebuka’s eyes sink to her chest.
 

Ebuka leaned over the table, picked up the glass of water next to his plate and took a sip. Setting it down he patted his mouth with the napkin again. “Why do you ask me this?” he said.
 

“Just trying to be polite,” Catherine said, sounding a little defensive.
 

“You don’t really care though, do you?” Ebuka asked.
 

Catherine glared at him for a moment, then shrugged. “Not really,” she said.
 

Ebuka put a hand on the table and stared back at her. “You’re just biding your time there watching me eat. Waiting to be treated like a whore again. Aren’t you?”
 

Catherine flashed her half-smirk and looked off to one side for a second, then back at Ebuka. “So what if I am?”
 

Her question set Pierre’s arousal sizzling. This woman he’d been so intimate with for so long, talking dirty to her new lover made for an electric thrill. A vague guilt formed inside him and worked it’s way through his chest, down into his guts, then down lower still into his groin. How hysterical would Amy get if she knew what he was doing right now? She could never find out.
 

Ebuka’s chair scraped along the tile as he pushed it away from the table.
 

Catherine’s eyes darted to his lap and widened for a moment before she looked away. As if she felt guilty for wanting what she wanted so desperately. Because that was sure as shit what it looked like.
 

“Come over here,” Ebuka said.
 

She put her hands on the table and pushed her own chair back. When she made to stand Ebuka raised a hand.
 

“Not like that,” he said, shaking his head. “On the floor. On your knees. You can come crawling for it.”
 

Catherine’s back stiffened. Her lips went tight.
 

Pierre suppressed a guffaw. Despite what he’d seen the night before he couldn’t believe Catherine would let anyone talk to her like that. Certainly not as a prelude to sex. He braced himself for the inevitable storm that Ebuka’s command was bound to unleash. He gasped when, instead, Catherine slipped off of the chair and down onto her hands and knees on the floor.
 

She kept her eyes on the ground as she crawled around the table. Came to a stop just in front of Ebuka’s leather shoes. She raised her eyes to his. “Like this?” she asked, her hunger for him made obvious by how she was looking up at him.
 

Ebuka leaned forward. He rested one elbow on his knee. He brought his other hand up and cupped Catherine’s chin. “I’ll give it to you only if you ask nicely,” he said, gazing into her eyes.
 

Catherine blinked a few times. As if she were steeling herself for what she was being made to say.
 

Pierre held his breath.
 

“Tell me what you want,” Ebuka said.
 

Catherine’s mouth opened and closed a few times. Pierre could tell this was as difficult for her to endure as it was for him to watch. And yet there was something powerfully arousing about it. This young alpha so completely confident in the power bestowed to him by his sexual tool that he was willing to risk the wrath of an uptight middle-aged woman, not to mention a sexless evening, by humiliating her to show his dominance. It was completely inappropriate in every possible way. Which was probably what made it so riveting.
 

Catherine’s eyes sank to Ebuka’s lap. Her eyes seemed to glaze over as her mind focused on a singular purpose. “I want your fat black cock in my whore mouth,” she said quietly.
 

Ebuka nodded but remained silent.
 

“I want your hard cock in the back of my throat making me gag,” Catherine went on.
 

Pierre’s eyeballs nearly popped out of his skull.
 

Catherine raised her eyes to meet Ebuka’s gaze again. “Ebuka please,” she whispered. “I need it.”
 

It would have been shocking just hearing her speak the words. It was made mind-bendingly erotic by the the sincerity and sheer desperation in her tone.
 

Ebuka moved his legs apart. He leaned back in his chair and, one by one, undid the buttons of his shirt. As he peeled it away from his dark flesh, Catherine’s eyes fell to the rock-hard muscles of his toned abdomen. She scurried closer. Put her hands on his stomach and ran them along the ridges of muscle. Leaned in closer, stuck her tongue out and swept a lascivious lick along his flesh. “Oh god,” she said, voice shuddering. “I need it so bad…”
 

Ebuka leaned forward, grabbed the hem of her negligee and pulled it up over her head. He tossed it aside and reclined in his chair again. “Up on your knees,” he said.
 

Catherine dutifully rose up onto just her knees. Arms at her sides, holding perfectly still while Ebuka inspected her naked body.
 

He reached out and pinched her nipple, which made her wince. Clamped it hard between his finger and thumb, then slowly twisted it. First to the right, then to the left.
 

Catherine’s body swayed in the direction of his twisting. Her expression was pained. The corners of her eyes filled with tears.
 

Ebuka twisted right again and this time held it until Catherine’s whole body started shaking. He released his grip and unzipped his pants. Reached in with one hand, all the while staring straight at Catherine. “You are the most obedient slut I’ve ever bedded. You deserve this.” He pulled out his dark instrument, massaging the head between his fingers and thumb.
 

Catherine’s eyes widened and glazed over as she stared at his organ. For a fleeting moment Pierre thought her tongue might loll out one side of her mouth. She had the focus of a Labrador retriever staring at a ball about to be thrown.
 

“Now,” Ebuka said, releasing his hand from his cock. “Now you can put your mouth on it.”
 

Again Catherine shuffled forward. Pressing her palms against his thighs, she lowered her mouth and slurped his cock in. Her neck elongated as she moved lower onto it, cheeks hollowing as she sucked life into his member.
 

Ebuka leaned back in his chair again. He put one hand on the backrest, the other on the back of Catherine’s head. With each thrust of her face he drove her lower onto his prick, driving it deeper into her throat and rewarding her begging. After a few of these he pressed her head down until the tip of her nose nearly touched his abs. He held here there.
 

Pierre’s gaze was glued to Catherine’s face. He watched her turn increasingly deeper shades of red. Through it all she didn’t budge. Didn’t move so much as a millimetre. Finally Ebuka wrapped his fist in her hair and yanked her off of his cock.
 

She emerged from the humiliating pose like a swimmer too long underwater. Her jaw fell slack and she hauled in a monstrous breath that she exhaled a moment later in a series of sputtering coughs. Her face was a mess. Long strands of slimy drool dripped from her lips onto her breasts. 
 

Ebuka’s penis stood proudly at attention. A rigid arch of flesh, the tip pointed at his pectorals. He grinned. “Is that what you wanted?” he asked.
 

Catherine, her head still pulled back by his fist, gave a stiff nod. “Yes,” she panted.
 

Ebuka let go of her hair. “Get up on the table. Legs in the air,” he commanded. He stood slowly up as Catherine scrambled to her feet. Undid the belt and button of his pants and sent them tumbling to the ground as she mounted the table and drew her legs up into the air. Stepped out of the puddle of fabric still wearing his shoes. He kicked those off as he walked to the table, then grabbed Catherine by the waist and pulled her up to the edge where his dark rod hovered ominously above her bare slit.
 

“I need it in me,” Catherine said.
 

Ebuka drew his hands up along the sides of her body. He palmed her breasts and kneaded them, then slid his palms back down. He grabbed his cock with one hand and pointed it at her pussy. “You are a beautiful woman, Catherine,” he said quietly. He tilted his hips forward and pressed the head of his cock against the soaked lips of her cunt. “If my seed would take inside you I would gladly leave you with a little memento of our time together.” Before he’d finished the sentence he plunged his hard cock into her pussy and drove it in to the hilt.
 

“Oh god!” Catherine moaned. Her body shook with pleasure, her hands clawing at the air like she needed to steady herself against the sudden intrusion into her person.
 

Ebuka offered his.
 

She laced her fingers through his and clung to him.
 

Pierre shuddered. The memories of him and Catherine dirty-talking breeding fantasies were distant. Seeing and hearing them coming to life again, this time with her new lover, shook him to his core.
 

Ebuka started driving in and out of her. Slowly at first as she squirmed, adjusting to his girth. When he’d stretched her enough he picked up speed. The table scraped across the floor.
 

Pierre winced, remembering how much they’d paid to replace the tile when he’d still lived there. But his attention was quickly reclaimed by the scene when Catherine started moaning, begging Ebuka to fuck her harder.
 

Ebuka indulged her. Grabbing her hips he started drilling in and out, the wet sounds sloshing from her pussy pouring out of the kitchen window and floating off into the night air.
 

Catherine came with a powerful shudder, her head to one side, eyes squeezed tightly shut. Her legs shook.
 

Ebuka let go of her hands and grabbed her ankles. He splayed her thighs open wide and looked down between them at his cock disappearing inside her.
 

As Catherine stirred from her sexual torpor she put her hands on the table and rose up to a half-sit. She flung a hand around the back of Ebuka’s neck and pulled herself closer to him.
 

He growled and put a hand on her chest to push her away.
 

She persisted. Her other arm wrapped around his back and she pulled herself closer still. She licked, then kissed his neck. Licked his lips. Plunged her tongue into his mouth in a deep kiss.
 

His resolve to keep the romance out of their coupling seemed to wane. He tipped his head to one side and returned her kiss. His body erupted into an aggressive, jerking fuck as Catherine ran one hand up and down his back.
 

She pulled her mouth away from his and looked up into his eyes. Her stiff tits shook with his thrusts. “Put it in me,” she whispered. “Give me all of it. I want all that black seed inside me,” she implored.
 

Pierre watched Ebuka lose control of himself. His eyes came up and met Catherine’s and his body started twitching, his cock buried deep inside her.
 

Catherine flashed an insane-looking smile, legs wrapping around his thighs to keep him in deep. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Give me all of it,” she said, eyes falling to his throbbing prick.
 

Ebuka let out a loud whoop. His hips jolted forward, his cock tunnelling fully into her cunt.
 

Pierre saw his two heavy balls rising and falling as Ebuka dumped his payload into Catherine. His brain took a snapshot he would remember forever: Catherine’s fair complexion plastered against Ebuka’s dark frame, their bodies conjoined at the midriff.
 

Ebuka drew out and slammed back in.
 

A brief laugh from Catherine turned into a mewl. With the next thrust she was coming again. Creaming all over Ebuka’s cock, their shared liquids seeping out from inside her.
 

Ebuka finished himself off with another half-dozen thrusts into Catherine. His hips stopped swaying and he held himself half-in her. He looked up to see her gazing lovingly at him.
 

The look on Catherine’s face was astonishing. A desperately adoring expression that, for a moment, Ebuka looked like he was going to ignore. He didn’t. He leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips.
 

The most electric, erotic moment came when they both closed their eyes and held the kiss. Two lovers tasting each other, not wanting to leave the moment behind.
 

Pierre realized he had again sprouted another painful erection. He blinked, trying to clear the stars in his eyes. He watched as Ebuka pulled away from Catherine and drew the tips of two fingers along her lips. “I’m sorry. I can’t have any romance,” he said quietly.
 

Catherine sighed and her shoulders slumped. “I know,” she said. “I know.”
 

Ebuka stepped back. His dark staff had deflated and it slipped out of Catherine’s pussy and smacked wetly against his leg. He didn’t look at her again. Instead he turned, scooped up his clothes and left the room without another word.
 

Catherine sat staring at the doorway where he’d disappeared for a long time. Eventually she turned her eyes down to her crotch. She pulled one side of her pussy lips apart with a finger. Bent forward and stared at the creamy liquid oozing from her. She pressed two fingers inside herself. Pushed them in and pulled them out a few times before scooping out a dollop of mess. She brought it up to her face. Stared at it, then sniffed it. Then she shoved the fingers into her mouth and sucked them like a vampire feeding on a neck.
 






Chapter Six

 


His body was shaking on the drive home. He couldn't help but run and re-run the memories of what he'd just seen through his mind. Catherine acting utterly depraved with her lover. Shameless and submissive, seemingly willing to do anything to satisfy her new craving. That in itself was shocking enough. Equally disturbing was her descent into politically incorrect profanity. Her unabashed begging for, as she’d so disturbingly referred to it…big black cock.
 

Just thinking the words made him shiver. His face flushed as he imagined his old colleagues at the faculty hearing someone call it that. There weren’t enough smelling salts in the world to deal with the outrage. And the students! What space was safe when a penis like that was unsheathed? A jumble of less upsetting euphemisms tumbled through his mind:
 

African American penis? Except Ebuka was Nigerian so…Nigerian penis? That didn’t sound right. African penis didn’t, either. Both had a whiff of derision. He wasn’t sure why. They just did. Because the black in black cock wasn’t so much about it being from here or there or anywhere but rather about it being different. Different not in the diverse way that was all the rage these days. Different in a bad way. Like not being inclusive different. A big dark thing going into a small pinkish-white thing. Something once taboo, now sanctioned but not in that way. Not in the way that gave him these incredibly scintillating erotic feelings.
 

Was this racist? Was he a racist? Surely not. He didn’t think any less of Ebuka for his black cock. That black cock had done what a white cock never could. Because it was black. And huge. And Ebuka was an upstanding young man studying to become a doctor to go back and help his people. Nothing derisive about that. And yet Catherine seemed to only want him for his big black cock which, in Pierre’s mind, quickly became a Big Black Cock. Did that make her a racist? That she only wanted him for his dark tool? That she was distilling this young man’s identity to polishing the ebony knob that dangled between his legs? It was all so confusing and somehow felt completely inconsequential to the other piece of this puzzle that was on his mind.
 

Seed.
 

Strong black seed from a strong black man. Catherine was desperate for it. Ravenous. Obviously she didn’t want another baby. She was too old for that anyway. Also obvious was that there was something about starting the baby, the impregnation, the breeding of her person that gave her very erotic feelings. She wanted that black seed. She’d said as much herself. And that intersected with a problem that was much, much closer to home for Pierre.
 

Amy.
 

His sweet Amy who so wanted a baby and who he so wanted to please but couldn’t because of the absolutely immovable obstacle of his failed vasectomy reversal.
 

When those two thoughts twisted together inside his brain he had to pull over on the side of the road. Get out and lean on the roof of the car and do some deep breathing exercises. He walked a few hundred yards up the sidewalk and back again. Enough to steady his heart and calm his breathing so he could get back in the car and drive the rest of the way home.
 

Which he did in a zombie-like trance. The proposition his mind presented was preposterous. Out of this world fantastical and something that would obviously never happen. He was about as likely to convince Amy to sleep with Catherine’s new boyfriend as he was to convince Ebuka to impregnate his young wife. It was a completely unworkable, totally untenable idea. But try as he did he could not stop imagining what it would look like. Amy with her pleasantly plump thighs hoisted up on Ebuka’s haunches getting the ever loving fuck drilled out of her by that long, fat dong and being left with a batch of baby batter in her innards that would undoubtedly take.
 

He felt a great deal of shame at, after pulling into the garage, whipping out his own rigid cock and furiously jerking it until a gush of ejaculate splattered up onto the steering wheel. The shame only deepened when caving to his craving did nothing to relieve the tension between his legs.
 

He opened the door, exited the car and walked into the house. Slipped in as quietly as he’d slipped out and took his shoes off so the hard soles wouldn’t clack along the floor as he went upstairs. He heard a noise and froze. Turned his head to one side to try and make out what it was. Buzzing. A distant, muffled buzzing like a food processor had been left on somewhere. Beneath it, very faintly, he heard another sound. Panting? Definitely panting. Panting and…mewling? It was tinny. Like a mosquito buzzing close to the ear. But it was there. Panting, mewling, buzzing? He caught his breath.
 

Amy was still up. Up in the bedroom with the door closed. And if the sounds were what he thought they were then she was masturbating. That caused another bout of arousal and confusion to swirl through him. What he wanted most was to go up there and join her. Strip his clothes, hop into bed and give her the real thing instead of the porn she was obviously watching. What he wanted least was to further complicate this narrative that he’d spun. To somehow affirm the very taboo and outrageously outlandish idea his mind had concocted of Amy being bred by Ebuka.
 

Professor Pierre, upscale candy-shop proprietor and sometimes gallery volunteer rolled his eyes and shook his head and told him to get a grip on himself. But that Pierre took a backseat to the Pierre who was standing in the hallway of his house, a half-boner still sprouting in his pants despite just having jerked off. The one listening to his wife masturbating and getting turned on by the idea of her getting her pussy jammed by a thick slab of black junk attached to a strong black man.
 

He crept up the stairs, careful to skip the fourth for the squeak, padded down the hallway and pressed his ear to the door of the bedroom. The buzzing got louder. The mewling and panting less tinny. And now a third sound was added to the cacophony. An occasional, random high-pitched “unh” coming from his wife, his Amy, as she reacted to the buzzing between her legs.
 

He knew it was dangerous to open the door. Amy would be mortified if he walked in on her like that. She knew he knew she masturbated, sure. But because of her age, or maybe in spite of it, she could be so very prudish about these things. Still, he wanted desperately to know what she looked like. Pleasuring herself in their bed. And to what? He couldn’t help but wonder. Again curiosity got the better of him.
 

He took a deep breath and held it. Wrapped his hand slowly around the door knob and gave it the slightest twist. There was no light coming from beneath the door and the hall lights were off so even if Amy were, for some reason, pointing the wrong direction on the bed, she still might not notice a tiny crack between the door and the frame. He said a silent prayer that she wouldn’t. Then he went for it.
 

The one eye peering through the crack went wide and white. The color drained from his face. His heart fluttered inside his chest.
 

Amy had her tablet propped up on a pillow to her side. The movie playing was a woman on all fours, face down against the carpet. Standing over her was a mountain of a man. A very, very black man with a very, very long and thick penis.
 

Pierre stifled a gasp and felt his blood run cold at the sight of it. Amy was masturbating to interracial porn? Why?!?
 

The man had his hands on the woman’s hips, cock inside her pussy, sawing in and out as he grunted over top her. Amy’s legs were splayed. The bulbous head of her vibrator was pressed against her clit. She had a dildo stuffed inside her snatch and was pumping it in and out of herself.
 

Pierre stifled a groan. His cock engorged and firmed.
 

“Breed that bitch,” someone in the background said.
 

“Unh!” Amy squeaked.
 

“Breed that bitch!” someone in the movie shouted.
 

“Unh!” Amy squeaked again, higher this time. Her lips moved.
 

His eyes moved to her mouth. They opened wider as he made out what she was whispering.
 

“Breed that bitch!” another man in the video called out.
 

“Breed that bitch,“ he saw Amy whisper.
 

Arousal wrapped itself around him like a constricting snake. He felt like he couldn’t breathe. At the same time he felt like he was flying. Like this was a natural, logical progression of events. Like things couldn’t have happened any other way.
 

“Breed that bitch good!” someone chanted.
 

“Breed that bitch,” he whispered.
 

“Unh!” Amy squawked.
 

His eyes moved from the screen to her face. A snarl of tortured pleasure curled one corner of her lip.
 

“Fuck!” the man fucking on the screen cried out.
 

“Fuck!” the woman beneath him shouted. “Fuck me full of come! Gimme’ that come! Fucking breed me!”
 

The man hammered into her hard and fast.
 

Amy pressed the vibrator tighter against her clit. Her lip started to tremble.
 

Pierre’s eyes darted from the porn to her face.
 

The man in the video, having expended, pulled his cock out of the woman’s pussy and a river of his semen gushed out of her.
 

“Breed that bitch. Breed that bitch,” Amy whispered. “Unh!” Then, closing her eyes, “breed me…breed me…breed me!” Her body erupted in a violent shaking as she came. Her toes curled and her eyes rolled back inside her head then closed. She pumped the dildo in and out and for a passing moment a contralto wail rang out from her lips before she clapped a hand over her face.
 

Pierre realized the moment was perfect to extract himself. Against every searing instinct in his body, to lunge into that room and throw himself onto the bed, he managed to quietly close the door without a click. He stood in the darkness staring at the wall next to him. Amy’s expression haunted his memory. Her pre-orgasmic muttering of breed me…breed me…breed me ratcheted the tension in his nuts.
 

He shuffled off down the stairs. Back to the front door where he opened it again, then closed it with an audible thud that would surely be heard upstairs. He gave a loud yawn and threw his car keys onto the metal tray beneath the mirror. He stood there for a few moments with his eyes closed, squeezing every muscle he could flex and thinking about the most unsexy thing he’d ever had done: his vasectomy. Eventually his cock softened and sagged, resting in his briefs. But the ache of arousal never fully went away. Not from his brain and not from in between his legs.
 

And that was very worrying.
 






Chapter Six

 


He slept on the couch that night. He wasn’t entirely sure why. He wanted to be close to Amy. Physically, at least. He craved the feeling of her soft body against him. The gentle purr of her light snore as she slept.
 

But he was simultaneously terrified of seeing her. Terrified that he might let slip a detail or a comment that would arouse her suspicion. That he might out himself about having gone to Catherine’s house two evenings in a row to spy on her as she got her brains banged out by Ebuka.
 

That terror gripped him as he brushed his teeth the next morning. He had always thought of himself as a reasonable, rational person. The thoughts haunting him were not either of those things. Yes, Amy wanted a baby. Yes, Catherine had decided to re-enter his life with her new lover who was fit, smart and virile. Yes, his own capacity for reproduction had been irreparably curtailed. Yes, he somehow found the knowledge that his ex-wife was being banged by a black stud and the prospect of that same stud seeding Amy, immensely thrilling.
 

But the combination of the three could not possibly be a reasonable solution to all their problems. Rational or not this was a moral question. Wasn’t it? Surely there would be some sort of legal implications to Ebuka siring a child with Amy? Pierre had no idea about the details and was too busy being dumb-founded by the fact that he was even contemplating any of this to worry about them.
 

He rinsed his tooth brush, rinsed out his mouth and stood up tall in front of the mirror. He shook his head. “You’re crazy,” he whispered.
 

“Who you talking to?” Amy asked, rubbing her eyes and traipsing into the bathroom. She hoisted up the t-shirt she’d worn to be and peeled down her underwear then sat on the toilet.
 

He blushed at being in the room while she relieved herself. Flashed an awkward smile and moved towards the door. “Just muttering to myself,” he said.
 

“Oh. Hey why’d you sleep on the couch last night? I came down looking for you ‘cause I got worried when you didn’t come to bed.”
 

“Huh? Oh…yeah. I…ended up working late and didn’t want to wake you. Did you have a nice evening?” he asked.
 

Amy shrugged. “It was alright.” She looked up at him and smiled a mischievous smile. “I kind of regretted telling you I was tired though.” She wiped, donned her underwear and shirt and stood up in front of him. “I got to feeling kind of frisky,” she whispered, leaning up to kiss his cheek.
 

He let out a funny-sounding chortle. The question is that why I saw you jilling to a big black cock fucking a white pussy? bounced around loudly in his mind. He bit the inside of his cheek, focusing on the pain in the hopes it would quiet the thought or make it go away. It didn’t.
 

For a moment he thought of dismissing everything that had been running through his mind the last few days. But there was one thing he knew he would have to deal with sooner or later. And maybe this wasn’t the best state of mind with which to confront that question. But the conversation needed to be had and it seemed as good a time as any. “Hey we’ve got a bit of time before we have to open the shop. Can I talk to you a sec?”
 

Amy’s happy expression turned more serious. “Uh, sure? Is everything okay?” she asked. He saw worry forming on the creases in her forehead.
 

“Absolutely fine,” he reassured her. “I just…it’s something I’ve been meaning to bring up and I don’t just want to stash it away and not talk about it because it’s difficult.”
 

“Pierre? You’re scaring me,” Amy said. “Can you just tell me what this is ab…”
 

“It’s about your baby,” he blurted.
 

Her eyes shot open wide.
 

“I mean the baby that you want, is what I mean,” he corrected. He couldn’t help but wonder and worry that he’d made a huge mistake bringing it up. Amy could be so fragile sometimes. He reached out and put a hand on her arm when she furrowed her brow again. “If now’s not a good time then…”
 

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s fine. Just…let me go put on some clothes.”
 

“How about I get the coffee going?”
 

She gave a nod before disappearing back into the bedroom.
 

His pulse quickened as he walked down the stairs. He had no idea what he was going to say to Amy. No game plan. No grand strategy or solutions to offer. This whole thing with Catherine and Ebuka had tipped the balance on the baby situation, though. Crazy as it was it had gotten him thinking even more about Amy and the baby she so wanted. And other ways of getting babies that a surgically impotent husband could offer his beautiful wife.
 

He poured some grounds into a coffee filter and filled the pot with water that he poured into the coffee machine. It was half full by the time Amy descended the stairs and joined him in the kitchen. He pulled a mug out of the cupboard and poured it half-full of the dark and steaming liquid before handing it to Amy.
 

“Thanks,” she said. She hunched up her shoulders and took a deep whiff. Same way she did every morning. Despite his request that they begin a very difficult conversation this early in the morning she seemed to be treating it like any other day. Which was a relief. She took a slow sip and set the mug down on the counter. “So? Where’s this coming from all of a sudden?” she asked.
 

He drew in a quiet breath and walked over to the table. Pulled out a chair and took a seat, fidgeting with his fingers. “It’s not all of a sudden,” he said. “I’ve been thinking about this since the night of the opening. Since…” He paused.
 

“Since I barged in and made you read the results of your failed vasectomy reversal out loud in front of everyone?” Amy asked, voice dripping with sarcastic self-deprecation.
 

He let a gentle smirk form on his lips. “Since that. Yeah.”
 

Thankfully Amy chuckled.
 

He was glad to see she’d lightened up about the blunder. She could sometimes be quite obsessive about her social clumsiness. The last thing that he needed clouding his thoughts was worry about her state of mind and self-esteem. She seemed fine. “So listen. I don’t have any solutions to offer here. But I wanted to start the conversation because we need to have it. I wanted you to know that I’m thinking about it. And I want to hear if you have any ideas?”
 

Amy sighed, picked up her coffee and brought it over to the table. She sat down across from him and took another sip before setting the mug down in front of her. She shook her head. “I don’t know. I haven’t given it too much thought. I know…” She paused and glanced at him, as if checking in to see if he was up for hearing what she had to say next.
 

He leaned in and folded his hands over hers. “Amy,” he said. “I know how important this is to you. I went through a very uncomfortable, very expensive procedure to try and fix this problem. It didn’t work. And so the problem’s still there. I think all we can do is both be honest with each other about what we’re willing to try next.”
 

She looked at him for a few moments, then nodded. She leaned back in her chair. “I don’t know. I guess a part of me thinks maybe I should just give up on this. What I was going to say is that I know there are other options. But they all seem like such a hassle. So…clinical. You know? I guess…I guess that wasn’t what I wanted this to be about. I know that probably sounds spoiled. It wasn’t just about having the baby.”
 

His chest constricted and the muscles between his legs went tight. He’d been right. Even if she wouldn’t say it outright part of this was surely about Amy wanting to be bred. He’d have to tiptoe carefully around that. She’d probably scream in horror and run away if he put it anywhere close to that way. He decided to try and lead the conversation a bit instead of waiting for her to get the courage to tell him what she really wanted. “So you think adoption isn’t something we should consider?” he asked.
 

Amy scrunched her nose up. She looked at him through narrowed eyes. “I don’t know. I don’t think so. I mean it might be for some people but…I don’t know if it’s for me. For us, I mean,” she added.
 

He gave a slow nod. “I understand. Of course. I understand.”
 

She nodded. “Thanks,” she said.
 

He took a breath and waited a beat before going on. “You know there are other ways to get you…I mean there are other options if you actually want to carry the baby.” A strange and entirely unwanted excitement began buzzing in his belly. They were getting closer. Closer to talking about Amy becoming pregnant in ways that the miracles of modern science might enable. The buzzing in his stomach vibrated a little faster. His cock lazily flopped from one side of his underwear to the other. Why was this his reaction? Why was the idea of Amy getting pregnant by another man, or at least another man’s seed, making him react like this? Shouldn’t he be jealous?
 

He saw her get visibly uncomfortable. Her back stiffened. She picked up her cup and drank from it slowly, holding it up to her face for a long time like she was trying to hide behind it. He waited, leaning back in his chair and trying to look as unassuming as possible so she didn’t feel pressured.
 

She glanced up at him over the rim of her mug before setting it back down on the table. She sighed. “You mean like going to a sperm bank or whatever they’re called?”
 

“That’s what I mean, yes,” he replied. The buzzing changed into a humming inside him. The closer they got to broaching the most taboo possibility, the more excited it seemed to make him.
 

Amy gave him a slightly sappy, slightly sad smile. “You know, and please don’t be mad, I…I actually looked into that.”
 

“You did?” he asked. His heart skipped a beat. The fact that she’d already looked into it meant she really did want this. She really wanted the experience of being pregnant. But from the way she looked something about his suggestion didn’t seem to sit well with her.
 

“I did,” she admitted. “It’s just…it’s so expensive and like you said you just paid all that money for the surgery and…I don’t know…” she trailed off.
 

He took her hand in his. “Sweetheart. Listen to me. This is obviously very important to you. And it’s one of the most consequential experiences a person can have, becoming a parent.” His insides started flopping the more he talked to her about this. “Yes it would be expensive. But I don’t want you even thinking about that. We have the store. We have my pension. We can make it work if it’s what you decide you want.”
 

The thought of Amy getting pregnant with a turkey baster was nowhere nearly as erotic as the final possibility. The thousands of dollars it would cost weren’t helping. But he’d do it if she wanted. If it came to that he’d suck it up and do it and never regret a thing.
 

He sat there holding her hand, the silence growing more awkward between them. He could tell by the look in her eyes that her mind was still whirring. That there was still something she was thinking about. Perhaps the same thing he was contemplating? Was Amy thinking what he was thinking? Was she considering an alternative method but too embarrassed to bring it up? He steeled his nerves and took the plunge. “There is…there is of course another way,” he blurted.
 

When Amy looked up at him her gaze was sharp and focused. She sat up straighter and worked her hand free of his grasp. Her eyes darted to one side, then the other. For a moment she looked like she was in a fight or flight response. Her body getting ready to run her mind away from this uncomfortable thing they had to face. “You mean,” she said in a whisper.
 

His cock unfurled in his underwear again. Here they were. About to confront a very indelicate reality together. And Amy hadn’t immediately written it off. Might she actually contemplate something like this? “I mean there are more natural ways to go about it.”
 

Her lips parted. Eyes widened and then she blinked a few times. Like she couldn’t believe he’d just said it out loud. “You mean natural like how we do it.” A statement not a question.
 

It thrilled him to no end. That Amy was sitting there holding this disturbing thought inside her mind. Looking like she was actually contemplating it as a possibility. A terrible shame swelled through him. This must have been an immensely difficult conversation for her. Here he was letting it titillate him instead of treating it with the gravitas it deserved. “I mean natural like how we do it, yes,” he said. A rush of arousal coursed through him.
 

She bit her lip. Her eyes wandered around the room as she contemplated what he was proposing. It seemed to take an eternity but she finally gave her head a shake and looked at him again. “Pierre,” she said quietly. “It’s so sweet that you’d…you’re just so thoughtful. It’s just that I don’t know if I could ever bring myself to…” She looked away. Then her eyes darted sideways. When they met his she quickly looked away again. “Wouldn’t that be like, a really hard thing for you?”
 

His heart soared and his cock hardened. She wasn’t diving head-first into this. But she also wasn’t running away screaming. And wouldn’t that be a hard thing was a far cry from I could never do that! Far enough to let him believe that she’d thought about this on her own as well. That this wasn’t an entirely novel proposition to her.
 

He felt his own trapped seed churning in his testicles. His face was hot. His whole body crackled with excitement. There must be something seriously wrong with me, he couldn’t help thinking. He leaned closer to her over the table. “I just want you to know that it’s something we could discuss,” he said, his voice low. “If you think about it and it’s something that you think you might want to consider then…I want you tell me that. And then we’ll take it from there.”
 

Amy started twirling her index fingers, one around the other. A sign he knew from experience meant that she was nervous but that she was thinking about it.
 

He didn’t want her to feel pressured. “Listen,” he began. “Why don’t we just leave it there for now. We’ll get on with our day. Go open the shop. Then maybe this evening we can go do something fun together?”
 

She seemed to appreciate the off-ramp. Her eyes twinkled and she smiled. “Like maybe ice cream on the boardwalk?”
 

He smiled back. “Like definitely ice cream on the boardwalk,” he replied.
 

Amy stood up. As she stepped towards him her hand caught the edge of the mug and sent it flying onto the floor. Coffee splashed all the way to the fridge. “Oh god! Oh god I’m so clumsy!” she said, hands on either side of her face. She jogged to the stove, grabbed two tea towels and threw them onto the mess. Scrunching them up in her hands she tried to mop up the spill. Mostly she just sent coffee under the fridge and towards the kitchen cupboards.
 

Pierre walked to the pantry, grabbed a fresh roll of paper towels and walked back to where she was on her hands and knees. He tore off six feet of paper and got on his knees next to her. “Here. This might be easier,” he said.
 

Amy lifted the tea towels up and turned them over. They’d barely absorbed anything. She looked down at the paper towel as it sucked up coffee off the floor, then at Pierre. “Well aren’t you clever,” she said, a glint in her eye.
 

“You know I kind of think I am,” he replied.
 

Amy started chuckling and he joined in. He finished soaking up the coffee and walked the sopping paper towels over to the garbage. When he turned back around Amy was standing right behind him.
 

She held out her arms and wrapped them around him in a hug. “I was just coming over to tell you how much I love you. And how lucky I am. To have found you,” she said quietly, her cheek pressed to his chest.
 

A loving warmth filled him at what she’d said. Beneath it dark tendrils of shameful pleasure taunted him. At the door they’d just swung open together. And at the fact that Amy seemed at least willing to consider stepping through it.
 






Chapter Seven

 


They drove to the shop together exchanging pleasantries. Pierre was glad their conversation hadn’t dampened Amy’s usual cheerful mood. She happily babbled about a new recipe she was going to try once she was finished the artisanal doughnut bites. When they arrived she immediately went back into the big commercial kitchen behind the storefront and started banging pots and pans, cheerfully humming to herself.
 

The task of opening up the shop for the day proved a welcome respite to Pierre. From the dark and heavy sexual thoughts he’d been having and from the memories of seeing Catherine with her lover. The sun was out, the sunlight streaming through the shop windows providing a powerful disinfectant for his brain. By the time the door was propped open and the open sign flipped in the window he felt almost like his old self again. He’d just settled into his chair behind the counter with the weathered copy of Old Man and the Sea he’d been re-reading when he heard the sound of a woman’s heels clacking on the wood floor. He set the book down on his chair, smoothed the front of his shirt as he stood up, smiling, to greet his first customer of the day. His smile faded almost instantly.
 

Catherine strolled slowly into the shop, eyeing the candy-filled shelves. She turned to face him. The corners of her mouth turned up in a small but sincere smile. “Hello Pierre,” she said.
 

His shock at seeing her was compounded by her appearance. She was wearing a short, black dress that ended midway down her well-toned thighs. She had on four inch heels and a delicate silver necklace hanging around her neck. The small clutch she was carrying would have been more suited to a formal evening out than a Monday morning visit to the candy shop. She looked spectacular.
 

“Catherine!” he said, regaining his wits. “What a…pleasant surprise!” He pulled his smile back on and stepped out from behind the counter. Paused, unsure of how to greet her. Aside from the gallery opening their last correspondence had been through their legal representatives.
 

She smiled a little wider. “Is it?” she asked, seeming almost playful.
 

“I…it’s certainly unexpected. But yes, of course, you’re always most welcome here. Would you like a seat? I can bring a chair in from the…”
 

“I’m fine standing, thank-you,” she said.
 

“A coffee then?” he asked. “Tea?”
 

“All caffeinated up, thanks,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t mean to be a bother.”
 

“No bother at all!” he reassured her. He stiffened as she stepped towards him. That tension left him when she pressed her cheek to his in greeting. An old, familiar warmth coursed through him. It was nice to see her again. Nice to see she’d finally moved on from the divorce, if that’s what this was.
 

“It’s nice to see you again,” she said, taking a step back.
 

That caught him off guard too. Catherine seeming downright friendly. “It’s lovely to see you as well,” he said.
 

She took another look around the shop. “The place is lovely,” she said. “Very cute. And I’m sure you know you’re getting rave reviews around town. I thought I’d finally come see it myself.”
 

“I’m…so happy you’re here,” he replied, embarrassment at spying on her twisting through him.
 

“That’s very kind of you. I’m sorry it’s been so long. It took…it took a while for me to work through things,” she said.
 

He opened his mouth but had trouble coming up with a polite response. “I…it’s understandable. I’m…” he hesitated, not sure whether she was as stable as she appeared to be.
 

She chuckled and looked down at the ground for a moment. “Don’t worry. I’m not here to fly off the handle,” she said.
 

He laughed as well. “What brings you in?” he asked.
 

When she looked back up at him there was a kindness in her eyes, which made him feel even more certain she was being sincere. “I wanted to apologize about the other evening.”
 

“Apologize?” he asked, puzzled. “For what?”
 

“For crashing your gallery opening. I probably could have picked a better time to try and…normalize our relationship, I guess.”
 

“Oh nonsense,” he scoffed.
 

She held up a hand. “No. I mean it. I’ve been seeing a therapist and one of the things he’s been talking about is practising kindness. My motives that night weren’t entirely kind and I wanted to come clean.”
 

That got his spidey-sense tingling. He braced himself for what she might mean. “Oh?”
 

“I hope you don’t mind me coming in and sharing this. I’m trying to be honest with people.”
 

“Of course not,” he reassured her.
 

“The truth is, Pierre, I’ve been doing a lot of me-work lately,” she went on.
 

He bristled at the me-work. That was just so Catherine. Me-work and we-work and me-time and you-time. It was a linguistic echo of their shared life together but the memories it evoked weren’t exactly happy. “You look spectacular,” he blurted in his response, his eyes involuntarily dropping to her breasts for a moment. “Sorry,” he muttered, blushing at the lewd glance he’d given her and looking away. To his surprise Catherine stood up straighter. Prouder.
 

“You don’t have to be sorry. It means a lot to me to hear you say so. These things weren’t cheap.”
 

He balked. His eyes went wide and his jaw fell. He looked at Catherine sideways to see a wide smile on her face. Couldn’t find a single thing to say. She looked so calm and poised. So well put together. So far from the hysterical, irate woman he’d divorced. She’d done so much me-work that he almost found her attractive again. It was all very unsettling. “I…” he began, but again couldn’t find a way to finish.
 

She closed her eyes and pressed a finger against her lips. “I’m sorry,” she said. “That was…not kind either.” She smiled and her eyes twinkled with mischief.
 

Pierre let out a soft chuckle. “I really am happy to see you doing well,” he said, finding his voice again.
 

“Thank-you. I showed up at the opening because I wanted to shove the new me in your face.”
 

The candid admission caught him by surprise.
 

“But not just in your face. In everybody’s. All of it. The tits. The body. The dignity. It was an old impulse and I’m not proud of it and I wanted to tell you as much. I wanted everyone to be whispering about what a knockout I was. I wanted to take the attention away from your big night. I’m sorry for that.”
 

He stood staring at her in stunned silence for a moment. “I…don’t know what to say,” he finally croaked.
 

“You don’t have to say anything. I needed to get that off my chest and I appreciate you listening. And to be honest I probably wouldn’t be here if your charming Amy hadn’t made such a…grand entrance.”
 

His stomach sank a few inches. He’d almost forgotten about that little detail of this whole sordid affair. Perhaps Catherine’s motives for showing up at the shop weren’t entirely saintly. “She sometimes has a flair for the dramatic,” he said.
 

“You certainly did a remarkable job of handling yourself,” Catherine said.
 

“One…has to learn…to be flexible with a woman like Amy,” he explained.
 

Catherine flashed a tight smile. “You must have been mortified. I can’t even begin to imagine how humiliated you felt.”
 

He locked eyes with her and, a moment later, smirked. “Good to see you haven’t changed entirely. Still some of the old bits left.”
 

A knowing smile formed on her lips. “Old habits die hard, I guess. But now that we’ve got that out of the way can we call a truce? For real this time.”
 

He scratched the back of his head, wondering if he should trust her or not. “What is it you were here for exactly?” he asked.
 

She turned and languidly strolled through the store again. “I came to buy some candy,” she said. “I’ve been hearing so much about this place I thought it was finally time for a visit, like I said. Oh and I was wondering if you and your lovely wife might be interested in joining me for dinner some evening this week?” she asked.
 

He raised an eyebrow. His heart missed a beat. What is your game now, bitch? he couldn’t help but think. “How…unexpected,” he said.
 

“Look I know what you’re thinking,” Catherine went on.
 

He resisted the urge to roll his eyes. Another Catherine-ism. She’d always assumed what he’d been thinking without actually listening to anything he said. “What I’m thinking is that things might be a bit awkward given the situation. Is there more to this than just sharing a meal?” His stomach fluttered. The twisted sexual thoughts he’d been entertaining came roaring to the forefront of his mind.
 

“I suppose,” Catherine said. “Nothing nefarious. We live in a small town and I’ve been doing my best to avoid you since the divorce. I don’t plan on moving and I don’t want to live like that. Nor do I want to have some awkward run-in with you and your new wife at the mall where we both don’t know what to say. So I thought we could clear the air between us. Leave the past behind and move forward as acquaintances at least instead of having to pretend we don’t know each other. Of course I understand if you or Amy aren’t interested.”
 

He was relieved that her reason seemed genuine. His mind was overheating with the desperate question will Ebuka be there?!? “Well that’s very gracious of you,” he said. He waved towards the back of the store. “You’ll forgive me for saying that I should probably run this by Amy first. Just to make sure that…”
 

“Run what by Amy?”
 

Pierre and Catherine both turned towards the door leading to the back. Amy was standing with her hands up, confectioner’s gloves on and covered in batter. Flecks of doughnut spotted the corners of her smiling mouth.
 

She turned from Pierre to look at Catherine and her smile waned. “Oh,” she said quietly. “Oh!” she added, sounding a little panicked.
 

Catherine flashed a tight smile. “Hello Amy,” she said, her voice sickly sweet.
 

Pierre’s guts twisted a bit. A blush rose to his cheeks again. That old embarrassment at being in the same room with two people who both knew him so intimately but didn’t know each other at all. “Amy you remember Catherine,” he said, blushing even hotter at the clumsy introduction.
 

Amy gave him a funny look and Catherine chuckled. “It’s nice to see you Amy,” she said.
 

“It’s…nice to see you, too,” Amy said haltingly. Her eyes darted to Pierre, a look of whathteheckisgoingonhere on her face.
 

The silence between the three of them thickened. For a moment Pierre hoped that Catherine would do the polite thing and excuse herself. So he could have a moment with Amy in private, to ask about dinner. His old animus toward her returned when she did nothing of the sort. Instead she stood there, smiling and waiting out the silence. “Catherine was just…” he began, giving her a pause to interrupt. Say she was just on her way out and leave the two of them alone.
 

She didn’t.
 

“I was hoping you and Pierre could join me for dinner sometime this week?” she said instead.
 

Amy’s eyes did another few bounces back forth between Catherine and Pierre. Then her mouth exploded in a dazzling smile. “Oh!” she said. “Oh that would be really nice!”
 

The knot in his stomach tightened. A sense of dread crept up the back of his neck. He could imagine dinner at Catherine’s being many things. Really nice was last on the list.
 

“How about Thursday?” Catherine asked, looking from Amy to him.
 

A mild panic gripped him. It was so unlike Catherine to be so commanding of a situation. He couldn’t help but wonder what dubious reason was really behind this invitation? “I’m not sure if we’re free Thursday I’d have to check the calendar and…”
 

“Yeah!” Amy said, giggling. “We’re totally free!” She walked over to where Catherine was standing, looking as starry-eyed as if she’d just run into one of the Backdoor Boys. She’d carried a heavy guilt ever since the divorce for being a home-wrecker, despite Pierre’s constant assurances that she’d been merely the straw that broke the camel’s back. Pierre realized that, for her, being invited to dinner by Catherine carried with it the prospect of her own redemption. It made his heart swell. Whatever Catherine was up to, if it meant Amy letting go of feeling badly about herself, he could take it.
 

“Thursday it is then,” Catherine said.
 

Amy looked up at her like she was going to cry. “Can I give you a hug?” she asked, her voice tight.
 

“Of course, dear,” Catherine said. She glanced nervously at the two gloves on Amy’s hands.
 

“Oh gosh! I’m a mess! Here I’ll just…just like this.” Amy pressed her head against Catherine’s chest.
 

Catherine drew her arms around Amy, careful not to touch the gloves with her dress, and patted her on the back.
 

When Amy pulled away she looked a little teary. “I’m so happy you came here today,” she said.
 

Catherine smiled. “So am I,” she replied.
 

“Pipi when you’re done talking can you come in the back and help me with the oven? One of the doors is stuck again,” Amy asked.
 

“Of course,” Pierre replied, his voice muted.
 

“Gotta’ go! I’ve got candy baking!” Amy said with a giggle. She spun around, trounced to the door that led to the back of the shop and disappeared.
 

Pierre glanced at Catherine. His eyes fell to her chest again, then darted back up to hers to find she was staring at him. “You’ve got…” He waved his hand over his chest.
 

Catherine looked down. Her back stiffened. She brushed off the flecks of doughnut Amy had deposited on the front of her dress. She looked back up at him and smiled. “Well. That all went much more smoothly than I expected. I’m so happy you’re up for this. I feel like the three of us can turn over a new leaf.”
 

Pierre couldn’t resist the opening. “Will it, uh, be just the three of us then?”
 

Catherine smiled with one corner of her mouth. “Ebuka might make an appearance,” she said.
 

Pierre’s insides started buzzing at the mention of his name. He stared at Catherine, who was looking back at him with a smile like she was daring him to ask his next question. “Your friend from the other evening?” he asked instead. “Your tenant?” he added.
 

“One and the same,” Catherine replied. “We have a very friendly relationship.”
 

The image of Catherine with her mouth stuffed full of Ebuka’s cock formed in Pierre’s mind. His cock shifted in his underwear. “He seems very nice,” he said after clearing his throat.
 

Catherine opened her mouth, then paused. “There’s just one other thing. After Amy’s performance at the gallery the other evening I got to feeling bad about, you know, being so insistent on you getting that vasectomy.”
 

“Oh nonsense,” Pierre said, waving away her concern.
 

“No. It wasn’t fair. I know you weren’t thrilled about getting it. I insisted because…well…never mind the reasons. I didn’t come here to rehash old resentments.”
 

Could have fooled me, Pierre nearly said. “Don’t mention it,” he said instead, his mood going gloomy.
 

“I only bring it up because I’m sorry for the trouble it’s causing you now. Really.” She paused until the silence turned awkward again.
 

Pierre was at a loss for what to say.
 

“Are you and Amy…exploring other options?”
 

That really got under his skin. He tried not to let it show on his expression. “We’re…you know that’s not something I really want to get into right now,” he admitted.
 

“Of course,” Catherine said. “I won’t bring it up again.”
 

Pierre, not to be bested, walked briskly over to one of the shelves, plucked a package of Amy’s maple-infused edible-flower hard candy and walked it to the counter. He pulled open a small gift bag and plopped it in. Walked over to Catherine and held it out for her to take.
 

“Oh please let me pay for that,” she said.
 

He held up a hand. “I insist. It’s one of Amy’s finest creations. Award winning.”
 

Catherine smiled and took the bag from him. “That’s very kind of you. I’ll leave it for our dinner Thursday so we can enjoy it together.”
 

Pierre suddenly felt exhausted by the visit. “It was lovely seeing you Catherine. Thank-you for coming. I mean it. But if you’ll excuse me I should go and help Amy in the back.”
 

“Of course. Of course,” she said, walking to the front door. “Let’s say six for dinner.” 
 

“Wonderful,” Pierre said.
 

Catherine looked sideways at him and smiled. “Better hop to it, Pipi. There’s an oven in the back waiting to be fixed.”
 

Pierre smiled back at her and somehow resisted the urge to growl.
 






Chapter Eight

 


Pierre made a pizza Margarita for dinner that evening. His day had been filled with worry and angst after Catherine had left. It was obvious her sudden magnanimity was at least partly an act. Her parting barb had made him fairly certain of that. He wasn’t sure what she was cooking up but he didn’t like the smell of it one bit.
 

Amy, on the other hand, had been a picture of happiness all day. She’d bumbled around the shop smiling and humming to herself. Coming up front more often than usual to chat with customers. She normally preferred to stay in the kitchen in the back.
 

Her good mood had cemented his resolve to meet Catherine’s scheming with a cheerful stoicism. If a reconciliation dinner with her was going to lift a weight from Amy’s shoulders then that was what they were going to do. It took a great deal of mental effort to set aside his dirty secret, his voyeurism and the memories it had left him with. Each time it loomed in his mind it brought a confusing arousal that tightened his scrotum. He knew he needed to bring his A-game for dinner on Thursday. Daydreaming about Catherine getting pounded by her hung black tenant would only get in the way of that.
 

By the time he’d finished washing the dishes after dinner he’d mostly managed to excise all the dirty thoughts about Catherine from his mind.
 

As he was pulling off his dish gloves Amy came up behind him and wrapped her arms around his belly. She pressed her cheek against his back.
 

He tugged the glove off with wet snap and hung it between the two sinks. Turned around to face Amy, who smiled up at him lovingly.
 

“I’m so happy that Catherine came around,” she said to him.
 

He forced a smile. “I know you are,” he said, unable to bring himself to profess sharing the feeling.
 

Amy’s smile waned and she cocked her head to one side, puzzled. “Aren’t you?” she asked.
 

Sweet, innocent Amy. How he pined to share her youthful naivete. A long marriage and a messy divorce had a way of shaking a man’s faith in humanity. “I’m very happy she’s come around to being civil, yes,” he said.
 

Amy nodded but still looked perplexed.
 

He felt he owed her more of an explanation for his skepticism, even if he didn’t feel like dredging up bad memories of his previous marriage. “Catherine can be a…complicated woman. I’m sure we’ll have a lovely time. But there’s a lot of baggage there for me. It’s why I’m having trouble mustering up my enthusiasm. Sometimes it’s hard to just let bygones be bygones. No matter how much time has passed.”
 

Amy gave another understanding nod. After a few moments the smile returned to her lips, this time tinged with a hint of mischief. She ran her hands along his sides, then let her fingers settle on the buckle of his belt. She glanced up at him and bit her lip. “Can I try and take your mind off things?” she asked.
 

He stiffened and not in the way Amy had intended. As wonderful as an evening between Amy’s thighs sounded he didn’t trust his brain not to go running away to dark places. He managed a smile but it took long enough that Amy noticed his hesitation.
 

“Oh Pierre,” she said. “You’re really stressed out about this.”
 

He smiled wider and shook his head. “Nothing that you need to worry about, my love,” he said.
 

Amy’s smile took on an air of cheerful determination. “Alright mister,” she said, grabbing his belt and turning to walk towards the stairs. “You’re coming with me!” She dragged him through the kitchen, up the stairs and into the bedroom.
 

On the way he gave himself a stern talking to. Reminded himself that his life was about Amy’s happiness now. Took a good long look at her curvy figure to remind himself how happy she made him. Pushed his perverted memories into the back of his mind and tried to focus on how beautiful his young wife looked.
 

Amy walked him to the bed. She put her hands on his shoulders and sat him down on it, giggling. Then she sank to her knees on the carpeted floor, staring up at him with a lusty expression. She slowly undid his belt buckle, biting her lip. Opened his pants and tugged them down his legs. She ran her hands up the insides of his thighs and reached into his underwear.
 

He groaned as she wrapped her warm palm around his cock. His worry melted away when she pulled it out and lovingly caressed it.
 

“Oh god Amy that feels good,” he said as his cock started to stiffen in her hand.
 

“Yeah? You like that?” she asked.
 

He closed his eyes and nodded. “I love it.” The image of Catherine being deep-fucked by Ebuka burst into his mind like a camera flash. He gasped. His eyes flew open.
 

Amy gasped in front of him. “Are you okay? Did I hurt you?” she asked.
 

He looked down to see his half-stiff cock in her hand. Forced a quick smile. “No, no! Of course not,” he reassured her. “It just feels so good!”
 

She sighed in relief and stroked his cock again.
 

He stared down at her, not daring to close his eyes again lest the vision return. He felt an arousal churning between his legs. Somehow it was having trouble working it’s way into his cock. The longer Amy stroked without his cock hardening, the more stressed he felt. Like his cock was never going to rise again. He felt a desperate need to do something about it. “Why don’t we get under the covers together,” he said quietly, putting a hand on Amy’s arm.
 

She looked a little flustered for a moment. Her smile turned wonky before that cheerful determination kicked in again. “Just a hang on a second,” she said. She took her hand off his prick, grabbed her shirt and pulled it off over her head. Her heavy breasts heaved and then fell out, sagging into her bra.
 

The sight of them made his eyes open wider. He stared at the cleave between them. Plump flesh asking to be squeezed and kneaded. Breasts like that deserved to be put to use. Breasts like that weren’t just for male pleasure. They were for nourishment. Sustenance. Breasts like Amy’s were meant to feed.
 

As she reached around and unclasped her bra a vision formed in his mind even with his eyes opened. Ebuka on top of Amy this time, pressing that slab of dark meat into her. Gripping those breasts as he unloaded inside her, his finish the beginning of a new and wonderful thing.
 

His cock rose up from between his legs just as Amy revealed her nipples.
 

She grinned. “That’s better,” she whispered.
 

He felt the arousal wash through him. Hot and sticky, coagulating between his testicles and his cock pumping lust and life into it. His eyes opened wider still when Amy gripped his cock again and bent lower over it. Like she was going to put her mouth on it. “Oh sweetie you don’t have to…” He couldn’t bring himself to say what she didn’t have to do. Amy had never been thrilled about giving head. Something he didn’t mind so much.
 

“It’s okay,” she said with a shake of her head, her lips hovering an inch above his cock. “I want to,” she added with a whisper. She tilted her head to one side and, looking up at him out of the corner of her eyes, kissed his prick.
 

It stiffened in her hand at the soft wetness of her lips.
 

She flicked out her tongue and licked it. Scrunched her nose up and giggled. Then she opened her mouth and slipped her lips over the tip.
 

He let out another groan. He may not have minded her reluctance towards blow-jobs but it sure as hell felt good when she did it. She’d sucked his dick on their honeymoon and once when they’d been in the Caribbean on vacation and she’d gotten a little tipsy. He still masturbated over those memories.
 

She took more of him into her mouth, making him groan again.
 

His toes splayed as she lashed her tongue side to side against his glans as she sucked him. He looked down at her hollowed cheeks and her hungry stare and felt a primal, animal arousal grip him. His cock went rock hard in her mouth.
 

In an inspired moment it occurred to him why having one’s dick sucked was so pleasurable. Fucking a pussy was certainly pleasant. But a woman’s mouth had a tongue. Using that muscle signalled desire. Intent. She wasn’t just lying there taking it, leaving a part of his brain to wonder if she was having a good time. Here he could see it in her eyes. And with his cock in her mouth he could feel it in her tongue. What a beautiful thing life could be when you had your genitals in a woman’s mouth.
 

Another vision flashed in his mind. Ebuka sitting on the kitchen chair with his cock out. Except this time it was Amy on her knees in front of him. Her plump tits squashed together with her arms for his pleasure while she bobbed up and down on his prick with her face. He gasped and his legs stiffened.
 

“Yeah?” Amy purred, as she pulled her mouth off of his cock. “You like that?”
 

It was the worst question she could have asked him and at the worst moment. Because of course he loved what she was doing and was obliged to play along and nod. What Amy didn’t know, could never know, was that half of what he liked was imagining her blowing Ebuka. “Uh-huh,” he muttered.
 

She smiled and sank down onto his organ. This time she didn’t just suck but pulled his cock deeper into her mouth. Into unexplored territory. She moved her head side to side, caressing his shaft with the insides of her cheeks. Her eyes moved side to side like she was thinking. Then she went lower still, until he felt the back of her throat against the tip of his prick. A soft gurgle sounded at the back of her throat.
 

His eyes bugged. What she was doing felt incredible. Her mouth salivating, lubricating to an extraordinary wetness from her gag reflex. “Oh god Amy that feels amazing,” he said, caressing her cheeks with his thumb. He groaned and let his head roll back onto his shoulders. He looked back down at her when he felt her hand on the back of his. Lust swelled through his body as she slowly drew his hand up the side of her face and up onto the top of her head, looking very shy.
 

His cock twitched in her mouth when he realized what she was doing. Amy, his sweet, innocent, naive Amy seemed to want him to…fuck her face. Take control, grab her by the hair and bounce her head up and down in his lap.
 

His mind started racing. He’d fantasized about that sort of thing when he was younger. But at his age lovemaking was more about intimacy than doing the nastiest things he could think of.
 

She could use a younger man to give her what she needs.
 

The thought came with yet another image of Ebuka doing the very thing Amy seemed to be craving. He applied a little more pressure to the top of her head.
 

Amy’s head moved lower. Her throat gurgled again.
 

He lost his nerve. He let his hand fall off the side of her head and caressed her cheek again.
 

She drew her mouth off of his cock and swallowed. Wiped her lips with a finger, then smiled and stood up in front of him. She stepped forward, putting her breasts at the level of his mouth. She ran a hand through his hair. “Let’s do it the way you like it. Slow and sweet,” she said, wiggling out of her jeans.
 

He undid the buttons on his shirt and pulled it off as Amy stripped in front of him. She got onto the bed, her knees on either side of his lap, and looked down on him with lusty eyes. Her pussy was already wet and he could feel heat from it emanating onto his cock.
 

She’s so hot to trot. She needs to be bred.
 

A pulse of arousal surged into his groin at the thought.
 

Amy slid forward on his lap. Reached down between her legs and gripped his prick. Guided it into the tight crevice of her pussy flesh and let it sink all the way in.
 

He groaned.
 

She bit her lip. Lifting a breast, she leaned forward and pressed the nipple against his lips.
 

He latched onto it and sucked as hard as she’d sucked on his cock. Glanced up as she started gently swaying in his lap. Saw that she had her eyes shut tight. He would have given anything to know what was running through her mind in that moment.
 

Amy certainly started slow and sweet. Gliding back and forth on his thighs, sliding back and forth along the length of his shaft. But the more he suckled her nipple, the more urgent her thrusting became. The smooth gliding became a little more jagged. Soon she was twerking, her round rump smacking against his knees, her hot puss pumping up and down his shaft. Her snatch was so wet he could feel her lubricant oozing out of her and spreading over his legs.
 

Amy’s mouth fell open. She started panting.
 

Encouraged, he sucked even harder on her nipple, flicking at it with his tongue.
 

She moaned. Yanking her tit out of his mouth, she plopped the other one in. Her hand shot to the back of his head and she smashed his face against her breast.
 

He could barely breathe. But between the hot, wet suction of her cunt working on his cock and her increasingly aggressive fucking he could feel the ejaculate churning in his balls.
 

Impotent seed.
 

That thought collided immediately with yet another vision of Ebuka crouched over Amy on her hands and knees, sobbing with need. His hard, black cock pumping in and out of her plump pussy lips, delivering a thick stream of genetic material that would take root deep inside her and change her body forever.
 

His cock flexed inside Amy. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been that rigid.
 

“Oh god you’re so hard!” she mewled.
 

He looked up at her at just the right moment. The moment when her rational mind uncoupled and she turned from clever-graduate-student-turned-candista into a greedy flesh machine pursuing it’s primary imperative: multiplying itself.
 

The sight was as beautiful as it was terrifying. What thrilled him deeply, however, was the violence that accompanied it.
 

Amy slapped her hands on his chest and shoved him onto his back on the bed. She bent over him, keeping her teat firmly in his mouth. Her eyes were still shut tight, her mind keeling hard to starboard in an erotic slurry like a sailboat bending against the ocean wind.
 

He felt like a rag doll underneath her. Her ass rose then came down with a fat thwump on her lap. Then another, and another. Going faster, harder until another sound snaked through the thwumping. The moist and rhythmic squish-squish, squish-squish of her tight pussy milking and suckling at his prick.
 

“Ohmyfu…” Amy whispered.
 

His eyes bugged again. Had Amy almost said a swear word? This was as far from sweet and slow as they’d ever ventured. And he loved it. His cock started twitching inside her. He looked up to see her mouthing something. Her lips moving, only the sound of her breath moving between them.
 

An erotic lust flared through him so hot he thought he might burn up.
 

Amy’s lips weren’t just moving in time to her passionate fucking. The words she was mouthing were breed me, breed me, breed me.
 

His cock went rigid inside her.
 

She squealed. Her nails dug into the flesh of his chest. Her pussy contracted to an impossible tightness. Her body shook and a gush of wet splattered onto his nuts.
 

His mind tumbled, falling into a vast vat of pleasure that submerged him into that most perfectly warm, perfectly moist, perfectly still place. The orgasm washed over his brain. Down his torso and swept down his legs before sloshing back up between his legs and cupping his genitals in the warm bath of release.
 

But as he felt himself loose inside his beautiful young wife the words impotent seed sputtered and buzzed in his mind like an old neon sign. He pushed them aside to enjoy the tail end of his orgasm. But he knew in that moment what must be done. For Amy’s sake. It made him feel heavy and light all at once.
 

As Amy’s tempo slowed on his lap her eyes fluttered open. She looked surprised by her surroundings. Like she’d forgotten where she was and who she was. She looked down at him, her breast still tucked his mouth. She pulled it out with a wet plop. “Oh my gosh,” she panted, shaking her head. As if suddenly realizing how out of breath she was, she put a hand to her head and rolled off onto her side of the bed. “Oh my gosh. Sorry,” she said, a blush forming on her cheeks and an awkward smile curling on her lips. “I don’t know what got into me,” she said, rolling her head side to side on the pillow.
 

Pierre hoisted himself up on an elbow and leaned over her. He bent down and kissed her gently on the lips. “That was very sexy,” he said as he pulled away. He gazed into her eyes and his heart squeezed. He would do anything to make sure she was happy and taken care of.
 

Anything.
 






Chapter Nine

 


Thursday Amy was all smiles and giggles. She’d been in a good mood all week but Thursday she really turned it up to eleven.
 

It was a little hard to watch for Pierre. He spent a good amount of time tending shop and pretending to read but actually just staring at the same page in his book as he ruminated about the impending evening with Catherine. There was a part of him that would have gladly cancelled on her. But each time he saw Amy smiling or heard her cheerfully humming to herself he knew he had to follow through.
 

Thursday at quarter to six he sat behind the wheel of the car winding through the suburban streets of his old neighborhood, on his way to have dinner with his wife and ex-wife. It sent a small shudder down his spine.
 

Amy launched into a monologue about whether the one bottle of wine they’d brought was enough or maybe they should go back for a second? Thankfully she didn’t require him to participate in the conversation.
 

This left him free to cope with the uneasy thoughts he’d been trying to suppress all week. Thoughts that had seemed to crystallize during their Monday-night tryst. Dark thoughts of Amy with a fat black cock stuffed up her pussy, thwumping on it the same way she’d thwumped on his lap that night. As he turned into his old driveway he was forced to quell a momentary panic. Could he even act like a normal person with these things drifting through his head? Would Ebuka notice there was something wrong with him? That he was distracted? Would Catherine? And, worse yet, would Amy?
 

You’re being a jackass, he chided himself before taking a few deep breaths, his hands still on the wheel.
 

“Is something the matter?” Amy had one foot out the passenger side door, her head turned over her shoulder to look at him. She’d put on a cute little polka-dot dress. It was a modest cut and fit. The neckline was a little lower than she normally wore but she’d found it just that week and couldn’t resist. It highlighted the first half of that beautiful cleft between her breasts and did nothing to conceal their abundance. Had they been going out to eat she would have certainly been turning heads in the restaurant. When he didn’t answer her question right away she tucked her foot back into the car and closed the door. She put a hand on his arm. “You’re stressing,” she said.
 

He gave her a sheepish smile and shook his head. “I’m not, really,” he lied. He was. Didn’t want her to worry about it, though.
 

She rubbed his arm. “Come on. I think you’re overthinking this. Nothing bad is going to happen. We’ll have a nice dinner and then go home and we can have a nice evening again,” she said, giving his hand a squeeze.
 

He flashed another smile. Realized that what she was saying was probably right. Even if Catherine had some design to humiliate or embarrass him he knew he’d easily brush it off knowing that Amy was finally free of her guilt. He was being a jackass and it was all of his own doing. Spying on Catherine and working himself up about crazy, totally improbable fantasies of Ebuka breeding Amy because he couldn’t do the job himself.
 

When he thought of it like that it occurred to him that he’d engineered all of his own anxiety. Of course no one was going to breed anyone. Of course they would all just have a pleasant dinner and part ways. What had he been thinking?!? Out of nowhere he started chuckling.
 

“What’s so funny?” Amy asked, one side of her mouth turning up in a half-smile.
 

He shook his head, laughing at himself. What had gotten into him? He wasn’t like this. He was the calm, collected ex-professor. Solver of problems and consoler of crying women. “I’m just having a funny week,” he said.
 

“Oh,” Amy replied. “Okay. Well that’s a better attitude Mr. Gloomypants. Now come on. Let’s get in there and have some fun.”
 

He took her outstretched hand after circling the car. Gave her a real smile and a small kiss on the lips. His heart warmed when she smiled back and shrugged her shoulders the way she did when she was happy.
 

He fought back a queasy feeling as they approached the door. The door of his old house. With his wife and possibly her new lover behind it. Amy rapping her knuckles on the door startled him. But it kept him from skittering back down the rabbit hole of his own dark musings.
 

A moment later the door opened and there stood Catherine on the other side. It took every last ounce of will he had to keep his jaw from going slack. She was wearing a scandalously cut white top. A v-neck that began at the shoulders and plunged down to just above her navel. It left almost nothing to the imagination, the two fleshy orbs of her new breasts exposed almost to the nipple. Beneath that was a shiny black knee-length dress and a pair of black boots with heels. What he would have called “fuck-me” boots in his younger days.
 

It took a great deal of effort to stare into her wickedly smiling eyes and not gawk at her tits.
 

“Amy,” she said, waving them in. “So lovely to see you again.”
 

A glance at Amy revealed that she seemed totally unaware of the effect Catherine was having on him. It was quite something watching the two of them exchange greetings. Amy looking just a wee bit pudgy in her girlish dress. Pleasantly plump, he liked that, but the polar opposite of the sex-bomb Catherine was playing that evening.
 

So this was her game? Invite them over and try to make him, what, jealous? Ha! He could deal with that with one eye closed and standing on his head in his sleep. What did she think, he was going to go home and cry into his pillow about divorcing her?
 

“Pierre,” she said, her voice cool as she leaned in and did the cheek-to-cheek thing again. She lingered just a moment too long.
 

He knew why. And he kicked himself mentally for caving. His eyes darted down and his cock did a small salute at her perky knockers before he got a hold of himself and looked her in the eyes again.
 

Thankfully Amy was looking around the place like she was in a museum and didn’t notice.
 

“Oh my goodness where are my manners,” he said. “Hold on a sec. I forgot something in the car.” He dashed out the still open door, retrieved the wine bottle from the back seat and ran it back up to the house. “I hope it pairs with whatever we’re having,” he said, handing her the bottle in a gift back.
 

“Filet mignon,” Catherine said. “I’m sure it’ll be perfect. Can I get you a glass of something to start?” She closed the door behind them.
 

“Whatever you’ve opened,” he said.
 

“I’ll just have a water,” Amy said next to him.
 

“Still or sparkling?” Catherine asked.
 

“Sparkling please,” Amy said.
 

Catherine smiled, then turned to walk to the kitchen. “You’re not going to make me play hostess in your own house are you?” she asked over her shoulder. “Ebuka’s in the living room. He finished his residency early. Go on in and make friends.”
 

His stomach flopped over once at the mention of Ebuka. He guided his mind away from where it was pointing after hearing his name mentioned. Turned to Amy to find her looking…a little sheepish. “Everything okay?” he asked, keeping his voice down so Catherine didn’t hear.
 

Amy gave a few quick nods. “It’s just a little weird now that we’re here,” she whispered into his ear. “I’ll be okay. Please don’t say anything.”
 

“Of course,” he reassured her. He put a hand on the small of her back and led her towards the entrance to the living room. They both stopped in their tracks when they turned the corner.
 

Ebuka was sprawled out on one of the couches. His arm dangled off the back. His other hand held a glass with clear liquid. He was wearing a white shirt with the top three buttons undone. A small gold chain hung around his neck. Black jeans and black leather shoes, the outfit a sort of fashion echo of Catherine’s. What was most striking, at least for Pierre, was how tight the jeans were. So tight that they did almost nothing to conceal the hose-shaped protrusion running down his left leg. The jeans creaked as Ebuka stood up to greet them. He set his glass down and came over to where they were standing.
 

“Nice to see you,” he said, hand outstretched.
 

Pierre gripped it with as much masculine energy as he could muster and gave it a firm shake. “Nice to see you again, Ebuka.” He turned and glanced at Amy after a moment of silence passed. A cold shiver shot down his back.
 

Amy’s eyes were wide open. They were also firmly affixed to the outline of Ebuka’s enormous dong. Her lips were parted ever so slightly and Pierre could only imagine the thoughts that were running through her mind in that moment. It took a nudge with his elbow to yank her from her stupor. When she emerged, her face flushed a bright red, a color that trailed down her neck and surely lower, to the top of her chest.
 

Pierre was blushing a bit as well at her indelicacy. He couldn’t help but wonder, though, if her blush was her body signalling reproductive readiness at the sight of such a large endowment. “I’m Amy,” she said, holding her little hand out to shake Ebuka’s.
 

Watching it disappear inside that dark palm was one of the most novel erotic events Pierre had had in years. He stared at the sight as brazenly as Amy had stared at the outline of Ebuka’s appendage. And this time his cock did not just salute but remained half-engorged even when Ebuka let go of her hand. “I am Ebuka. But you know me. Because we met at the gallery opening. But there you were quite emotional about your husband’s condition. I did not have a chance to tell you what a beautiful woman you are.”
 

That took the air out of Pierre’s lungs and tightened his throat. His cock did a dance in his underwear. Then Ebuka turned and looked right at him. “I hope that does not offend you,” he said. Without waiting for a reply he turned, sat back down and resumed his languid pose on the couch.
 

“Right. Here are the drinks and some amuse bouche,” Catherine said, sweeping elegantly into the room and handing them their glasses. She grabbed the tray of appetizers she’d left in the hall and set it down on the coffee table.
 

Ebuka plucked a grape from the bunch at the center and plopped it into his mouth.
 

“How’s your drink?” Catherine asked, walking behind him and running her hands along his shoulders.
 

“It needs a refresh,” Ebuka said, holding up the glass without looking at her.
 

She took it and scurried off back into the kitchen.
 

Ebuka turned to look at them. “Won’t you sit down?” he said, waving his hand at the other couch.
 

The mild humiliation of being invited to have a seat in his old home by his wife’s new lover was not lost on Pierre. He had to physically move Amy from where she was standing, to her seat. She still seemed awash in confusion and embarrassment. He flashed a polite smile at Ebuka. “So Catherine tells us that you are here studying to become a doctor?” he said, hoping to get some conversation rolling to ward off the awkwardness filling the room.
 

“She also tells me that you have a chocolate shop,” Ebuka replied.
 

“Candy shop, actually,” Pierre said. He felt a little sheepish having to make the distinction. As if a young, hung soon-to-be doctor gave one whit of a flying whistle about what they were selling at their shop.
 

“That’s very nice,” Ebuka said before turning to look at Amy. “I love sweet things myself.”
 






Chapter Nine

 


Catherine got tipsy at dinner. Launched into a monologue about the new heat pump she’d had installed and how it had taken forever to get it because of supply chain issues. Ebuka silently chewed his meat next to her, occasionally glancing at Amy and eyeing her far too long than was appropriate, given that Pierre was sitting right next to her.
 

Amy could feel his gaze. Pierre could tell by the way her cheeks heated each time she was being stared at. She practically buried her face in her plate, studiously cutting up meat and potatoes and rearranging them in various configurations.
 

Pierre pretended to be listening to Catherine but inside was basting in the puzzling erotic heat of his wife being coveted by the black stranger across the table from her. Try as he might to keep his mind on his food, it kept wandering into perverted sexual territory. Fantasies of Amy in various poses getting deep-dicked by the powerful Ebuka.
 

As the evening wore on Catherine, increasingly under the influence, began fawning all over Ebuka, to everyone’s embarrassment, perhaps even Ebuka’s himself, though it was impossible to make anything out by his permanently stoic expression.
 

She ran out of steam over the creme brulee and sobered up after a couple of coffee’s, after which she stood up and began clearing the table.
 

“Oh let me help you with that,” Pierre said, folding his napkin and setting it next to his plate. With any luck he’d help her get the dishwasher loaded and have them on their way in under half an hour. Far, far away from this place and Catherine’s showcase of her New Life And How Put Together She Was. A tiny worry sliced through him at leaving Amy alone with Ebuka. He quashed it by chiding himself for being a paranoid pervert and followed Catherine into the kitchen with a handful of dishes. “That was an absolutely lovely evening,” he lied as he set them on the counter above the dishwasher. He opened the dishwasher and started arranging them inside.
 

“I’m glad you thought so. I’m glad things aren’t awkward between us.”
 

For a moment Pierre had to wonder if they’d attended the same dinner? “Have you tried the sweets I gave you?” he asked, by way of trying to change the subject.
 

“Oh shit!” Catherine barked, snapping her fingers. “I was supposed to serve those alongside the coffee!”
 

Pierre waved away her concern. “Nonsense. You and Ebuka enjoy them together. I’ve eaten plenty of Amy’s swee…” he cut himself off, realizing he was about to sound vulgar.
 

Catherine didn’t seem to notice. “Ebuka loves candy,” she said, rinsing out a wine glass in the sink.
 

Pierre let a moment pass. “You two seem to get along quite well for a landlord and tenant. Quite an amicable relationship.”
 

“That has everything to do with his horse cock,” Catherine said, obviously still a little drunk. She hiccuped and brought a finger to her mouth.
 

Pierre coughed and a plate slipped through his hands, crashing on the floor with a clatter and shattering. “Oh shit!” he cried out.
 

Catherine burst into laughter and marched to the closet for a broom and dustpan. “I suppose that was my fault so I’ll clean this up,” she said.
 

Pierre stood by as she swept bits of plate into the dust pan, then dumped the whole mess in the garbage. “I’m sorry about that,” he muttered once she was finished. He looked up and into her eyes. He had no idea how to react to what she’d said before he broke the plate.
 

“Don’t look at me like that,” Catherine finally said. “I know you’ve been wondering. Now you know.”
 

He shook his head. “Look I’m happy that you’re moving on, Catherine. But it’s really none of my business what you do in your spare time. I’m sorry again about the plate.”
 

“I wouldn’t give it another thought,” she replied. “They’re your mother’s plates and I’ve been dying to replace them. This is the perfect excuse so, thanks.”
 

Pierre brushed off the passive-aggressive barb. He couldn’t help but wonder why no one had come in to see what the commotion was about. He peered around the corner to see what Ebuka and Amy were up to in the living room. His heart fluttered and a delicious, cold agony twisted it’s way through his guts.
 

They were sitting on the couch. Ebuka had his hand up on the backrest just as he had when they walked in. But this time Amy was directly underneath it. She was giggling at something he’d said, which made Ebuka crack a smile himself. When she glanced at him and saw it, she quickly looked away.
 

This caused another cardio-vascular event for Pierre. A sort of trilling of the heart muscle as he watched Ebuka dismantling Amy’s defences and working his way towards…what? He knew she was married. What did he hope to achieve by flirting with a young, married woman when he had a perfectly good fuck-toy living in his house?
 

“See?” Catherine’s voice whispering next to his ear made Pierre’s skin prickle. “I told you Ebuka would be interested in helping you out. Look at the way he’s doting on her. You should think of letting nature take it’s course.”
 

An ominous feeling rolled down his back. He stepped back into the kitchen, around Catherine. “What the hell are you talking about?” he demanded.
 

Catherine smiled, folded her arms under her breasts and leaned to one side. She poked her tongue against the inside of her cheek. “Doesn’t Amy want a baby?” she asked.
 

Pierre balked at the subject Catherine was broaching. Did his best to keep his cool. “Look I know we’re trying to be civil now,” he said, rubbing his forehead. “But honestly I’m not comfortable talking about this with you. This is between me and Amy and I’d appreciate if…”
 

“I’m just saying,” Catherine interrupted, lazily waving a hand through the air. “I think Ebuka would be willing to help you two out. Don’t you want to give your young bride what she wants? Adoption’s such a hassle and it’s just not the same as carrying a baby inside you. Not for a woman.”
 

“You’re being absolutely preposterous,” he said, returning to the dishwasher to finish loading it. His heart was thumping as he waded into what felt like very dangerous waters. His perverted fantasies brought to life and dragged closer to reality by Catherine’s drunken ramblings. She was drunk, he assured himself. She didn’t mean it.
 

“I’m being serious,” Catherine said.
 

He stood up from putting a plate in and put his hands on his hips.
 

“Amy wants a baby. You’re…indisposed, so to speak. Apologies for that again. When I insisted I wasn’t thinking that you might run off and marry someone else.”
 

Pierre sighed but said nothing.
 

“I’m sorry if I’ve crossed a line,” Catherine went on, obviously not sorry that she had at all. “But you should consider it. I bet Ebuka would. I could even ask him for you.”
 

Pierre scoffed. “You are being absolutely ridiculous right now. Amy would never…” He trailed off as his imagination ran away from him again. He’d felt his cock vaguely flexing at each of Catherine’s suggestions that he let Ebuka help them out, as she put it. A glance down at his crotch revealed that it was tenting his pants. He turned towards the counter so Catherine wouldn’t see his shame. If she kept this conversation up he’d have to seriously consider an abrupt departure.
 

“Ha!” Catherine said behind him. Her heels clicked on the tile as she walked over to stand next to him. She looked down at his groin.
 

Pierre closed his eyes, humiliation washing over him.
 

“You’re turned on by the idea aren’t you?” she asked.
 

He drew in a deep breath and let it out to calm himself before opening his eyes and turning to face her. Now that she’d seen his erection there was no sense in trying to hide it. “Catherine you’ve been very gracious having us over. But don’t delude yourself that I don’t know what your game is. Flaunting your body like that in front of me then bragging about your…your…the size of your new boyfriend’s penis. If you really want us to be on speaking terms then you’re going to have to work a little harder at not being such a bitch!” he snapped. He immediately regretted it. She’d been trying to get him to lose his cool, he just knew it. He hated giving her the satisfaction. He pressed two fingers to his temple and took a few more deep breaths. “I’m sorry. That was rude and uncalled for.” He didn’t really believe it. He just didn’t want the evening to end in a scene.
 

“No you’re right,” Catherine said, sighing and looking off to the side. “Old habits die hard. We may not have been able to make it work but we sure as hell knew how to fight, huh?”
 

She sounded so sincere it made him look up at her. She looked sincere, too. He wished he knew what game she was playing. He certainly wouldn’t be returning the invitation to have her over for dinner at their place. “Look, I appreciate your concern about Amy wanting a child.” He shook his head. “But there’s just no way she would ever be up for some crazy arrangement like that.”
 

“How do you know? Have you asked her?” she asked.
 

Pierre rolled his eyes and looked up at the ceiling. “Of course I haven’t asked her if she’d like to be bred by another man!” he blurted. As soon as the words were out of his mouth he groaned and rubbed a hand over his eyes. The feeling of Catherine touching his arm startled him. When he opened his eyes she was looking straight into them.
 

“I’m sorry this is upsetting you. I’m really just trying to help,” Catherine said softly. Her tone was so kind he almost believed her. “I’ve been thinking about it since that night at the gallery. I feel bad for Amy. She seems like a very nice young woman, now that I’m done raging about her.”
 

Hearing his ex-wife talk about Amy that way gave him a sickly feeling in his stomach.
 

“Look you’ve obviously considered this possibility given your…reaction,” she said, nodding at his midriff.
 

“That’s not…I’m not…just…”
 

“Hey. It’s okay. I’m not judging. We all have secrets. Things that might turn us on that we don’t want everyone knowing about. Yours is safe with me. Promise.”
 

He glanced at her but quickly looked away, his humiliation deepening at Catherine having found out about his strange…whatever it was. Fetish? Was he really into this? He took some solace in the fact that he knew a few of her secrets, too.
 

“Hell if I’d known this about you we might still be married.”
 

“What?” he asked, stunned.
 

“Come on, Pierre. The last two years of our time together were hell. For both of us. I think we can agree on that. If I’d known you were into seeing me with other men I would have gladly obliged.”
 

He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. It only added to his confusion. “I don’t know if…” he began, shaking his head.
 

“Relax,” Catherine said. “I just wanted to throw that out there. So you didn’t think I was judging you for it.”
 

A part of him wanted to crawl into a hole and never come out.
 

“Let me just throw this out there, too. In case it makes any difference. No woman should go through life without getting fucked by a cock like Ebuka’s.”
 

His eyes bugged.
 

“No offence. We had some nice times, you and I. But getting drilled by Ebuka has been life-changing. Spiritual, I would say. Sweet little Amy’s got her whole life ahead of her. If she gets her wish it’ll be filled with diapers and dishes. The least you could do is give her a memory to cling to while she’s trying to work out those stubborn grass stains.”
 

He tried to glare at her but somehow couldn’t. She really did look like she was trying to be helpful. The fact she had his number now, that the idea of seeing Amy with another man turned him on, was terrifying. Could he really do it? Let another man…go into his new wife? And finish there? The thought stirred a heat in his loins. His cock flexed, which made him blush. The sound of whimpering and sniffling coming from the living room made them both turn their heads. Pierre walked to the door with Catherine following close behind him.
 

Amy was standing in the center of the room, wiping her nose with a finger, tears streaming down her cheeks.
 

Ebuka was next to her with a hand on her shoulder.
 

Pierre rushed over to where they were standing. “Amy? What’s wrong? What is it? What happened?” he asked. He glanced at Ebuka, whose stoic stare had returned.
 

Ebuka shrugged. “She wanted a kiss. So I gave her one. Then I think she felt bad about it,” he explained.
 

Pierre’s vision got fuzzy. A tingling started at the back of his neck, shot down through his body and connected with his cock. The thought that, as he’d been arguing with Catherine, Amy had asked for a kiss from Ebuka and then received one made him feel like the house was shaking around him.
 

Ebuka furrowed his brow. “You are not upset, I hope?” he asked.
 

One look at Amy and Pierre knew that what Ebuka had described was true. She looked deeply embarrassed and thoroughly ashamed of herself. After a moment she let out a sob, covered her mouth and raced to the front door. She threw it open and darted out into the night towards the car.
 

Pierre turned and looked at Catherine. Then he turned and looked at Ebuka. His head was spinning and he had no idea what to say to either of them. “I have to go,” he muttered, shaking his head and stumbling through the hallway to follow Amy out of the house.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


Inside the car Amy was crying so hard her shoulders were shaking.
 

He knew he needed to be strong for her but his mind was screaming at him to know exactly what had happened. He wanted to know everything. What Ebuka’s lips had felt like on hers. How long had their shared kiss lasted? But most of all what on God’s green earth had prompted her to not just let Ebuka kiss her, but to ask for it?
 

He put a hand on her shoulder.
 

She turned and looked at him with wide, wet eyes. “Please don’t hate me,” she whimpered.
 

“Baby,” he whispered, putting his arm around her shoulders. “Amy, love, don’t ever say anything like that. I could never, ever hate you. Not in a million years.” He squeezed her into a hug.
 

She sniffled against his shirt.
 

His cock was still incredibly erect in his lap. He worried that she’d see it and start asking questions. But his brain would just not stop clawing at him for answers. “Do you want to tell me about it?” he asked quietly. “Do you want to tell me about what happened?”
 

Amy took a few shuddering breaths and managed to compose herself. She wiped the tears away from her eyes then wiped her hands on her new polka-dot dress. She looked sideways at him, looking like she was worried he was going to snap at her. “Are you sure you really want to know?” she asked.
 

The knowledge that she was about to divulge the details of her indiscretion was like a stiff cocktail before a big meal. It sharpened his appetite for the details of her depravity. “Only if you want to tell me,” he lied.
 

She shot him another sideways glance, looking uncertain. “I don’t want to make you mad,” she said.
 

“You’re not going to make me mad. Promise,” he said. He had no idea if it was a promise he’d be able to keep or not. But his desperation to know her motivations was clouding his judgment. He’d deal with the fallout later, one way or the other.
 

Amy sniffled again but her tears had stopped and she looked like she’d calmed herself down. “When you left to go in the kitchen with the dishes Ebuka said we should sit on the couch. So I went with him. And then…then he started getting very friendly. Like all smiling and stuff and giving me more compliments about how beautiful I was.”
 

His cock stiffened to that painful hardness he’d come to know in the last little while. At first he couldn’t believe his sweet, young wife could be so easily seduced by a few smooth words. On second thought he realized it probably made a difference who was uttering them. A fit young black man who Amy had obviously seen was quite hung. When he thought about it like that it didn’t seem quite so bizarre after all. “And so…what? You asked him to kiss you?”
 

Amy took another few shaky breaths. “Oh gosh, Pierre, I’m so ashamed of myself!” she said, beating her fists against her lap.
 

“You stop. You stop that,” he said, putting a hand over hers. “Just…I’m sure if you tell me you’ll feel better,” he said. His insides were churning and his cock was stiff and hot.
 

“This is so embarrassing,” Amy said quietly.
 

“You don’t have to be embarrassed,” he replied, shaking his head. He wanted to shake her. Shake the truth right out of her. It was killing him not knowing the details.
 

“You promise you’re not going to be mad?” she asked.
 

“Promise,” he said.
 

She sucked her lower lip between her teeth and thought for a few moments. “It’s just…you probably didn’t notice this, I’m sure you didn’t, but when we came in…oh gosh, those pants! Those pants he was wearing. You could see everything.”
 

“Everything? What do you mean?” he asked. He felt terrible for lying but this new development was sending shivers racing up and down his spine. He wanted Amy to confess. If it was anything close to what he suspected he might need to excuse himself and work out the tension in his cock before driving home.
 

“I could see his…his penis. It was, like, all outlined in his pants.” She turned and locked eyes with him. “And it was huge,” she hissed.
 

His jaw dropped and his eyes shot wide open. “And that…that made you ask him to kiss you?”
 

“Oh gosh I don’t know! Between that and him smiling and complimenting me I just…I got all these feelings. Terrible feelings that I shouldn’t have. Because I’m married! To you! And it just kind of came out while I was looking at him talking. This…this crazy feeling like right here,” she said, pressing a fist against her stomach.
 

Pierre felt a few drops of liquid ooze out of the head of his cock. He felt like he was on the verge of an eruption. “And that feeling made you…” he said, letting the end of the sentence hang for her to pick up.
 

“I shouldn’t have let it, I know. But…it was like there wasn’t any helping it. There wasn’t any stopping it. It was like it just took control of me.” She looked at him, her eyes shy. “And just out of nowhere I told him to kiss me. And he did. And then I felt terrible and started crying.” A single tear rolled down her cheek at the memory.
 

Pierre was teetering on the edge. He breathed deep and flexed all the muscles he could, trying to draw blood away from his engorged cock to anywhere else in his body. “Hey,” he said quietly. “You stop that. You stop feeling bad. I don’t want you to feel bad.”
 

She slumped back against the car seat. “Why would I do that? Why would I let myself do something like that? I love you!” she moaned.
 

The feeling dawned slowly. A realization that he was being handed an opportunity. A series of fortuitous coincidences were coming together that, if he played his cards right, would give everyone the outcome that they wanted. It was a horrible thought and it was a brilliant, tantalizing thought at the same time. How it could be both at once he didn’t understand. Nor did he care. He now felt propelled by his own feeling. An out of control desire to help this depraved story along to a conclusion that now felt inevitable. “You know I know this might not be the best time,” he began. He paused, choosing his words carefully.
 

Amy shot him a nervous glance.
 

“But the fact is that you’re a young woman. You’re obviously going through a very sensitive time in your life. You have needs. Your body has needs that I can’t fulfill.”
 

“Don’t say that!” she squawked. “I love you and I don’t have any needs that…”
 

“Just hear me out? Please?”
 

She harrumphed and folded her arms across her chest.
 

“What I mean is that I think, at your age, the procreative urge can be very strong. I’ve had the feeling myself so I know. And I can’t imagine living with myself without at least considering the possibility of letting you fulfill your desires.”
 

When she looked at him again worry furrowed her brow. “You mean…what are you saying?” she asked.
 

“It’s the same thing we were talking about the other day. There are…other ways of giving you what you want. A baby.”
 

She shook her head. “We already talked about that and decided it wasn’t…”
 

“I mean the natural ways we talked about, Amy,” he said.
 

The change in her expression sent another jolt of arousal crackling through him. Watching her obstinate refusal to consider the possibility of being inseminated by another man turn into, very obviously, the consideration of that very thing, was stunningly erotic.
 

Her cheek muscles loosened. Her eyes opened a little wider. They darted to his, then back to the dashboard.
 

He watched her roll the idea around in her mind and realized she just needed the tiniest nudge to turn it from a distant, improbable but possible thing, into something she would really entertain. “I mean if Ebuka was willing to kiss you, if he was so forthcoming and generous with his compliments, maybe he’d be willing to take it a step further.”
 

She gasped softly and covered her open mouth with the tips of two fingers. She slowly turned her head to stare at him.
 

The look she gave him drizzled his brain with dopamine. She was actually thinking about it. Thinking about what it would be like to have Ebuka inside her with his huge cock pounding her soft pussy until his seed spilled, filling her womb with warm nut.
 

Her brow furrowed again and shook her head. “I’m pretty sure Ebuka would have a thing or two to say about that,” she said.
 

He gave a single, slow nod. “I have to tell you something,” he said. Somehow he knew that stepping over the line he was about to cross meant there was no going back. Filling Amy’s mind with ideas about getting bred by the man that had kissed her, then changing his own mind about it would be unusually cruel. If he told her what Catherine had said it would be entirely up to her to decide. And there would be nothing he could do about it.
 

“What were you going to say?” Amy asked, sounding shy but intrigued.
 

“While you and Ebuka were in the living room Catherine was…sharing some of her stories.”
 

“She was?” Amy asked.
 

“She was. Her and Ebuka are…sleeping together.”
 

Amy’s eyes went wide, wide, wide and her lips parted. “They are?” she whispered.
 

“They are.”
 

She shook her head. “That can’t be right,” she said. “Isn’t that against the law or something? She’s his landlord.”
 

His heart squeezed at her naivete. He now realized, at least partially, what was behind his own arousal. Amy’s innocence was so precious. His dirty old mind couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like watching it get defiled in the rough and crude way he’d seen Ebuka fucking Catherine. And once he had that thought he knew there was no going back. He’d never be able to live with the tension of not seeing it happen. “I don’t think there are laws about that sort of thing.”
 

She shook her head again. “But she’s twice his age.”
 

His eyes moved side to side. Was Amy really as bright as he’d thought? “Sweetie I’m twice your age and we’re married.”
 

“Oh,” Amy said. “I guess that’s right.”
 

He knew it was wrong but he had a feeling that it would push Amy over the finish line. Cement her resolve and give her permission to give them all what they wanted. “I want to show you something. Get out of the car.” He opened his door and stepped out, not caring that the car was still in the driveway. If his suspicions were right about what was going on inside the house neither Catherine or Ebuka would see it. If they were wrong he could pretend that he or Amy needed to use their bathroom.
 

He took Amy’s hand and led her around the side of the house.
 

“What are we doing?” she asked.
 

“Shush,” he said softly. “We don’t want anyone to hear us.”
 

“This seems wrong!” she hissed.
 

“Not if we don’t get caught,” he replied. He was all in now. Desperate to show Amy the truth about what was going on. If Ebuka’s cock had had that much effect on her still packed away in his pants he was dead certain Amy would cave to her craving seeing it unholstered and pounding Catherine’s pussy. They crept up onto the deck and Pierre stepped to one side. He could already hear the moans drifting out the window. He put a hand on the small of Amy’s back and pushed her toward it. “Take a look. But don’t make a sound,” he whispered. He craned his neck to see over her shoulder.
 

Sure enough the show was on.
 

Catherine was standing with her hands pressed up against the wall. Her ass was out, her head tilted back, two of Ebuka’s fingers in her mouth. He had his other hand around her neck, cock stuffed in her twat, pounding so hard it looked like he was actually trying to fuck her brains out.
 

Amy gasped. She flinched and blinked at each wet smash of Ebuka’s cock into Catherine’s cunt.
 

Pierre’s erection throbbed as he watched her. Amy looked stunned. For a fleeting moment he thought he’d made the wrong call. Then her cheeks flushed. She balled her fist over the front of her dress directly in front of her vagina. Shifted on her feet and looked like she was trying to rearrange her underwear. “I told you,” he whispered into her ear.
 

She turned to look at him, the look of shock still on her face. “I think we should go home,” she said. “This feels wrong.”
 

He took her by the hand and led her back to the car. He smelled the wet mess in her nest as soon as she sat down.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


His body was cold and his hands were clammy as he stood on Catherine's front porch the next morning. He’d spent most of the night unable to sleep. Staring up into the darkness and preparing himself for this very moment. 
 

Amy had refused to continue their discussion and gone to bed as soon as they got home. She’d slept the night away still as a stone.
 

As his finger came away from the doorbell button his resolve wavered for a moment. Talking himself into this all night was one thing. One could hide from one’s worst fears in the darkness. But the purifying sunlight cast a relentless question in his mind. What the hell are you doing, man?!?
 

He took a victory lap of his justification tour to try and quash it. Amy needed this. It would give her what she wanted. His sacrifice, letting her be impregnated by another man, would bring her happiness. This would make him a good person. Maybe even a Great Person. What selflessness! What sacrifice! He could hear the ovations already.
 

Then the see-saw tipped in his mind and all the dark gremlins he’d been battling back crawled out. What will they say? He let her be impregnated by another man? How can he live with himself? How humiliating!
 

The urge struck him to turn on his heel and run, run, run. Back to the car. Back to the shop where he’d left Amy. Back to the idyllic life they led together before Catherine stomped back in like a bull in a china shop and knocked everything down.
 

But, for Amy’s sake, there was only one way forward. He was going to yank them into this, if Catherine really could convince Ebuka to follow through.
 

The deadbolt in the door slid open. Catherine greeted him with a look of slight astonishment. She was still in her bathrobe, though it was fastened securely at her waist by a terry cloth belt. She parted her lips, furrowed her brow and tilted her head to one side. “Pierre? What are you doing here? Is everything alright?” she asked.
 

“Would it be alright if I came in? I have something I need to talk to you about.”
 

Catherine looked over her shoulder into the house, then back at him, still puzzled. “Uh, I suppose. I just…”
 

He barrelled past her into the hall, his heart racing from what needed to be done. “I’m sorry to bother you at such an early hour,” he began.
 

“It’s really not too much trouble it’s just that…”
 

“Please if you’ll just let me say what I need to say then we can talk,” he said, holding up a hand to silence her.
 

“No of course that’s fine,” she replied, “but…”
 

“Just let me get it out. I’ve been thinking about this all night. It’s about what you said. What you said yesterday. About Amy. And Ebuka. And about how, well, maybe he’d be willing to…you know, do that thing we talked about. You talked about. I know this must sound insane right now. But I’ve just spent the night ruminating on it. And I, more or less, well, not really, sort of, broached the idea with Amy and, well, truth be told she wasn’t totally against it. She might need a little more…some convincing, maybe. But I think that in the long run, you know, it would be a good thing for her. Even though she might not know it right now. I think in the long run it would be of net benefit. It would make her…happy and…” He was rambling now and pacing as he did it.
 

“Pierre please if you’d just hear me…”
 

“Please just let me finish,” he said, pacing back and forth and rubbing his forehead. “It’s not as if this is easy for me, as you can imagine. But the truth of the matter is, and I’d appreciate it if you kept this in your confidence, is that Amy was quite taken by what happened last night. And not upset like she seemed at first here. She confessed to me afterwards in the car that, you see, she had in fact asked Ebuka to kiss her. And, strangely enough, it was because of a certain…certain feelings he’d provoked in her. I suppose I won’t bore you with those details at the moment but,” he paused and closed his eyes.
 

“Pierre,” Catherine whispered.
 

He held up his hand again, took a deep breath and exhaled. “I wanted to ask whether you would still be willing to talk to Ebuka about…giving Amy a child.” A profound calm washed over him at having said it. There. Now it was out. The ball was in Catherine’s, and hopefully Ebuka’s, court and he could rest easy that he’d tried his best to sort this out.
 

He opened his eyes. The calm was flushed out of him by a wave of embarrassment.
 

Ebuka was standing at the foot of the stairs, one hand on the banister. He was completely naked, his long cock hanging heavy between his legs. He was thoughtfully rubbing his chin with the fingers of his other hand.
 

Pierre looked at Catherine, mortified. “Oh my god,” he said quietly.
 

Catherine pursed her lips and let out a sigh. “Ebuka is here this morning, Pierre. It’s what I was trying to tell you.”
 

He glanced at Ebuka but couldn’t hold the man’s gaze. Turning to Catherine he saw that she looked a bit distressed. Why had he insisted on blurting this all out? Why hadn’t he thought to ask if Ebuka was still there? A shame rolled through him. It was obvious Catherine hadn’t yet had an opportunity to speak to Ebuka about any of this. Why would she have? When he, himself, had been so aghast at her proposal? He put a hand over his mouth. “I’m so very deeply sorry,” he muttered, turning his eyes to the ground.
 

The sound of Ebuka’s bare feet slapping across the floor bounced around the hallway.
 

Pierre glanced up to see him standing just behind Catherine and off to one side. He was wearing the same stoic expression Pierre had come to expect. He put a hand on Catherine’s back and rubbed it.
 

She stiffened at this.
 

Ebuka studied her profile. His hand drifted up her back. To her hair, where it wrapped into a fist and pulled her head back, exposing her neck. He turned to look at Pierre. “So you want a baby in your pretty Amy’s belly?” he asked quietly.
 

Pierre shook his head and looked at the ground again, his eyes lingering on Ebuka’s monstrous seeding appendage for a moment. “Like I said I’m so sorry. I should have…this is deeply embarrassing and…I think it might be best if I just leave now and…”
 

“That won’t be necessary,” Ebuka said. “And besides if you come into a man’s house and say a thing like that, then skitter of like a cockroach when you find him there, what sort of man does that make you?” he asked. He turned to look at Catherine again.
 

Pierre felt like his feet were glued to the floor. It wasn’t lost on him that he was, in fact, standing in what used to be his own house. Where Ebuka was now a tenant. He wasn’t sure what that meant. It was all so very confusing.
 

“And you,” Ebuka growled, staring at Catherine.
 

She stiffened and her nostrils flared.
 

Pierre wondered whether Ebuka was truly upset or if this was just an extension of the sexual power dynamic he’d seen at play leering through the window.
 

“Should I feel exploited? Hmm? That you would pimp me out for my seed to your impotent husband?”
 

“Ex-husband,” Catherine muttered through pursed lips.
 

A smile cracked on Ebuka’s lips. A slow laugh rolled up out of his belly, shaking his shoulders. He looked from Catherine to Pierre, then back to her again. “Of course. We must all remember who we are to each other.”
 

“Ebuka please,” Pierre began. “If we could just…if we could just all pretend like none of this happened then I think that…” He was babbling. He’d spent all night talking himself up for this and when it finally came time to face it he was ready to turn and run away.
 

“I think not,” Ebuka said. His free hand drifted up to the belt holding Catherine’s robe closed. He pulled out the knot and let it fall open.
 

Pierre couldn’t resist the allure of her banging new bod and his eyes darted to steal a glance.
 

“You see?” Ebuka said to Catherine. “It seems your ex-husband might still harbor some attraction for you. How he looks at you with hungry eyes.” He looked up and grinned at Pierre.
 

A certain pride shone through Catherine’s indignation.
 

Pierre couldn’t believe she was allowing Ebuka to treat her this way. Couldn’t believe that the simple promise of being fed more of that black cock into her pussy kept her so in line.
 

“I will happily consider your request,” Ebuka said to Pierre after a few moments of silence. “But first I think you both need a little lesson in humility.”
 

Pierre mustered the courage to try one last time to extricate himself from this very embarrassing predicament. “Ebuka really there is no need to…”
 

“Quiet,” Ebuka said, levelling his gaze at Pierre.
 

Pierre gave a few ragged nods.
 

Ebuka released Catherine’s hair. He gently pulled the robe off her shoulders and let it fall to the ground.
 

Pierre’s gaze immediately swept up and down Catherine’s toned body. He made no apology about it this time. There was nowhere to hide from how attractive she was. Nor was there a way to hide the erection that sprouted higher and higher, stretching the front of his pants. He saw Catherine notice it. Was that a smirk that almost formed on her lips? Stripped of her bathrobe and dignity by Ebuka and still defiant. Still revelling in Pierre’s discomfort.
 

“Get on your knees,” Ebuka said to her, taking a step back.
 

She glanced in his general direction. Only then did her arms come up, trying to shield her pussy and tits from Pierre’s view. “I don’t…Ebuka no. I can’t. I can’t…not like this.”
 

Ebuka smirked. He grabbed a fistful of his own cock, stepped up behind her and mashed it between her legs. He wriggled it side to side, then slid it back and forth. When he pulled it out and stepped to the side again it was glistening with a thick, clear layer of Catherine’s slick. “You can’t?” he asked.
 

Catherine opened her mouth to speak. She glanced at the cock, a deep look of longing forming in her eyes.
 

Pierre gasped. It was only then that he realized the formidable power that dark staff held over his ex-wife. All it took was a wave and a tickle between the legs and it stripped her of her dignity, her identity, her agency. It stripped her of everything that had made Catherine Catherine for the many years they’d been married. Its ominous, seemingly limitless power lay in turning her into a creature with but one purpose. Submission. Submission to worship that big black cock so it might bestow the reward she so craved: her pussy slobbering over it as her body convulsed and gushed through wave upon wave of orgasms.
 

The cock was the stick and the cock was the carrot. And once in its thrall resistance was futile.
 

After a quick glance at Pierre, then a shrug, she did as he’d told her. She bent at the waist, put her hands on his thighs and slipped to her knees on the ground.
 

Pierre looked on in shock and horror as she closed her eyes, opened her mouth and obediently waited for Ebuka to stuff his cock into it.
 

He lifted it first, painted it in a lazy arc across her forehead, smearing her face with her own juices. “Open your eyes,” he commanded.
 

She did.
 

He reached down and tipped her chin up so that she was looking right at him. “Why don’t you tell it how you feel about it?”
 

Catherine’s eyes darted side to side. “Ebuka,” she said, her voice tight with discomfort.
 

He responded by pressing the head of his organ against her lips until they parted. He stuffed an inch in and rubbed it side to side, making it clear her mouth was nothing more than a hole for his pleasure.
 

And to this, instead of standing up and slapping him across the face, she put her hands on his abdomen and leaned forward, sinking half of it into her mouth.
 

He pulled himself out, tipped her head back, then painted more wet this time on her cheeks. “Go on. You can do it. You know the prize,” he said.
 

She blushed. A shudder shot down her back. She glanced up at him. “Really?” she asked.
 

He chuckled, seeming profoundly amused by her discomfort. “Of course,” he replied.
 

A blanket of shame, embarrassment and even profound sympathy for his poor ex-wife wrapped around Pierre. And the weird thing was it wasn’t even because Ebuka was making her do these things in front of him. It was that she was so incredibly beholden to that fleshy tool that she would stoop to this level.
 

Catherine finally let her eyes rest on the cock. “I love you,” she whispered.
 

Ebuka grinned. “Once again. This time with feeling,” he said.
 

She let out what could have been a sob. Whatever it was she sounded totally defeated.
 

Pierre kept watching but only because he couldn’t bring himself to look away.
 

Ebuka stared and stared at Catherine until her resolve finally broke. Her shoulders sagged. She leaned forward and kissed the head of his prick. “I love this cock more than anything else in this world,” she whispered. “Please fuck my mouth with it. Please let me taste it’s seed.”
 

Ebuka took a step closer. He held his cock against her lips, then rested it on the lower one. He put a hand on either side of her head and bent his hips slowly forward until half of it was in her mouth again.
 

Catherine’s hands swept up his thighs and around them. They settled on his ass and pulled, sliding more of his cock into her mouth.
 

Ebuka looked up at Pierre from under his furrowed brow. “Your ex-bitch feels good. The two holes I’ve tried are both snug and wet. I have not yet sampled the pleasure of her ass. But I’m sure I won’t be disappointed by that either.” He fucked his cock back and forth, working it deeper on his way in so that the head of it formed a lump in her throat.
 

She gurgled and gargled but held fast, not resisting his intrusion.
 

“Show our guest your pretty winker,” Ebuka said, looking down at Catherine again.
 

A deep blush heated her cheeks and chest. But she obeyed the command, taking her hands off of his ass and placing them on her own. Spreading her cheeks until Pierre had a clear view of the puckered entrance leading to her tightest channel. His eyes were glued to the sight the same way his feet felt glued to the floor.
 

Ebuka glanced up at Pierre, one eyebrow raised. “Tell me Pierre, in your time together did you have a chance to sample the delights of her rear entrance?”
 

Pierre, awash in embarrassment still, shook his head. Catherine’s sexual appetites had been fairly conservative when they’d been together. In the early years she’d always been game for a romp. But mostly missionary or on her hands and knees. On special occasions she had often offered up a loving blowjob. But always with her in full control never like this. She’d never let herself be used like a fuck-toy.
 

“Is it true my pet? Have you been keeping secrets? Are you virgin back there?” Ebuka asked.
 

Catherine closed her eyes, mouth still stuffed full of black dick. She gave two solemn nods.
 

The dirtiness of it all sent ripples of excitement through Pierre. For so many years he’d been resigned to a sort of sexual retirement. Even his romantic life with Amy, at the height of it’s passion, had felt more like a mock-tail than a stiff drink. Watching this was like doing beers and shots again. It was intensely arousing.
 

Ebuka gently pulled Catherine’s hair back into a pony tail. He held it there and moved her face back and forth, fucking his cock deep into her throat. After a few strokes she looked up at him with a loving gaze. He drew his cock in and out of her mouth a few more times before letting it fall out.
 

As soon as it did Catherine’s face took on a desperate expression. Like she couldn’t wait to have him in her mouth again. To taste him and to give the pleasure she knew he craved. His cock stood proudly erect in front of her face. It curved in a gentle arc above her lips, the head hovering just over the bridge of her nose.
 

He took himself in hand and teased her with it. Letting her lick the tip, then slipping the head less than inch into her mouth.
 

Her cheeks hollowed and she sucked like an obedient slut, her tongue working the underside.
 

After a minute or so of this he pulled himself out again. He let go of her head and stepped back.
 

Catherine’s hands flew from her ass to the floor in front of her to keep from falling on her face. She panted heavily trying to catch her breath.
 

“Now on your feet,” Ebuka ordered. He reached under her chest, pinched and twisted her nipple.
 

She scrambled to her feet to stand in front of him. He put a hand on her chin, tilted his head and pressed his lips against hers in a deep kiss. His tongue plunged in. Their jaws moved in time together, tongues dancing against in each other inside her mouth.
 

When he pulled away from the kiss Catherine looked even more desperate. She leaned forward trying to kiss him again but he spun her around until she was facing Pierre. Their eyes met for a brief moment before hers darted away. “Oh god Ebuka please no,” she said.
 

All it took was another swipe and tickle between her legs and she was mewling again. Wriggling her hips, trying to mount herself onto his thick prick.
 

Ebuka put a hand on her chin and turned it until she was facing Pierre. His tongue flicked out and he licked the side of her neck.
 

Catherine shuddered, still trying to find his cock with her pussy hole.
 

“Look at him,” Ebuka whispered. “Look at him.”
 

This time it was Pierre who shuddered. As Catherine’s eyes slowly came to his, the lids lazy and half-closed, her lips parted in a sultry pout.
 

“I will do what you ask of me,” Ebuka said. “But you must know this is how I will fuck your Amy. Any way I please. With you watching or without. Is that what you want? Is it?” he demanded.
 

Pierre’s eyes darted down Catherine’s frame. Back up to hers as his cock strained against his pants and underwear. This was the last thing he’d expected to see that morning. Ebuka’s question turned his stomach to stone and his prick to steel. “Yes,” he said quietly.
 

Ebuka jabbed his prick into Catherine’s cunt. A wet squish came from between her legs as his girth parted her folds, then plied deeper into her sex.
 

One of Catherine’s heels came up off the floor. Up onto her toes, her knee bending in as her body struggled to accommodate the slab of dark meat invading it. She warbled, shuddered, then sank back, the top of her ass coming to rest on the hard muscles of Ebuka’s abdomen.
 

When Ebuka started into a rhythmic fucking he became a blur to Pierre. A dark shape behind Catherine’s tight, white body, which was in sharp focus. Each sound Catherine made touched a different part of him. Her moans tugged at his heavy ball sack. Her mewling poked the base of his brain, stiffening his prick. Her anguished cry as she came seemed to caress his own cock, as if there was still some invisible attachment between him and her. As if she still meant something to him and thus this intrusion into her person was some sort of erotic salve being massaged into his organ. He soon realized that was the feeling of his own cock drooling, his seed spilling out the tip and coating it, at seeing Catherine so thoroughly debased.
 

Her orgasm was accompanied by a shrill shriek. With Ebuka still pounding behind her, her muscles relaxed and her body turned to putty in his hands.
 

Ebuka reached around and grabbed her tits. He held her up as he fucked her even more vigorously , every so often pinching and tweaking her nipples. He squeezed two more orgasms out of her, her own wet mess running down the insides of her thighs from his relentless fucking. His own climax came unannounced and without fanfare. He grunted, stabbed his thick muscle deep into her pussy and a heavy, dank silence settled over them.
 

Pierre was mesmerized. His eyes were on Catherine’s face and the many contortions into which it twisted. But out of the corner of his vision he saw Ebuka’s testicles rising and falling, contracting and releasing as he emptied his seed into her fleshy receptacle.
 

Ebuka let out a low growl. Drew his cock out and pressed it in a few more times before pulling it out fully. He let go of Catherine’s breasts and stepped away from her.
 

Suddenly without support, she stumbled forward on weak legs. Her knees buckled but she caught her balance, traipsing a few steps closer to Pierre before coming to a standstill. She refused to look into his eyes, instead staring down at his feet. She was a nasty mess of a woman. A line of Ebuka’s emission trailed down the inside of one thigh. Both her legs had a sheen of her own lubricant. Even her picture-perfect breasts looked distressed, the nipples seeming to point in two different directions from being tugged so vigorously.
 

Ebuka circled the root of his shaft with a finger and thumb. He drew a line down to the tip, collecting seed and Catherine’s wet. He walked over to where she was standing in front of Pierre and held the hand in front of her mouth.
 

Catherine let out a shuddering breath, as if bracing herself for this final humiliation. She opened her mouth and her tongue flicked out. At first it barely grazed the liquid. But that first taste was enough to drive her into a frenzy again. She grabbed her hand in his and feverishly mopped up the proffered gift. Licked his fingers clean before letting it go again.
 

Ebuka turned without a word and walked to the staircase. He mounted a few steps, his powerful glutes flexing as he ascended. On the fourth step he turned to look over his shoulder. “If you’re serious then bring her to me here on Friday,” he said. He turned, walked up the remaining stairs and disappeared.
 

That’s when Pierre realized that a new sound had started. Sometime between Ebuka finishing inside Catherine and his exit. A slow, quiet and very steady drip. His eyes fell to her crotch, then to her feet. A thick puddle of yellowish-white semen had pooled on the floor between them. It was being fed by the seed dripping from her pussy.
 

Catherine straightened. She turned and, careful to step around the mess, made her way to her bathrobe. Pulled it on over her shoulders and tied up the belt. Turned to face Pierre, doing her best to look dignified. “Well,” she said quietly, looking off to one side. “I suppose now you know my secret.”
 

“S–s-secret?” Pierre stammered.
 

Catherine turned to look at him, chin in the air. “That I’ll do anything for that dick,” she said.
 

The silence became very awkward between them.
 

“I think you should probably leave now,” Catherine finally said. “If you’re serious about Amy then do as he says. Come back on Friday. Sometime around lunch. He’ll…do the thing and then maybe, I don’t know, we can all go have an early dinner together or something.”
 

Pierre blinked, at a complete loss for words.
 

“I’m sorry you had to see that. I can’t…” She shook her head. “I haven’t figured out how to say ‘no’ to him yet. If you wouldn’t mind showing yourself out I should…go clean myself up.” She turned and followed Ebuka up the stairs.
 

Somehow Pierre managed to make his way back to the car. His pants were soaked with his own ejaculate. He couldn’t remember having an orgasm and he still felt like he needed one. He put his hands on the steering wheel, glanced at the clock to see it was almost noon. Amy would need a ride home in a few hours. And he’d need a few hours to figure out how to bring this whole sordid business up with her in earnest.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


“Is something the matter?”
 

The question stirred Pierre from his thoughts. He wasn’t sure how long he’d spent poking at his vegetables and meatloaf. The silence in the kitchen was heavy. He looked up at Amy and the look of concern on her expression. He sighed, let his shoulders slump, then set his fork down on his plate with a soft clink. “I have to tell you something,” he muttered. He’d been sullen since leaving Catherine’s house. Tried to cheer up when he picked up Amy at the shop. But as she’d made dinner he’d fallen back into his dreary mood.
 

“Well then just tell me. I feel like you’re mad at me over there,” she said.
 

He looked at her and his heart squeezed in that now familiar way. He wished he could walk this all back. Forget about Catherine and Ebuka and all the crazy things he’d seen. But there would be no forgetting that. His cock wouldn’t let his brain ever forget it. And there would be no forgetting that Amy still wanted a baby and he still couldn’t give her one no matter how hard he tried. “That’s the thing,” he replied. “I’m worried that if I say it you’re the one that’s going to be mad.”
 

She set down her fork. Scooted her chair back and got up. Rounded the table and came to stand next to him. She put a hand on his shoulder and pushed, making him slide his chair back away from the table. She turned sideways, plopped her plump ass on his lap and hung her arms around his neck. “Things have been kind of weird the last little while, huh?” she asked.
 

He looked up at her and a smile formed on his mouth. She looked like such a perfect, happy little cherub there was almost a halo around her head. “Things have been very weird the last little while,” he agreed. His heart squeezed again. He realized then that he had to come clean. Had to tell her everything. Because if it ever came out some other way she’d be devastated that he’d kept it from her. “My sweet love,” he began, then sighed. “There’s…there’s something I need to share with you. It’s not going to be very easy. And I’m not terribly proud of myself for what I’ve done.”
 

Her brow furrowed, her worried look deepening. “Pierre?” she said quietly.
 

“Oh please don’t worry!” he reassured he. “It’s nothing…I haven’t done anything illegal. Nothing harmful. It’s just…”
 

Out with it.
 

It was the only way forward.
 

“The night of gallery opening, after you went home I…I got a terrible idea. A terrible urge.”
 

“An urge?” she asked.
 

He nodded.
 

She shook her head. “Please don’t tell me you cheated on me?” she squeaked.
 

His eyes bugged and his jaw fell. He couldn’t believe that was where her mind went. Of course now that he thought about the last few things he’d said and his own recent brooding it was no surprise that was Amy’s conclusion. “Oh god no!” he said, putting an arm around her and squeezing. “God no, Amy, I would never do anything like that. That’s not something you ever have to worry about. I promise.” He felt her whole body relax in his lap. He shook his head. “No, no, no, no,” he said.
 

“What is it then? Just say it. I won’t get mad. What was your terrible urge?”
 

He gave a nod. “The night of the gallery opening, after seeing Catherine show up with Ebuka I…I became very curious. About them. About whether…you know, whether they were in a relationship.”It took a moment to register with Amy. “Oh,” she said. “Is that it?”
 

“Well, no. And this is the part I’m not terribly proud of. I drove to her house, our old house. And I…I spied on them through the window.” He looked up and locked eyes with her.
 

She looked puzzled but not upset. “Oh. Well that’s not so bad,” she said after a few moments.
 

“Not terrible but not my finest hour. And then I did it again.”
 

She tilted her head to one side. A funny smile lit her mouth. “You did? Pierre!” She burst into giggles, hand over her mouth as she laughed.
 

Pierre smirked. This was a relief. Her reaction was unexpected but welcome. He closed his eyes. This was going to be the really hard part. “And then there was last night,” he said quietly.
 

“Last night?” Amy asked. “Oh. Right. Last night.”
 

“You remember what we talked about?” he asked. “About those natural ways of…” He had a hard time getting the rest of it out.
 

“Oh Pierre,” Amy said. “You’re not really serious about that are you? It’s so…so crazy. I don’t think I could ever do a thing like…”
 

“I went to Catherine’s after I dropped you off at the shop today.”
 

A silence passed. “You did?” Amy asked.
 

“I did,” he confirmed with a nod.
 

“Why?”
 

His chest felt heavy. “I went because it was Catherine who suggested…it was Catherine’s idea. That maybe we should consider Ebuka. As a…a sort of donor for you.”
 

Amy blinked and her eyes opened wide. “What?” she said in a whisper.
 

“I know I should have told you. Or asked you. Or…included you in this in some way. It’s just that I don’t see any other way out of our conundrum. And I couldn’t live with myself knowing I was the one standing between you and the one thing you so desperately want.” He couldn’t bring himself to look at her. Couldn’t even bear to imagine what expression she was wearing. Was she furious? Sad? Had he hurt her with this? He hadn’t even told her the whole truth yet.
 

Just as he was about to look up and beg for forgiveness a faint scent filled his nostrils. They flared. He sat up a little straighter and his heart fluttered in his chest. The smell was very familiar, though entirely out of context. A sharp, almost citrusy odor. The smell of Amy’s between-the-legs juice seeping out of her. His story, it seemed, was making her aroused.
 

His cock did what felt like a stretch and yawn routine in his lap. Amy was putting two and two together. And her reaction, or at least her body’s reaction, was arousal. Intentional or not, the mention of Ebuka donating his sperm into her, had elicited an arousal response. Her vaginal canal was flooding, readying for penetration.
 

When he looked up he saw her cheeks had reddened. A glance lower, at the peaks of her breasts, revealed that her nipples had hardened to such a state he could see them through both the thick fabric of her bra and the sunny dress she was wearing. He looked up into her eyes, hope and terror swelling inside him. That Amy might agree to get what she most wanted and, more perversely, that he might get to witness it. “I’m sorry I didn’t ask you,” he whispered.
 

She blinked a few times. Looked to one side, then the other. Looked very confused by the whole thing but certainly not put off. “W-what did she say?” she asked, looking like a deer in headlights.
 

His cock hardened in his lap. Stiff as a ship’s mast it stood perfectly straight and tall, a tent pole holding up the fabric of his pants. “That’s the thing, see,” he said, eyeing her like a hawk for her reaction. “I didn’t realize that Ebuka was there.”
 

She drew in a quick breath. “He was?” she asked.
 

“He was. He heard what I had come to say to Catherine.”
 

Amy gasped again. The smell of her wetting cooch became louder, drowning out the lingering odour of the the meatloaf and vegetables behind her.
 

The tension inside Pierre ratcheted up. His own desire was ripping through him, screaming at him to tear Amy’s clothes off and consummate this beautiful new chapter of their life they’d started writing. But he could see she was still in a delicate state. Still not one hundred percent convinced that this was what she needed. Her body was ready. Her mind needed just a little more reassurance that she could have what she craved. “What do you think?”
 

Her eyelids fluttered. She opened and closed her mouth a few times, obviously having a hard time getting a grip on this herself.
 

“Do you think this is something you would want?” he asked, nudging her ever closer to confronting his desire.
 

She turned her head and met his gaze. “Ebuka would…he would…naturally, like, he would…”
 

Pierre gave a nod. His cock flexed. She was getting closer. Still needed a little more encouragement. “He would put his penis inside of you. You would have sex with him. And he would, you know, finish in you.” He felt a shiver race down her spine. A fresh wave of her wet smell wafted up from underneath her skirt. His cock flexed again at her reaction. A powerful urge gripped him, the space between Amy’s legs the bulls-eye of his desire.
 

“What did he say?” Amy whispered. “When he heard you ask Catherine about it?”
 

There was something in her tone that told Pierre the idea had clicked. It had taken root and sprouted in her mind. It was delicate still, but growing stronger by the second. He could feel it. “He said to come by on Friday if we were serious,” he replied, eyes locked onto Amy’s.
 

Another shiver raced down her back. She wriggled in his lap. Maybe like she was trying to get up and off of it. Or maybe she had her own ache that she was dealing with?
 

She furrowed her brow as she grappled with his proposition. “How would it…what about you?” she asked.
 

“What about me?”
 

“Wouldn’t you be, like, wouldn’t it make you jealous?”
 

There was that. Not something he’d given much thought to. Would he be able to handle watching, or even just knowing, that another man was fucking Amy? Strangely the question only made his desire burn hotter. “I’m certain I could stand it,” he said. “I would endure far worse for your happiness, my love.”
 

Amy’s eyes darted side to side again. She squirmed in his lap and this time not at all like she wanted to get off but rather get off. She even put a hand on her stomach and scratched it, as if that would make the ache inside her go away. “I don’t know,” she muttered, giving her head a shake.
 

But he knew that wasn’t true. She was playing coy, now. Not just flirting with the idea but embracing it. Not wanting to upset him by being too eager. It was too inviting an overture to resist. “Amy,” he began. “You know I don’t like it when you’re dishonest,” he said, sounding a little like he was her father scolding her.
 

“I’m not being dishonest,” she replied, quickly enough that it was obvious that she was.
 

He narrowed his eyes at her. At the same time he grabbed the hem of her dress and yanked it up her thighs.
 

“Pierre!” she squeaked, trying to push his hand away.
 

But he was stronger. His hand moved up the inside of her thigh. He pulled her underwear to one side and, before she could stop him, slipped a finger into the crevice of her sex. It was sodden.
 

She gasped and squirmed some more but it seemed preformative. Like that’s what Amy thought a good girl should do when her husband takes her in hand. Pretend she doesn’t like it.
 

“What’s this then?” he asked, letting his finger slide into her pussy.
 

Her lips parted and she drew in a slow breath as he curled it, touching that place she liked on the inside. Her eyes moved from his to his hand between her legs and back again. “Pierre?” she asked quietly.
 

An inferno of lust ignited inside him. Uncontrollable, young-man lust for his sweet young bride. He fucked his finger in and out of her. He knew they’d just crossed another line. While Amy was too shy to openly give her consent to such a depraved arrangement right away, her body was doing it for her. He pushed her off his lap and stood up. Turned her to face away from him and leaned in to her neck. He took a deep whiff of her natural fragrance, the peach shampoo she used and the dank odour of her sex wafting up from between her legs. Putting one hand on her shoulder, he used the other to tug open his belt buckle. “This Friday,” he said, kissing her cheek, then her neck. “This Friday we’re going to ask Sandra to mind the shop. Then you and I are going to go to Catherine’s house. Catherine and Ebuka’s house,” he added, nibbling on her ear.
 

“We are?” she said. Her whole body was trembling.
 

“We are,” he replied. “And there you’re going to spread your legs and let Ebuka…” He paused to stare at her expression.
 

She’d stopped breathing and was standing perfectly still in a stunned silence.
 

As much as he wanted her eager consent he knew she was far too innocent a creature to just give it up. Not like him. She needed some more encouragement.
 

Reaching into his underwear he pulled his cock out. He flipped Amy’s dress up over the shelf of her ass and yanked her underwear down. She gasped but he didn’t relent. Putting his hands on her shoulders, he bent her toward the table.
 

“Pierre!” she said, her breath shuddering.
 

He was a man on a mission now. A man in charge. It felt like they’d been cast into this sexual hurricane by forces completely outside of their control. He was captain of their ship and he was going to sail them safely out. Right through the eye of the storm. He pressed the head of his cock against Amy’s soaked entrance.
 

She gasped. Her fingers splayed on the table as she braced herself against his penetration. Her sloppy pussy and total lack of resistance to being fucked so lewdly in the kitchen spoke volumes about what she really wanted. She wanted this. She wanted to be bred.
 

“You’re going to spread your legs and let Ebuka breed you,” he said, his voice a low growl.
 

“Oh my god,” Amy said in a desperate whisper.
 

He thrust his hips forward and speared her with his cock.
 

“Oh my god!” she cried out, her body shaking as he plied in and out. Her pussy squeezed him hard. “Oh my god,” she whispered.
 

He pulled his cock almost all the way out, then thrust it back in. Fresh, hot wet came seeping out of Amy, coating his balls. Her pussy was throbbing around him. She was intensely aroused and it only made him more so. His hips started a rhythmic swaying back and forth, his cock sawing and sloshing into Amy’s vice-grip of a cunt. He leaned over her and the urge gripped him to sharpen his pleasure even more. He thought of the night he’d caught her masturbating, whispering breed me to herself as she watched a black cock filling a tiny pink cunt. He leaned lower over her. He felt more like a man than he had in years. Wrapping her hair into a fist he tipped her head back. He was shocked when her pussy squeezed him again and she mewled in pleasure. They never did it like this. Rough and dominant. It was always sweet and loving and never in the kitchen after meatloaf. This was a sexual revolution. “Tell me that you want it,” he whispered, his pelvis smacking against her round rump, cock slithering in and out of her tight pussy-crack.
 

“Oh god…Pierre…I don’t…I don’t know…”
 

He gently yanked her head back further. “Say it,” he hissed. He could feel that she wanted it. Every signal her body was sending a semaphore of need and desire. He wanted to rub her nose in it, make her confront it with her higher order reasoning and not just her base instincts. “Say it,” he repeated, fucking her harder, urging her on.
 

Her boobs swayed and bounced beneath her chest. Her lush rear provided the perfect landing pad for his hard thrusts.
 

He leaned over her again. “Tell me you want that big, black cock inside you,” he said. The words were out of his mouth before he knew what he was doing. He balked, wondering if revealing his own desire would tamp Amy’s? He’d let it slip in a moment of passion. Would this ruin everything?
 

She jerked her head around so hard she ripped her hair out of his hand. Looked over her shoulder at him with the lustiest of stares. Studying him looking like she was onto something and wanted to get to the bottom of it. “Pierre,” she whispered.
 

He couldn’t hold her gaze. He looked down at his cock plunging in and out of her sweet slit. His legs started to shake. His face flushed with embarrassment at having given away his secret.
 

“Pierre,” she whispered again, drawing his eyes back up. “You tell me you want that black cock inside me,” she said, her voice even quieter.
 

His body shook. His cock twitched inside her. A groan rumbled up out of him. His beautiful love, his sweet Amy, had just asked him to repeat his fantasy. He felt control of the situation slipping through his fingers. His hips were moving on their own now. Like they were detached from his brain and driving faster and harder to finish the job he’d started. Amy’s pussy slurped and smacked as he drilled in and out of her. “Amy…I…” he started but couldn’t finish.
 

She reached around and grabbed the front of his shirt. Yanked him down so his face was just inches from hers. Her pussy was spasming, drooling all over his cock and balls.
 

He could feel the orgasmic energy emanating off her.
 

“Say it!” she seethed.
 

“I…I…I want that big, black cock inside you!” he shouted. It pulled the trigger on his orgasm. He slammed into her hard, cock twitching in her depths. Releasing semen but not seed into her uterus.
 

Amy’s grip on his shirt faltered. Her hand fell. Down to her ass. She pulled one cheek to the side to watch his cock plunging in and out of her as he finished. Her eyes squeezed shut. She let out a shuddering breath. Her pussy choked and pumped his cock, her body performing the reception of his jizz, her subconscious machinations ignorant of it's impotence.
 

After a few more ragged thrusts his hips slowed, then stopped. Reality dawned, bringing with it an unusual awkwardness. They were, after all, locked at the waist in the kitchen, meatloaf cooling on the table. There was nowhere to hide from what had just happened. No blanket to curl into. No pillow to squeeze. Here they had to stare into the face of what they’d just unearthed together.
 

He eased out of her. Tucked himself into his underwear not knowing where to look.
 

Amy pulled her panties up and flipped her dress back down over her legs. She turned to face him and folded her arms over her chest.
 

He could feel her staring at him.
 

“What in the hell was that?” she said.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


He sat, humbled, on the edge of the bed. Shoulders sagging like a schoolboy at the headmaster’s office about to get a dressing down.
 

Amy was pacing back and forth in front of him. “Well?” she said, her hands flying up in front of her. “Are you just going to sit there? Or are you going to tell me what this is all about?”
 

He sighed. He felt trapped in an impossible position. Amy’s breeding was at once the first and last thing he wanted. The first and last thing he needed. And it was turning into a bigger hassle than he’d envisioned. He looked up at her with pleading eyes. “My love,” he said.
 

“Oh come on, Pierre!” she said. “Don’t just sit there looking at me with your puppy dog eyes. We’re about to make a decision that’s going to change our lives! Don’t you think we should get everything we can out into the open? Were you planning on telling me about…about your…this kinky fantasy you have? How is this just coming out now?”
 

He shook his head, deeply ashamed he hadn’t been more open. “I don’t know why I did it,” he replied.
 

“But I’m right, aren’t I? It is a kinky fantasy? And you do have it?”
 

He nodded. “I do,” he said. He looked up at her from underneath his brow. “I’m so sorry I wasn’t more honest with you.”
 

“Never mind about that,” she said, sounding like she really meant it. She sat down and put a hand over his on his lap. “Just, please. Just be honest with me now.”
 

He nodded again. His heart and soul were heavy. But the core of the truth was already out. Now he just had to fill in the details. Whether she’d still agree or not was up to Amy. He looked sideways at her, trying not to appear to dejected. “I don’t know how it started. No,” he quickly added, squeezing his eyes and searching for his moral compass. “I do. It was seeing…Catherine. Seeing her getting…railed, because I can’t think of another word for it, by Ebuka that twisted something in my mind. Trust me what we saw last night was nothing. The lengths to which she goes to…have his cock, are extraordinary.”
 

Amy furrowed her brow. “Really? Like what?” she asked.
 

He questioned whether divulging the dirty details would do harm or good? Ultimately he knew he had to tell her. This was about them, together, as a team. Honesty was paramount. “She crawled naked across the kitchen floor. To suck his cock while he sat in his chair after dinner. He makes her do it, too. Some sexual game of domination and submission that’s playing out between them.” He shook his head at the memory.
 

“Really?” Amy said, shifting in her seat and putting her hands in her lap. “Why would she do that?”
 

“I don’t know if it’s real or not. Or if they’re just two lovers playing, but Catherine begs for that dick like I’ve never heard her begging for anything in her life.”
 

A long silence followed as Amy digested that thought. “You think, like, because it feels so good?” she asked.
 

“It appeared that way when I was spying on them.”
 

She chuckled and gave him a smack on the arm. “Shame on you for being a peeping Tom. A peeping Pierre.” She leaned to the side and laid her head on his shoulder. “So watching them…what? Made you horny? Watching your ex-wife having sex? I’m not sure how I feel about that.”
 

“You’re entitled to feel however you want about it. And again I’m deeply sorry for keeping it from you.” He felt her shrug.
 

“Everyone’s going to have secrets.”
 

He turned and looked at her. “Do you?” he asked.
 

“Not from you,” she said.
 

He smiled. Her answer warmed his heart. The vision of her entangled with Ebuka flashed in his mind. It drove the warmth down between his legs and a fresh hardness began to form. “So what do you think?” he said quietly. “Do you think this is something…something you would want?”
 

Her lips formed a line and she scrunched one side of her face up. “I want a baby,” she replied. “But I don’t know about having…doing it natural with another guy.”
 

He scowled, remembering how she’d kissed Ebuka without too much fuss. “Amy,” he said, his voice low. “Now I know you’re keeping secrets.”
 

“What? Why?”
 

He glowered at her playfully. “Wasn’t it just last night that you let Ebuka kiss you? Didn’t you just confess to me how you were gripped by an urge so strong you couldn’t resist him?”
 

She looked off to the side and fiddled with her thumb.
 

“And just now in the kitchen,” he went on. “Your…your pussy,” he said, pointedly. “It was soaked when I touched it.”
 

“Pierre!” she squealed. She whacked him on the arm again. Hard this time.
 

He started having the feelings again. His dark fantasies looming in his mind. Sweet Amy on her back with her legs in the air getting pounded by Ebuka’s thick dick. “If I were to ask you about whether you wanted to know what Ebuka’s cock felt like inside you what would you say?”
 

“Pierre!” she said, this time in a whisper. But, predictably, her face heated up. Her neck, too. She scrunched her toes up on the carpet and looked away.
 

“Amy, please,” he said quietly. “We need to be honest with each other.”
 

“I am being honest,” she replied.
 

“You haven’t answered the question,” he said. He let a silence pass, watching her squirm as she confronted her own desires. It racked him, knowing it was what she wanted, too. It also brought a surge of his own erotic desire. He reached out and touched the inside of her thigh.
 

She startled and her hand shot down to his wrist, blocking him from moving up her dress. “Pierre,” she hissed.
 

“I can’t do this for you, Amy,” he said. “I want you to be happy more than I want anything else in this world. But I can’t force happiness on you. You have to own it. You have to acknowledge what it is you want and go out and take it for yourself.”
 

She plopped down on the bed next to him. Her shoulders slumped and she sighed. Put her hands under her chin and pushed her lips out in a pout.
 

He knew he had to give her as much time as she needed. He couldn’t rush this. He’d poked and nudged and shaped the direction of her thinking to this moment but she had to take the last few steps herself. He stared straight ahead, waiting for her to come around. Or maybe not.
 

It seemed like hours that they sat there. Finally Amy drew in a breath. She held it for a few moments, eyes on the carpet. “I don’t want to hurt you,” she said quietly.
 

A wonderful hot feeling formed at the base of his skull. Started soaking down his back, thick as syrup. “I promise you you won’t,” he replied.
 

She turned to him. “I do want it, Pierre.”
 

A shiver rippled through him. The hot feeling sank lower, soaking through his guts. She wanted it. He turned and looked into her wide, sparkling eyes. “You want Ebuka to make you pregnant?” he asked, his voice shaking.
 

She gave three slow nods.
 

His cock began to unfurl again.
 

“I want that,” she went on. “But not just that.”
 

He felt like he was climbing the first steep incline on a roller coaster. Just a few more feet, a few more clicks of the chain and they’d be at the crest, then over it and sailing down the other side on the wildest ride they’d ever tried. “What else?” he asked, closing his eyes.
 

“I want…I want to know…I want to feel it.”
 

He drew in a shallow breath.
 

“I want to know what it would feel like to have Ebuka inside me.”
 

His chest constricted.
 

“I want to feel…his cock in me, Pierre. Oh god did I just say that? Are you okay? Tell me you’re okay?” She put her hand on his arm.
 

When he opened his eyes and took a deep breath he was a different man. He turned to Amy and looked deep into her eyes. “I want exactly that too, Amy. So very much.”
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


The door swung open and there stood Catherine, a vaguely Asian bathrobe draped over her shoulders, tied loosely at the waist in such a way that the inner mounds of her breasts were bared. The top of her trim belly was visible, as was the inside of one thigh.
 

Pierre pursed his lips, sighed and looked off to the side.
 

Amy fidgeted next to him. “H-hello Catherine,” she stammered.
 

Catherine smiled. An ice cold smile that made Pierre’s skin prickle. “Amy. So wonderful to see you again,” she said. She turned to Pierre. “So glad you’ve come. What an interesting plot twist in our lives, wouldn’t say?” she asked.
 

“Lovely of you to have us,” Pierre muttered. It would have all been deeply embarrassing if he hadn’t been so aroused. His ex-wife arranging for his new bride to be bred by her young, black lover? Any ordinary man would have been humiliated. Surely. Yet here he stood, on the stoop of his old house, itching with desire to see just that.
 

“Won’t you come inside?” Catherine asked.
 

They shuffled in after her. Amy shot him a worried look. He took her hand and squeezed it.
 

“Ebuka’s just in the shower,” Catherine explained. “Can I get you something to drink?”
 

“I’m fine,” Pierre muttered.
 

“I’ll take a glass of water,” Amy said.
 

When Catherine disappeared into the kitchen he took Amy’s hand again, patted it and led her to the living room. They sat down on the edge of the couch. His skin was crawling in anticipation. He’d spent the week with his brain clawing at a single question. Would Ebuka treat Amy the way he treated Catherine? Or would he change his act, turn into a tender, gentle lover? Pierre wasn’t sure which would be worse, or better, to watch.
 

They heard footsteps on the stairs.
 

Pierre felt the need to do something. To mark the arrival of the donor somehow. He rose to his feet and Amy followed. They stood there as Ebuka entered the room, festooned in a robe that matched Catherine’s. It, too, was tied off at the waist. The cut gave them a clean view of Ebuka’s pectoral muscles. Arousal drenched through Pierre. It was as if his body, too, was reacting to the signals Ebuka’s was sending. The taut muscles, along with his obviously keen mind, projecting that singularly most important of messages: I carry good seed. “Hello Ebuka,” he said, sounding a little breathless. “I…we’re her for…the agreed upon…arrangement.”
 

Ebuka raised an eyebrow. His bare feet padded along the carpet as he approached them.
 

Catherine whisked in carrying a glass of water. She came to a stop when she saw Ebuka standing in front of them.
 

Ebuka looked at Amy and a slight smile formed on his mouth. “It’s a pleasure to see you again,” he said. He raised his hand and grazed her cheek with the side of his finger before turning to regard Pierre. “Arrangement?” he asked.
 

Pierre swallowed to clear the knot that formed in his throat at the question. Was he going to make him say it out loud? “The, uh, what we spoke about the other day. When I visited.”
 

Ebuka’s smile widened. A slow, silent laugh rolled out of him. He turned back and glanced at Catherine, then looked at Amy again, tilting his head to the side. “I am sorry if I misled you.”
 

Pierre’s stomach sank. Was this some prank? Some game that Catherine and Ebuka had concocted to humiliate him? Was the bitch about to get what she’d been scheming for?
 

“I should have been more clear,” Ebuka went on. “I would not spoil such a beautiful moment by rushing it. I knew from the moment I saw your sweet Amy that she is a delicate little flower.”
 

Amy’s face flushed a deep red.
 

“I would not spoil such a pristine creature by simply shoving it in and spilling in her. That might be fine for well-worn whores.” He gave a slow nod over his shoulder at Catherine.
 

Catherine looked unfazed by the moniker. If anything she seemed proud of it.
 

Ebuka leaned in closer to Amy. He raised a hand and, this time, drew the tips of his fingers over her lips. “It will not do for us,” he whispered, staring straight into her eyes.
 

Pierre felt Amy shudder next to him. A glance at her revealed that she was staring right back at Ebuka. Deep into his dark eyes, transfixed by his gaze.
 

“A creature such as this requires some romancing. Don’t you, Amy?” he asked quietly.
 

Amy smoothed the front of her floral-print dress, flashed an awkward smile, shrugged, then giggled.
 

Pierre turned to see her still hotly blushing. He was quite certain he’d never seen her so shy and embarrassed. Her big, bubbly personality had vanished, leaving her an awkward, almost frightened woman. He had no idea why but that only added to his own arousal. How much dirtier it would be, seeing her defiled from her current state than if she was acting like her usual self.
 

“Would you mind?” Ebuka asked. “The romance might be easier if you stepped aside.”
 

Pierre’s face heated at the realization that he was in the way. “Of course,” he muttered. He looked again at Amy, squeezed her hand, then shuffled off around the coffee table to stand next to Catherine.
 

Ebuka smiled, took Amy’s hand in his and turned to sit down on the couch, taking her with him. As he reclined his legs parted. The robe fell open, revealing the thick slab resting between his legs.
 

Amy’s eyes darted to it immediately. She gasped, covered her mouth and turned her eyes up to the ceiling. She scooted forward, sitting on the very edge of the couch, looking immensely uncomfortable.
 

Ebuka laughed. He reached down, covered himself with the robe, then put a hand on Amy’s shoulder. “There will be plenty of time for that. For the time being come, sit with me here.”
 

Amy allowed herself to be eased back onto the couch next to him, hands firmly in her lap.
 

Catherine walked to the coffee table, set the glass of water down, then turned and walked to where Pierre was standing. She put a hand on his arm. “Why don’t we give these two some space?” she asked.
 

The suggestion rattled Pierre. He’d envisioned sitting as close as he could get to Amy and Ebuka. Staring intently as they coupled, soaking every detail of it into his brain for later use. But Amy looked terrified. She’d probably loosen up if he weren’t there. At least for the romance part. “Great idea,” he whispered to Catherine. He turned and followed her back into the kitchen.
 

She pulled out a chair from underneath the table. “Sit,” she said.
 

He sat.
 

She reached into the fridge and brought out a bottle of beer. Pulled an opener out of a drawer and cracked the cap. Set it in front of him on the table. “Have some of that. Your hands are shaking,” she said.
 

Pierre looked down and realized that yes, in fact, his hands were shaking. He gripped the bottle and brought it to his lips. The cold beer soothed the heat coursing through him. A moment later and the alcohol started to work it’s magic, tamping down his executive function and the worry it was causing him.
 

“Nervous?” Catherine asked.
 

“A little, I suppose,” he replied.
 

“Trust me when I say she’s in excellent hands,” she said.
 

He smirked, grateful that she seemed to be in a good mood about all of this. He looked over at her as she took a seat across the table from him. “Why do you let him talk to you like that?” he asked.
 

Catherine smirked back at him. She waved a hand. “It’s just a little game we have. Don’t read too much into it,” she said.
 

“You would have slapped me if I’d talked to you like that. Sexy games or not,” he said.
 

Catherine put two fingers over her mouth and turned her eyes down towards the table. “Forgive me but you don’t have a ten inch wad.”
 

He flinched at the description. “Is that…is that all women care about?” he couldn’t help but ask. If Catherine had known a dick like that before she knew him would they ever have been married?
 

“Of course not,” she shot back. “Though that’s not all he has,” she added, her voice sounding a little dreamy. She shrugged. “It’s just a different time in my life. I don’t have the kids to worry about. Or you working too much. Or a mortgage. Or anything, really. He didn’t start off like that either. He’s actually quite charming, though I know he comes off as aloof if you don’t know him well. It just kind of…escalated. Sometimes being someone’s slut is hot.”
 

He stared at her and shook his head.
 

“What?” she asked.
 

“You’re just so different. I’m happy for you. You seem happy,” he said.
 

She opened her mouth to reply but a whimper from the next room stopped her.
 

Pierre stiffened, his grip on the bottle tightening.
 

Catherine chuckled. “Why don’t you go peek around the corner. Just don’t get in their way. Let nature take it’s course.”
 

He stood up quietly, careful not to scrape the chair across the floor. Tiptoed over to the entrance to the living room and leaned around the corner. The sight took his breath away.
 

Ebuka’s hand was on Amy’s thigh. She was pressed up next to him, her face turned to his, their lips less than an inch apart. Hers were trembling. A bead of sweat had broken on her brow. Her face was flushed.
 

Ebuka ran his hand slowly up and down her leg. He leaned in a little closer and their lips met.
 

Pierre drew in a breath and held it. His whole body seemed to swell with lust. Seeing his sweet Amy surrendering to Ebuka’s passionate kiss hardened his cock.
 

Ebuka kissed her softly at first. Then he pressed his tongue into her mouth.
 

Amy stiffened, then responded, pressing her own back. As their mouths opened Pierre could see their tongues licking and lashing at each other. The type of kiss he’d never shared with Amy. Or with anyone. A dirty kiss. Not romantic but arousing. His cock stiffened even harder when he saw how greedily Amy was kissing Ebuka back. How she looked like she was hungry for what he had to offer her. His body seemed to swell again as Ebuka’s hand wandered up her tummy and covered her left breast. He caressed it with a loving tenderness.
 

Not wanting to be discovered lest it stress Amy out, Pierre retreated. Back to the kitchen, to his chair, to the bottle. He took another healthy swig with Catherine eyeing him.
 

“Feel free to go stroke one out in the bathroom if you need to. I’m over all of it,” Catherine said. “In fact I think I’ll have one of those too,” she said.
 

Pierre shook his head again, marvelling at her transformation. “This doesn’t bother you? That he’s…that they’re…doing this?” he said.
 

She popped the cap, took a swig and sat back down. Shrugged. “He’s not my boyfriend. He’s just a dildo, really.”
 

“Catherine!” Pierre hissed. “That’s racist!”
 

“Racist?” she asked, then laughed. “Ha! I’m fucking a black man and I love it. How on earth could that be racist?”
 

“But calling him a dildo?!?”
 

She took another swig of beer and shook her head. “He’s the one that doesn’t want anything to do with me romantically. His lovely cock happens to be attached to a very nice young man. We both know what we want. It’s a mutually beneficial situation.”
 

Pierre found himself still unsettled by what she’d said. The truth was he found something about Ebuka’s blackness appealing too. And he didn’t have a racist bone in his body. There was something about the contrast of his dark skin to Amy’s pale complexion that made this all so much more erotic. A sexual yin and yang that would soon be intertwined. Another feminine sound from the living room got him feeling itchy. “I can’t not see it,” he said to Catherine.
 

She tipped her beer bottle towards the entrance. “Then go. Just don’t disturb them.”
 

He slipped his shoes off under the table and shuffled across the floor in his socks. Peered around the corner again and had the same reaction. This time with a little dizziness thrown in.
 

Amy’s skirt was hiked up, her plump thighs on full display. Ebuka was running two fingers over her tight, white underwear, directly over the slit of her pussy. A closer look revealed the fabric to be saturated with her own moisture.
 

Ebuka had his mouth next to her ear and he was whispering.
 

Pierre would have given anything to hear what he was saying.
 

Every so often Amy would close her eyes and nod. Her legs had spread quite wide, evidence of Ebuka’s mastery as a lover.
 

He trailed a line of kisses down the side of her neck.
 

She shuddered.
 

His dark fingers slid up to the elastic of her underwear. Pried it open, then dipped down into it between her legs.
 

Her eyes flew open. She looked down at his hand. Torn from the solace of her own mind she suddenly seemed to realize where she was and with whom. She cast a nervous glance at Ebuka, who leaned in and whispered something again. The tension left her body and her eyes fluttered shut. She sank deeper into the couch.
 

Pierre could see Ebuka’s hand moving up and down the line of her entrance. Coaxing out the wet with fingers and whispers and stroking her with it. He focused on that tender spot, the sweetest thing about her besides her beautiful heart and soul. It was he that shuddered at the thought that it would soon be stretched and filled by Ebuka’s girth.
 

He put a hand over his mouth.
 

The two straight fingers curled beneath the underwear. They sank lower, deeper, making Amy’s mouth fall open and a moan roll out.
 

In a way it was disappointing to have this first entrance veiled by her underwear. This first penetration into her pretty pink pussy under a shroud. But it allowed him to focus on her face. The exquisite expression of her tortured pleasure at being touched so intimately by a stranger.
 

Ebuka pulled away from their shared kiss and stared deeply into Amy’s eyes. Their foreheads touched. His fingers curled in and out of her, in turn curling her pretty toes.
 

Her mouth fell open and she let out a breathy moan. She raised a hand and pressed it against Ebuka’s cheek, leaning in to kiss him again.
 

His fingers started moving faster. In and out, in and out, each penetration and withdrawal accompanied by the faintest wet squish coming from Amy’s cunt.
 

Pierre’s own jaw sagged at the sight and sound of seeing his young wife pleasured. His cock was fully erect and for a fleeting moment he even contemplated taking Catherine’s advice and jerking one out in the bathroom. Decided that would be too shameful and embarrassing. It felt nearly impossible to look away from the lewd scene playing out on the couch.
 

Ebuka was acting nothing like he did with Catherine. No dirty talk. No rough fucking. Just a tender fingering and deep gaze into Amy’s eyes. Like they were real lovers with an emotional connection.
 

It drove Pierre to the brink.
 

“She’s very pretty with her legs up in the air like that,” Catherine whispered, her mouth right next to his ear.
 

It startled him. It also drew his mind to a very uncomfortable thought. That he was standing in his old home, his ex-wife next to him, watching his now-wife getting fingered by a stranger. Somehow the strangeness of the situation only made him more aroused. 
 

Amy’s mouth fell open wider. Her eyes opened and her breathing quickened. She put both hands around Ebuka’s neck, her curvy body rocking back and forth on the couch from the finger fucking he was giving her.
 

Ebuka glanced down at her underwear. As he did he caught Pierre’s eye. His hand slowed. He pulled his fingers out of Amy, then out of her underwear. “Looks like your husband likes what he sees,” he said to Amy.
 

Amy jerked her head and looked straight at Pierre. She gasped and blushed hotter, as if suddenly ashamed of herself, her compromised position. When Ebuka started pulling her underwear off she put her hand on his wrist trying to stop him.
 

“No, no,” Ebuka said, shaking his head. “That is not how this works. If I’m going to make this pussy mine you must do as I say,” he explained.
 

Amy blushed hotter still at that. Her eyes darted from Ebuka’s hand pawing at the elastic of her underwear, to Pierre then back again. She looked a little panicked but extremely aroused.
 

“You do not have to hide from us. Come. Come closer and you can watch your wife’s pretty pussy get stretched.” He beckoned with a wave.
 

Pierre hesitated. Amy looked very embarrassed. The last thing he wanted was for her to get upset.
 

“Go on,” Catherine whispered next to him. “You know you want to. Just go in. Since he doesn’t mind.” She nudged him with her elbow.
 

He shuffled forward feeling like he was in a dream or a trance. His head was spinning a little and he couldn’t take his eyes off of Amy’s cunt.
 

Pushing her hand away, Ebuka peeled her white panties off.
 

She closed her legs as soon as he did and turned her head, trying to hide behind his shoulder from Pierre’s stare.
 

“Maybe I should leave after all,” Pierre muttered.
 

“No. No, no,” Ebuka said. “She has to learn who is the boss here.” He gently put a finger to her chin and turned her head until she met Pierre’s gaze again. “You look right there. Right at your husband. At your Pierre.” His hand drifted to her thigh. He pushed her legs apart.
 

Pierre gasped and his heart skipped a beat when that beautiful, tight line of her slit, was bared. Her labia were as rosy as her cheeks and sloppy wet. His cock throbbed as Ebuka’s dark hand caressed them.
 

Ebuka curled two fingers and slipped them into Amy.
 

She sucked in a breath as he entered her, eyes falling to her sex to stare at Ebuka moving in and out of her. Her legs started to shake. She glanced at Pierre, then Ebuka, who caught her lips with his and plunged his tongue into her mouth. She moaned, the sound muffled by Ebuka’s kiss.
 

He fucked her harder and faster. The wet sounds of her pussy accepting him got louder.
 

She moaned again as Ebuka pulled away. “Look at him. Look at your Pierre,” he said.
 

Amy’s head turned slowly. One corner of her mouth curled up in a half-snarl.
 

Pierre felt like he was falling. Falling through space even though there was a firm floor beneath his feet. Falling in love with Amy all over again. Strangely, he could not imagine a more beautiful scene. Pretty Amy being pleasured by her dark and foreign lover as he watched them. It felt as if his life was only in that moment, truly beginning.
 

Amy moaned. Her body shook. She grabbed her thighs, locked eyes with Pierre and spread her legs even wider. Then she came. Long, luxurious waves of pleasure rolling through her, curling her body into the couch, then out, arching her back, her feet flailing as Ebuka’s fingers pumped in and out, in and out as he coaxed her through her bliss.
 

Suddenly he pulled his fingers out of her.
 

Amy’s shaking became more violent. She moaned and her body flexed. A fountain erupted from between her legs. Hot, clear squirt flying up in an arc into the air, then pattering down onto the couch and carpet like a rain shower. She clapped a hand over her mouth and stared at the eruption in disbelief, as did Pierre.
 

“You could have told me she was a squirter,” Catherine said next to him. “I’ll go get a towel.” She was gone by the time what she’d said registered with Pierre.
 

Amy had moved the hand covering her mouth to her eyes, obviously mortified at what had just happened.
 

Ebuka pressed the two fingers he’d used to her lips.
 

Amy uncovered her eyes and her mouth fell open in surprise.
 

He pushed the fingers in and slid them along her tongue, feeding her her own wet. Then he kissed her. Long and hot and deep. He pulled away, stood up off the couch and pulled his robe apart.
 

Amy’s gaze went directly to his thick, black dick.
 






Chapter Sixteen

 


Pierre watched Amy’s entrancement with a mix of awe and horror bubbling in his guts. It was as surreal a moment as any he’d ever seen. Seeing her eyes glaze over, her singular focus on Ebuka’s massive and engorging organ, made him even dizzier. He stumbled sideways, arm outstretched until he found the wall and steadied himself.
 

Catherine brushed past him, towel in hand, and made her way to where Amy was sitting. She knelt in front of the couch and did her best to soak up the sex juice Amy had spilled.
 

Amy saw her and muttered a quick “sorry” but without taking her eyes off of Ebuka’s penis.
 

Catherine left the towel on the floor and stood up. She walked over to where Pierre was leaning against the wall. “You need a glass of water or something?” she asked.
 

He shook his head. His throat and mouth felt too dry to speak.
 

Catherine patted him three times on the shoulder. “Why don’t you take a seat? You look like you’re about to keel over.” When he didn’t move she took him by the hand and dragged him to the love seat in the corner of the room. She sat down next to him, crossed her legs and arranged her robe over her breasts.
 

Again the strangeness of the situation washed over Pierre in long, slow waves. He didn’t ruminate on it. Could barely hold it in his mind at all. All of his cognitive space was taken up by watching Amy slip under the seductive spell of the swelling sexual instrument in front of her.
 

Ebuka masturbated himself, his head tipping to the right and left as he stared at Amy’s legs and breasts. “Why don’t you get a little more comfortable, hmm?” he said. “It would be very nice if I could see your pretty tits."
 

Amy, no longer in the thrall of sexual excitement, blushed and shook her head. She glanced at Pierre, a worried look forming on her expression.
 

Without even realizing what he was doing, Pierre gave her an encouraging nod.
 

Her worry only seemed to deepen.
 

But Ebuka proved as adept at handling her reluctance as he'd been at seducing her into a fingering. He leaned down, put a finger under her chin and kissed her on the lips. Coaxed her tongue out of her mouth and licked and sucked it. Gazed into her eyes. "You are such a pretty thing," he whispered. “You like sucking dick?”
 

Amy’s face turned a cherry red at the question.
 

Pierre felt his own face heat again as well. Amy was not a huge fan of oral sex. She performed it occasionally but Pierre had come to understand it wasn’t her preference and that knowledge often clouded his enjoyment of it. He felt a pang of sympathy for Amy. An impulse, as her husband and protector, to intervene on her behalf. He raised a finger and leaned forward, searching for the words to gently tell Ebuka it wasn’t her thing. He turned when he felt Catherine’s hand on his shoulder.
 

“Just let nature take it’s course,” she whispered.
 

He turned to look back at Amy. The sight of her startled him. Ebuka had stood up straight again and now his cock was a foot or so away from Amy’s face. She was staring at it with an intense look of concentration. Did she purposefully lick her lips? Or was it an instinct? A reflex? Just another parasympathetic response to the visual stimulus of that dark prick? She had never seen a cock that long or thick in real life. Didn’t posses the lived experience of knowing how to react to it. Which meant the lip-licking was a natural process. Something hard-coded deep inside her DNA. The thought scared him. But it excited him ten times more and quickly wiped away that fear.
 

Ebuka reached out and gently feathered the spot beneath her chin with a finger. When Amy looked up at him he smiled and cocked his hips back and forth, wagging his prick in front of her.
 

Sure as Sunday Amy sat up a little straighter. She closed her legs, apparently still aware enough of herself to still feel some shame, and put her hands on her knees.
 

Ebuka took a step closer. Close enough that his cock was now just an inch from Amy’s lips. “Go on,” he said. “Give it a kiss.”
 

Amy glanced sideways at Pierre, who was now on the edge of the couch, arms hanging between his legs, almost slobbering with delight at the scene playing out in front of him. You can do it Amy played in a loop through his head.
 

Amy leaned forward. Still watching Pierre she pursed her lips. She bent her neck forward and kissed the stiff tip of Ebuka’s cock.
 

Ebuka’s lips cracked into a wide grin. “Aren’t you just the sweetest thing?” he said. “Come. Open your mouth. Taste it.” He put a thumb on her chin and eased her mouth open. Pressed his cock between her lips and slid it back and forth along her tongue.
 

Amy’s eyes bugged. Her body trembled. She sat up even straighter, eyes darting to Pierre.
 

The mind-flash snapped again. Sweet Amy, still innocent, hollowing her cheeks and sucking a black dick. Another moment to be remembered forever.
 

It didn’t last. Her metamorphosis began almost immediately. As Ebuka pressed more of his cock into her mouth her eyes opened wider still. Her hands came up and, for a moment, Pierre thought she was going to press them against Ebuka’s thighs to stop, or at least slow, his advance.
 

They didn’t.
 

Instead they circled around and settled on the firm muscles of his ass.
 

The sight took Pierre’s breath away. Amy pulling that pelvis closer, eating more and more cock until there could be no doubt that it was at the entrance to her throat.
 

“That’s it,” Ebuka said, looking down at her and still wearing a grin. “You want to be a good little cock-sucker, don’t you?” he asked. His eyes wandered over her expression.
 

Seeing Amy look up into Ebuka’s eyes and nod filled Pierre’s lungs with air again. He could not remember a more potent stimulant than seeing his sweet young wife succumb, submit and surrender to that hard, dark shaft. His own cock was seething with an erotic rage that filled his underwear with sticky liquid.
 

“Yes,” Ebuka said. “They all want to be good cock-suckers once they get a taste,” he said to no one in particular. With half his cock still in Amy’s mouth, he bent over her and unzipped her dress. He delicately removed it from her shoulders, then unclasped her bra and pulled the straps down her arms.
 

Her heavy breasts sagged.
 

Ebuka stood up tall and put one hand on his hip. He reached down with the other and gently pinched each of her stiff, pink nipples between a finger and thumb. “Perfection,” he said.
 

Amy let out a gurgling moan. Her expression changed again. From slightly confused to slightly wild. Her eyes darted side to side as if she didn’t know where to look.
 

For a panicked moment Pierre thought she was going to protest.
 

Then Ebuka gently put a hand on the top of her head. His smile faded. “Now take it,” he said. He moved his hips forward, easing his cock into her throat.
 

Through his shock and exhilaration, Pierre watched the outline of Ebuka’s cock head snaking down her neck. He watched it slowly moving up and down as Ebuka fucked Amy’s face, hand on her head, staring down at her with a dark, almost ominous, gaze. He watched her face turn red. He watched Ebuka draw his shaft back out, all ten glorious inches now glistening, and watched as the head of it popped out of Amy’s lips.
 

She sucked in a deep breath.
 

Ebuka took his hand off her head and took a step back. Then another.
 

Another worried look formed on Amy’s face as he moved away from her.
 

“Ah. And now you want it again don’t you?” he asked her.
 

Amy, looking dazed, gave a nod and whispered “Yes please.”
 

Pierre was stunned. What dark sorcery was this? How could this be happening and so quickly? How could Ebuka with his python for a wand turn her into a…cock whore seemed like the only appropriate description, so easily?
 

“Then come,” Ebuka said. “Onto your knees and ask for it.”
 

Amy spilled off the couch and onto her hands and knees without a moment’s hesitation.
 

Ebuka backed away a few more steps. Holding his cock like a trainer taming an animal he wagged it at Amy.
 

Her eyes stayed locked onto it as she crawled across the floor shedding the clothing dangling from her body until she was fully naked.
 

Ebuka stopped and let her come crawling up under his equipment. He stayed rooted in place as her hands climbed up his legs and she came to cock-level. She opened her mouth and tried to mount her face on his prick.
 

“Ah, ah!” he said, holding a finger in the air. “I said to ask for it. Every good cock-sucker must learn how to ask. What is it you want, Amy?”
 

“I…I…I want it,” she stammered.
 

Pierre’s jaw dropped in shock at the transformation he was witnessing. He’d never felt more alive. He could feel the blood surging through his veins. His ears were ringing.
 

“What is it you want?” Ebuka asked, a slight smile curling on his lip.
 

“I…your penis,” Amy said.
 

“Adorable,” Catherine said, chuckling next to Pierre.
 

Ebuka shook his meat-stick. “This is a cock, Amy. A black cock that is going to seed your pretty, pink pussy. You do not tell a man holding his cock at you that you want his penis. You tell him you want to suck his black cock or his black dick. Now say it properly.”
 

Pierre was sure he heard the sound of Amy’s delicate sensibilities, curated at the very expensive institution where they’d met, cracking in two. That sound, in turn, shifted his entire world-view. Nothing in the world could have prepared him for it.
 

The black cock standing proudly at attention above her face had seemed the perfect solution to two problems. It solved for impotence, not that of his own cock but rather the blank ejections it was firing. And it solved for Amy’s deep desire for a baby. But now, staring at it, he realized it was far more than that as well. In addition to being the source of life-giving seed that would nourish Amy’s pussy, it was also, in front of his very eyes, unlocking a new part of her that he hadn’t known existed. It was re-creating Amy, adding texture to her person which Pierre had once thought perfect but now realized had not been whole. What had been missing was now being revealed.
 

Ebuka was training Amy to be a slut for that black cock. Not the kind that whores herself for money. The kind who craves not just the seed of the black dick but also the promise of pleasure it provides. The very thought of getting fucked by that dark pipe had Amy naked and on her knees, obedient and subservient, ready to plead to suck the rod so her cunt could enjoy it’s spoils.
 

Her eyes darted wildly again. They briefly met Pierre’s but just as quickly moved back to Ebuka’s. Her lips parted, her tongue wetting them again. She regarded the penis. “I want to suck your black cock,” she said.
 

Ebuka let out a satisfied sigh and smiled. Stepping forward he placed the head of his organ onto her outstretched tongue and slid it back and forth.
 

Amy’s eyes fluttered shut. Her jaw fell open and, this time of her own accord, she leaned forward taking the cock into her mouth until her button nose touched Ebuka’s firm pelvis.
 

Ebuka put a hand back on Amy’s head and turned his gaze up to stare at Pierre.
 

Pierre’s genitals tightened as he watched Ebuka using Amy’s mouth to pleasure himself. He could not look away. A shimmer of humiliation passed through him but evaporated quickly from the heat burning in his loins.
 

“That’s hot as fuck,” Catherine commented next to him.
 






Chapter Seventeen

 


Amy proved as keen a student in her sexual re-education as she’d been in Pierre’s class. Not more than half a dozen strokes into her mouth and she began gagging, gurgling and gacking, slobbering all over the thick member as it stretched her cheeks. With every glance up at Ebuka’s pleased expression she dialed up the raunchy performance. When he pulled out of her mouth she let her tongue loll out one side, then started lapping at the underside, her face a mess of her own saliva.
 

When Ebuka guided her lower, down between his legs, she dutifully slipped first one heavy testicle into her mouth, then the other. She sucked and cleaned them with her tongue as Ebuka stroked his cock above her. “Do you like it?” Ebuka asked, gazing down at her with a stern stare.
 

“I lub it,” she mumbled, her voice muffled and lips flapping against the thick and wrinkled skin of his ball sack.
 

“So fucking hot,” Catherine whispered.
 

This made Pierre glance at her. He saw her with her hand between her legs, down in her underwear, flicking her own button as she glared at Amy. He wondered if they’d all gone mad? Himself because he was not just willingly but enthusiastically aroused by his wife suckling on a pair of black balls. Amy for performing the act. Catherine for enjoying it and not having a single qualm about pleasuring herself right next to him.
 

Only Ebuka remained sane in his mind. The beneficiary of his ex-wife’s cunt and now his current wife’s mouth, who would soon own all the holes of both the women Pierre had loved and married.
 

Ebuka pulled Amy off of his balls. He pointed the head of his cock at her lips. “Open,” he commanded.
 

“B-but…” Amy stammered.
 

“The cock says open. Open.”
 

As if that made perfect, rational sense, Amy opened her mouth and her tongue flopped out.
 

Ebuka didn’t wince when the first shot of hot semen sprayed forth from his erection, coating Amy’s tongue. He pointed lower. At her breasts. Another shot erupted. It splattered in a line across her plump tits, coating one nipple completely and drizzling down between them.
 

Catherine let out a forced and lusty sigh next to Pierre.
 

He couldn’t bring himself to look at her. The sight of her having an orgasm was still very much embedded in his mind. That it was happening because she was watching Amy’s baptism into black cock slut was more than he could grapple with. He was desperate for his own release but to shy to join in the depravity.
 

As Ebuka finished Amy closed her mouth and swallowed his deposit. Her eyes went wide, the beginning of a smile twinkling in them. She swiped some of the mess off her tits and licked her finger. She looked up at Ebuka.
 

He let go of his cock, bent his head and cracked his neck. His erection remained unflagging.
 

“I…I thought that you were going to…” Amy began.
 

“There is plenty more for your pussy. Go to the bedroom and wait for me with your legs spread. As wide as you can get them.”
 

Putting a hand on the coffee table, Amy rose and traipsed through the living room. She paused and glanced at Pierre, startled as if suddenly remembering that he was there. “I…”
 

Pierre shook his head. “You’re beautiful,” he said.
 

Relief swept over her expression. The rosiness returned to her cheeks. Covering her breasts with an arm and her pussy with a hand, she scurried away to the find the bedroom.
 

Ebuka walked over, a swagger in his step. He stopped in front of Catherine. “I need something dirty after something so sweet,” he said.
 

Pierre, sensing an impending coupling, made to leave.
 

“You stay right there,” Ebuka ordered.
 

Pierre sank back into the couch and put his hands on his knees. Ebuka’s authority seemed to transcend gender and sexual orientation. Having seen the power of the cock, Pierre, too, found it impossible to resist.
 

Only Catherine made a show of resistance. She folded her arms over her chest and crossed her legs. “Oh yeah?” she said.
 

Ebuka stepped right up onto the couch and thrust his cock into her face. He didn’t have to wait long.
 

Pierre saw and felt Catherine’s preformative resolve crumble in an instant. She opened her mouth and took every inch Ebuka proffered, licking and cleaning the shaft of his prick until it came out gleaming. A whiff of her own dank arousal wafted out from between her legs.
 

Ebuka stepped off the couch. “Up, slut,” he ordered.
 

Catherine, looking a little resentful of her own submission, stood up to face him.
 

He turned her around with a hand on her arm. Pushed her forward onto the couch. Onto her knees. Bent her lower until her tits spilled out of her robe to dangle over the back of it. He flipped her robe up over her taut ass and spread her ass cheeks. His cock remained erect.
 

Pierre was in awe of his virility.
 

Ebuka, fully lubricated by the two women’s mouths, pressed the tip of his cock against her winker, as he’d called it.
 

“Oh god,” Catherine muttered. “Ebuka…I don’t know…”
 

Ebuka leaned over her and licked her neck. “You know perfectly well.”
 

Catherine’s head slumped forward. A sign of her defeat. “Just…please be gentle. Go slowly. Be polite,” she whispered.
 

“I would not have it any other way.”
 

Pierre struggled to keep his eyes straight ahead. Ebuka must have sensed this. “Come. Witness this hole’s first entrance. Life is not as meaningful if no one is watching.”
 

Pierre slowly turned his gaze to the side. He leaned forward and Catherine’s winker came into view around the globe of her ass cheek. A powerful shudder raced through him at Ebuka’s hard organ pressing into it.
 

“Ungh…” Catherine groaned as Ebuka pressed the wide head into her backside. She braced herself against the couch. “Oh my god,” she said, her voice a low moan.
 

“Yes,” Ebuka purred. “Soon you will be in heaven.” One foot went up on the couch pillow. His hands went to her hips. His own hips swung forward, the shaft of his cock surging into Catherine. It was anything but gentle.
 

Catherine did not protest. Her body twitched and jerked and shook as Ebuka claimed her virgin ass hole for himself. She continued shaking even as his pelvis came to rest on her ass cheeks. His hands drifted up to her shoulders. His fuck began.
 

To be fair it was more gentle than Pierre had seen thus far. A slow but steady sawing in and out. Each thrust in drew out a low moan from Catherine. Each withdrawal a pathetic whimper as she came to grip with another truth about the prick. It pleased her everywhere. It wasn’t long before her hand fell between her legs. Her fingers started a wet rubbing, side to side over her clit. She squeezed her eyes shut. Squealed, then came.
 

Pierre scrambled back as a sprinkle of her juices sprayed from her pussy down onto the couch pillow. He’d never seen her squirt. Now here she was right next to him spraying the furniture the same way Amy had.
 

Ebuka continued his intrusion. In and out. In and out.
 

Catherine came again. More liquid spilled from her. She collapsed forward over the back of the couch. “Oh god Ebuka please! Give it to me!”
 

“Where do you want it slut?” he growled.
 

“In my ass!” she shouted. “I want your cum in my ass hole!”
 

Ebuka’s final thrust went balls deep.
 

Pierre’s eyes fell, down between Ebuka’s legs. The room went deathly silent. He could have sworn he heard the muscles of Ebuka’s pelvic floor flexing as he emptied into Catherine’s bowels.
 

Ebuka let out a heavy sigh. He slowly dragged his cock out of Catherine’s ass. It had softened slightly, the dirty after the sweet obviously having done the trick. He turned to Pierre. “I won’t make you watch her while she cleans me.”
 

The last thing Pierre saw was Catherine slowly turning around on the couch, positioning herself to clean up the mess coating Ebuka’s prick.
 



***

 


Pierre slipped into the master bedroom at the back of the house. Behind him the sloppy sounds of Catherine cleaning Ebuka’s cock receded into near silence. The now familiar feeling of his chest expanding gripped him as he laid eyes on Amy.
 

She was, as ordered, lying on her back on the bed with her legs spread wide open. Her labia were pink, engorged and glistening with a sheen of her own wet. Upon seeing him she became visibly embarrassed. Closing her legs and placing an arm over her breasts, as if he’d never seen those parts of her.
 

He had, but now it all looked new again. Her body looked new and fresh and her face was glowing and to him she looked even more beautiful than before. Her dormant sexual needs awakened by Ebuka’s commanding dominance. He shuffled over to the side of the bed and got down on one knee. “My love,” he whispered.
 

She glanced sideways at him, obviously uncertain of how she should feel about this, despite clear evidence of her natural reaction.
 

He petted her hair and turned her head to stare into her eyes. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, planting a soft kiss on her cheek.
 

“You’re not…mad or anything?” she asked.
 

“Mad? If you mean angry, then no. If you mean crazy, then definitely yes.”
 

She looked at him, puzzled.
 

“Seeing that drove me wild,” he whispered.
 

“Really?” she asked, her voice filling with hope. “Do you really mean that?”
 

“One thousand percent I do,” he said. He smelled her neck. Her natural odor was overlaid with with musky stink of a male. The powerful male who had seduced her and led her into submission, worship of his cock. When she still didn’t look convinced by his response, he took her by the wrist and pulled her hand down between his legs. He slid her fingers along his rigid shaft.
 

Her eyes went wide. “Oh gosh,” she said. “Oh wow. Really? It really turns you on that much to see it?”
 

He shook his head. “I don’t know why,” he said. “But it’s so erotic. I can barely stand it. How do you feel? Are you okay? Was that okay what just happened?” Excitement bubbled up from deep within him at how she might respond.
 

She hesitated. Looked off to one side and bit her lip. Like she wasn’t sure whether she should tell the truth.
 

He gave her time. This was Amy’s journey, too, and not just his. She deserved to sort her thoughts out without being rushed. In the hallway he heard Ebuka’s heavy footsteps, then the bathroom door closing and the shower turning on. He sighed in relief, grateful to have a few more minutes with Amy before Ebuka returned.
 

“Being honest?” Amy asked.
 

“Of course I want you to be honest. I don’t ever want anything else,” he reassured her.
 

She took her time again, the silence between them getting heavy. “Being honest…I…I loved it.”
 

A wave of jealousy and lust crashed over him. She loved it. She loved having her pussy fondled and her mouth used so lewdly by a powerful black man. Was this really his reaction? He could barely believe his own emotions. “Oh god,” he groaned.
 

“Oh no! Does that upset you? I’m sorry I…”
 

He pressed a finger against her lips. “No. No, no, no, no. Amy. Look at me. I don’t know why or what this is but…” He paused to choose his words carefully. Looked into her eyes again. “I want you to let go.”
 

“Let go?” she asked quietly.
 

“Let go of your inhibitions. Pretend…no. Don’t pretend I’m not here. Pretend this isn’t the first time we’re doing this. I want you to trust me. I want…I want you to enjoy yourself any way you choose. Don’t worry about being too…nasty, if that makes any sense.”
 

Her shoulders came up to her ears and she squeezed her knees together. “Really?” she squeaked.
 

Another wave of angst and jealousy flooded through him. She wanted that as well. He could see it in her eyes. He could smell from the scent of her arousal drifting up from her pussy. What would Amy do with his permission? To what depths of depravity would she descend to satisfy the desire Ebuka had stoked within her? It made his head spin again just thinking about it. His own desires got the better of him. He needed to know more about what was going on inside her brain. “Amy. Can you tell me what you liked about it?” he whispered.
 

“Oh gosh, Pierre, I don’t know…”
 

“Please. I need to know. I need it so desperately.”
 

“I…I think…because it’s so big,” she said. “Not that I care about that sort of thing it’s just…”
 

“Hush,” he said. “I won’t get upset. I promise. Just be honest with me.”
 

She sighed. “It’s so big. As soon as I saw it I couldn’t help but wonder what it was going to feel like inside of me.”
 

“Yes? Yes, go on?” he said, sounding a little too desperate for his own liking.
 

“Go on?”
 

“Go on,” he replied. “What about when he put it in your mouth. I’ve never…I never would have imagined you would ever do anything like that.”
 

She shook her head. “No I know. Me neither. It’s just when I was down there on my knees and he was looking down at me…I just wanted to…to please him or something.”
 

Her answer sent a shiver racing down his spine. “You did?”
 

She nodded. “I just wanted to be a good girl for him.”
 

“Oh god,” he groaned again.
 

“Oh Pierre!”
 

“No! It hurts a bit but in such a good way.” He pressed her hand harder against his cock to reassure her he was telling the truth. He was on the verge of asking another question when Ebuka strolled in.
 

Freshly showered and totally naked, he walked up to the foot of the bed, rested his knees on it and began stroking his cock to life. “I asked you to spread your legs,” he said.
 

Amy blushed, obviously still not quite comfortable that Pierre was right there with Ebuka giving her filthy commands.
 

Pierre stood up and took a few steps back. To give Amy some space to be herself. His eyes roamed her curvy figure, pausing at her large breasts, then her plump thighs then the space between them where Ebuka would soon be staking his claim. Excitement crackled through him as Amy turned her attention to Ebuka and let her legs fall apart.
 

Ebuka grinned as he stared at her smooth pussy. “What a pretty thing,” he whispered.
 

As discreetly as he could, Pierre tiptoed towards the corner of the room.
 

“No need to be shy,” Ebuka said. “Come and look if you like. Look at your wife’s pretty pussy so pink and wet.”
 

For a moment Pierre wasn’t sure if he meant it. It was only when he glanced at Ebuka and Ebuka nodded towards Amy’s spread legs that he shuffled over next to him. The pussy was a glorious sight. The puffy labia had spread open wider than he’d seen them earlier. Her clitoris had engorged, her body readying itself to accept Ebuka’s formidable prick. It was a wondrous sight to behold.
 

“Go on,” Ebuka said, his cock almost fully erect again. “Give that pretty pussy a kiss.”
 

Pierre met his gaze. Realized he was serious. Turned to look at Amy. She looked scared. That only turned him on even more. He sank to his knees at the foot of the bed. He could sense Amy’s hesitation but his own lust drove him on. Wrapping his hands around her thighs, he pressed his mouth to her cunt and gave it long, slow upward lick with his tongue.
 

Her body trembled at his touch. When he slipped her clit between his lips and rolled his tongue around it she squirmed and mewled. Her back arched. He saw her eyes close then she ran her fingers through his hair.
 

His own cock throbbed as he ate her. He sensed Ebuka standing just behind him. He could hear him stroking himself. It was disconcerting but not enough to tear him away from the delicious citrusy freshness of Amy’s snatch. He suckled her clit deeper into his mouth, lashing at it with his tongue. It only took another few seconds before she started to shake and gripped his hair, pinning his mouth to her cunt. He felt a dribble of her wet leak out over his chin as came with a high-pitched squeal. Kept licking to nudge her over the crest of her pleasure. Slowed when she squeezed her thighs against his cheeks and pushed his head gently away with her hand.
 

He stood, wiping his mouth and chin with his hand. Without looking at Ebuka he turned and walked to the corner of the room and turned to watch the proceedings.
 

Ebuka was smiling as he mounted the bed. He lowered his face between Amy’s thighs and gave her pussy a few licks up and down. “So fresh,” he said. As he crawled up over her he turned to Pierre. “If the door is open you can watch. If it is closed you can not,” he said, shaking his head.
 

Pierre nodded in acknowledgement of the instruction. Turned to watch the black shaft stiffly dangling between Ebuka’s legs as he parted Amy’s thighs with his own and laid down on top of her.
 

For a moment she looked a little panicked. Her eyes going this way and that now that Ebuka was in such an intimate position over her, his face so close to hers. When Ebuka kissed her all of that worry seemed to melt away.
 

He spent a long time with his mouth on hers. Then he moved down her neck. Kissed a line across her clavicle then dipped lower, suckling first one nipple, then the other into his mouth before rising up again and gripping his cock between her legs. “You are so very pretty,” he said.
 

Pierre’s brow furrowed. His lips drew tight. This was almost more painful than watching Ebuka fucking Amy’s face. This was so intimate. The kisses. The whispered compliments. They were connecting. Something was happening between them that Pierre would never be a part. Something he could only watch and be aroused by. Would Amy develop feelings for Ebuka? He couldn’t help but wonder. When he was gone would she miss him?
 

He was yanked from his thoughts by the sight of Ebuka dragging the head of his cock up and Amy’s wet slit. Up and down he went, collecting the moisture pooling out of her, lubricating his prick to ease it’s entrance. That long, hard shaft teasing Amy’s hole, the tip dipping in then pulling out.
 

“You are ready to take it?” Ebuka whispered, gazing into her eyes.
 

Amy gave a few quick nods. “I think so,” she whispered back.
 

Ebuka hitched his hips up. He positioned the head of his cock at her entrance, holding it by the base, then slipped it in between her folds.
 

Pierre watched her sex open wider, then close around the thick head in an embrace. She drew in a quiet breath. Her eyelids fluttered. “Oh gosh,” she said. “Oh wow.”
 

Ebuka slid in another inch. Then another. As the thickest part of him entered her, Amy clutched the sheets, her hands balling into fists. “Oh my…god. Oh my god,” she panted.
 

Taken out of context her tone would have sounded distressed. But seeing her body’s reaction, curving, flexing, hips rolling forward to clamp down harder on the dark intrusion between her legs, reassured Pierre that it was lust and not panic in her tone.
 

Ebuka continued his advance. Crawling up closer to her, lifting her thighs to rest on his, he rocked forward sinking another two inches into her.
 

Amy’s hands shot out, fingers pressing back against his abs to slow his entrance.
 

Ebuka grinned. He dragged his cock out of her, got up on just his knees and lay the fat slab down on her belly.
 

Pierre’s jaw dropped. Viewed like that the thing came nearly up to her rib cage. Sure Catherine could take the whole thing with ease but she was much older and had already had kids. Surely there was no way Amy could take the entire length? It seemed like it might break her.
 

She looked down, worry furrowing her brow. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head.
 

“Good thing it is not up to then,” Ebuka said. Tucking his cock back down against her sex he started again. This time he hoisted her legs straight up so her ankles were on his shoulders and shoved the whole thing in at once.
 

Amy warbled. Her toes wiggled. Her head thrashed side to side on the bed.
 

Ebuka grabbed her wrists and pinned them down on either side of her. With a final thrust he drove balls deep, a sucking squishing sound coming from between Amy’s legs.
 

They locked eyes. He let go of her wrist and pawed at her breast.
 

Amy lifted her hand and touched his cheek.
 

He released her other wrist and bent down over her, her legs falling from his shoulders, splaying as his muscular trunk gave another thrust and his balls rubbed against her ass hole.
 

Amy put her freed hand on his other cheek. Their lips locked in a kiss. She held him like that as he kept her pinned to the bed, her legs drifting and swaying over the dark skin of his back. When their kiss ended Ebuka pressed his forehead against hers.
 

“Oh god,” Amy sighed.
 

“Do you like it?” Ebuka asked.
 

Her head rolled to one side, eyes meeting Pierre’s. “I’m in heaven.”
 






Chapter Eighteen

 


Pierre huddled in the corner with a hand over his mouth. He watched as Ebuka tucked his hands under Amy’s back and started to fuck. Each thrust brought a fresh gasp from Amy. Her legs, which had been flapping back and forth and side to side like saplings in the wind, finally twined around his trunk, ankles locked as she got used to his girth inside her. She stared straight into his eyes, her hips bucking with each rough thrust.
 

From where he was standing he could just make out her pussy, and Ebuka’s fat tool stretching it. The lips formed a tight seal around his member. Each time he drew out of her his cock was greasier than when he’d gone in. The color of her discharge changed as he ground in and out of her. From clear, to yellowish, to a curdled white, evidence of her excitement.
 

They kissed every few thrusts, too. Hot, torrid kisses with tongues flashing between their lips, in and out of their mouths as they fed on each other’s sexual energies.
 

When Ebuka grunted, slowed, then paused his rut, a pang of sexual heat and angst tore through Pierre. The fantasy was about to become real. The words and visions he’d been cultivating in his mind were about to become flesh. Ebuka, it seemed, was having a slightly harder time controlling his release with Amy than he did with Catherine. It wasn’t at all surprising.
 

Pierre had been inside both their cunts, rude as that seemed to think about. And despite Catherine’s remarkable transformation from frumpy divorcee to sexy cougar there was no substitute for youth. Amy’s puss was tight and hot. The muscles inside it taut, it squeezed you like a pair of well-warmed, lubed up hands. Catherine’s was no oven mitt but even when they’d last fucked years ago there’d been…room to manoeuvre, so to speak.
 

Now here he was on the cusp of yet another radical transformation. Soon Ebuka’s resolve would weaken. His pleasure receptors would supersede his machismo. Amy’s body was the doing the work a young woman’s body was made to do. It’s bountiful curves providing not just tender padding to thrust against but a smorgasbord of sensual curves for Ebuka’s eyes to feast on. His will to bring her to another climax was waning with the promise of his own impending release.
 

That release became the center of Pierre’s obsession. Deep inside his mind a reel of visions played. A mental electrothachyscope of what was to come. The nerves at the tip of Ebuka’s cock, once sufficiently stimulated, would trigger a neuro-chemical reaction. A subconscious signal would shoot through him, aided by the sight of Amy’s lovely body and the feeling of being inside of it. A series of contractions would ensue. The prostrate and seminal glands would secrete the milky vessel for his sperm. The testicles would draw up into the scrotum. The muscles in his penis would start to metronomically contract, spewing the semen cocktail through his urethra and ejecting it into Amy’s vagina where the great marathon swim for new life would begin.
 

Now Amy’s hands had drifted to Ebuka’s ass. She was in turns caressing it and clinging to it with her nails biting into the dark flesh. She had a wild look in her eye. Her hips were bucking up and down, milking his cock with her tight pussy, her body working hard to coax the reproductive elixir out of his.
 

“Fuck,” Ebuka grunted.
 

Pierre gasped. It was the first time he’d seen the man look even slightly out of control. Ebuka’s eyes were closed, a look of intense concentration on his face. He seemed to pull away from Amy’s constant kissing. Her whispered pleas, “Please, please, give it to me. I need your seed. I want to feel it all inside me. Give it to me please.” Kiss after wet kiss, sucking on his lips, licking his tongue, his neck, digging her nails into his back until…
 

“Fuck!” Ebuka shouted. His body burst into a furious rut. A frantic fucking, the motions of his hips ragged as he drove his twitching organ deep into her sex. That lasted for a few seconds and then slam! With a violent thrust Ebuka drove his cock right up into Amy’s guts. As a soft smile sprouted on Amy’s lips he held it there.
 

Pierre’s eyes narrowed on the root of Ebuka’s cock. The spot where it joined with Amy’s body. His own body throbbed in time with the twitch-twitch-twitch he saw. Everything went still and quiet, the air heavy with the musty smell of their shared sexual juices.
 

Then Ebuka was off again. Like a startled stallion he began pounding. His cock head stuffing his spilled emission deep into Amy’s love pocket.
 

But what really got Pierre’s gonads twitching, twisting was the way Amy looked up at Ebuka and the smile she gave him. It crushed his spirit but sent his sexual arousal soaring. A loving look that surely meant she’d never once forget this moment in her life. Not even for an instant.
 

As the torrid storm of Ebuka’s lovemaking calmed he slowed his thrusts. His body shuddered as he freed himself from the last tendrils of his own pleasure and regressed from raw sexual machine to soon-to-be doctor Ebuka, medical professional and all-around upstanding citizen.
 

Amy, with one hand still on his cheek, craned her neck to kiss him.
 

But Ebuka pulled away. He pulled out of her slowly, his cock a sloppy, caked mess of vaginal lubricant and semen, he wiped the sweat off his upper lip with a finger and crawled backwards off the bed.
 

Amy looked untroubled by his retreat. Quite the opposite. She was beaming, glowing, her cheeks a pleasant shade of pink, her freshly used body glistening with sweat and happiness.
 

Ebuka looked…slightly disappointed with himself.
 

For some reason this proved to be a source of succour for Pierre. That Ebuka, despite his endowment, his virility, his power, had not been able to bring Amy to a climax with his powerful instrument. It was a strange relief. Made him feel almost normal again. As Ebuka climbed into a set of boxer-briefs Pierre found the courage to seek out his attention. “I’ll just get her clothes and we’ll be on our way,” he said quietly.
 

Ebuka stood up tall at the foot of the bed. “On your way?” He chuckled. “We are not done here yet. Besides it is best if she remain in a horizontal position for at least fifteen minutes. Give the seed a chance to take.”
 

Pierre shuddered at the description. Of course. Of course that would be best. Of course soon-to-be doctor Ebuka would know what would give the best chance of conception.
 

Ebuka turned to leave. Paused at the door and looked sideways but not quite at Pierre. “If you want then you can finish her,” he said. “Helps with the up-suck,” he said, drawing his hands up from his groin to his ribs. Then he disappeared.
 

As the door closed behind him Pierre turned to regard Amy. She was a beautiful hot and sweaty mess. Her legs were splayed lewdly apart. One knee bent, the other straight. Thick dollops of white cream were running from her crevice. And while Pierre wondered how long he could possibly hold out inside her in his current turned-on state, it was an invitation he was not interested in rejecting. He tugged and tore his clothes off as he stumbled towards the bed. He didn’t bother with his socks, instead crawling up onto the bed and in between her legs. “Amy?” he whispered.
 

Her eyes fluttered open. “Oh. It’s you,” she said with a giggle. “Did you like that too?” The tone of her voice implied that she wasn’t terribly concerned about the answer. Her worry that he might get upset by what he’d seen, seemed to have evaporated. She looked down between them at his throbbing erection. “I guess so,” she added with another giggle.
 

Her laughter drove him mad. She seemed to have accepted that this was, in fact, a kink that turned him on. Seemed to understand she had something of an upper hand here, too. That the fact he had the kink gave her a bit of…power over him? The feeling bubbling around in his guts wasn’t exactly anger. He’d wanted this. He’d nudged her towards it. But this was an unexpected upset to their dynamic.
 

Of course he was a firm believer in women’s rights. Of course he didn’t think he was entitled to control Amy in any way. It’s just that seeing her looking so pleased, looking like she’d taken ownership of this thing, was enraging in a sort of sexual way. “What did it feel like?” he muttered, desperate for any morsel about what had been, and was, going on inside her head.
 

She looked sideways, now apparently totally unashamed of her nudity. Or the fact that she’d just let another man fuck her. “Um, well, he was really big.”
 

“And did you like that?”
 

She giggled again. “Well of course,” she said.
 

That got his insides burning even hotter and his cock leaking a bit of precum. “I want…” He nearly said it. He nearly asked for it before realizing her explicit consent wouldn’t sate his sex-rage. He needed to re-own her. To reclaim her for himself. “I’m going to fuck you now,” he said through clenched teeth.
 

A wicked smile lit her lips. “Oh my,” she purred. “Someone’s very excited!”
 

Her flippant, almost childish remark got him burning even hotter. He grabbed her breast and squeezed it as if to say mine.
 

Still staring at him with a very mischievous look in her eyes, she lifted her hands off the bed and brought them to the sides of her breasts. She squeezed the two fat mounds together, pointing her nipples at his face. “Are you sure Ebuka would allow that? Maybe you should go ask him.”
 

His lips parted in disbelief. She was playing. He was certain of it. How had she picked up on this particular aspect of it so quickly? Mentioning Ebuka’s permission cranked his sex-rage up even hotter. Did she know? Had she done it on purpose? He pressed the hot head of his cock against her dripping hole and stared into her eyes.
 

Her smile faded and a lusty look flashed in her eyes. “You sure you want to do that? It’s pretty slimy in there right now.”
 

That, too, rang his bell. Amy talking dirty about another man’s seed inside her pussy. He was blinded by his arousal now, his only purpose in that moment to drive his cock inside her and make her his. He shoved it in.
 

The hot slime inside her coated him immediately. He groaned as her pussy gripped him, nursing at his member that was threatening to erupt at any moment.
 

She put a hand around his neck and bit her lip. “That all you got for me big guy?” she whispered.
 

More beautiful rage. Surely she hadn’t deciphered this aspect of it already? How a light sprinkling of humiliation could trigger an even stronger sexual response in him? He reached behind her head and grabbed her hair, pulling it back to expose the soft skin on her neck. Slammed into her a few times then brought her eyes to his.
 

“That’s a little better, I guess,” she said, playing innocent like she didn’t know at all what she was doing to him.
 

It tripped a switch in his mind. His hips cocked back and started pounding back and forth. Stuffing her slightly looser pussy with his cock, driving Ebuka’s seed deeper into her. His mind regressed to a primal state. A single, quiet voice whispering in the back of it: make her orgasm. Make her orgasm. For the up-suck.
 

The veneer of innocence faded from her expression. Her eyes went a little wild, darting from his to his cock slamming into her used cunt. Her breasts were shaking on her chest, slapping together as he rocked in and out of her. The sight was like a whip cracking above him. He redoubled his efforts, closing his eyes to keep himself from finishing. Each second was excruciating. A battle of wits and wills against himself. Against the impulse to allow his release before she had hers. He fought it well.
 

She started panting and gasping. When he opened his eyes she reached up to the peaks of her breasts and twisted and pulled her nipples. Her legs, reanimated, curled around his. She started fucking back, tilting her hips up and down and clamping his cock in her tight cunt.
 

She sucked in a breath and threw a hand around his neck.
 

He drove harder, faster into her. Her plump thighs caressed his, the feeling drawing him even closer to ejaculation.
 

“Oh gosh. So…so close,” she panted. “Oh gosh.”
 

He strained and seethed, arching his back and squeezing his glutes to keep the urge at bay. When he felt her pussy squeeze him, he knew was almost there. Then her hands shot to his ass and her fingernails dug into his flesh. She whimpered, shuddered, then squealed and her pussy starting pulsing around his cock.
 

With Amy spasming through an orgasm beneath him, he felt free to let go of his resolve. His own release began.
 

It started in his testicles. They drew up between his legs, the trigger cocking. The tension in them moved quickly to his penis. It flexed and all of his mind coalesced around that feeling, that moment in time. That delicious tension between his legs. He roared as he felt a rush of ejaculate shoot through his shaft. He buried his head in Amy’s neck and took a deep whiff of her sweaty scent that sharpened his pleasure.
 

She wrapped her arms around him and squeezed them tight. For several delicious seconds he revelled in the feeling of being totally detached from all life’s worries and cares. Of being an agent with a singular purpose, a purpose that was currently being perfectly met. He felt at one with the stars and the vast swathes of empty space between them. He was a replicator. He was replicating. The entire cosmos was in equilibrium around him.
 

And then it wasn’t.
 

He came out of it mercifully slowly. The aftershocks of his ejaculation reverberating through his penis and easing him out of his pleasure back into existence. Amy’s soft body ensconcing him still felt delicious. But whispers of his mortal thoughts came creeping back into his mind.
 

Those were blanks you just shot into her. Ebuka’s seed might take inside her. Her belly might swell with another man’s child.
 

He groaned as he contemplated each. Each thought a tickle between the legs, a reminder of the universe tilting from perfect balance to a state of entropy that drove the affairs of stars and men. Even as his cock softened to a floppy sausage inside her he felt the drive kick in. The drive that keeps men and women ticking boxes, clicking keys keyboards, moving objects in meat-space to feed themselves. The drive for sex.
 

Amy clung to him until he started to pull away. She let him go, smiling up at him and pulling the covers over her naked, defiled body.
 

He rolled off to the side and crawled under them with her. Rolled onto his side and kissed her cheek.
 

She rolled to face him.
 

A peculiar pride swelled inside him. He had been able to accomplish what Ebuka had not, after all. He’d brought Amy to an orgasm with his own delicate instrument, something Ebuka’s cudgel had not been able to achieve. Because he was older, more experienced. More in control of his pleasure receptors. Or possibly because had worn them down enough that even being inside a beautiful creature like Amy wasn’t quite enough to trip his wire? Maybe age wasn’t such a bad thing after all? It was hard to make out whether it was a blessing or a curse, anyways.
 

“Pierre?” Amy whispered next to him.
 

“Yes my love?” he whispered back.
 

“That was amazing.”
 

“It really was,” he said.
 






Chapter Nineteen

 


Somehow he wasn’t surprised to find Ebuka pounding into Catherine’s cunt in the living room. He was wearing a slightly angry look, absolutely destroying her pussy with his massive erection.
 

Pierre wondered if the look he’d seen on Ebuka’s face after he failed to bring Amy to lift-off had anything to do with it? Was he taking his anger out on Catherine? Or was he training so his next time with Amy was more of a success?
 

Either way it didn’t matter. He waited patiently in the kitchen until he heard them finish.
 

Ebuka walked in a few moments after they did, his robe draped over his shoulders but open in the middle. He nodded at Pierre, walked to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of water. Unscrewed the cap, pressed it to his lips and tilted it up to drink the whole thing in four huge gulps. He set it down on the counter when he was finished and looked at Pierre. “Important to stay hydrated,” he said.
 

“Of course,” Pierre agreed with a nod.
 

Ebuka walked across to the table, pulled a chair out from under it and took a seat, folding one lapel of his robe over the other. He put one hand on his thigh, the other on the table and stared at Pierre.
 

Unsure of what to do, or what would come next, Pierre flashed an awkward smile. “It’s, uh, very kind of you to do this,” he said. It was only once the words were out that he realized how odd they sounded. He looked down at the table to try and hide his blush from Ebuka.
 

“It’s very big of you to allow it.”
 

He glanced up at Ebuka. “I beg your pardon?” he asked.
 

Ebuka shrugged. “A man who will let his wife lay with another so she may become with child that he can not provide must have a very large heart.”
 

Pierre felt an odd pride at the compliment. “That’s kind of you to say as well,” he muttered.
 

Ebuka gave a single, solemn nod. He let the silence stretch between them, eyeing Pierre the whole time. “Your Amy’s pussy is very tight,” he finally said, as casually as if he were commenting about her pretty dress.
 

Pierre blushed again. “Yes,” he muttered. “I suppose it is.”
 

“With a tight pussy like that it must be difficult. To keep it pleasured.”
 

Pierre felt the same pride swell through him that had in the bedroom with Amy. “I do alright, actually,” he replied.
 

Ebuka smiled and chuckled. He stood up, grabbed another bottle of water from the fridge and clapped a hand on Pierre’s shoulder as he walked past him. “I suppose practice makes perfect,” he said. “Maybe without an audience it will be easier for me,” he remarked. He walked out of the kitchen and a few moments later Pierre heard the bedroom door click shut.
 

“He’s right you know.”
 

Pierre turned to see Catherine saunter into the kitchen. She had her robe tied up and appeared to have showered. She seemed to be in a good mood as she sat down on the chair Ebuka had vacated. “You want a beer or something?” she asked.
 

Pierre was about to say ‘no’ when he heard Amy’s muffled moan coming from the bedroom. His chest and stomach constricted. Knowing Ebuka was in there giving it to her again, this time without him watching, was a little more painful. There was no visual stimulation to get lost in. Only the relentless chugging of his imagination throwing up visions in his mind of what was going on. It was much harder than watching. “I’ll take two,” he replied.
 

Catherine smiled. She got up and plucked two beers out of the fridge. Opened them and set one down in front of Pierre, taking the other for herself. “Lots more where that came from. I’ll keep ‘em cold for you. I meant he was right about you having a big heart. It is very big of you to let him make Amy pregnant. I wouldn’t have guessed you were up for it, actually.”
 

He shrugged. “I’m old. I’ve learned a few lessons along the way,” he said. “Besides we have our family. I got an email from Matilda. She’s still in Spain, huh?”
 

“Having a great time.”
 

“And Joy?” he asked.
 

Another moan rolled out of the bedroom.
 

Pierre put a hand over his mouth. He couldn’t help but notice that now Catherine was staring at him. And smiling. He let his hand fall to his lap. “You’re enjoying this aren’t you?”
 

Catherine shrugged. “I won’t lie and say that I’m not.”
 

Pierre nodded. He didn’t even really resent her for it. He had left her for another woman, after all. His cock started hardening again as more sex noises drifted in from the bedroom.
 

Catherine’s smile widened. “Oh just go and have a look again. I know you want to,” she said.
 

He shook his head. “I can’t,” he replied. “He closed the door. He said if the door’s closed he wants it to just be the two of them,” he explained.
 

“Well go have a listen then, you creeper,” she said with a smirk. “I think I’m going to put myself to bed. I’m exhausted.” She downed the rest of her beer and stood up. “You’re welcome to crash on the couch if you want. Or in one of the girl’s rooms. Doesn’t sound like Ebuka’s going to be finished with her any time soon and I doubt you’ll get any sleep alone at home, right?”
 

“Probably not,” he said, shaking his head again.
 

“Go on then. I’ll see you in the morning.” She patted him on the back then disappeared down the hall.
 

Pierre stood up, feeling like his body weighed twice as much as it had when he’d sat down. He trudged back to the bedroom, his head hanging low so his chin almost touched his chest. He pressed his ear up to the door and a shudder raced through him at what he heard inside.
 

“…that’s better,” Ebuka growled.
 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…” Amy whimpered.
 

“That’s it. You come all over that black cock,” Ebuka said.
 

Amy let out a breathy sigh, then a high-pitched squeak.
 

His cock throbbed at knowing what was happening. Ebuka bringing Amy to a climax. He wasn’t so sure about Ebuka’s up-suck theory of female orgasm. But he was happy that Amy was getting what she so wanted. Unable to resist his own urge, he closed his eyes and tucked a hand down his pants.
 



***

 


He woke up to darkness. It took a few moments to remember where he was. On the couch in his old house he’d shared with Catherine. A moment later the heaviness returned. The sounds coming from down the hall startled him. Rhythmic panting, wet suction. He pulled his phone off the coffee table and checked the time. Two thirty-five in the morning. Swung his legs over the side of the couch and rubbed his eyes. From the sounds of it the door was open again. The pull to see what was going on was irresistible.
 

He shuffled across the carpet until he was halfway down the hall. Padded the rest of the distance so as not to disturb them. He peeked around the door frame. Just enough to see which direction they were facing. The scene inside took his breath away.
 

Amy was on her feet on the bed in a frog-squat and facing the wall. Ebuka was lying on the bed underneath her, hands behind his head, his face hidden by her abundant curves. She had her hands on his chest and her ass was thwapping up and as she rode the thick pole of his cock with her cunt.
 

Another flash in his mind. Another image forever emblazoned into it. Amy’s beautiful, round ass thumping up and down, up and down, the cheeks smacking against Ebuka’s thighs each time it landed. And underneath the smacking sound Amy’s delicate sing-song voice whispering “fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…”
 

He stood staring, hypnotized by her bouncing. He heard her gasp.
 

“I’m coming!” she hissed.
 

Ebuka groaned as she said it. His testicles rose up between his legs. The root of his cock throbbed.
 

Pierre stifled his own groan. At the sight of another transfer of genetic material between their two bodies. But what really got him was what happened next.
 

Amy collapsed onto her knees, her torso falling forward to rest on Ebuka’s chest, her lips pressed to his in a kiss as she caressed his cheeks with her hands.
 

As she fell forward Ebuka’s cock slid out of her and flopped to one side. A wad of thick cream drooled out of her pussy onto Ebuka’s pelvis. She pulled away from their shared kiss and stared into his eyes. “Thank-you,” she whispered. “Thank-you so much.”
 

Ebuka responded with another hot kiss on her mouth.
 






Epilogue

 


Six months later
 


Pierre threw open the driver’s side door of the car and darted out. He dashed around to the other side of the car, where Amy was trying to haul herself out from the seat. He offered a hand and when she took it and smiled, gently pulled her up onto her feet. As they turned towards the house he put a hand on her back, closed his eyes and took a deep breath.
 

He’d been in a state of semi-permanent arousal since they’d learned that she was pregnant. Knowing that another man’s seed had taken root and was growing in her belly was intensely erotic. He’d tried to wrap his mind around why so many times. He’d finally given up. Apparently there were some things about the human mind and sexual response that were not to be understood. Only felt. This seemed to be one of them. At least for the time being.
 

Amy was glowing. Additionally she had developed an insatiable sexual appetite. Thankfully for Pierre, his arousal at her pregnancy by another man enabled him to service her as necessary. Sometimes twice a day.
 

He kept his hand on her back as she waddled up the steps onto the porch. He returned her smile when she looked up at him. “You ready?” he asked.
 

“I think so,” Amy replied, nodding.
 

“This shouldn’t take too long. I told her not to but Catherine insisted. It’s just her and a friend. They wanted to buy a few things so we were ready.”
 

“I think it’s very nice of her,” Amy said.
 

Pierre pressed the doorbell and straightened his jacket. Stood up a little straighter and held his chin out. The one difficulty that had popped up was when Amy had started showing. The very public reveal of the results of his vasectomy at the gallery made it a tad awkward explaining to people how Amy had gotten pregnant. At first they’d settled on the sperm donor story. But they’d both realized that once the bun was out of the oven it would become clear to pretty much everyone who the father was. So he’d told a few people the truth. Their reactions had been a little difficult to navigate. Most were shocked at first. His closest friends would inevitably make some joke about it, which got a bit awkward. But now that they’d told those in their closest circle he felt like he didn’t owe anyone else an explanation and that was a relief.
 

The front door swung open. Catherine was beaming as she waved them in. “Amy,” she said, doing a cheek-to-cheek to greet her. “You look fabulous.”
 

Amy giggled and blushed.
 

“Come in. Come in,” Catherine said, closing the door behind them.
 

They walked down the hall and turned into the living room.
 

“Surprise!”
 

Pierre’s heart thrummed. Then his stomach sank to his ankles. There was a crowd of about a dozen people standing in the living room, glasses raised in the air as they hooted and hollered. He looked at Amy.
 

She looked…sheepish.
 

“Surprise,” Catherine whispered next to his ear.
 

Amy waded into the crowd, people staring at her, touching her belly, then glancing up at him.
 

A hot, sticky embarrassment coated his brain. His eyes shot to Catherine, who was staring at him.
 

“I had to warn Amy beforehand. Wasn’t sure how she’d feel about a big surprise this far along. I hope you don’t mind.” She smiled.
 

Pierre shook his head. “You bitch,” he whispered, smiling.
 

Catherine chuckled and took a sip of wine.
 

He looked out over the crowd. There was Marcia. And there was David. And Lawrence with his wife, who was already making a bee-line for him. He turned and glared at Catherine.
 

She flashed a smug smile. “If you’ll excuse me,” she said, “I have to go see about the hors d’oeuvres.” She patted him on the arm and stepped around him towards the kitchen.
 

He gritted his teeth and flashed a tight smile at Donna.
 

She had an absolutely rapacious look on her face, hungry for gossip. “Pierre,” she purred, putting a hand on his arm. “Tell me is it true? Did you really…did she really…”
 

Pierre sighed. He turned and looked towards the kitchen. Ebuka was standing next to Catherine wearing a white shirt with the top button undone and tight, black trousers. He smiled at Pierre. Pierre smiled back. The simple exchange brought an epiphany. This was something he’d have to live with for the rest of his life. What was the sense in trying to hide it? If snooping Donna really wanted to know their secrets why not just give them to her hard and rough? He felt a certain lightness within himself at the thought. “Yes, Donna,” he said, still staring into the kitchen. “She really did. We really did.”
 

“Oh my god!” Donna said, clapping a hand over her mouth and assuring him that everyone would know by the end of the party. “God, how did that make you feel?” she whispered, leaning in closer as if she meant to keep his secret.
 

He levelled his gaze at her and grinned. “To tell you the truth?” he said. “It was really fucking hot.”
 

Donna’s jaw dropped. She looked like she was going to faint.
 

Behind her Amy looked at him out of the corner of her eye. Her giggle melted his heart.
 




***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!


Honeymoon Lodged


Nigel and Theresa, newly married, arrive at their honeymoon destination, Moosehurst Lodge. A gift from Theresa's controlling father, sending them to the fly-in resort where she grew up.
George and Martha, the lodge owners and as close as anyone could be to Theresa, are a little quirky. They drink too much. They cuss. And after a few they like to call each other names.
Nigel notices George has a hard time keeping his eyes off of Theresa. Finds out Martha has a hard time keeping her hands off anyone who isn't George.

Worst honeymoon ever? Not if George can help it.

But is Nigel man enough to let him?




Finley's Secrets : A Hotwife Fantasy

Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...




Sharon Hits the Deck: A Hotwife Fantasy

Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…



Scarlet Learns to Swing: A Hotwife Fantasy

Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say? 
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