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Chapter 1

 


The first time was probably the most humiliating. It got easier after that. Possibly because all the times after that first one weren’t quite so clinical with quite so many people watching.
 

That first time was in a big, bright room with a doctor and three nurses and Claire clamped into her stirrups her legs splayed open for the whole room to see.
 

A camera had been inserted into her, the feed projected on a big screen on the wall and the cable had been taped to her thigh.
 

I remember how utterly terrified I was of what I was about to witness. I was mostly scared of how I would react in front of everyone at seeing her attempted insemination. I started getting hard as soon as the bull was led into the room.
 

He was a meaty fucker, swayed rather than walked in. Naked as the day he was born and couldn’t give less of a shit about it, either. Walked right up to me and offered a hand. “I’m Dennis,” he said.
 

His cock swung between his legs like an elephant’s trunk. His balls dangled behind it, reaching almost halfway down the thick slab of nine inch meat. Heavy with seed, no doubt.
 

I took the meaty paw and shook it because even though he was about to defile my wife there was no reason to be a jerk about it. He was just following orders, as was I.
 

“Mike,” I muttered.
 

Claire shot me a wan smile from the receiving chair. Even strapped in and prepared to be bred as she was she looked beautiful. Lovely golden locks cascaded down her shoulders partially covering a breast. Her blue eyes sparkled in the bright light.
 

Looking at her made me harden more.
 

Dennis turned around to face her.
 

The doctor waved at the two Japanese nurses who’s cheeks were burning as they tried not to stare at his organ. They shuffled over towards him, one taking his shaft in hand, the other cupping his balls and kneading them with her fingers.
 

He rose easily and steadily. He’d gone without sex for the last three weeks – that’s how long they starved the bulls so there’d be more semen in their ejaculate – so getting a hand job by a couple of pretty Japanese girls did the trick right away.
 

Once he’d risen the nurses scuttled over to where they’d been standing by the doctor. He whispered something to one of them that caused her to shuffle over towards me. “The doctor invites you to prepare her with your mouth?” she asked, bowing at the end in that polite Japanese way.
 

This would be my contribution to the occasion. I would be allowed to stand and watch and I would be allowed to taste Claire’s vagina, to lubricate her for the coming insertion.
 

I had a painfully aching erection as I sank to my knees between her legs. It was still all very confusing and new.
 

She tasted sweet with a slightly acidic twist but it turned out my licking was moot, an unnecessary formality. She was soaked from just the sight of the thick seeding muscle that was pointed at her behind my head. I gave her a few licks, savoring her taste, just so I could say I did.
 

“That will be enough,” the doctor said and ordered me up with a flick of his wrist.
 

I was helped up by the nurse and led back to my position.
 

Since the goal of the procedure was to maximize the possibility of insemination everything had been done to give the best chance of success.
 

The receiving chair was such that once the load had been delivered to Claire’s body it could be tilted back and her legs pressed shut to prevent spilling.
 

Dennis the giant stepped forward.
 

Claire’s eyes went wide as they settled on his throbbing sex. She bucked slightly against the stirrups but one of the nurses reached out and settled her down. As Dennis pressed the hot tip of his organ against her pussy, the damp petals of that soft flower seemed to flutter and open for him.
 

The other nurse was staring at me with a curious expression. I realized after a moment that her attention was on the tent in my pants. She tapped the doctor on the shoulder and nodded in my direction.
 

He saw my shame and gave a solemn nod. He looked at Dennis. “You may insert.”
 

Placing his dark paws on Claire’s hips, Dennis leaned forward and pushed his hips back, as if cocking a gun.
 

A furrow of worry crossed her expression. She shuddered.
 

Dennis pulled the trigger and plunged his fearsome cock into my wife.
 

Claire moaned a lewd, ungodly sound that crept higher towards a caterwaul as Dennis’ girth slid up into her.
 

The view on the screen showed her pink walls being invaded by the dark one-eyed spear, stretched tight over it, a soft sheath around the hard sword.
 

I shuddered at the thought that soon his thrusting would begin, the friction caused by his cock rubbing inside Claire would cause it to erupt inside her. His seed would begin its swim, aided by the copious orgasms Claire would be induced to having by the nurse and her vibrating wand.
 

If all went according to plan his genetic material would find the tiny ovum inside Claire. One successful sperm would pierce it’s membrane the way he had just pierced her to form the zygote.
 

That moment would seal all our fates. I hated it and loathed it at the same time.
 

His thrusts grew rougher, drawing my attention to the receiving chair.
 

Claire had seemingly become comfortable with his size because her lips were twisted in a very lusty sneer. She stared at the prodigious cock disappearing into herself.
 

As Dennis approached his emission the nurse with the wand readied it above Claire’s clit.
 

Dennis lifted a hand off Claire’s hip, brought it to her tit and pinched her nipple between a finger and a thumb, then gave it a powerful twist.
 

Claire screamed but the aggression aroused her and her body went into a violent fit of shaking as she climaxed.
 

Dennis pounded out a few more thrusts into her in an attempt to climax with her. He was a moment too late. Claire’s orgasm had just begun to recede when a guttural grunt from Dennis indicated he was about to release.
 

The nurse brought the wand to Claire’s clit.
 

All eyes turned to the large screen. His cock stiffened. He slowed. The first eruption of his hot seed shot from the small hole at the tip. The emission sailed past the camera and slopped along the pink floor of Claire’s hot tunnel.
 

The nurse turned on the wand. It began to buzz.
 

Claire screamed. Sensitive after just having had an orgasm Claire bucked and rocked as the wand massaged her clit. A moment later her pussy began to contract, constricting the dark cock inside her, choking it for it’s gift.
 

The smell of sex wafted through the room.
 

Dennis finished his ejaculation with a few more thrusts into Claire. Before he stepped back to pull himself out the second nurse put a gloved hand around the base of his shaft. As he eased the seeder out of Claire she kept her hand on it collecting the remains of a copious load. As his hose flopped out of Claire she stuffed her fingers into Claire’s pussy, so that not a drop was wasted, and flipped the handle that turned the chair into a position where Claire’s legs were up in the air. Then she closed the stirrups, sealing Claire shut.
 

The doctor gave an approving nod then muttered something I couldn’t hear. The nurse shuffled over again.
 

“The doctor would suggest an ejaculation so that you are not tempted by intercourse. It seems that watching has made you quite aroused?”
 

I blushed at the shame of having this pointed out in front of everyone in the room. “I…I’ll be fine,” I stammered.
 

She gave another nod and polite smile. “The doctor thinks it would be best,” she repeated.
 

One look at the doctor made me realize that this was an order and not a request. The punishment for disobeying a doctor’s order, especially a breeding doctor, was not one to be trifled with.
 

I removed my trousers and my own, relatively meagre package came flouncing out. I couldn’t resist glancing at Dennis’ superior package. That he was superior to me in every way was assured. It was the reason he had been chosen to breed Claire. Why did it arouse me to compare myself to him?
 

The nurse reached over, her gloved hand coated in a clear lubricant. She wrapped the dainty thing around my cock as everyone watched.
 

My nuts pulled up between my legs.
 

She began to stroke.
 

The fresh memory of Claire’s attempted insemination rushed through my mind. I shouted as I came, watching my own seed spill impotently onto the floor.
 

The nurse was kind enough to continue stroking me through the orgasm. When I was finished she bowed and smiled and walked back to where the doctor was standing.
 

Dennis turned and grinned. “Nice to meet you, man. I guess we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other for the next little while.” He gave my arm a pat. He seemed like a really nice guy, actually.
 

He walked out with the same confident swagger with which he’d entered, utterly unembarrassed by his nudity or the whole thing that had just happened.
 

“That went well,” the doctor said, coming over to talk to me. “I’ve assigned Dennis to your living quarters,” he said, scanning through rows of medical records on his tablet. “Since Claire is in her fertility window he’ll need to release into her as often as possible. Make sure to make her available to him at all times. I’ve also recommended a regular relief schedule for you. Will two times a day be enough?”
 

I nodded. Two times a day. Two times a day a nurse would come to tame my urges. So I wasn’t tempted to try and fuck my wife.
 

This was the world we lived in now.
 






Chapter 2

 


I was always careful not to complain. Despite our strange predicament we were the lucky ones. We were lucky to have been accepted into the Ark at all.
 

We’d been one of the last to get in. The asteroid had slammed into the planet a day later. It was because of my connections at the university that I’d been able to get an invitation to the underground bunker where humanity would weather the first few months of the disaster.
 

Formed as a way to rise from the ashes, the Ark was to be nothing like the society we had known. It was to be an unflinching scientocracy with no room for opinions to pollute policy the way they had in democracies of the past.
 

The myth of human equality was also thrown out the window and a strict regimen of eugenics was introduced based on genetic compatibility between mates rather than leaving the fate of the species to the whims of romantic love and pheromones.
 

New couplings were dictated by algorithm but exceptions were made for men and women who arrived at the Ark together. These couples, couples like us,  were grandfathered into the system. We were allowed to share living quarters and continue the life we had begun before the disaster. The understanding was, however, that unless by some stroke of sheer luck we were the perfect genetic pairing, Claire would be inseminated by and carry the child of another man.
 

It was an odd arrangement but the new rulers were a relentless lot and considering that it had spared us our lives, I found it a sacrifice worth making.
 

Claire was already in our quarters, a modest three rooms carved out of a slab of mountain deep beneath the Colorado Rocky Mountains. The whole complex was an incredible feat of engineering and would house almost fifty-thousand people for several months.
 

Claire gave me a weak smile as I walked into the room and closed the door. She was still on the receiving chair, though she’d been unshackled. “Hi,” she said quietly as I walked towards her.
 

“Hi. How are you?”
 

“I’m fine. How are you?” she asked.
 

I sighed. “I’m fine.”
 

“That was tough, huh?” she said, reaching out to take my hand.
 

I touched her hand, enjoying the soft warmth of her palm on mine. I shook my head, not sure of what to say. “You saw what happened.”
 

“What happened?”
 

“I was totally hard watching Dennis fuck you. I don’t know why.”
 

Claire shrugged. “That’s better than hating it I guess. Right?”
 

“I guess. It’s just so strange, being aroused by a thing like that.” I looked into her smiling blue eyes. “Did it…did he hurt you? He was so big. I mean, his cock was.”
 

Claire shook her head.
 

“When are you allowed to get out of that thing?” I said, pointing at the receiving chair.
 

“I think someone’s going to come and take it away,” she replied.
 

A silence fell between us. “Do you think he’ll make you pregnant?”
 

Claire shrugged. “I’m in my window. I’m supposed to be ovulating on Friday.”
 

I wondered whether she’d heard the doctor say the part about Dennis living with us. I was just about to enlighten her when the door swung open.
 

Big, black Dennis walked in wearing his wide grin. His cock was still hanging out unbound, swinging and slapping against his legs as he walked up to us. One of the nurses peeked out from behind his massive frame.
 

“Sumimasen!” she said with a slight bow. “We can take receiving chair now.” She helped Claire climb out of the contraption and wheeled it out the door.
 

When the door closed Claire was standing naked in front of me and Dennis was beside us. I felt a shudder through the hand I was still holding as she looked up at Dennis.
 

“Doc says I’m staying here,” Dennis explained.
 

I nodded.
 

“Says I should probably give her another breeding now, too.”
 

The words shook me to my core. This would be my life now. With Dennis able to take my wife any time the mood struck him. “Of course,” I said quietly.
 

“You want to get her ready again?” he asked. “Might make you feel like you’re part of the process?”
 

I nodded. “Sure.” What a thoughtful guy.
 

Claire led the way to the bedroom with me behind her and Dennis and his monster cock swinging and slapping away behind me.
 

She led us into the bedroom. Besides the bed it was furnished very sparsely with only a small chair next to the wardrobe.
 

Claire laid herself down on the bed and spread her legs.
 

I settled between them as Dennis took up position on his knees at the head of the bed. He hauled his cock up and stuffed an couple inches of it into her open mouth.
 

As Claire began to suck him to life, I lowered my mouth to her pussy. I was greeting by a dank but not unpleasant smell. Only a small trickle of the seed he'd deposited inside her already had trickled out. It clung to one of her lips, a dried crust on her pink flesh.
 

I tried to work my tongue around it, tried avoiding it but it was impossible. Finally I just slid along it ignoring the sharp and lingering taste it left on my tongue.
 

I slithered into Claire's body, my cock roaring to a raging hardness at being inside her.
 

“Doc says don't go in too deep. You could hurt the chances. Stay on her clit. That'll get her good and wet.”
 

I looked up. Dennis was staring down at me and nodding. He wasn't being bossy. Just repeating the doctor’s order. I nodded.
 

Removing my tongue from Claire’s hole I slid up her slit and slurped her growing but into my mouth. Swirling around the tender nub wasn’t as pleasant as having my tongue inside her but it did the trick.
 

Her juices began to drool out of her pussy. The combination of sucking on Dennis’ massive black cock and me lapping at her middle drenched her in no time.
 

Dennis eased the cock out of her mouth and smiled. “I’m not supposed to waste any of this,” he said.
 

So, I scrambled out of the way again as he moved between her legs. I allowed myself the perverse pleasure of sitting on the edge of the bed so I could watch close up what his cock looked like as he sheathed it in her flesh.
 

“Do you mind if we hold hands?”
 

Claire’s quiet question surprised me. A bolt of worry shot through me when I first thought she was asking me for permission to hold his hand. That melted into a sweet and touching feeling when I realized she was asking him if she could hold mine.
 

While they fucked.
 

Dennis shook his head. “No, honey. I don’t mind. You two have your moment, alright?”
 

His good-natured response also touched me.
 

Claire put her hand on the bed, palm up.
 

I reached over and gripped it and she closed it around my hand.
 

Dennis adjusted himself between her legs. He’d put one of hers up on his shoulder so that her pussy was completely visible.
 

My eyes stole glances at his massive member as he licked his hand and swiped at the head, placed it against Claire’s pink slit and pressed.
 

It took just a tiny bit of tension to split her open and for his head slip inside. As it did, Claire squeezed my hand and gasped.
 

I looked at her face to see her staring up at Dennis. She had a look of disbelief plastered on her face, or surprise, or something. But beneath it I could clearly tell see the desire in her eyes.
 

She squeezed me tighter as he worked himself in.
 

I stared at the way the folds of her pussy rippled and slithered as his girth moved into her. The more he stretched her the more they would take the shape of each of the gnarly veins that crawled along the sides of his cock.
 

When he’d pressed himself mostly into her, he gave one last grunt, thrust, and the last half-inch of him disappeared. His sack landed against her ass with a fat and nasty slap.
 

Dennis turned and looked at me. “Your girl is tight.”
 

I gazed up at, my eyes drifting over his body, struggling somewhat to accept that this was our new reality and my new life.
 

He began to work his cock in and out of her.
 

Claire’s chest began heaving, rising and falling with each thrust. Her nipples tightened. Her pussy got slicker. I could tell because of the sticky smacking sounds it made with each fresh intrusion.
 

Having climaxed once already, Dennis seemed as if he was no longer in a rush to do so. The clinical fucking he’d delivered earlier was gone. It had been replaced with a slow, almost loving lovemaking.
 

Claire’s grip weakened on my hand.
 

I let it go as it slipped away across the sheets.
 

She graced me with another feeble smile, as if by way of apology. Then she turned her attention back to Dennis. Her hands drifted up his chest. Her skin seemed even lighter against his dark skin.
 

She let her palms play across his chest. The tips of her fingers outlined his chiselled abs, flicking over each bump. Then, looking back up at him, she reached her hands between his legs, both of them, and cupped the two huge nuts that had been slapping against her ass.
 

Dennis groaned as she kneaded them. His thrusts quickened. A wild look lit up in his eyes. He looked straight at her with a pointed purpose.
 

Claire’s mouth fell open ever so slightly. She continued to squeeze his heavy sack. A maiden milking for seed.
 

Dennis grunted. His thrusts turned to lunges. His haunches flexed. He groaned and drove into her with a rough thrust. A massive shudder shook his body.
 

Claire’s eyes closed and she smiled.
 

I watched as his cock thickened and fell into her tightness. A few seconds later the sticky trickle of his overflow spilled from her out onto the bed. It made his dark skin look darker still.
 

Dennis held himself above her, panting.
 

Claire didn’t seem to mind. Her fingers traced the outline of his triceps. Then they grazed his forearms until they fell by her side.
 

Dennis removed himself from my wife with a messy slop. Some air hissed out of her pussy. As it caught some of his seed it turned into a filthy, slurping fart.
 

Claire put her hands between her legs. To stop the flow.
 

Dennis smiled as he lifted off her. “It’s alright. Plenty more where that came from and I don’t mind doing another delivery.” He looked at me. “Right?”
 

It was very earnest. Not like he was trying to humiliate me after fucking my wife. Just mano-a-mano. Because we understood each other. Fucking was fun. I nodded. “Right,” I said quietly.
 

Claire dozed in bed while Dennis made himself a sandwich in the kitchen. He’d put a robe on, which was nice because by now he was pretty messy. He’d just put the top piece of bread on when there was a knock at the door.
 

Clothed now, I walked across the room and opened it. It was one of the nurses from earlier.
 

“Sumimasen!” she said with a bow. “The doctor has ordered that…”
 

I looked nervously at Dennis, then back at the young Japanese nurse. “I know, I know,” I muttered, interrupting her. “We can go in here,” I said, pointing to a door across the room.
 

Dennis bit into his sandwich and started chewing. He watched us as we talked.
 

The nurse’s eyes fluttered back and forth from the door to me, to Dennis, to the door. She seemed…perturbed.
 

“Is something wrong?”
 

Another smile. Another bow. “The doctor has ordered that…not alone.”
 

It took me a moment to understand. “That we can’t be alone?” I asked, waving a finger between us.
 

“Hai. So-desu, ne?”
 

Dennis took another massive bite of his sandwich.
 

“Where then?” I asked.
 

The nurse glanced at the floor. “Koko ni,” she whispered.
 

“Here?”
 

I suppose it made sense. They didn’t want me getting any ideas and trying to seduce or inseminate her, or any other women for that matter. I wasn’t one of those that had been chosen.
 

And this was my new life.
 

I unzipped my pants and dropped them to the sounds of Dennis chewing sandwich from the kitchen.
 

The nurse smiled. She lifted her hand and stretched a tight latex glove over it, snapping it into place. She smiled again. Taking a tube from one of the pockets of her coat she squirted a healthy application of clear lubricant onto the glove. She reached down and lifted my cock.
 

Dennis, apparently unfazed, continued to eat his sandwich and watch all this.
 

It didn’t take long for me to become erect. The confusing arousal of watching my wife being bred twisted together with the absurd but strangely erotic clinical massage I was getting.
 

My nuts tugged up. I grimaced a little.
 

The nurse seemed to take this as a cue. She reached into another pocket and pulled out a cup. This she put under the head of my cock.
 

I grunted. A gush of semen rushed through my shaft. It splashed out of the head of my cock and spat into the waiting cup. Then another. Then another.
 

The nurse continued to stroke until my cock stopped twitching even though no more seed was coming out. She lowered it and took the cup away.
 

I pulled my trousers up.
 

She raised the cup. “For the doctor. To make sure.”
 

I understood. It was to make sure that I had ejaculated into that cup and not into living flesh.
 

After another polite bow, she stepped back into the hall and pulled the door shut.
 

Dennis took the last bite of sandwich into his mouth. He shrugged and raised his eyebrows as he chewed. “That’s alright,” he said, garbling the words through his food.
 

I managed a weak smile. “It’s alright.”
 






Chapter 3

 


Dennis was my superior in every way. This was not a question of opinion, not something that I’d decided on myself. This was a question of genetics.
 

He had been chosen because not only was he a virile male that was twice my size. He also had a double doctorate in astrophysics and applied mathematics. Before he had been accepted at the Ark, his seed had been tested to ensure he wasn’t shooting blanks and that it was strong enough to impregnate any female he was matched with.
 

I had been accepted because someone I worked with at the university had pulled some strings. I was lucky (if you could call it that), that Claire had scored sufficiently high on her genetic testing that they had taken her, too.
 

So sitting in the kitchen with Dennis was an intimidating proposition. Not because he was about to kick my ass or even because at any moment he could get up and decide it was time to go fuck my wife again.
 

It was because, beyond a shadow of a doubt, he was the stronger, smarter and more potent in his maleness of the two of us. That was a hard pill to swallow.
 

But nothing at the Ark had been left to chance. There would be a very small window of time in which humanity could repopulate and no one was going to give me a shot at Claire’s womb when Dennis could do the job at least twice as well.
 

I could only imagine what their offspring would be like.
 

“You know what I miss most?”
 

Dennis’ voice dragged me out of my thoughts. “Hmm?”
 

“I miss watching a damn football game. You ever miss that?”
 

I was starting to understand that this is just who he was. Even though his job was to impregnate my wife he wasn’t going to be a jerk about it. That was business. We could still be friends.
 

“I wasn’t really a fan,” I said, trying to be nice and smile.
 

“No? What you like to watch?”
 

I shrugged. “Archery. Sometimes a little chess.”
 

Dennis nodded thoughtfully and stroked his chin. “You play?”
 

I instantly regretted admitting that I liked chess. “A little.”
 

Dennis smiled. “Really? It’s been ages for me. You think I could find us a board in this place?”
 

The watch on his wrist buzzed. Dennis glanced down. “Oh, shit.”
 

“What’s wrong?” I asked.
 

“Ah, they got me all scheduled. I’m supposed to get to work again.” He glanced at me.
 

A shudder trembled through me. He meant on Claire.
 

“Hey, Mike?”
 

“Hmm?”
 

“You think you could go and try to find us a board?”
 

“I…” …had no idea what to say to the man who was about to get to work trying to breed my wife and had just asked me to go and find a chess board. So he could kick my ass at that later, too.
 

“Oh, you’re probably tired,” he said, waving a paw as he stood up.
 

“No, no. It’s not that.” There was really no excuse. After all, what else were we going to do. Sit there and stare at each other all night? “I’ll go and find the board.”
 

“Really?” Dennis asked with a smile. “That’s really cool of you, man. Really cool. No biggie if you can’t find one.” He got up and walked to the bedroom and slipped inside.
 

I waited until I heard Claire moan before letting myself out and into the hall.
 

Despite being entirely underground, the facility was lit with LED’s that changed color depending on what time of day it was. So that no one’s Circadian rhythms got too messed up.
 

The hall’s were chiselled out of solid rock, reinforced with concrete floors and steel walls. The whole facility went fifty stories deep, the deepest of which were limited to the ruling scientists and strictly off-limits. Especially to the likes of me.
 

I wandered through the halls. I thought about Dennis and Claire back in the room. My mind filled with visions of his large cock piercing her tight pussy, splitting the pink flesh and plowing in deep.
 

I taunted myself with the image, playing it over and over again in my mind. Each time I did a fresh stab of ice cold jealousy would slice through me. When those began to dull, I started to recall various details of their coitus.
 

The way the skin of his cock looked slathered with her saliva. How her clear and sticky juice dripped out of her when he pushed himself inside. The way her face screwed up in agonized ecstasy when she came.
 

“Sumimasen?”
 

I looked up, startled by the sound of the nurse’s voice.
 

“Oh, I am so sorry!” she said, giggling and covering her mouth. “I scared you!”
 

For the first time in many days, I cracked a smile. At my reaction and hers. Then the memory of the fact that this woman had touched, no, not just touched but milked my cock for me made my cheeks start burning red. I tried to pull my shit together anyways. “No, no. It’s okay,” I said, waving away her apology. “I was…thinking too deeply.”
 

“Oh!” she said, bowing and coming back up to smile. “Sir, are you lost?”
 

This made me guffaw. “Um, you can’t be that much younger than me, can you?”
 

“I am twenty-five,” she said.
 

The realization that it was a bit of a rude question made me blush. “I just meant, you don’t have to call me sir.”
 

“Oh, I see.” She bowed her head again. “I am Ichiko,” she said, followed by another bow.
 

“Ichiko. I’m Mike.” I stretched out a hand and only too late remembered this wasn’t how the Japanese said hello. I was about to take it away when Ichiko, to be polite, reached for it.
 

She managed to grab just my sweaty fingertips as I was pulling away at which point she let go as I reached out again to spare us both embarrassment.
 

It couldn’t have looked or felt more awkward if someone had orchestrated it as a gag. We both started chuckling.
 

“May I help you with something?” Her English was nearly perfect save for the occasional formality.
 

“Um…I don’t know. Do you have a chess board?”
 

Ichiko furrowed her brow. “Chess-u-board,” she echoed. “I don’t think so.”
 

“That’s okay.”
 

“Who are you playing chess with?”
 

“With…” It was at that point that I realized I had no way of describing who Dennis was to me. “Dennis,” I answered.
 

“Dennis?” Ichiko asked, scrunching her nose and furrowing her brow. Because why would she know his name?
 

“Dennis. My…the guy who…my wife…and Dennis? You know?”
 

“Ah!” she gasped as it dawned on her who I was talking about. Then she bit her lip as the awkwardness of it sank in as well. “Dennis-san. So desu, ne?” She gave a few vigorous nods to punctuate that she understood. “Where is Dennis?” she then asked.
 

A humiliation twisted through me at the question. I swallowed back the tightness in my throat it had caused and forced a smile. This was my world now. “He’s…he’s uh…he’s having sex with Claire. My wife.”
 

A silence fell between us. Ichiko opened her mouth to say something but changed her mind. The breath she had taken was left dangling a reminder for us both that there were no words to describe the bizarre situation.
 

“Mike,” Ichiko said after an excruciating few seconds of quiet.
 

“Hm?”
 

“Maybe I know someone who has a chess-u-board?”
 

“You do?”
 

“Come.” She turned, crooked a finger and beckoned me to follow her.
 

We walked through the winding corridors, walking by open doors that led to quarters where people were eating dinner and laughing and crying. There were hardly any secrets any more, hardly any privacy. In a place like this, where everyone was so close, nobody seemed to care much who knew what.
 

The only important thing was whether we were going to come out to find a world we could inhabit or not.
 

Ichiko finally stopped at a door that was closed. She put her hand on the blue screen next to it. It scanned, a blue line running across then back. The door hissed and opened a crack.
 

She pushed it and stepped inside. “Please. You will wait here?” she asked with a smile.
 

I nodded.
 

A few minutes later she re-emerged carrying a wooden chessboard, the pieces rattling quietly inside with each step she took.
 

“Oh! Thanks!” I was more excited that she’d found a chess board than about the fact that this meant I got to be trounced by Dennis. “I thought you said you didn’t have one?”
 

Ichiko smiled. She had a pretty face with round and nearly jet-black eyes. Her brown hair fell loosely down over her shoulders, framing a gently pointed chin and button nose. “It is my friend’s.”
 

“Oh,” I said, a little disappointed. “Are you sure it’s okay if I take it?”
 

Ichiko giggled. “It’s okay, Mike.”
 

“Okay. Thanks. I guess…I guess I’ll see you around.”
 

Ichiko lowered her eyes which brought another swell of heat to my cheeks. Because most likely the next time I saw her would be tomorrow morning when she came to jerk me off. “Yes,” she whispered. “I will see you around.”
 

Beyond embarrassed, I muttered a goodbye, turned and left.
 






Chapter 4

 


Back at our quarters Dennis had finished fucking Claire. She was walking around the kitchen naked and looking a little woozy. Dennis was sitting at the table. When I showed him the board his eyes lit up. “You found one! Man, that’s great!” He slapped the table across from where he was sitting. “Game on!”
 

I sat down, slid the top of the board off and emptied the pieces onto the table. I glanced at Claire. A thick trickle of cum and mucus was running down her leg. “I’ll be right back,” I muttered to Dennis.
 

“Sure, no problem! I’ll set up the board. You want to be white or black?”
 

“Black,” I said. Not that it made any difference. I walked over to Claire. “Hon, there’s…you’ve got a lot of…Dennis’ cum is running down your leg.”
 

“Huh?” Claire asked, absently. She opened her legs and looked between them. “Oh! Oh, God, I know. It’s…” she looked back up at me. “There’s just so much,” she said, her face twisting. “I can’t believe how much cum he has. I don’t think you ever had that much, did you?”
 

I stared down at the yellowy-white glop making it’s way towards the floor along her toned thigh. “No,” I said with a sigh. “I don’t think I did. You want me to get you a towel?”
 

“Oh would you?” Claire replied. She seemed exhausted. “Oh and Mike?”
 

“Yeah?”
 

“Can you make me a sandwich or something? I can hardly think straight. He fucked me really hard this time.”
 

I motored through the sinking feeling in my gut and smiled. “Sure. Sure thing.”
 

Claire smiled at me with sleepy eyes. “I’m going to be in the bedroom, kay?”
 

“Okay.”
 

I grabbed a towel from the bathroom, brought it to Claire, then went back to the kitchen and fixed a sandwich. After delivering that to her I finally came back to the table and sat down across from Dennis.
 

He smiled and rubbed his hands together. “Man I am so excited about this! I haven’t been anything but a fucking machine since I got down here! It’s going to be nice to use my mind again for a change!”
 

I shook my head in disbelief. “Wait, what do you mean since you got down here?”
 

“Oh I’ve been doing nothing but getting white girls pregnant!”
 

“Are you serious?” I asked. “I thought they, like, matched you up with one person.”
 

Dennis frowned. “Oh hell, no! There’s a bunch of us they picked to be the ‘studs.’ Their word, not mine. We’re basically fucking all the time. They have us pump a girl up, wait a week to replenish, if you know what I mean, then move on to the next one.”
 

“Wow,” I said quietly. “So how many have you done?”
 

“Man, I lost count after twenty or so. I thought I could keep track of them all but there was no way. They all start looking the same after a while.”
 

That stung. For me Claire was my precious and beautiful wife who i had married for love. For Dennis she was just a receptacle for his seed and a way to get off.
 

“Except Claire.”
 

I looked up to see him giving me a knowing smile.
 

“But you know all about that. She’s special. Man, I told you, that girl is so tight. Almost makes this whole near-apocalypse worthwhile! I’m kidding! I’m kidding!” Dennis cracked up and slapped his knee as he leaned back to laugh. He collected himself, leaned forward and eyed the board. “Alright let’s see. I’m white so I go first.” He moved to e4 with his pawn.
 

Courageous, assertive and bold. Just like Dennis was.
 

Predictably, he kicked my ass. It didn’t take long. The game was over in under an hour. Then he fucked Claire one last time and fell asleep beside her shortly after.
 

I slept on the couch.
 

The next morning as I was making breakfast there was knock at the door. I set down the toast I was buttering and wiped my hands. My heart jumped into my throat as I realized who it was.
 

Ichiko.
 

Now, I had come to terms with this new reality more or less. It still hurt when Dennis fucked Claire, though there was that confused arousal about it, too. But somehow this was different.
 

I almost wished I hadn’t run into her the day before. How would I be able to look her in the eye? She was here to masturbate me so I didn’t fuck my wife. That was so jacked up and weird I didn’t know if I could deal with it.
 

But there was nothing I could do.
 

The knock sounded again.
 

The doctor could not be disobeyed.
 

I walked to the door with leaden feet and opened it.
 

Ichiko’s smiling face greeted me. “Good morning, Mike!”
 

“Good morning.” I was so stunned the reply was a reflex. Then I just stood there.
 

Ichiko looked around akwardly for a while. “I am here to…”
 

This snapped me out of trance. “Right, right,” I muttered, stepping out of the way and sparing her the awkwardness of finding a name for what it was she was about to do.
 

She closed the door after she’d stepped inside. The glove came out. She pulled it on, wriggling her fingers, then snapped it against her wrist. She brought out the cup. “Take your clothes off, please?”
 

I dropped the pyjamas I was still wearing. My cock flopped out.
 

This time, though, instead of grabbing it right away, Ichiko looked the other way, coughed, then reached down and wrapped her hand around it.
 

The warmth of her hand surged down to the root of my cock, hardening it, then ran up my spine. It tickled the base of my brain and warmed up my insides.
 

Ichiko began to rub.
 

My cock hardened in no time. But instead of looking away or down at her hand, I couldn’t help but steal glances of her face.
 

She was staring at my cock as she worked it. Every once in a while her eyes would drift up my body, then shoot back down until finally we looked at each other at the same time and our eyes met. She held my gaze a moment too long.
 

Staring into her eyes made something pop inside me. “Ungh,” I grunted as a shot of semen pulsed out of the head of my cock.
 

“Oh!” Ichiko squeaked. She quickly put the cup up to the head of my cock. The remaining spurts of ejaculate splatted into the cup.
 

The climax blossomed up my spine, drenching my mind in a cocktail of the best chemicals as I stared at Ichiko working my member.
 

As she’d done the day before, she worked me through the orgasm and politely continued to stroke well after my cock had stopped lurching. Then she looked up at me and raised her eyes, as if to ask “is that enough?”
 

A delicious shudder raced through me. I nodded, then quickly looked away, unable to hold her gaze.
 

Ichiko released her grip on my organ but let her fingers trail down to the tip before letting go. She bowed. “Thank-you, Mike,” she said quietly. “I must go show the doctor.”
 

I swallowed, forced myself to glance at her and smile. Then I bowed my head a little. Why? Who knows. Maybe to thank her, too. For being so cool about all this.
 

She slipped out the door and I was left standing in a pool of my own pyjamas, the first splatter of splooge I’d emitted cooling on the floor.
 

“Mike? You alright?”
 

I turned to see Dennis naked, cock swaying, leaning in from the bedroom door. “Uh, yeah. I’m fine.”
 

“Hey I’m gonna fuck Claire again and she was wondering if you wanted to watch?” He scrunched his nose. “I think she misses you,” he whispered.
 

How touching.
 

“Sure. I’ll be right in,” I said with a sigh.
 

“Alright, cool. I’ll wait.” He disappeared back into the room.
 

“Thanks?” I didn’t want to be a sarcastic bastard. It wasn’t his fault. He was just doing his job. Still, it felt like he could have been a tiny bit more sensitive about it.
 

On the other hand, I guess after you fuck over twenty women to try and impregnate them it just becomes another job like everything else. How many sensitive garbage men do you see out there?
 

I trudged into the bedroom to watch Claire get fucked.
 

“Hey sweetie,” she sang from the bed, legs already spread and ready.
 

“Hey Mike, you mind getting her started?” Dennis asked. He was working his cock up next to the bed. “She’s a little dry from yesterday.”
 

I sighed again. “No, no problem,” I replied.
 

“Cool.”
 

On the bright side, Claire’s smile brightened at the fact that I was going to get to eat her pussy out. She worked herself up onto her elbows. Then, changing her mind, she flipped over and got off the bed and onto her knees on the floor. “Come here, sweetie,” she whispered, patting the floor beneath her cunt.
 

I got on my back and wriggled my way under. The salty odour of her unwashed pussy stung my nose.
 

“This way I get to have you both!” she giggled. “I can help Dennis out.” She lowered herself onto me, settling on my chest so her pussy was right at my mouth.
 

“Aw, that’s awfully sweet of you, Claire!” Dennis said. He stepped over us and I watched as he lowered his half-inflated cock towards Claire’s mouth.
 

My own cock surged to life at the sight. I still couldn’t make head or tail of it but I was starting to get used to the idea that watching my wife with another man really turned me on.
 

Claire gobbled up Dennis’ big, black dick like a greedy little whore. She’d become used to his girth these last few days and seemed to be loving it more with each fuck. She choked the root of his cock with both hands and started to tug.
 

I pushed my tongue out and pressed it against the sweating folds of her sex. As I spread her apart some of her cervical mucus came gushing out and into my mouth. It was clear and the consistency of egg whites, a sure sign that she was in her fertile window.
 

As I ran my tongue up to her clit, Claire began to moan over Dennis’ cock. She started swaying her hips back and forth, grinding her snatch against my tongue.
 

Dennis towered above us with his hands on his hips watching Claire suck him off with an approving smile.
 

Our little menage must have really turned Claire on because she came a few moments later. Her body shook. Her thighs tightened against the sides of my head and she smashed her pussy onto my mouth, covering my nose so I could barely breathe.
 

She pulled off of Dennis’ cock and screamed through the pleasure of her climax.
 

Precum leaked out of the head of Dennis’ stiff black cock.
 

“Holy fuck,” Claire said, panting. “Sweetie that was amazing!” She looked down at me and smiled. Then she looked back up at Dennis’ throbbing cock with greedy eyes.
 

“Come on Claire,” Dennis said, helping her up. “Let’s get some of this black baby batter up into you.”
 

Claire giggled, skipped over to the bed and bounced onto it, splaying her legs and waving them in the air.
 

Dennis wasted no time in getting between them and mounting her. He pushed the tip of his cock into her pussy. Just enough to hear her gasp. Then he shoved the rest of his shaft in.
 

Claire moaned and dragged her nails up his back as he started to fuck.
 

I clambered up off the floor and settled onto the chair to watch. My cock was poking a tent in my pyjamas and it was achingly hard despite Ichiko’s milking. So I just went for it. Why not?
 

I pushed a hand into my pyjama pants, wrapped it around my cock and started to pump. Staring at Claire getting jack-hammered by nine inches of hard meat was possibly the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. Knowing that it was in her bare and that her body was ready to accept it’s seed and let it blossom inside her was hotter still.
 

She came quickly, her pussy slathering a thick layer of grool onto Dennis’ pumping shaft.
 

Dennis doubled down, trying to catch the tail end of her climax to give his swimmers an extra shot. He thundered into her hard and just as Claire was coming off the orgasm, her pussy still choking his cock, he blew his load.
 

He let it go with a rough grunt. He grabbed Claire’s tit and squeezed, then pinched. The extra bit of pain sent another swell through her and her pussy contracted again.
 

Dennis groaned as his muscle spat the last of his nut deep into Claire.
 

I blew one out. I came in a fit of grunting jerks and spasms.
 

Claire and Dennis looked over at me. They’d been lost in their shared world and hadn’t noticed what I was doing, I guess. Their shocked expressions lasted only a few seconds before they both started laughing.
 

Their laughter gave my orgasm an extra edge, I’m not sure why. As I exited my little pleasure space my cheeks started to turn red.
 

Their laughter died away and Dennis pulled his hose out of Claire. It was covered in a filthy cocktail of her mucus and his cum. He walked to the head of the bed holding it in his hand.
 

Claire gobbled it up again. Sliding up and down it with her tongue she cleaned it off until it looked like a piece of polished ebony.
 

Dennis eyed me with a smile until she was done. “You like that, huh?” he asked.
 

“I guess,” I muttered. I looked down, unable to keep looking him in the eye.
 

“Alright,” he said, removing himself from Claire’s mouth with a noisy slop. “I’m going to get a sandwich.”
 

Claire sank down onto the bed. Her legs fell apart. I stood up and was about to leave when I caught sight of a trickle of Dennis’ seed oozing out of her.
 

“Mike?” Claire asked.
 

“Huh?”
 

“Come here.”
 

She’d obviously seen me staring at her pussy. I wondered what she was going to do. “What’s up?” I asked, sitting down on the side of the bed.
 

Claire was wearing a devious little smile. “You really do like that, don’t you? Watching Dennis fuck me then fill me up?”
 

I nodded.
 

“Were you just checking out my pussy? Is he leaking out of me?”
 

I nodded again, ashamed for some reason by what I’d done.
 

“Do you want to see it closer?” she whispered.
 

An excitement rippled through me. Why? Why would I want to see that? But I did. I nodded and looked into Claire’s eyes.
 

Her smile widened. She spread her legs a little wider and glanced down at her pussy. “Go on,” she said. “You don’t have to be shy with me. I’m your wife.”
 

My heart started to pound. Claire had never been a prude but she also wasn’t the most sexually adventurous woman. Being Dennis’ brood-maiden had awakened her appetites and loosened her morals.
 

I crawled down the bed and in between her legs.
 

“Go on,” Claire repeated. “Don’t you want to open it and look inside?”
 

My thumbs trembled as I put each of them on one of her folds. I pried them apart exposing pink flesh and the hole that led to her tunnel that led to her womb. My breath caught in my chest.
 

Dennis had left a churning, seething mess of seed inside her. It almost seemed to bubble and pop against the soft walls of her tunnel. Claire lifted her legs, tilting her hips back. It slithered up into her body with a glug.
 

I let go of her pussy, my eyes wide at the divine sight I’d just witnessed. I looked up at my Claire.
 

She was biting one side of her lower lip, smiling with the other half of her mouth. She had a wicked look in her eyes. “Come back here,” she whispered.
 

I crawled back up and allowed myself to lie next to her. Two orgasms in the last hour and I was hard again.
 

Claire glanced at my rigid cock. “Imagine,” she said quietly. “His cum is going to find my egg. There’s no way it can’t. There’s so much of it and he’s so strong. If it hasn’t already I’m sure it will in the next few days.”
 

My cock lurched at her vivid description.
 

“Mike, that piece of him that binds with me is going to implant itself inside me. Can you believe that? Another man’s sperm is going to take root in my womb and turn into something him and I made. And you’re going to be around for that.” She caressed my cheek with the palm of her hand.
 

A confusing shiver trailed down my spine at her touch and what she’d said. I felt like I should be more upset but I just wanted to hear more of her stories. My cock was bouncing and it ached again. Her smell and the heat coming off her freshly-fucked body were only making things worse.
 

“Claire?”
 

“What is it?” she asked.
 

“Can I…will you let me…”
“What, Mike?”
 

“Can I fuck you?”
 

She frowned and pushed her lip out in a pout. “Oh, Mikey, I’m sorry,” she said, petting my cheek again. “You know I can’t let you do that. Doctor’s orders. My body belongs to Dennis.” She kissed my lips. “But my heart will always belong to you.”
 






Chapter 5

 


Dennis fucked Claire twice more that day. I watched again the first time but went for a walk the second. It wasn’t that I minded, I just needed some time to myself.
 

The sting of jealousy had worn off for the most part. I still hadn’t figured out why the hell I was so turned on by another man fucking my wife.
 

And a third confusing feeling had slipped into my thought-stream, too. I found my mind drifting to Ichiko quite often. I felt a little guilty about that. Claire was my wife. I loved her. But I didn’t feel the same connection with her that I’d felt before.
 

With Dennis breeding her every few hours we barely got to spend any time together anymore. I thought often about that time I’d met Ichiko in the corridor and she’d helped me to find a chess board. How she’d smiled at me. She had a nice smile.
 

There was something about her that really got me feeling all warm on soft on the inside.
 

“Mike?”
 

Ichiko’s voice startled me from my thoughts. I turned to see her standing behind me again with two other girls about her age. They were all smiling at me.
 

“Ichiko. Hi!” An excitement fluttered through me at seeing her.
 

“Hi!” she said, waving this time. The gesture was friendlier than her usual bow. Less formal, too. “These are my friends Amber and Susan. They also work at the medical lab.”
 

“Hey,” I said, smiling at the two girls.
 

They both gave me a wave and smile back.
 

“Mike is…” Ichiko began, then paused. Once again having to define our relationship was giving her some trouble. She took a quick breath.
 

My cheeks began to get a little hot as my brain darted around searching for something to say. For a way to save her, and myself, the embarrassment of naming what it was we were to each other.
 

“I have to take Mike’s seed twice a day.”
 

My face felt like it had just caught on fire.
 

Ichiko gave a quick nod as if to say “There. It’s out and that’s that.”
 

Amber’s mouth fell open in shock but Susan just nodded. “I had one of those one time,” she explained. “They match your wife with someone else?”
 

I managed to swim to the surface of the ocean of shame and nod.
 

“Yup,” Susan said. “Lemme guess, he’s a hung black guy with a double doctorate in math and something else? Am I right?”
 

“Astrophysics,” I muttered. “How did you…”
 

“Oh puh-lease!” Susan shot back. “It’s such a fucking cliché! It’s always a giant black guy that’s got a horses cock and brains to burn. And let me guess again, your wife’s a little blonde woman with nice perky tits and a round ass? Hips made for pushing out babies?”
 

My shoulders slumped forward. “Brunette,” I said quietly. “But yeah.”
 

Susan turned to Amber. “They’re trying to end whole racism thing. So the next generation’s going to be nothing but mocha-colored rocket scientists.”
 

Ichiko smiled and nodded politely at all this. I did notice that she stole glances at me more often than before.
 

I stole some myself. She looked so…attractive. Yeah, that was it. She was a good looking girl. Nothing wrong with just thinking it, right?
 

The watch on her wrist buzzed. She brought it up and glanced at the screen. The smile faded from her lips.
 

“What’s up?” I asked.
 

“Mike it is time for your emission.”
 

Oh my fuck.
 

I couldn’t believe she’d said that in front of the two women I’d just met. Then again, I couldn’t believe a lot of things these days.
 

Susan glanced at her watch. “Oh, shoot. You’re going to miss the movie if you have to go do that!”
 

I blushed again and fixated on a spot on the ground.
 

“Come on, Mike. Can’t you go one night without it?”
 

“It’s not…”
“No, no,” Ichiko interrupted. “It’s not Mike. The doctor has ordered it.”
 

“Oh,” Susan replied, her tone suddenly serious. “Well we’ve gotta get it done then. Come on Ichiko. We’ll take him back to my place and I’ll help you out.”
 

My eyes shot up, wide with disbelief. The warmth inside me turned a little more squishy as I saw Ichiko’s disappointed expression.
 

Had she…had she been looking forward to it? Had she been thinking of me as much as I’d been thinking of her?
 

“Come on, Ichiko,” Amber whined. “We’ve been looking forward to this movie all week!”
 

Ichiko swallowed, contemplated their offer, then nodded. “Alright.”
 

“Alright?” I squawked.
 

“We have to do it, Mike. Or the doctor will become upset. And I did promise the girls that I would go to see this movie.”
 

Susan turned and led the way with Amber walking right behind her.
 

Ichiko gave me a forced smile. “I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “Next time we will be alone.”
 

A shiver of excitement rippled through me at what she’d said. I wondered what she meant by it?
 

There was no time to think about it. Ichiko turned and I followed her down the corridor. A few minutes later the four of us were standing in the middle of the living room of Susan’s quarters.
 

“Remove your clothes please, Mike,” Ichiko asked.
 

“I’ll get a towel to clean up,” Susan said, storming towards the bathroom. “Actually, I’ll do one better,” she said and disappeared into the bedroom instead.
 

My heart began to race. As embarrassing as it would be there was something oddly exciting about the situation, too. It was slightly humiliating, being milked as expeditiously as possible by a very attractive woman while two others watched. That gave the arousal it evoked a sharper edge, though.
 

“Here,” Susan said as she came storming back in.
 

I balked. She was carrying a pair of purple panties. They were obviously used, a dark stain covering the thinnest part of them, where they dipped between her legs and caught whatever mucus was leaking out of her.
 

Susan looked at me with a crooked grin. “Yeah? You like that big boy? A nice pair of filthy panties you can jizz all over.”
 

Amber guffawed. 
 

Susan started to chuckle, then the smile left her lips. “You still have your pants on? Let’s get this show on the road!” She reached down and yanked my pants off exposing me to all three of them. Amber and Susan’s eyes immediately went to my cock.
 

Suddenly I felt particularly small.
 

“Alright,” Susan grunted, stepping up close to me. “Let’s get this done. Ichiko start rubbing. Amber get down on your knees and get your tits out.”
 

“Hey!” Amber squealed.
 

“Shutup and do it!” Susan shot back. “We’re going to miss the movie if we don’t hurry this up!”
 

All this fussing about my emission had made me uncomfortably hard.
 

Ichiko looked at me with a faint smile, as if by way of apology about her friend.
 

I smiled back.
 

Amber shook her head but proved Susan was the top dog in the trio. She sank down on her knees in front of me and pulled her ample tits out the front of her shirt. Then she put her arm beneath them like a shelf putting them on glorious display.
 

Her nipples were stiff and long as a cow’s, each pointed slightly off to one side.
 

My cock throbbed.
 

“There we go,” Susan said. Before I knew what was happening she brought her hand up and mashed the underwear up beneath my nose.
 

I gasped in shock. An acrid blast of her dried juices, estrogen and pheromones cut up through my nostrils like a razor blade.
 

Once again my cock lurched, this time at the scent of woman.
 

Ichiko wrapped her slender hand around my cock and began to pump.
 

I moaned. My arousal was twisted with so many other emotions, the shame and humiliation at what was being done to me and by who. It took me a few moments to realize that she hadn’t put on her latex glove. Ichiko was touching me with her warm, bare hand.
 

I groaned again.
 

“Yeah that’s it. There you guy,” Susan said, a sneer twisting one side of her mouth. “You like that dirty shit, don’t you? You like that dried up smell of pussy!”
 

Amber giggled on the floor in front of me and her tits shook.
 

Suddenly I was drowning in a sea of shameful pleasure. I wanted so much to last longer, to show these three women that I was a challenge after all, that I wasn’t just some guy who would come at the drop of a hat.
 

The problem was, that I was. My cum was already churning at the base of my shaft. My cock was twitching with each soft stroke of Ichiko’s hand. I squeezed my eyes shut tight, trying not to look at Amber’s tits, trying to hold out.
 

“Hey! I didn’t say you could do that!” Susan snapped. She mashed the panties even tighter up to my nose so that I could only smell through them.
 

Then I felt a finger up against my ass.
 

My eyes popped open.
 

The finger was wet and belonged to Susan. She slid it inside.
 

Suddenly, what had been the distant tickle of an orgasm came roaring through me like a freight train. I yelped. A blast of ejaculate shot out of the head of my cock and splattered in messy lines across Amber’s tits.
 

“Ew! Gross!” she screamed, falling away then scrambling to her feet.
 

Susan moved her finger back and forth along my prostate, still keeping her panties bunched up against my nose.
 

“Wait! Amber! No!” Ichiko cried. She let go of my cock and raced after Amber into the bathroom.
 

The feeling of the bottom dropping out of my orgasm was quite unpleasant. “Ah!” I blurted, then grabbed my cock in hand and started to stroke.
 

“That’s it, big boy,” Susan purred. “Stroke it all out. You’re going to be so fucking spent after this you’re not even going to want to look at your wife.”
 

I watched splash after splash of cum splatter hopeless and impotent onto the floor. My orgasm fizzled out.
 

Ichiko walked back into the room. She was carrying her little cup with a few droplets of my cum she had scraped off of Amber’s tits. “I don’t know if it will be enough for the doctor!” she lamented.
 

Susan pulled her finger out of my ass. She took the panties away from my nose and dropped to her knees. “Here. Give me that.” She took the cup from Ichiko, scraped some of the semen off the floor into it and handed it back. Then she used the purple panties to clean up the rest of the sticky mess.
 

I stood there drowning in shame.
 

“Good work girls,” Susan said, bounding up and grinning as Amber walked into the room. “Good stuff there, stud!” she said, punching my arm. “I knew we could get that done. Now let’s go see that movie!”
 

After I’d dressed we walked into the corridor. The girls turned and started walking away but Ichiko broke off and came running back. “I’m sorry about that. But thank-you. The girls will be happy that we made it to the movie. And tomorrow I’ll be alone.” She smiled, turned and ran after the other two.
 

And tomorrow I’ll be alone.
 

I cradled those words like they were a little child. I couldn’t wait to see Ichiko again.
 






Chapter 6

 


“Alright Mike. It’s been a blast. I wish you two the best of luck. I’m sure we’ll run into each other sometime!” Dennis shook my hand.
 

He’d spent his final morning with us fucking Claire while I made eggs in the kitchen.
 

Rather than being the source of my arousal, however, their lovemaking was an unpleasant distraction from my anticipation of Ichiko.
 

“Oh and Mike?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“Thanks so much for the eggs. They were delicious.” He shot me his winning smile, turned and walked down the corridor.
 

Claire stepped out of the bedroom her legs wobbling like a newborn foal. “Oh my God that was a lot of fucking!” she moaned. She was naked and a thick dollop of Dennis’ seed was snaking out of her down the inside of her thigh.
 

“Um, aren’t you supposed to be lying down?” I asked.
 

“I am. I’m going to do that now. I just wanted to know if you could bring my eggs into the bedroom? I’m starving.”
 

I sighed. “Of course I can. I’ll be right in. Toast to go with your eggs?”
 

“That would be amazing!” Claire said as she wobbled back into the room.
 

I walked back to the kitchen and began serving up her eggs and toast when there was a knock at the door. My heart did a little dance inside my chest. I rushed over and opened up the door to see Ichiko standing on the other side, smiling. “Hi!” I couldn’t help but grin.
 

“Mike. Hi,” she replied.
 

“Just give me one sec, okay? I just have to run breakfast in to Claire.”
 

“Mike…”
“Just one sec! I won’t be long. I promise!” I rushed back over to the kitchen, swiped up the plate and ran into the bedroom.
 

“You’re in a good mood today,” Claire said, smiling at me. She had her hips up on a pillow, legs high in the air. “Are you happy Dennis is gone?” she said, her eyes narrowing.
 

“What? No. I’m just…I’m happy is all!” I replied. I set the eggs down on her bedside table and ran back out into the living room.
 

Ichiko had come in and was standing by the door.
 

“Hi again,” I said. There was a gleeful energy rushing through me at seeing her. I’d dreamed about her many times the previous night. “Sorry about that. Claire needed breakfast. Should I…”
 

“Mike,” she said gently.
 

“What is it?”
 

“The doctor said that because Dennis is…finished with Claire, it won’t be necessary for me to…relieve you any more.”
 

My heart sank. I tried not to let it show but I wasn’t a very good actor and I’m sure it was painted all over my face. The thing was, Ichiko looked kind of sad, too. Which, oddly enough, gave me some hope. “Oh. Okay.”
 

“But Mike,” she said, her voice even quieter.
 

“Yes?”
 

She bit her lip. “I shouldn’t say it,” she whispered.
 

“Say it,” I asked.
 

Her eyes wandered off around the room before coming back to mine. “Mike, I like you.”
 

Joy filled my chest and made it puff out. “Ichiko,” I said. I put my hands on her shoulders. “I like you, too. A lot.”
 

“We shouldn’t do this, should we Mike?” she said, shaking her head.
 

I swallowed and shook mine back. “We shouldn’t.”
 

“But I can’t stop thinking about you.” She said this in her quietest voice. Barely a breath.
 

“Me too.”
 

“Mike? Can you bring me a glass of water when you get a chance?” Claire’s nasal voice drifting from the bedroom shattered our intimate silence.
 

Ichiko lowered her eyes, suddenly looking very guilty. “Mike, you have a wife.”
 

I shook my head again. That was all silly. My wife wasn’t really my wife any more. I wanted to feel what I’d felt with Claire before we came to the Ark. I wanted to feel a connection with someone. “Ichiko listen. I can’t talk about this now. Can I come to your quarters? Later?”
 

She looked back up at me, hopeful. “If you can?”
 

“I promise I can. Right now I have to take care of Claire. I promise I’ll be over as soon as I’m done.”
 

Ichiko scowled. “Mike? Are you going to…”
 

“Huh? What?”
 

“Are you going to have sex with her Mike?”
 

“What? No! I’m not allowed to do that,” I replied.
 

“Well if she is pregnant you are allowed.” Ichiko’s mouth had formed a tight line. She looked at me with angry eyes.
 

“Ichiko, no! I…I promise. I won’t have sex with Claire.”
 

“Even if she’s pregnant?” she said, through nearly clenched teeth.
 

“Ichiko…” She suddenly looked so angry. Like she could get violent about it. “I promise.” A part of me regretted saying it.
 

But the muscles in Ichiko’s jaw loosened and her polite and lovely smile returned. “I will wait for you, Mike,” she said. She reached out and brushed my arm with her fingers, then spun around and slipped out the door.
 

“Baby?” Claire called from inside the room.
 

An uncomfortable knot had formed in my stomach at the uncomfortable position Ichiko had put me in. I did have feeling for her still, but her little outburst had quelled them slightly. I walked into the bedroom and sat down beside Claire on the bed.
 

“Did you bring my water?”
 

“Oh. No. Totally forgot. I’ll be right back.” I went out to get the water trying to make sense of it all. Had Ichiko been jealous? She must have been. But why? Claire was my wife and what Ichiko and I had had been mostly clinical. Hadn’t it? If not how would I deal with her if Claire really did want to have sex?
 

I was still mulling it over as I walked back into the bedroom.
 

Claire took the water and started guzzling it down.
 

It gave me a chance to take a good long look at her. She was a filthy mess. There were still splotches of dried cum staining her thighs. A few bits of scrambled egg lay on her chest. She was so thirsty that some of the water she was drinking spilled out of the corners of her mouth and ran down between her breasts.
 

She finished off the glass, smacked her lips and let out a satisfied “ah!” before setting the glass on the bedside table. She looked up and smiled at me. “Come here you,” she said, her smile turning wry.
 

A flutter of butterflies flitted in my belly. A sort of nervous “uh oh,” feeling. I sat down on the bed next to Claire.
 

She eyed me up and down, as if she were studying me for some reason. “I haven’t seen you in a while.”
 

“Yeah,” I answered. “I know.”
 

“Did you miss me?” she asked, fluttering her eyelashes.
 

“Of course I did,” I replied.
 

Claire narrowed her eyes. “You know what the doctor said?” she asked quietly.
 

A jolt of adrenaline shot down through my throat. “Unh-uh,” I replied, shaking my head.
 

“The doctor said that if I get pregnant that you’ll be able to fuck me.” She raised one eyebrow a few times.
 

“Oh,” I said, smiling. “Great!”
 

Claire’s smile slipped from her face. “Great? Great? That’s all you have to say?”
 

Oh shit.
 

“Well, no. I mean, I, that would be awesome for sure.”
 

“Mike,” she said. Her voice had gone a little tight. “You haven’t had sex with me in a loooong time. Shouldn’t you be a little more excited than that?”
 

“Claire,” I said, then let out an exasperated sigh.
 

“Don’t you Claire me,” she snapped. “I want to know what’s wrong that you don’t want to have sex with your wife?”
 

My eyes darted side to side. I wondered if she’d forgotten about the arrangement with Ichiko? She probably had. Her mind had probably been to full of Dennis cock. “Do you remember?”
 

“Remember what?” she barked. A little piece of egg rolled off her tit, down her stomach and caught in her pubes. She hadn’t shave in days. She noticed it, plucked it up between a finger and thumb and popped it into her mouth.
 

Oh my God. She had truly turned into a filthy slut. She didn’t care about anything but dick! This is what having all that sex with Dennis must have done.
 

“Claire, the doctor said I had to have regular…emissions. So that I wasn’t tempted to fuck you. Remember? The nurse coming over twice a day?”
 

Her face relaxed. She stared off into the distance. “Oh yeah. I forgot about that.” She thought about it for a little longer.
 

She was acting very strangely. Claire had always been a very intelligent woman. Maybe she was just tired but to me it seemed like some of her brightness had dimmed a little.
 

“Anyways,” she said, returning to the bedroom and our talk. “I’m feeling kind of horny,” she purred. “I don’t know if I’m pregnant yet but…could you maybe…you know…” She glanced at her furry snatch.
 

Fuck.
 

“Claire I’m a little tired,” I said.
 

Her eyes sank and her shoulders sagged. “Oh,” she said. She looked very sad.
 

“Claire you just had sex, like, maybe an hour ago. How are you horny again?”
 

She shook her head. She seemed a little bewildered by it herself. “I don’t know,” she said quietly. “But I really do. It almost hurts.”
 

“Why don’t you go take a hot shower? Maybe that’ll help?”
 

Claire looked at me with a frown. “You don’t want to eat my pussy?”
 

I bit my tongue. The other bit of egg rolled off her tit and fell on the mattress. “I do, baby. Just not right now.”
 

Claire seemed to accept that. She nodded, hauled herself up off the bed and waddled into the bathroom.
 

I stood up, took the plate and poked my head in after her. “I’m going to go for a walk. You going to be alright here?”
 

Claire poked her head out from behind the shower curtain. “I’ll be fine,” she said. Her smile had returned. “Have a nice walk. Maybe after we can…you can eat my pussy?”
 

My cock bounced. “Sure, Claire. Sure.”
 

Claire beamed. She snapped the shower curtain shut.
 

I put the plate into the sink and walked out into the corridor.
 

It was time to go deal with Ichiko.
 






Chapter 7

 


“Did anyone see you come here, Mike?” Ichiko asked, dragging me into her compartment. It was dimly lit with small area lights. Her bedroom had a traditional tatami floor made from rice straw. the place was quite small.
 

“I don’t think anyone saw me, no. Why? Would that be bad?”
 

Ichiko turned very serious. “This is not allowed, Mike. You should know that. My other visits were ordered by the doctor but this is different. Very different.”
 

“Oh. Yeah. I guess you’re right.”
 

“No one can know that you come here, Mike.”
 

“Okay. I’ll be careful. I promise,” I replied.
 

Ichiko’s smile returned. “I have a surprise for you, Mike.”
 

“You do?” I asked.
 

She nodded and her smile widened. “But you have to close your eyes.”
 

I cracked a smile. This was more like it. This was the Ichiko I had hoped to meet. I closed my eyes, my mind already conjuring up elaborate ideas as to what Ichiko might have in store for me.
 

I felt her take me by the hand and lead me through her quarters. Then I felt the soft crunching of the tatami floor beneath my feet. She helped me onto my knees, then laid me down on my back. Then I felt her tie something around my wrist. She tucked it behind my back, then tied it around the other wrist.
 

My cock jumped to life. Who would have thought that Ichiko would be kinky. My body buzzed with a pleasant arousal.
 

“Okay, Mike. You can open your eyes,” Ichiko whispered.
 

I opened my eyes and let out a shout.
 

Standing in the room with us were Amber and Susan. Susan had her arms folded over her chest and was watching me with a smug smile. Amber had her usual vacuous expression.
 

I turned to Ichiko to find that she was also smiling. “What are you doing?” I whispered, unable to shut my mouth for the shock.
 

Ichiko’s smile widened. “I saw how much you liked what we did to you last time, Mike,” she said quietly. “I thought that you would like it again. I didn’t know you were such a dirty boy, Mike, ejaculating from smelling Susan’s panties.”
 

My heart had started beating a little harder but my cock had no problem with what she was saying. It stood half-hard in my pants where everyone could see it.
 

“Yeah,” Susan said from over by the wall. “We’ll help you out, Mike, but we’re not doing it for free.”
 

“What?” I asked. “What do you mean?”
 

“Do you know how long it’s been since I’ve had a cock in this pussy?” Susan asked, pointing between her legs.
 

She had such an overwhelming personality all I could do was shake my head back.
 

“Way too long. Now don’t get me wrong I’m not letting you up in there. But that tongue of yours looks like it’s been working out. What, your wife get you to lick her after Mr. Universe is done?”
 

All three of them burst into laughter. Amber and Susan howling while Ichiko laughed politely into her palm.
 

Susan peeled away the tights she was wearing and stepped out of them. Then she pulled off her thong and dangled it at the tips of her fingers. She sauntered over gracefully, swept a deliciously lean and toned leg over me and crouched down so that her pussy was above my chest.
 

My cock bounced as it hardened. I heard Ichiko and Amber giggling but Susan was all I could see. A moment later I felt my pants being pulled down and my cock flopping out.
 

She had a wicked smile on. She was watching me with focus, obviously delighting that they had me trapped.
 

I have to say I didn’t really mind. I suppose I should have felt some guilt about it. Maybe? I was Claire’s husband, after all. But it was a terrifically erotic situation. Trapped by three very attractive and very horny women with the promise of release? And all I had to do was eat a little muff. I could get behind that.
 

Susan let the underwear slip from her fingers until they were dangling right in front of my nose. They were soaked through with the tantalizing smell of her dripping sex. “Yeah?” she asked. “Still like it, huh? Fuck you’re dirty,” she purred. “This is going to be fun.”
 

She dropped from her crouch down onto her knees. Her furry brown bush tickled my nostrils. I got another heady whiff of her snatch. She scooted forward, sliding her pussy over my mouth.
 

Susan grabbed my hair with a fist and jerked my head up off the floor. The smile left her lips and she stared at me with an icy gaze. “Now lick,” she ordered.
 

My cock throbbed again as I plunged my tongue into her hot cunt. A splash of her liquid excitement drained into my mouth. It tasted like salt and vinegar and batteries. I had no choice but to swallow.
 

I fucked my tongue in and out of her hole a few times. Claire had always liked that. Susan, not so much.
 

She slid back until the rubber bud of her engorged clit plopped onto my tongue. “I said lick,” she snapped, “not ‘fuck me with your tongue!’” She punctuated with a yank of my hair.
 

My cock jumped.
 

Pressing my tongue against her clit, I started to lick circles around it.
 

Susan relaxed above me. Her stiff posture melted a little. The smile returned. She closed her eyes and even moaned a little. She reached up and pinched the tip of her tit.
 

More of her juice drained into my mouth.
 

As Susan got more excited above me she began to wiggle her hips. Back and forth, side to side, until she found a good rhythm. Soon she was riding my face like one of those fake broncos you see at bars.
 

My tongue started aching. Then it started to burn. I faltered, falling away from the bundle of nerves.
 

Susan’s eyes shot open. She tightened her fist around my hair and jerked my head again. “Hey! I’m not done!”
 

So, with my tongue feeling like it was going to fall off, I pressed it against her and started to flick hard and fast.
 

Susan fell back into her trance and began to grind her pussy against my face. She pinched her tit again. Then she reached down and grabbed another fistful of my hair.
 

Her mouth opened. She started to pant. A string of drool dripped out of the corner of her lip and landed on my forehead. Then Susan screamed and began to come.
 

Clear juice and sticky mucus started to drain from her snatch into my mouth. It was a struggle keeping up with the volume and continuing to lick.
 

She screamed through her orgasm, rubbing my face against herself the whole time. When she was done, she released the grip on my hair.
 

Not expecting her too, my head thudded against the soft tatami floor.
 

“Fuck I needed that,” she panted, standing up. I gazed up her long legs towering over me. “Hot tongue,” she added.
 

I could barely close my mouth. She’d really worked it hard. I had to suppress a groan when Amber, pants and underwear removed to reveal a puberulent bush straddled me, then settled down onto my face.
 

Amber was a girthy woman. Certainly larger than the other two. I felt the back of my head pressing into the tatami as she let go of her weight.
 

The sharp smell of her pussy was far more acrid than Susan’s had been.
 

Susan stepped up next to my head, smiling. “You like, Mikey?” she asked, folding her arms across her chest. “I told Amber not to shower. Because you’re such a dirty boy. How do you like the smell of that unwashed pussy on your face?”
 

My cock bounced yet again, revealing that I liked it very much.
 

The three women burst into peals of laughter as Amber started to ride my mouth.
 

I stuck out my aching tongue. The first taste of her folds revealed that Susan had not been lying. There was note of ferment somewhere in the acidic sting. It was filthy but my cock was iron-hard.
 

Amber began emitting short gasps with each sweep of my tongue along her folds. I focused on keeping a steady rhythm, trying to ignore the pain in my mouth.
 

Thankfully, she came quickly.
 

Her pussy squeezed and slopped and drooled juice into my mouth and just as soon as it had started it was over and Amber was off of me, fighting to get her panties back on.
 

Susan and Amber looked at Ichiko. “Come on girl,” Susan said. “It’s your turn. Get your thing on there. He’s still got some juice. Don’t you, Mikey?” She lifted a foot and pressed her big toe against my cheek.
 

My cock bounced again.
 

Susan’s eyes went wide and her mouth popped open. “Shit, you are kinky. Got a foot thing too, huh?” She lifted her foot again. This time she smashed her toes against my nose.
 

My cock jumped and bounced and I felt the tiniest bit of pre-cum leak out. My nuts and insides were so tight I thought a black hole was going to form in there and swallow us all up.
 

Susan’s feet were pungent but there was something sweet about the smell. 
 

I’d never had anyone be so dominant with me.
 

“Oh my God, Ichiko. If you’re not going to ride him then we better let him release or he’s going to bust a nut,” Susan said. She kept her foot firmly planted on my face.
 

Ichiko nodded in agreement. She dropped down beside me. Leaning in close to stare at my cock, she ran the tip of a single finger down the underside, until it touched my nuts.
 

I felt my cock start to ooze. But nothing else! There was no fucking orgasm! No fucking release! Just my cock seeping semen.
 

Ichiko giggled next to me.
 

“Oh girl you are cruel,” Susan said.
 

I whimpered, causing her to mash her foot against my mouth and open my lips. I tasted a hint of her salty sole.
 

Finally, Susan removed her foot and stepped away.
 

Ichiko was staring at my cock, as if she couldn’t believe what had just happened. 
 

Amber was by the door, ready to go.
 

“Okay, Ichiko. You can have your toy all to yourself now,” Susan said with a wicked smile. The smile faded as she turned to me. She pointed a stiff finger at me from over by the door. “You whisper a word about this to anyone and you’re going to have a problem. You understand?”
 

I nodded. Susan didn’t seem like the sort of woman you wanted to fuck with.
 

She spun around and followed Amber out the door.
 

I looked at Ichiko. She was still gazing at my cock. “Ichiko,” I whispered. “Please? Can you make me come? Really come?”
 

Ichiko turned and looked at me with a grin. “I don’t know, Mike. This is kind of fun.”
 






Chapter 8

 


I returned to our quarters unsatisfied and hardening once again. I was so horny from the orgasm I’d been denied I was nearly salivating. I walked into the bedroom to find Claire sleeping.
 

I slipped out of my clothes and slid onto the bed next to her.
 

“Claire? Claire.”
 

“Hm?” She stirred. She brought a hand to her eyes and rubbed. She craned her neck, saw me, and smiled. “Oh. I was just dreaming about Dennis. I thought you were him. Too bad. I’m so horny again.”
 

“Claire. Could you…I’m really, I’m so horny, too. Do you think you could maybe…”
 

Claire turned her body and her breasts, which seemed heavier than before, slapped against each other as they landed on the bed. She looked down my body to see my straining cock. Her eyes widened. “Wow, Mike. It’s crazy how small it is compared to Dennis. Don’t you think?”
 

“Um, yeah. I guess. Do you think you could…”
 

“Still, my pussy is so hot right now.”
 

“Claire,” I said.
 

She looked up into my eyes.
 

“Maybe we could fuck? Just this once? No one has to know. I’ll pull out. I promise.” The thought occurred to me that I’d promised Ichiko I wouldn’t do this. But I had no love for her at the moment. She’d left me painfully perched at the edge of this abyss. Besides, what the hell was she going to do?
 

Claire sighed. “Oh, Mike. I want to, I really do. But you remember the punishment if we get caught? Or if I get pregnant by you?”
 

I remembered it all too well. The punishment was three years hard labour once we got out into the open again. Still, it seemed like a pretty good trade-off in the moment. “I’ll pull out, Claire. I promise.”
 

Claire shook her head. Then her eyes lit up. “Mike, go get some margarine.”
 

“What?”
 

“Just do it. I have an idea.”
 

It was not at all what I’d expected her to say but I went and got it nonetheless. I came back to find Claire with her ass up and face down in the pillows. She’d stuffed a few fingers into her pussy and was rubbing them in and out. Her ass hole was winking at me.
 

“What are you doing?” I asked.
 

“Put some of that on your cock, Mike.”
 

“What?!?”
 

“Just do it! You can fuck me in the ass. I’ll finger myself and maybe I’ll be able to get off. Oh God I wish that Dennis could come back.”
 

The statement sent a razor of pleasure through me. I would never be enough for my wife any more. In fact, she was really only that in name. I wondered whether I would ever sexually satisfy her again? Or if the doctor had a plan for that, too?
 

For the time being I had more pressing issues that needed to be addressed. I took the top off the margarine, scooped out a handful and began to slather it all over my cock. It was slick and sticky and cold all at the same time.
 

Claire was still fucking her pussy with her hand. She’d stuffed a few more fingers in. To mimic the girth of Dennis’ cock, no doubt.
 

I stepped up and pressed the head of my cock against her back hole. “Are you sure about this?” I asked. We’d never done anal before.
 

“Oh God, Mike. Put it in!” she begged, clawing at the sheets with her other hand.
 

I didn’t need to be asked twice. Holding myself, I leaned forward. The head of my cock popped past her tight sphincter. I worked it into her rectum. The margarine warmed. It felt almost like a cunt.
 

“Fuck!” Claire shrieked. “Don’t just stand there! Fuck it!”
 

I gasped. My wife had really been turned into a sex-craved slut by Dennis’ cock. I started to fuck.
 

Claire’s ass choked my cock in the most pleasant way. The sounds of her fucking herself with her hand slapped around the room.
 

I held onto her ass cheeks for dear life.
 

She bucked and writhed beneath me, in turns moaning and screaming as I fucked her hot ass. She was pounding herself relentlessly with her fingers, trying to achieve the same sexual experience Dennis had given her.
 

It was so fucking hot and I was already on the edge. I tightened up and knew I was going to nut. “Claire,” I seethed. “I’m gonna come!”
 

She opened her eyes wide and started fucking back against me. “Fuck yeah!” she groaned. “Blast it into me, Mike! Fuck my ass full of cum! Fill it fucking up!”
 

That did it. The tortured angst and tightness between my legs exploded. I felt the first hot blast of my spunk travel through the shaft of my cock and come splurting out into Claire’s ass hole. Then another. Then a third.
 

With each throbbing pulse Claire got more excited. By the third she began to scream. She was having an orgasm. Her sphincter choked down on my cock, milking what was left of my jizz, out.
 

It was the best release I’d ever had.
 

Claire came down fast and hard, panting and looking panicked. “Fuck, Mike, what did we do!?!” she sputtered.
 

“What? What do you mean?” I asked, still buzzing from my orgasm. I looked down to see some of my seed oozing out from between her tight ring and my cock. It was dribbling down towards her cunt.
 

“What if the doc comes? What if…what if some of it leaks in my pussy and…”
 

The proposition that a few tiny droplets of my cum would stand any iota of a chance against Dennis’ prodigious deposits made me laugh out loud.
 

Claire’s lips tightened. “What the fuck are you laughing at?” she snapped.
 

“I’m sorry, baby. I wasn’t thinking. I…”
 

“No. You get your cock out of my ass and get your face down there and suck, do you understand?”
 

My mouth fell open. “What?” I whispered.
 

“We are not taking any chances, Mike,” Claire growled. “You be careful when you pull that cock out that none of your jizz even touches my pussy. Then you get down there and suck it out!”
 

What in the fuck?!?
 

But Claire’s expression looked like she might actually rip my cock off with her ass if I didn’t do what she said. So, very carefully, I eased my deflated muscle out of her. I kept a hand beneath it to catch any stray drops, preposterous as that was. The head slipped out with a satisfying, wet plop.
 

I’d stretched Claire’s tight hole quite a bit. As it closed I could see my emission bubbling and gurgling inside her. I swallowed back a gag at the thought that I was about to suck it out of her.
 

“Get on it Mike!”
 

I dropped to my knees. I spread her cheeks and opened her hole with my fingers. The filthy odour of her back tunnel and the sharp stench of my own seed welcomed me. I closed my eyes. Then I pressed my tongue into her channel and touched the dank deposit.
 

“Suck it out!” Claire ordered.
 

I sucked.
 

A glop of semen slithered out of her ass and into my mouth. Like a grilled oyster, it was warm and soft. I slurped it down my throat. Then I did it again. And again. I leaned back to see that her hole looked clean, for the most part. “Okay. I think I got all of it.”
 

“Get your tongue in there and make sure, Mike.”
 

I sighed. But I didn’t want to start an argument with Claire. I shoved my tongue back in and licked the walls of her tunnel clean.
 

Claire collapsed onto the bed. “Okay,” she whispered. “That should be okay, right?”
 

“Claire,” I said, slipping onto the bed next to her. “I’m sure it’s going to be fine. Do you know how much cum Dennis left inside you? I’m sure you’re going to get pregnant. And I’m sure it’s going to be his.”
 

There wasn’t a rippled of jealousy this time. That was just a distant memory. It was actually a relief, that there was no chance it would be mine.
 

“I’m going to go take a shower, okay?” I said, rising up off the bed.
 

Claire was already sleepy again. “Mike?” she asked.
 

“What’s up?”
 

“I think something’s wrong with me.”
 

“What? What is it?” A pang of worry coursed through me.
 

“I can’t stop thinking about Dennis’ cock. I just had an orgasm and that’s all I can think about. I think you need to get the doctor.”
 

I wondered what strange affliction could be affecting her, that she just couldn’t get enough cock? “Okay. If you’re sure.”
 

“Mike,” she moaned. She stuffed her hands between her legs and started to rub. “Pleeease,” she groaned.
 

I jumped into the shower, washed, towelled off and got dressed. After throwing some clothes on I walked out of the bedroom to head towards sick bay.
 

The bottom dropped out of my stomach and my heart flopped.
 

Ichiko was standing in the center of the room.
 






Chapter 9

 


“You say she’s been like this how long now?” The doctor, Ichiko and I were standing in the bedroom over Claire, who was moaning and rubbing her pussy. The air was thick with the scent of her arousal and there was a dark stain on the sheets from her pussy drooling onto the bed.
 

“Pretty much since Dennis left, doc. She says all she can think of is his cock.” I caught Ichiko watching me out of the corner of her eye. It was all I could do to keep myself from shaking, wondering if Ichiko would out me and what I’d done to Claire.
 

She’d heard everything that had happened. So far she hadn’t said a thing but if she did I would be one unlucky guy.
 

The doctor turned to Ichiko. “How long has it been since the last insemination?” he asked.
 

Ichiko pulled out her tablet and swiped through Claire’s medical records. “Two days, doctor,” she said with a bow.
 

“Hmm. And she was in her window the whole time, yes?” the doc asked.
 

“Yes, doctor.”
 

The doctor shook his head. “Well, it’s too early to test whether the seed took yet.” He turned to me. “This happens sometimes. Women who’ve never experienced the power of the black cock become obsessed with it. I’m afraid the only cure is more of the same. Hair of the dog, if you will.” He smiled, then chuckled softly.
 

“Like, you mean…”
“More black cock,” the doc confirmed.
 

“But doc, she looks like she’s really suffering. She hasn’t stopped rubbing herself,” I said, waving towards Claire.
 

The doctor nodded. “You can help her if you like. You’re free to use your mouth as often as you can. It won’t hurt the chances of insemination and it will provide her with some relief, however temporary.”
 

I shot a nervous glance at Ichiko who was glaring at me. Which I thought was kind of unfair. What the hell was I supposed to do? Ignore the doctor’s orders?
 

“We’ve developed a test that is effective about a week after conception,” the doctor said. “Until then you’ll have to keep her comfortable with your mouth as often as you can. Once we know whether she’s been impregnated or not I’ll do one of two things. If the seed took she’ll get a relief bull. He’ll fuck her when she needs it until it’s time for the baby to come out. If it didn’t, she’ll have to do another round of seeding with a breeding bull. We’ll try a different one this time.” 
 

My stomach and throat both tightened. “Well, actually, if she’s pregnant then maybe, you know, since there would be no risk, I could maybe do the relief? Or what have you?”
 

The doctor began to laugh.
 

I gave him a confused look. What was so funny anyways?
 

“Oh, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t laugh,” he explained. “You have no way of knowing this, of course. Now that Claire’s had a black cock she’s physically incapable of deriving pleasure from anything less. I’m afraid that with the size of your endowment you won’t be playing that role in her life ever again. I did mention to her that if she was pregnant and willing to make herself available to you there would be no problem with that. With the relief bull’s approval as well, of course.”
 

Another sinking feeling overwhelmed me. It was chased away by Ichiko’s fiery look. She was pissed that I’d even suggested having sex with Claire.
 

He turned to go, then paused. “Oh and Ichiko. You should resume the release schedule. We wouldn’t want to tempt fate now, would we?” The doctor flashed a grim smile.
 

Ichiko bowed. “Yes, doctor. Of course.” One corner of her mouth curled in a wicked smile.
 

I looked at Ichiko again even as I nodded at the doctor’s orders.
 

“I’ll check in on her every few days. I’d suggest giving her a mouthing now. She might be able to sleep if you do.” The doctor turned and walked out into the living room, then out into the hall.
 

A thick and heavy curtain of silence settled on the room occasionally pierced by Claire’s anguished moans.
 

“Perhaps you should follow the doctor’s recommendation, Mike?” Ichiko said, her voice tight.
 

I looked up at her. Her lips formed a thin, irritated line on her face and her forehead was furrowed in a slight scowl.
 

Claire moaned and twisted onto her side on the bed. Her fingers slid back and forth between her legs, sticky with mucus as she tried to rub one out.
 

“Ichiko, I…”
“I think you should follow the doctor’s orders, Mike,” Ichiko said. It definitely sounded like less of a suggestion and more of an order this time.
 

I opened my mouth to speak again but this only caused her glare to become more severe. So, without another word, I sank to my knees, hauled Claire to the side of the bed and put my face between her legs.
 

She barely seemed to notice as I lifted her hand away from her snatch and pressed my lips to it. I flicked her engorged folds open with my tongue and pressed it inside.
 

The consistency of her fluids had changed. They’d thickened and become more salty. I began to lick.
 

Claire’s moans grew and she writhed so much that I had to hold her down. Her legs flailed above my head. She kept arching her back, then raising her hips up off the couch so that her pussy mashed into my face the way Susan’s foot had.
 

But it didn’t take her long to come. She screamed and her pussy pumped a hot squirt of her goo onto my neck. After the brief climax she collapsed onto the bed, head turned to one side, eyes closed, her breath slowing.
 

I dragged myself to my feet and turned towards Ichiko. I found that I couldn’t bring myself to look at her. I glanced at Claire again. She seemed at peace, finally. I wondered how long it was going to last. “Do you think she’ll be alright?” I asked.
 

Ichiko stepped towards me. She put a finger under my chin and lifted my head until I looked into her eyes. She took the same finger, swiped it along my lips, then brought it to her mouth. She pushed it passed her lips, sucked on it, then pulled it out with a gentle wet popping sound. “I think she is pregnant already, Mike. By the taste.”
 

My body shook. My wife, my Claire, the woman I’d vowed to spend the rest of my life with was pregnant by another man. Dennis’ seed had found its target and begun to swell inside of her fertile womb.
 

Why the hell had my cock started to grow.
 

Ichiko’s eyes shot down to my tenting pants, then back up to mine. She raised one eyebrow. “That arouses you, Mike?”
 

I shook my head even though there was no denying that it did. “I don’t know why,” I muttered.
 

Ichiko giggled into her hand. Then the seriousness returned to her expression. “You promised that you would not have sex with your wife, Mike. Do you remember?”
 

My shoulders sagged and I slumped forward. I nodded.
 

“Then why did you do it?” Ichiko asked.
 

“I…you left me hanging. You don’t know what it feels like to come but not have an orgasm,” I muttered.
 

The corners of Ichiko’s mouth curled into a smile. Then she began giggling. Finally, she let out a raucous belly laugh unlike anything I’d heard from her before. “You think…you think…” she spluttered, unable to control herself. “You think I don’t know what that feels like?!? Ha! Men!”
 

I shook my head. “What do you mean?”
 

“You think I have never had sex and come close to coming and then it just disappeared? Just like it did for you?” She rolled her black eyes.
 

The thought she’d implanted of her having sex with someone sent an angry bolt of jealousy through me. What the hell was wrong with me? She wasn’t even my wife, she was my release nurse and now I was getting jealous about her?
 

My cock hardened.
 

Ichiko’s brow shot up. She stepped closer, so close that our lips were nearly touching. Her hand came up between my legs and settled on my nuts. She closed a gentle fist around them.
 

It took the air out of my lungs and made my eyes pop open wide. “Ichiko…” I breathed.
 

“You like the idea of another man inside me?” she said, a smile dancing along her lips and shimmering in her eyes.
 

I shook my head. She had begun to knead my balls and that had become all I could think of.
 

“Take your pants off, Mike,” she ordered, her voice just above a breath.
 

“What?”
 

“I said take your pants off, Mike.” She was being very un-Japanese.
 

Didn’t seem a good idea to disobey, though. Considering the circumstances. I yanked my pants down.
 

Ichiko’s warm palm closed around my nuts again. So hard I thought I heard a crunch. Her smile gained a wicked edge. “Now turn around.” She released me and spun me around with a hand on my back until I was facing the bed.
 

Claire had started to snore. She was lying on her side, tits sagging next to her, legs slightly splayed. Her mouth was hanging open and she seemed to be in a deep sleep.
 

Ichiko’s other hand tightened around my cock.
 

My body tightened as I realized she meant to release me here. “Ichiko?” I breathed. “What are you doing?”
 

Her lips came up next to my ear as she began to stroke my cock. Her other hand still clung to my balls. “Helping you to honor your wife, Mike,” she whispered. “This is a special occasion. For the first time a man’s seed has made it to her fertile place and taken root.”
 

My cock hardened in her palm.
 

Ichiko smiled next to me. “Yes, Mike. You like it, don’t you? And the best part is that this was a not a man like you. This was a real man, a man better than you in every way. Their genes have locked together and she will never be yours again.”
 

I was panting heavily and cum was churning at the base of my cock.
 

“Look at her feet, Mike,” Ichiko ordered. She gave my cock a few rough jerks.
 

I did what she said. I looked down at Claire’s slender and dainty feet, the toes curling up a little before ending in nails painted cherry red. The skin was pale except for the tiniest bit of yellow on her soles.
 

“You’re going to release on those feet, Mike. Since you like feet so much,” Ichiko mused. “You’re going to spray your semen all over them to honor your wife for offering her body for humanity’s progress.”
 

Everything, the whole sick and twisted fantasy, Claire being pregnant with Dennis’ kid, Ichiko stroking me over her while she slept, me honouring her feet, twisted together in my mind and shot down my spine as a stinging tickle carrying a single instruction.
 

Emit.
 

I shouted as a rush of ejaculate flooded my shaft then came spewing out of the head of my cock. It flew through the air in a sticky white arc before slapping in a filthy line diagonally across Claire’s foot.
 

Ichiko twisted my cock to the side but kept pumping.
 

The second emission splurted out and fell onto her other foot.
 

Ichiko twisted back. Her strong warm hand continued to pump. Her other hand squeezed my nuts between my legs. “All of it,” she growled.
 

I grunted at the sudden sting of pain but another wave of pleasure swept in right after it. A third splash of mess retched out of my cock, a thick dollop that landed with a wet splat on Claire’s soft skin.
 

Ichiko continued to pump as I sailed over my orgasm. She pumped all of the fluid out of me until there was nothing left and I could almost feel the dryness inside myself. She stepped back.
 

We stood in silence for some moments, Ichiko catching her breath behind me and I with my head hung in shame.
 

“I see you love your wife, Mike,” she said quietly after a while.
 

“I do.”
 

“Good. Then lick her feet clean and quickly. Susan and Amber are waiting. I won’t tell the doctor about your little slip-up earlier but you’ll have to do a few favours for us first. Does that sound alright to you?”
 

I smirked, glad that Ichiko couldn’t see my mouth. I was sure she wouldn’t have been happy about it. “Of course. It sounds fine.” I had no other choice. The reality of my situation had begun to sink in. The rest of my life would be dedicated to nothing more than the service of women. Claire, Ichiko, Susan, Amber. More like them, no doubt, once they had been matched and impregnated.
 

I got on my knees and leaned forward. I closed my eyes and savored the salty and acrid taste of my own semen as I began to lick it off the sole of Claire’s foot.
 






Chapter 10

 


It turned out that Claire was pregnant. We found out a week later after the doctor’s test.
 

I hugged her at the news. She cried and wanted to be held. But only for a little while. After a few minutes in my arms she began to squirm.
 

“What’s wrong?” I asked.
 

“Oh, Mike,” Claire sighed. She kissed me on the cheek then brought her lips close to my ear. “I’m so horny,” she whispered.
 

I’d spent a good part of my week eating her out. Her appetite for sexual release had become insatiable. I had become so conditioned to doing her bidding, that was my only function in all of this after all, that I slipped between her legs without question and began to lick.
 

My tongue had become strong and I’d developed quite a stamina for munching muff. Not only from the three or four times daily that I licked Claire with it.
 

Ichiko would regularly summon me to her quarters for my releasing and Susan and Amber would be waiting with their panties down to take a seat on my face while Ichiko stimulated me.
 

They’d developed quite a method for it, actually. Ichiko would edge me, bringing me as close as possible to orgasm before backing off. This would cause my tongue to slap wildly at whoever was using my face at that moment.
 

I had taken quite a liking to the three of them, actually. I’d developed a huge crush on Ichiko and had found that if I obeyed her and did what I was told I would almost always get a reward.
 

Every once in a while, for laughs, she would deny me an orgasm. These were very special occasions where the three of them would all have a hand in it and then laugh and point at my cock as I groaned through a release of seed without orgasm.
 

However she was never again as cruel as she had been that first time. She would always bring me to hardness again, sometimes even with her little mouth, which was heaven. She would get me close and then slow down through the peak of my orgasm, relishing my pained shuddering and moaning.
 

Even Susan and I had shared some tender moments, though she remained a tireless dominatrix.
 

As I guided Claire through a shaking orgasm I contemplated how much my perspective had changed. I was no longer the unlucky schmuck who had to give away his wife. Quite the opposite. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world.
 

Almost immediately after the shudders of her orgasm had ebbed Claire began to feel restless again. I crawled up the bed and kissed her cheek.
 

She pushed my face away, scrunching up her nose at the smell of her own wetness on my face. “Ew,” she giggled. “Gross.” Then her eyes rolled up into her head and she moaned again.
 

“Claire? Are you alright?”
 

When she opened her eyes there was a fiery spark in her stare and something wild crouched just behind that. “Fuck me, Mike,” she said through clenched teeth.
 

“What?” I balked. “You just came!”
 

Claire crawled up onto me like an animal, her nails clawing at my chest. She reached under herself and grabbed my cock, which had hardened from eating her, and gave it a few rough pumps. As soon as she felt it was hard enough to squeeze into herself she sat down and began to mash it into her pussy.
 

I stared between her legs watching the tip of my cock disappear into my wife’s body for the first time since we’d arrived at the Ark. “Claire? Shouldn’t we ask the doc about this first?”
 

Claire dug her nails into my chest and sank onto me.
 

I can’t describe the molten bliss that surrounded me as I was enveloped by her warmth. My cock surged and throbbed inside her. She was a little looser than I remembered but who wouldn’t be after Dennis’ horse cock? But she was just as wet and just as hot.
 

“I don’t know Mike,” she said with a sort of Marilyn Monroe-esque put-on innocence to her voice. “You tell me.”
 

Even if I’d wanted to I couldn’t have resisted her. I hadn’t felt the inside of a vagina in too many moons. As Claire wiggled on top of me my hips jutted up and before I knew it we’d begun to fuck.
 

I’d been milked enough by Ichiko and the gals that I knew there probably wasn’t a single drop of cum left in my nuts. My cock still strained inside Claire, the ache of racing towards an orgasm reaching all the way up into the base of my brain.
 

Claire wriggled and shifted atop me as she rode. She didn’t really look disappointed but she was a long way from satisfied.
 

The doc’s words suddenly came to mind.
 

Now that Claire’s had black cock she’s physically incapable of deriving pleasure from anything less.
 

Even as I hurtled towards my climax I knew that there was no way I was ever going to please Claire with intercourse again. Dennis’ seed was growing inside her and the only thing she would ever climax from again was my mouth or another big, black dick. I grimaced and came.
 

Claire scowled on top of me and ground her pelvis against mine.
 

I held on for as long as I could but it was too much. “Claire. Claire!” I said, pushing her off. “I’m sorry. It’s too sensitive now that I’ve come.”
 

Claire’s lower lip trembled and she put a hand up to her mouth.
 

“What’s wrong, baby? What is it? Are you alright? Did I hurt you?” I asked.
 

Claire looked over at me, stunned and wide-eyed. She cracked a smile. Then she guffawed. Then she burst into a laugh. “Oh honey,” she said once she’d calmed down. “Hurt me? Sweetie I could barely feel you in there!”
 

That same sinking feeling gripped my stomach. I would always be a husband to her. I could still feel that kind of love in our relationship. But all of her physical needs would have to be met by someone else.
 

“No, baby,” she said, turning sad again. “I just…this hurts so bad. Can you go ask the doctor if there’s anything he can do?”
 

I sighed, smiled at my sweet Claire, got off the bed and dressed. Long before I’d arrived at the doc’s office I knew there was only one thing he would do. As soon as I told him he took off his glasses and picked up a phone and pressed a button.
 

A moment later Ichiko whisked into the room. “Yes, doctor?” she asked. She flashed me a quick smile and a bow, like we didn’t know each other or she didn’t remember who I was.
 

“Ichiko go and pick out one of the relief bulls in the pen. Get him over to…what did you say your room number was?” the doc asked, looking at me.
 

“D-446,” I muttered.
 

“There,” he said with a wave. “D-446. Get him to D-446 right away it looks like we’ve got a situation over there.”
 

“Yes, doctor,” Ichiko said with a bow. “Come with me please?”
 

I followed her out. Only after we were well down the corridor did Ichiko acknowledge that we knew each other at all. She passed her palm over one of the elevator buttons and turned to face me as we waited. She eyed me with a friendly smile. “What happened, Mike?” she asked.
 

I studied those ebony eyes of hers that had looked so shy and demure when we’d first met. Now she was the master of me in many ways and I knew I shouldn’t lie to her. She would find out eventually. Still, I was scared of how she’d react. “Claire’s in some sort of heat. All she can think about is sex. I tried my mouth but it didn’t work so I came to get the doc.”
 

“Mmhmm,” Ichiko said, nodding. “And what else did you try?”
 

“Huh? Nothing. That’s it. I came to get the doc when my mouth didn’t do the trick.”
 

The elevator doors swooshed open in front of us. Ichiko stepped inside and I followed her in. The doors swooshed shut. I faced straight ahead and out of the corner of my eye saw that Ichiko was doing the same.
 

“You know you shouldn’t lie Mike, right?”
 

Uh oh. What the fuck? Did she know? “Uh…what do you mean?”
 

“We’ve had the room under observation since the last seeding took place, Mike. There’s a camera that goes straight to the lab. I saw that Claire mounted you and fucked you.”
 

The blood drained from my face. Why the fuck hadn’t I thought about that? Meh, even if I had there would have been nothing I could have done. “Ichiko I’m sorry…”
 

Ichiko shook her head. The inside of her eyebrows went up and she pouted as she turned to look at me. “Oh, it’s hard, isn’t it Mike? Being a man in this place. A man like you, I mean. You never get to feel the inside of a pussy do you? Only hands and very seldom a mouth on your cock. I know I told you not to have sex with your wife but I take it back. I feel sorry for you.”
 

It was a strange relief that filled me. Somehow I sensed there was more to Ichiko’s apology and that it wasn’t quite genuine.
 

We stood in the silence of the elevator for a while. I could tell we were descending but I had no idea how far. There were no floor numbers. Biometric data that was scanned at the elevator entrance gave everyone access to different floors based on a centrally managed database.
 

I was not allowed to even get close to an elevator on my own.
 

Finally we slowed, then stopped. Then the doors whooshed open.
 

We stepped into a world so different from the cold and sterile steel and rock upstairs that I gasped. Everything was dark wood and velvet, leather and rugs. There was even a fire going in the hearth.
 

The room was filled with loungers and couches and chaise longes. There was a long bar at the far end. The sounds of talking and laughter filled the intimate space.
 

Draped across the seats, perches on bar stools and spread across couches, were a collection of the finest looking black specimens I’d ever laid eyes on. Built like fridges and linebackers and trucks, their conversations were about opera and politics and lofty ideas for organizing civilization once we got out.
 

Most were naked, though some wore shorts. A few heads turned at us standing by the doors. The conversation grew more muted, the laughter abated and finally stopped until all eyes were on us.
 

I looked at Ichiko who tilted her head and smiled. “Why don’t you pick one? She is your wife, after all.”
 

I looked back at the large group of very fit, very muscular and very handsome black men staring at me. What an absurd situation to be in. Of course, my cock began to rise just thinking about what I was about to do.
 

“It’s okay brother,” one of the guys called out, waving me closer. “You can step in. We won’t bite.”
 

“Not you, anyways,” another one said.
 

A chuckle rippled through the room.
 

I looked at Ichiko. Her cheeks were a little rosy. I suddenly became very aroused thinking about her taking one of those big, black dicks. I wondered if that was what her future held in store, too.
 

“It’s okay, Mike. You can pick.”
 

I looked back at the crowd, lifted a finger and pointed it at the guy who’d spoken up. “That one,” I said.
 

The room burst into ooh’s and aah’s and slaps of black hands on muscled shoulders. 
 

The guy I’d pointed at stepped forward and into the circle of light by the elevator. His cock swung back and forth between his legs, slapping at his meaty thighs. He held out his hand to shake mine. “Tyrone.”
 

He was as unashamed of his animal nakedness as Dennis had been, as comfortable standing in front of us with his cock swinging back and forth.
 

I couldn’t look into his eyes as I shook his hand. I didn’t think I could ever be like that. So open and comfortable with myself. Comfortable enough not to feel any shame. Then again, I would never be his equal in any way. I had no doubt Tyrone was just as superior to me as Dennis had been.
 

“Come Tyrone,” Ichiko said.
 

I startled at her sudden authoritative air. She spoke like a strict school teacher ordering a student to come to her.
 

Tyrone did as he was asked. He walked up to Ichiko, put his hands behind his back and looked straight ahead as one might in the military if a Sergeant asks for a talk.
 

Ichiko reached down and grabbed his thick black dick and held it up. It was as long as her little Japanese arm and thicker by an inch or two. “You like this one?” she asked, looking up at me.
 

I blushed at the question because seriously, come on. I knew this was a new world order and everything but had everyone except me forgotten how things used to be? Did no one have shame anymore?
 

“Mike?” Ichiko’s voice sounded more insistent.
 

“Uh, sure. This one,” I muttered.
 

“Okay,” Ichiko said with a nod. “You will come with us.”
 

Tyrone nodded but didn’t look Ichiko in the eye.
 

We got back into the elevator. It was a relief not being at the center of the limelight any more. We rode up in silence. It was only once we were walking back down familiar corridors with Tyrone a few paces behind us that Ichiko spoke up. Her watch had buzzed again and she looked at me and smiled. “I will relieve you while you watch!” she said, apparently delighted by the prospect.
 

I may have been equally delighted, though it was hard to tell. I was so confused by my renewed arousal that it was hard to let go and just enjoy what was about to happen.
 

We arrived at our quarters to the sound of Claire’s desperate moans. We walked in and I showed Tyrone to the bedroom. Claire was writhing on the bed.
 

“Oh shit,” Tyrone muttered. “Yeah. She need it bad.” He walked over to her his mighty cock swinging and already inflating at the sight of a pretty little white girl that needed it’s assistance.
 

Claire was oblivious until Tyrone was standing right above the bed. Her eyes fluttered open. The moaning stopped. She inhaled and her breasts seemed to swell. A tiny smile flickered at the corners of her mouth as she scrambled up onto her knees.
 

Tyrone smiled back. He tucked his hand under her hair and touched the side of her head. “Yeah baby. You gonna’ get some black,” he said quietly.
 

Claire lifted his rising cock. It was thick and dark and crawling in gnarly veins that were stretching as it grew. She gazed at it with an innocent wonder, like she couldn’t believe it was back. She pulled back the tough hide of his foreskin to reveal the glistening pink helmet, the tip of this spear of flesh.
 

“Take it in your mouth, baby. You’ll feel better right away.”
 

Claire didn’t just take it in her mouth. She gobbled it up her mouth sucking down on it like someone had turned on a vacuum. She sucked it in hard and deep, started gagging on it. But her nipples hardened and already I could see a drip of her excitement growing between her legs.
 

Tyrone let her suck and slobber. He stared at her as the filthy sounds of her gagging and slurping as she tried to swallow the cock, slapped around the room.
 

It grew. God how it grew. It turned from an impressive but slack sausage into a saluting black shaft, rigid and ready for its duty.
 

Tyrone gave Claire all the time she wanted with it. Until she started moaning. Even sucking as hard as she could Claire wasn’t getting what she really wanted. More black seed out of that cock.
 

She tried everything she could. Stuffing it into her throat, kneading his balls, bouncing her head up and down like a basketball.
 

Tyrone seemed to have a will of steel, unyielding to her soft touch. It was only when she began whimpering that he took mercy. He pulled her off.
 

She was still sucking when he did so that her mouth came off with a gurgling slurp. Her tongue was hanging out and she was panting, her eyes darting from his to his cock and back.
 

He spun her around, both fists holding her hair. Then he guided her face down towards the bed keeping her ass up in the air, like a cowboy wrestling down a calf.
 

Claire’s ass swayed in anticipation. Her pussy was a drenched and drooling mess, thick ropes of her clear lubricant hanging from it’s folds.
 

Tyrone must have sensed her urgency because he didn’t toy with her any longer. He took his impaler in hand, pressed the head of it against her soft flesh and tensing his glutes, began to squeeze it in.
 

Claire seemed like she didn’t know how to react. She half-laughed half-moaned. Her eyes fluttered open and shut. She clung to the sheets unable to rise and meet her welcome invader because Tyrone had his hand on her back which was keeping her face against the bed.
 

My own modest seeder rose to the occasion. I had been so mesmerized by the performance that I’d forgotten who was standing behind me.
 

Ichiko’s hands wrapped around my waist and peeled my pants away.
 

My cock bounced out.
 

She wrapped her fingers around my cock, the warmth of her palms travelling into my body through my shaft and tickling the base of my spine. “Look, Mike. Your wife is so happy,” she whispered.
 

I gazed at the scene. A shiver raced down my back at Ichiko’s whisper and at seeing Claire finally satisfied again.
 

Ichiko began petting my cock more than stroking it. She wasn’t grasping it very firmly, just caressing it with the tips of her fingers.
 

It was an infuriatingly delicious sensation but I wished she would take me in hand in earnest and stroke one out.
 

“Fuck,” Tyrone grunted from over on the bed. “That’s a hot fuckin’ pussy.”
 

Claire’s pussy was making all sorts of sucking sounds as Tyrone stuffed his meat into her and yanked it back out over and over again. She started moaning and pressing back against him though her movement was restricted by how he was holding her.
 

He began fucking her in earnest, slamming his cock into her hungry pussy so that her tits shook with each thrust.
 

Claire’s moaned elevated to a wail, then into what was almost a scream.
 

I had the perfect view of her slit and could see Tyrone’s meat as it slipped up into her insides.
 

Ichiko continued to pet my cock. I nearly came a few times but each time she seemed to know it was going to happen and backed off. She did this until I was in the same state I’d been in after she’d denied me my orgasm. Hyper-alert because of being so aroused.
 

Claire screamed in earnest. Her pussy began to squeeze Tyrone’s cock. Her body shook.
 

The two of them went still and silent.
 

Tyrone’s ass squeezed a little more, his dark skin drawing taut over flexed muscles. He held his cock half-in, half-out of Claire. The pumping began.
 

The outline of his urethra on the underside of his cock bulged.
 

My eyes went wide. Despite Claire’s womb being sealed by her pregnancy it was still a potent and arousing sight, watching another man deposit seed into her. Even after everything that had happened, even though I knew she would never be my wife in anything but name, I was still powerfully aroused watching Tyrone copulate with her.
 

I felt my own testicles tighten in preparation for release.
 

Ichiko’s fingers drifted off of my cock. “I have other plans for you, Mike,” she whispered from behind me.
 

It was all too much. As I stared at Tyrone taking Claire a thick and gooey emission began to leak from my cock, spilling onto the floor. I winced at the sensation but this time I almost came to enjoy it.
 

I knew that Ichiko would give me release sometime in the near future, possibly with her other two friends, so I watched through squinting and enjoyed the sight of Tyrone pumping his jizz into Claire.
 

Her orgasm was so violent that her whole body shook as if she were having a seizure. When it was over, and when Tyrone had finished himself, he eased his cock out of her and lowered her gently onto the mattress where she began to snore.
 

A thick river of his creamy seed began to spill from her closing slit.
 

“She’s gonna’ need a lot more of that,” Tyrone whispered as he came up to us. He glanced down at my bouncing cock and smiled. “I best stay a while.”
 

“That’s alright,” Ichiko said from behind me. “I have to take Mike somewhere. We’ll be back in not very long.”
 

“It’s alright,” Tyrone said quietly. “Take your time.” He walked back over to the bed and lay down gently next to Claire so as not to wake her.
 

Ichiko put her hand on my arm and turned me around. “Come, Mike,” she said. “The girls are waiting.”
 






Chapter 11

 


“Oh my God I thought you two were never going to make it!” Susan shot across the room as Ichiko closed the door behind us. She seemed in a desperate state. She grabbed my hand and dragged me across the room and into the room with the tatami floor. “Mommy’s missed you,” she whispered.
 

She grabbed a lock of my hair and yanked it until I was forced to the ground.
 

I lay down on my back and watched her unbutton her pants and slip them off. My cock throbbed as she straddled my face and lowered her pussy to my lips.
 

“Susan! Be gentle!” Amber whined. “You’re going to break him!” Her and Ichiko burst into giggles at this.
 

No familiar with Susan’s desires, I pushed my tongue out as far as I could.
 

She began to slid along my mouth. She moaned. She closed her eyes and craned her head back. “Oh God what I wouldn’t give to feel a real cock inside me,” she groaned.
 

She had barely been on me for a few minutes when I felt her shudder. A splash of her essence oozed out of her and she let out a high pitch squeal, squinting her eyes shut tight.
 

She came off the orgasm just as quickly, took a deep breath, then swung her leg over and off of me and slumped back against the wall.
 

Ichiko stood by the door smiling as Amber undid her shirt, readying to take her turn on the wild ride that was my mouth.
 

“Ichi, you should go second,” Amber said after a moment of pause.
 

“Me?” Ichiko asked. “Why?”
 

“You’re always waiting until you have him alone. It’s not fair. I want to see what you do with him. Why he keeps coming back?” Amber asked.
 

Ichiko giggled again. “He comes back because those are the doctor’s orders. Though I don’t know what the doctor would say if he found out you two are helping out.”
 

“Doc wouldn’t mind,” Amber said, shaking her head. “He’s a good guy.”
 

“Fuck girls, I want to ride that cock so bad,” Susan whispered, interrupting.
 

Ichiko gasped. “Su-chan, you can not! That would get us into so much trouble if anyone found out!”
 

Susan bit her lip and eyed my modest package that had risen to life inside my trousers. “What if no one found out?” she asked. “What if we swore that we’d never tell anybody? We could each take a turn. Think of it, girls. We could actually, honest-to-goodness feel a real cock inside us again!” She seemed possessed by the idea.
 

“I don’t know, Sue. I don’t think we should,” Amber said, frowning. “I’m sure we’ll all get matched soon. Why risk it?”
 

Susan groaned and rolled her eyes. “Because I’m fucking dying to feel a cock up in me! That’s why!”
 

Amber and Ichiko exchanged worried glances.
 

“Come on Ichi,” Susan said, crawling across the floor to where Ichiko was sitting beside me. One corner of her mouth curled up into a smile. She leaned forward slowly, tilted her head, then pressed her lips against Ichiko’s in a gentle kiss.
 

Uh oh.
 

That was all I could think. This was not going to a good place. As much as I would have loved to feel the inside of all their pussies I was not deluded enough to think that I’d ever be able to last long enough for all three of them to have a turn.
 

No. I’d probably end up nutting in one or all three of them and then we’d have a fucking problem on our hands.
 

But my body expertly pushed away those concerns as I watched Susan’s tongue invading Ichiko’s mouth. My cock grew and my sole focus became what was about to happen to me in the next fifteen minutes or so.
 

Maybe I could do it if I really tried? Maybe I could hold out until all three of them had had their little ride and then have the orgasm of my life?
 

Susan’s kiss became more aggressive. She started unbuttoning Ichiko’s blouse until all the buttons were undone. Then she slipped it off her shoulders.
 

Ichiko let the straps of her bra slip off her shoulders.
 

Susan reached behind her and undid the clasp. The bra fell away revealing Ichiko’s heavy and magnificent breasts. Her brown nipples were surrounded by wide aereolae and looked desperate to be suckled.
 

Susan’s hands came up and cupped Ichiko’s tits. The smell of sex filled the room as the two women moistened.
 

Amber gazed on from where she was standing by the wall. She slipped her fingers into her skirt and began to rub.
 

Susan guided Ichiko up and swung her leg over me.
 

Ichiko was facing away from me. When Susan settled her over my face she was still wearing a skirt and beneath that tight, white underwear. Susan peeled these off to one side.
 

The smell of Ichiko’s dank back hole filled my senses. I’d never been so aroused.
 

The hairs of her bush tickled my chin as she let her weight fall onto my mouth. The lips of her sex were wet and ready and I welcomed them with my tongue.
 

Ichiko moaned. The moan caused the tiniest fart to come hissing out of her ass.
 

The smell of her insides invaded every corner of my mind.
 

She gasped, broke away from the kiss with Susan and reached around with her hand to cover her back hole.
 

I heard her giggle nervously.
 

“Relax,” Susan said, bringing Ichiko’s hand back. “It helps him know his place.”
 

I heard the two of them kiss some more. Then Susan began undoing my pants. As soon as I felt her hand reach in and grab my cock out of my underwear I understood that this would be my undoing.
 

The warm palm of her hand felt so good around my cock I could only imagine how good her pussy would feel around me.
 

As Ichiko started to ride my face Susan climbed off of me and dropped down next to me on the floor.
 

I couldn’t turn to look at her as Ichiko’s full weight was on my mouth and my nose was in the crack of her ass. But I heard her crack a smile.
 

“You ready tiger?”
 

I nodded and let out a muffled “yeah” sound.
 

“Good. Now listen up and listen up good. You better not spill a single drop of cum when you’re inside me. Think of grandma, think of baseball, think of anything but fucking my nice tight pussy. I mean it. If you nut up in me I am not going to be happy. Kapish?”
 

I nodded and “yeah-ed” again. Not that I thought there was any way I was going to hold out. But having Ichiko on my face had short-circuited my brain and I was already in stupid-reproduction mode. Susan could have told me she was going to rip my nuts off if I came inside her and I’d still have let her get on me. It wasn’t like I had much choice, right?
 

I felt her swing her leg over me. Then I heard her and Ichiko start kissing again. Ichiko’s rhythm on my mouth sped up. Then I felt the first touch of damp heat as Susan’s pussy flaps kissed the tip of my cock.
 

By this point I was so aroused that I nearly busted before she even got on. I don’t know by what miracle I managed to keep it in.
 

She slid her tight sheath over my cock. She was just as tight as she’d warned. I felt every single curve and contour of her inside. Her pussy lips formed a perfect seal around my shaft and her juices dripped down onto my balls.
 

She moaned as she settled against me, all of my cock inside her.
 

“Is it good?” Ichiko whispered.
 

“Well, it’s not much but it’s better than nothing. I haven’t felt a cock up in me in soooo long,” Susan explained.
 

As Ichiko started to ride my face again, Susan began riding up and down my pole. With each glide into her I would feel the muscles of her vagina tighten. Her hot pussy was oozing lubricant and tickling my nuts.
 

Ichiko began to get really excited and really started smashing her puss against my face. Each time her ass lowered my nose would touch her winking back hole.
 

Susan started to ride me like a bronco. She put her hands on my chest and began to bounce.
 

My nuts tightened. My cock flexed. I tried to chase the arousal out of my mind.
 

“Oh fuck,” Susan muttered. She kissed Ichiko again. “Alright big boy,” she said, “I’m almost there. Keep it fucking together.”
 

I might have been able to. If Ichiko hadn’t started riding me harder. And if Susan hadn’t picked up the pace, too. I tried to tell them. I blurted out “I’m going to come!” But it came out sounding like “Bwa-bwang-bo-bom!” as the air flapped against Ichiko’s pussy lips.
 

This pushed her over the edge. She screamed and her pussy tightened over my tongue and I got a hot gush of her juice rush into my mouth.
 

This in turn made Susan scream and I felt her pussy close around my cock so tightly I thought it might pop it off. More warm wet gushed out of her pussy.
 

This sent me over the edge. I screamed and tried to pull myself out. But there was nowhere to go as I was on the floor.
 

The first hot shot of ejaculate blasted through my shaft. A moment later the warm pussy was gone and my cock was flailing in open air.
 

I groaned through another ruined climax as Ichiko worked out the rest of her orgasm against my face. When she was done she scrambled off and Susan was stepping over me, lowering herself down and pressing her pussy lips against my mouth.
 

“I told you not to come inside me!” she hissed.
 

I tried to apologize but couldn’t speak since she was on my mouth.
 

“Well, get digging with that tongue then! Unless you like the sound of three years hard labour!” Susan said with a smirk.
 

I didn’t like the sound of that at all. I sighed and pushed my tongue out to begin exploring her tunnel in search of my own seed.
 






Chapter 12

 


Tyrone stayed in our quarters for a good month. Claire’s appetite for his cock was unstoppable. He often had to give her a fucking at night, then two in the morning to get her feeling herself.
 

When her belly began to grow it got even worse.
 

After that he moved back to the pen but would pay us regular visits. Sometimes once or twice a day.
 

Now I can’t explain what it’s like watching your wife’s body change with another man’s child inside her. It was certainly strange. The strangest thing was that I found it as arousing as I had found watching her with another man.
 

So, I would often watch Tyrone service Claire. After he was done Claire would sometimes be spent enough that she would keep her legs open for me so I could finish myself inside her, mixing my seed with Tyrone’s.
 

My regular milkings continued. The doctor had rescinded the order. Since Claire was pregnant he had allowed me to fuck her pussy as there was no risk of me passing on my inferior genes.
 

But Ichiko, Susan and Amber had developed an appetite for using my mouth and took a great deal of pleasure in dominating me.
 

Susan with her brash and in-your-face style. Ichiko with her much more subtle way. Even Amber had become a more competent dom under the guidance of the other two. Ichiko would bring me to the women once or twice a week.
 

I always looked forward to it. It was nice having sex with Claire again but it wasn’t really having sex with Claire. Claire was usually absent in everything but body. Her tongue would hang out of her mouth as she panted and dreamed of black cock while I finished my rut.
 

By the time she’d reached week 24 her belly had swollen substantially. So much so that Tyrone had to roll her onto her side to take her.
 

At around the same time Claire began to feel even hornier than she had. She would call for Tyrone sometimes five or six times a day. She’d suck his cock and then beg for him to drain his seed into her.
 

Tyrone did his best but he just couldn’t keep up with demand, powerful as he was.
 

So after about a week of this I called the doc to see if everything was alright with Claire. He showed up, gave her a full exam, then punched a bunch of numbers into his chart.
 

Claire was lying on her side in a daze. Every once in a while her eyelids would flutter open and she’d let out a moan as if she were nothing more than a breeding cow.
 

“I’ve seen it before,” the doc remarked, finally. “It’s the power of the seed that’s inside her. Look a little of her milk has even started to come in.” He pointed to a tiny trickle of white dribbling down her breast. “You know you can help her with that?”
 

“I can?”
 

The doc nodded. “Just give it a suckle every now and again. It’ll take some of the pressure off of her. In the meantime she’s going to need a few more bulls. I’ll pull Tyrone off her and get her something with a slightly larger package. That should keep her happy.”
 

Bigger package?
 

What the fuck?!?
 

But the doc’s orders were the doc’s orders and later that day three huge black guys showed up at the door. “You Mike?” one of them asked. “We here for Claire.”
 

I stepped aside and let them in.
 

They were all wearing loose fitting tank tops.
 

I was mesmerized by the way the muscles in their arms rippled as they walked. “Through this way?” one of them asked, pointing into the bedroom.
 

The question broke my trance. “Oh. Yes.” I closed the door and followed them into the bedroom.
 

They had already started to undress when I got in there.
 

Claire had woken and she was beaming at the sight of the three massive males that were going to be invading her soon. She crawled up onto all fours on the bed, her large belly and heavy tits sagging beneath her.
 

The three men worked wordlessly. One by one they undressed and started rubbing their thick hoses to life. One stepped up and offered his to Claire and she batted her lashes at him in thanks as she took him into her mouth.
 

She’d put on a little weight around the hips and thighs. Not too much. Just enough to make her look a little more plump and a lot more inviting.
 

I settled into my usual chair in the corner to watch.
 

Claire sucked the thick, black cock in her mouth to a solid hardness. He slipped it out and another quickly took it’s place.
 

The first circled around her, dark eyes raking across her body before mounting the bed behind her. The head of the black cock she’d roused pressed against the soft, damp petals of her pretty flower.
 

Two black hands settled on the orbs of her ass and gave them a shake. The cock plunged in with a soft squirting sound.
 

Claire moaned over the cock inside her mouth.
 

The guy in her pussy fucked her for a little while, then eased himself out and lifted his cock up. He slapped it against her ass hole a few times.
 

Claire let the cock in her mouth fall out and looked back. Her eyes were happy and wide.
 

“Yeah? You like it in the back sometimes?” the guy asked.
 

Claire gave him an urgent nod.
 

He lifted up off his haunches so that he could point the tip of his moon-shaped manhood down and kiss her dark and winking hole.
 

She shuddered and her body seemed to open for him, her sphincter relaxing to let him inside.
 

He gave a rough thrust. His head popped in. Then he pushed and fed the rest of his organ into her bowels.
 

He reached down, grabbed her tits and pulled her up so that she was forced to sit in his lap.
 

Claire moaned as she slid down the last few inches of his meat pole.
 

The man grunted.
 

Claire began her ride.
 

The second guy she’d been blowing got up onto the bed. He’d rubbed himself to hardness. He watched his friend knead Claire’s tits for a while. Sometimes a little milk would come squirting out. He reached down and locked his lips around a nipple and gave it a suck.
 

He got a shot of hot cream into his mouth. A tiny droplet clung to one corner of his mouth. He came up under Claire and got his cock pointed at her puss.
 

The man whose cock was in her ass held her up.
 

The one in front adjusted himself. Then they both let her slide down.
 

Claire’s mouth yawned into an agonized and aching moan. She clawed at the chiselled chest of the guy up front.
 

They started rocking her back and forth.
 

I was thoroughly aroused even before the third guy got up on the bed and stuffed his cock into her mouth. Claire gobbled it up like a hungry whore and soon she was being fucked in all the holes she had.
 

After stroking myself for a while I eased off. I wanted to save myself for her. When they were done I would mount her and fuck all the holes they’d fucked. Then a little part of her would be mine again. Until the next time.
 

Claire’s double penetration climax was a slow, steady build followed by an explosive orgasm, then a smooth descent back down. She moaned at the top. Didn’t scream. But that moan held her in its grip for an eternity.
 

After she’d finished her head still lolled side to side against the chest of the man behind her. A blissful smile curled her mouth.
 

The guy in her ass blew first. From the way her eyes went wide it was like she had a pipe in her ass that had just burst.
 

I saw his meat flexing as he pumped his seed into her hole.
 

The guy in her pussy was next. Her smile faded to a horny lip-curl as she mashed herself against his cock to help him out.
 

Those two guys slipped out of her and off the bed.
 

The third, who’d been stroking one out over her, put a finger on her chin and tilted her head.
 

Claire grinned and offered him her tongue.
 

He stopped stroking and choked up on his cock. A thick river of white erupted from the head and came splashing down diagonally across Claire’s face.
 

The next he pointed at her tits. It was thicker and there was more of it. He lashed at her tits with his cum until she was covered in the sticky white fluid. It mingled with her milk.
 

Claire scooped it up and into her mouth.
 

He offered her his cock to clean and she did until it was glistening like a freshly polished grand piano.
 

The three men left with as little ceremony as when they’d entered.
 

Claire lay sprawled sideways on the bed, a messy pile of pregnant woman drenched and filled with cum.
 

I was just preparing to mount her when someone knocked at the door.
 

I glanced at Claire. She was already falling asleep. Not that I couldn’t use her when she was sleeping. She certainly wouldn’t mind. But I rarely had visitors except for Ichiko and I was curious as to who this might be.
 

I slipped off the bed, into a robe and head for the door.
 

Ichiko was on the other side, smiling.
 

“Ichiko,” I said, returning her smile. My cock bounced.
 

“Mike,” she said, tilting her head. “I have a surprise for you.”
 

My heart fluttered. I was dying to go back and finish with Claire but Ichiko saying she had a surprise for me proved to be a proposition too good to resist. I threw on some clothes and we were walking down the corridor a few minutes later.
 

I was a little surprised when, instead of taking me to her apartment like she normally did, she led me to a small room with a chair. A window looked out onto a much larger lab-like room, the same kind I’d been in for Claire’s first insemination.
 

I was also a little disappointed to find that Susan and Amber weren’t there. My spirits picked up when they walked in.
 

“Ichiko what’s going on? Where are we?”
 

Ichiko smiled. “Mike we have a surprise for you.”
 

My cock started to grow as I looked at each of the three smiling women. I’d come to love being their little toy. I’d developed a special kind of fondness for each of them. It might seem funny but I sort of thought of them as my girlfriends. Of course I was still married to Claire and everything but in this brave new world, why not?
 

My mind was racing trying to imagine what sort of surprise they’d come up with.
 

“Mike we want to thank-you for being such a good sport about everything. You’ve made life seriously easier. Like, seriously,” Susan explained. “If I hadn’t had that pretty little mouth of yours I seriously might have blown up,” she said with a giggle. “You’re a good guy.”
 

“So we want to thank-you,” Amber said, stepping up and putting a hand on my arm. “Here. Sit down in this chair.” She pushed me and I stumbled back, settling into the chair.
 

Ichiko had the straps over my wrists before I knew what was happening while Susan wrapped them around my ankles.
 

My eyes went wide. What the hell were these girls doing? “Um, what’s this about?” I asked.
 

Susan got up and the three stepped back, staring at me with gleeful smiles. Even Ichiko who was normally so composed, looked like she could barely contain her excitement. Susan clapped her hands together and grinned. “We’ve been matched, Mikey!”
 

My stomach sank a little.
 

“Ichiko told us how horny you’d get watching your wife being fucked? Well, we thought we’d give you this treat! Our first insemination! And you get to watch!”
 

My cock hardened even as I lowered my head to look at the floor. Another confusing swell of arousal swept through me. It was obvious by how hard I was that I was excited by what I was about to see. But I felt a certain sadness that my time with Ichiko and the girls had come to an end.
 

“Oh, Mikey,” Susan said, pouting and gripping my chin. “Don’t be sad. All good things must come to an end. Besides it was time to wrap things up. Think of this as your Christmas and birthday present all in one.” She gave my cheek a playful slap before walking out of the room.
 

Amber came up and touched the tip of my nose with her finger. “Thanks for all the mouth-love, Mikey-boy!” she said with a giggle. She followed Susan out.
 

They re-emerged on the other side of the glass in the brightly lit room and began removing their clothes.
 

I looked over to see Ichiko looking at me with what seemed like pity. She came closer and leaned forward. She closed her eyes and pressed her lips against mine in a kiss.
 

I breathed in her scent, knowing that it would be the last time I smelled her up close.
 

“I’m a little sad that our fun is over, Mike,” she said after lingering on my lips for a while.
 

“Me too,” I replied.
 

“But I had fun with you.”
 

“Me too, Ichiko.”
 

Ichiko reached out and squeezed my hardened cock-shaft.
 

The seed that I’d worked up to a froth from watching Claire oozed up, a tiny droplet leaking out of the head of my cock.
 

“I will come and untie you when it’s over,” Ichiko whispered.
 

I felt her breath soft on my neck.
 

“And I can help you with this then, too.” She gave my cock another squeeze.
 

And then she was gone.
 

Amber and Susan had hoisted themselves into the breeding chairs on the other side of the glass.
 

I gasped as I saw the first of the bull’s step in. This would be a moment I would never forget. A little like losing Claire again for the first time.
 

I smiled at how thoughtful Ichiko was, that she’d arranged this. I settled back to enjoy the show.
 






Chapter 13

 


Amber was bred first. I watched in glee as her plump legs were opened then her feet put in stirrups and locked into place.
 

Her breeding partner was off to the side stroking himself up.
 

The doc gave her one final exam, then stepped aside.
 

The bull stepped up and before he smashed his cock into her, he laid it down on her belly to see how far up her it would reach.
 

Amber stared at it in wide-eyed disbelief. She looked up into his eyes and I thought I saw her shake her head like she was saying “no.”
 

The bull just smiled. He pushed the head of his cock into her.
 

Amber gasped and her body tensed up.
 

Then he eased the rest of his breeding muscle into her body, inch by inch, stepping forward as he went.
 

Amber’s mouth and eyes got rounder and wider. She kept glancing down between her legs to stare at him disappearing into her body.
 

He had about two inches of meat left when he stopped.
 

Amber began to squirm and mewl a little, trying to twist on his cock.
 

He put his dark hands against her alabaster hips, stood a little wider, then twisted a little to one side as he lunged at her with his hips.
 

Amber’s face twisted in agony, then the pained expression faded to bliss as the last two inches of black meat drove up into her drooling puss.
 

“Ata girl,” the bull muttered.
 

The fuck was quick. He’d been primed and a new nurse stepped forward with the vibrating wand, applying it to Amber’s clit as the bull was about to release. They came together in a cacophony of grunts and shrieks.
 

Then he was off her and her legs were hoisted up and pressed together so as not to spill any of his seed.
 

Susan was next. She had been saddled in the chair while Amber was being fucked. She was staring eagerly at the stud in front of her stroking his thick cock.
 

I felt a shiver of jealousy as I watched him step up and in between her legs. Susan held a special place in my heart. Her dominance had always made me so aroused. Often when I couldn’t sleep I would think about the smell of the soles of her feet and masturbate. The memory would always make me ejaculate quickly.
 

She looked over at me and smiled through the glass.
 

The dark man at her middle forced his cock into her, wiping the smile from her face. He stepped forward and impaled more of it into her. Her mouth opened in an “O” and her eyes bugged. A moan burst out of her as the hard meat stretched the lips of her tight cunt.
 

Once inside he began sawing away with the nurse hovering above Susan’s pussy with her wand. The wand came down as the bull’s ass began to flex.
 

Susan screamed and came.
 

I felt a little tight in the chest. It was an emotional day.
 

Then it was Ichiko’s turn. Sweet little Ichiko. She hadn’t yet been placed in the chair. She was standing at the center of the room on full display. Her bountiful breasts were heaving with each breath, nipples stiff and ready. She had a lovely shape, her ass and hips built to produce and deliver offspring.
 

She walked daintily over to the chair. Her tits shook with each step.
 

Her bull was in the background, stroking himself and staring at her like a predator stalking prey.
 

Ichiko giggled as her ankles were shackled in place. But as her legs were parted, her pussy cleaving apart to reveal the fertile pink flesh inside her hole.
 

I shook as the bull took up position.
 

Ichiko tried to smile but couldn’t. She looked scared. Excited, but scared. Her pussy looked so delicate and fragile beneath his dark spear.
 

He pressed into her with his hands on her shoulders. Ichiko’s whole body began to shake as his snake twisted in. She let out a wailing moan that shook me to the core. When he entered her fully she gazed into his eyes.
 

“You like that, baby?” he asked. “A little dark meat?”
 

Ichiko started rocking back and forth, face twisted in agonized bliss. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”
 

He snarled then gave her what she wanted. The rhythmic pumping of his stiff black cock deep inside her cunt.
 

Watching her Asian body writhing on his muscle was like staring at some ancient, primal dance. His fixation on her added to the effect, while Ichiko flailed and gnashed her teeth and rolled her head from side to side.
 

Her cries were the song that they were mating too, a song I would never make any woman sing.
 

That thought sank through me like a warm stone. As lucky as I was to have had Amber and Susan and Ichiko in my life that time was coming to an end. They would be fucked until they were bred the same way Claire had been.
 

I wondered if they would become as horny as her?
 

Even if they did, my mouth and manhood would no longer be enough for them. They would need the black cock to fill them day after day. Only the black cock would give them what they craved.
 

The warm stone settled in my gut, hardening my cock.
 

My genetic line stopped here. I would never be blessed with being a breeder as the man between Ichiko’s legs had been. I was inferior, a pale shadow of his towering dark strength.
 

Humanity would move forward stronger than ever.
 

I was meant to be left behind.
 

The man between Ichiko’s legs took longer to ejaculate. Every so often the nurse would hover her wand over Ichiko’s clit, thinking it was time. Each time she backed away.
 

Ichiko was brought up and over one orgasm, then another, then a third.
 

Each time he watched her, his lips curling in a smile as he saw what his cock did to her face, the way it painted a joyous pain across her lips.
 

Only when Ichiko was exhausted and spent did he grunt and jerk his head.
 

The nurse pressed the wand against her clit, reanimating her for him.
 

Ichiko shook and screamed.
 

His cock hardened inside her, releasing its seed.
 

I shuddered in the chair. My own cock was painfully hard but with my wrists strapped in I couldn’t do a thing about it. As I watched Ichiko coming again, saw the thick river of seed that was spilling from between their flesh, I felt a gush of seed ooze through my shaft. It dribbled out of the head of my cock.
 

Another emission with no feeling of release.
 

When it was over he stepped away and Ichiko’s legs were raised as the other women’s had been. Her thighs were pressed shut.
 

I wondered how long it would be before someone came and got me. But I didn’t really care. I was in a good place, a happy place. My women had all been taken from me but I felt at peace.
 

With my chin on my chest, I drifted off to sleep.
 






Epilogue

 


Claire draws the little bundle away from her teat and hands it to the nurse.
 

The woman walks out of the room to lay the baby in her crib.
 

Milk gushes out of Claire’s swollen tit.
 

“Oh gosh, Mikey, can you help me with this?”
 

I nod, slip down off the chair and crawl over to the bed.
 

Claire lifts her tit and feeds me the nipple, spraying milk over my cheek.
 

A hot and creamy blast of it hits the back of my throat. I start to suck and swallow. Suck and swallow. I feel a presence behind me. I look sideways to see Tyrone standing at the door. His half-hard cock jerks between his legs.
 

“He almost done?” he asks.
 

“Almost. I’m really milky today,” Claire replies.
 

When I look up it’s to see that her eyes are glued to him. She’s smiling and she starts to squirm. A waft of her arousal drifts up from between her legs. Her nipple hardens in my mouth.
 

This is my life now. I’m Claire’s pump, cleaning her up so that she doesn’t leak too much all over Tyrone while he’s fucking her.
 

But you know what? I like it. I love it, actually.
 

She pops me off her tit and shoves the other one into my mouth.
 

I suck until she runs dry.
 

Claire puts the palm of her hand on my forehead and shoves me out of the way.
 

I crawl back to my chair.
 

She spreads her legs.
 

Tyrone sinks down between her thighs and kisses her gently on the lips.
 

I close my eyes.
 

The filthy wet sound of his cock splitting her pussy lips, then thrusting into her with a rich slurp hardens my cock and brings a smile to my lips.
 

I’m glad to be in the Ark.
 

I’m glad that we’re alive.
 

I’m already looking forward to Claire becoming pregnant again.
 

Humanity will be rebuilt by the strongest and most fertile.
 

The future is mocha.
 



THE END
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