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Chapter One

“Ellen, wait up!”

The tiny, black-haired woman turned around at the sound of her name. Megan and Rob continued up the sidewalk until they got to their neighbor’s driveway.

“Hey, you two. What’s up?” Ellen said.

“We were just out for a walk. Haven’t seen you in a while. How are you? How much longer do you have?” Megan asked.

Ellen ran her hand over her swollen belly. Her white top stretched taut over her pregnant bulge, and her engorged tits created an exciting amount of creamy cleavage in the scoop neck.

“Just a couple more weeks. Tomorrow is my last day at work,” she said.

“Oh my god, you must be so excited,” Megan said. She smiled at her good friend and neighbor. “What does it feel like?” she asked, rubbing her hand on her own flat stomach.

“Awful,” Ellen said, “and absolutely incredible. The cramps, and the back pain, and having to pee every ten minutes all really suck, but it’s so worth it when I feel her moving.” She swung her purse up to her shoulder and put both hands on the sides of her stomach. “Oooh! Megan, come here.”

Megan stepped closer, and Ellen grabbed her wrist, putting the taller woman’s hand right where her own had been.

“Feel that?” she said.

Megan’s eyes widened, as she felt the tiny, kicking creature inside her friend’s belly. Ellen grinned at her, her beautiful Korean features lighting up. She waved to Megan’s husband.

“Come here, Rob. You can feel it, too.”

“Umm, if you’re sure,” he said. Rob approached cautiously, extending a tentative hand toward Ellen’s bulging middle.

Megan laughed at his timidness, and took his hand firmly in hers. She pressed it against Ellen’s baby bump. “Do you feel it?” she asked.

“Uhhh…yeah…I mean…” He stammered, and his eyes weren’t on their neighbor’s belly.

Megan followed his gaze, then slapped him on the shoulder. “Jesus, Rob, stop staring. Ellen, sweetie, you’re leaking a bit there.”

The front of Ellen’s top showed two wet stains spreading from the tips of her swollen breasts. As the escaping milk soaked the white cloth, the sheer fabric of her bra could be seen underneath, as well as the dark shadows of her nipples.

Ellen laughed, and plucked at her top. “Damn. That sometimes happens when she kicks. I really should be wearing a nursing bra, but they just aren’t very sexy.” The wet spots formed two dark rivers down her top.

Rob’s hand was still on Ellen’s belly, and Megan saw him lick his lips while he surreptitiously stared at her tits. She also saw the bulge in the front of his khakis. Looking at her friend, she saw that Ellen had noticed the same thing. The two of them traded a look, then Megan pulled her husband away.

“Come on, honey, let’s leave Ellen alone so she can go change.”

They waved to their neighbor, and went the few feet to their own driveway. As they walked to the side door of their house, Rob kept sneaking glances over the fence at Ellen.

“That was nice seeing Ellen,” Megan said as they entered the kitchen. “I can’t believe she’s so close to having her baby.”

Rob got a glass of water from the sink, and sat at the kitchen island. “Hmm? What was that, dear?”

Megan laughed. “Boy, that really got to you, didn’t it?”

Her husband looked away in embarrassment.

“No, it’s fine, Rob,” she said. “It was hot, seeing her like that. She looks so beautiful with that big belly.” She rubbed her hand in a circle over her own stomach. “I wonder what that would feel like, inside,” she said.

Rob squirmed in his chair, and Megan saw him plucking at the front of his pants under the counter.

“And when her boobs started leaking? Oh my god, was that sexy,” she said. She cupped one of her own large breasts, and looked down at the tip, like she expected a wet spot to form any second. While no milk came out of her, she felt her nipples harden inside her bra, and saw the bumps pressing through her top.

“I wonder what it would be like to suck on them? What do you think it tastes like?” she asked.

Rob groaned, and closed his eyes.

“God, it makes me want to get pregnant,” she said. She looked sheepishly at her husband, knowing she’d crossed a line.

“Oh, god, me too,” Rob said. His eyes popped open as he realized what he’d said. “Oh…umm…Megan, honey…I’m sorry. I know it’s been hard on you, because of my…well, you know.”

“Your infertility? Yes, Rob, it has been.” She smiled gently at her blushing husband. “But we’ll work it out.”

* * *

“Rob, honey?” Megan said, sweeping into the living room.

“Hmmm?”

“Ellen called. She just got back from dinner with her boss—a farewell before she goes on maternity leave—and she wanted to invite us over for drinks.”

“I don’t know, Megan, I—”

“But I didn’t want her to play hostess in her condition, so I told her to come here instead. They’ll be over in a minute.”

Rob sat up in his recliner. “They’re coming here?” he asked.

“That’s what I said, honey. You’ll have to try being social for a little while.” She straightened the stack of magazines on the coffee table. “She really likes her boss, Rob. Just do this for me. And for Ellen. OK?”

“Well, I—”

“Great! How about putting on a pot of coffee—better make it decaf—while I go change.” She breezed out of the room, leaving Rob with his mouth hanging open.

She had just zipped up her strapless, blue dress when the doorbell rang. “I’ll get it!” she called down to her husband. She picked up her shoes, and hurried down the stairs to the front entry. Stepping into her heels, she smoothed the front of her dress, brushed back her blonde hair, and opened the door.

“Hey, Meg.” Ellen came in, wrapped in a long, black coat.

Megan froze in the doorway, her greeting dying on her lips. Following Ellen through the door was the most beautiful black man she’d ever seen. He was tall—towering over his small Asian companion—and his light grey suit was perfectly tailored to show his broad shoulders and narrow waist. His handsome face turned to her as he stepped through the door, and his brilliant smile hit her as he held out his hand.

“Good evening, Megan,” he said. “I’m Andre. Very pleased to finally meet you.” His deep voice rumbled through her brain, down her nerves, and straight to her dampening pussy.

She continued staring at him until Ellen’s hand on her arm snapped her out of it.

“Meg? Are you OK?” she asked.

Megan blinked a couple times, and as her head cleared she noticed his large hand in front of her. She held out her own hand, and watched it get swallowed up by his firm grip. His palm was rough with calluses, but dry and warm, and his nails were neatly manicured. She shivered as he ran his thumb over the back of her hand in a soft caress, before releasing her.

“Meg! Hello?”

Ellen’s voice brought her back to the real world. Her neighbor grinned at her, and Megan blushed at her awkwardness. She took a deep breath to collect herself, and got back to playing hostess. Andre had an expression somewhere between a smile and a smirk on his face as he watched her.

“Hmmm, yes, come in. Come in,” Megan said, stepping back to allow them to enter. Andre’s presence filled the small foyer, and she was surprised at how far back she had to tilt her head to look up at him.

Ellen took off her coat, revealing a jade green, sleeveless dress with a plunging neckline that showed even more cleavage than she had two nights ago. The empire waist on the dress tightened just under her breasts, and then flared out over her pregnant belly until it gathered again around her narrow hips. It made her bulge look absolutely huge, but Ellen carried her pregnancy proudly, not trying to hide anything. Megan caught Andre looking at Ellen’s bump with a gentle smile.

Her neighbor had been in their house many times before, and she led the way from the foyer to the living room while Megan hung up her coat. Rob came through the door from the kitchen, and stopped dead in his tracks when he saw Ellen in her low-cut dress. His gaze scanned up and down her body, until he noticed the hulking presence of Andre just behind her. His eyes widened, and he took an involuntary step back at the sight of the huge black man in his living room.

Megan bustled in. “Rob, good, there you are,” she said. “This is Andre, Ellen’s boss.”

Rob stepped forward, having to crane his neck up to look Andre in the face, just like Megan had. Also like Megan, Andre’s large hand totally engulfed the smaller man’s as they shook.

“Nice to meet you, Rob,” he said.

Rob stepped back, as Megan stepped forward.

“Have a seat, you two,” she said, pointing to their couch. “Rob, honey, can you get drinks? Ellen, I made some decaf if you’d like?”

“Hmm, maybe tea? Something to calm my stomach. Dinner was a little spicier than I thought it would be. I’m sure she’s going to punish me for it.” she said, touching her stomach.

“Of course, sweetie. Rob drinks some kind of herbal tea that I’m sure will do the trick.”

Ellen nodded, as she tried to sit gracefully on the couch, only to end up flopping backward into the cushions. She levered herself into a more comfortable position, groaning as she stretched her back.

“Ahh, that feels better,” she said. “The chairs in that restaurant weren’t made for short, pregnant chicks.”

“Andre, what can we get you?” Megan asked.

“Scotch, neat, if you can,” he said.

“I think we can dig out a bottle. And Rob, dear, open that bottle of San Juliano red that I got yesterday. Thanks, hon.” She sat in an overstuffed beige armchair, facing her guests, as Rob retreated into the kitchen.

The second her husband left, Megan leaned in close. “OK, spill,” she said to Ellen. “Is this him?”

“Ha, you think I’m going to tell you?” Ellen said.

Megan blushed. “I mean, I was just…”

Andre chuckled. “Stop teasing, Elle,” he said. “Megan’s your friend; I’m sure she knows what a little slut you are. Why don’t you tell her what you did on top of my desk yesterday.”

Ellen gasped, then gave him a look somewhere between a grin and a fake pout. He put a hand on her bare knee. She sighed, and opened her legs, moving her thigh into contact with his. Her tiny hand came down on top of his large one, tracing small circles over the dark skin.

Megan’s mouth opened in surprise at his bluntness, but a tingle ran through her body at the picture that popped into her head; her tiny neighbor, naked on a polished mahogany desk, almost hidden under a mountain of dark, muscular flesh, getting fucked relentlessly by a huge black cock. She shuddered as she looked back at her friend.

Rob came in, carrying a tray. He passed out drinks, then sat off to the side, on a wooden chair from the dining room.

“So you’re officially done with work?” Megan asked her neighbor.

“Yup. Now I just sit around and wait to pop,” Ellen said.

“So what about you, Andre are you going to miss her in the office?”

“Oh, yes. She’s invaluable to me,” he said. “I haven’t been able to find a good enough replacement, yet.”

“I told you Andre, you should ask Megan. She’d be perfect.” Ellen smiled at her.

Andre cast an appraising eye on Megan, and she blushed for what seemed like the tenth time that night. His steady gaze obviously wasn’t checking out her business skills. She shifted her arms to squeeze her boobs together, deepening the cleavage in the low-cut front of her dress. He lingered on her chest for a moment before looking into her eyes.

“Well, I’ll have to bring her in for an interview,” he said.

Megan shivered. The deep confidence in his voice, his piercing dark eyes, and the knowledge of what he had done with Ellen at his office, was getting her wet. She rubbed her thighs together as she sat back in her chair.

“You’d love it at Andre’s firm, Megan,” Ellen said. “It’s always exciting there. We…oh!” She put her hands on her belly. “Damn, the little lady’s kicking up a storm tonight.” She looked at Andre. “I told you that place was too spicy.” She pressed in on her bulging stomach, and winced.

‘Are you OK, Ellen?” Megan asked. “Does it hurt?”

“Hmm? Oh…no. It’s just a little uncomfortable when she punches a kidney, or kicks me in the bladder. She’s going to be a handful when she finally comes out.”

Megan smiled at her friend. Ellen really enjoyed being pregnant, in spite of all the discomforts. She looked at Andre, who looked back at her over the rim of his glass as he took a sip. She smiled at him, and then turned to her husband, sitting off to the side.

Rob had a stunned look on his face, and Megan saw that his gaze was locked on Ellen’s boobs, where…

“Ellen, honey, you’re leaking again,” she said.

The tiny Korean girl plucked at the front of her dress. “Damn! Why the fuck does this always happen?” She looked up at the rest of them, her face coloring in embarrassment. “Nothing is supposed to come out of my tits until after the baby is born. The doctor said it might be a hormone imbalance, but he couldn’t figure out exactly what was going on. I’m sorry you guys.”

Megan turned to her husband. “Rob, can you…Rob!” He tore his gaze away from Ellen’s breasts, looking sheepish as he faced her. “Can you get Ellen a towel? Please?”

He hopped out of his chair and headed for the kitchen, still keeping an eye on the dark stains growing on the front of Ellen’s dress.

As much as Ellen had been embarrassed by her leaking tits, she didn’t seem embarrassed about exposing them. She slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and tugged down the jade green bodice, releasing her swollen breasts. Her dark brown areolae and hard, thick nipples gistened with moisture. She cupped her hands under her engorged orbs, trying to keep the dribbling milk from getting to the delicate fabric.

Megan heard footsteps behind her, and then a loud gasp. Rob stood in the doorway with a towel in his hand, open mouthed, his gaze locked onto Ellen’s tits. Andre, who had remained calmly silent during the whole episode, chuckled deeply as he watched Rob’s reaction.

Megan was suddenly ashamed of her husband. He was acting like a child, staring so blatantly at a pair of tits. He’d seen her breasts a million times, but never reacted like this. Maybe it was the fact that it was a new pair that he hadn’t seen before, but she was almost positive that it had more to do with the yellowish-white liquid dripping into Ellen’s hands.

“Rob!” she yelled. He jumped. “Don’t just stare at her tits, give her the towel.” She turned to the other two. “You think he’d never seen boobs before.”

Ellen had seen Rob staring, and a slow smile spread across her face. As he got closer, she teased him by lifting her breasts, pointing them right at him. Rob stopped well away from the topless woman and held out the towel.

“Rob, honey,” she said, “I can’t let go or it will spill.”

Rob didn’t move, simply standing in place with the towel extended.

Megan got up from her chair. “Jesus, Rob, get a grip.” She swiped the towel out of his hand, and sat next to her friend on the couch. Small pools of milk filled Ellen’s hands, as she cupped them under her nipples. Megan felt a tingle run through her own hardening nipples as a drop appeared at the very tip of Ellen’s breast, and then rolled down her smooth skin to puddle between her fingers.

Megan held the towel up under Ellen’s breasts, letting her friend pull her hands away.

“Whew, thanks,” she said. A drop ran down her wrist, and she lifted her arm. Her small pink tongue extended to lick up the escaping liquid. Megan and Rob both moaned at the sight. Ellen looked surprised at her friends’ reactions, but then she smiled at Megan, and held out her hand.

Megan’s pussy flooded as she took the smaller girls wrist, and licked at her fingers. The sweet, slightly salty flavor hit her tongue, and a shiver ran through her. She pressed two of Ellen’s fingers between her lips, and sucked on them, running her tongue over them like she had a small cock in her mouth. Ellen gasped, and Megan groaned.

On impulse, remembering her earlier desire, Megan pulled away from Ellen’s fingers and dove for her nipple. Her tongue touched the leaking tip, and the concentrated flavor filled her mouth.

“Oh, yes, sweetie,” Ellen moaned. She tangled her milky fingers in Megan’s hair, and pressed the blonde’s mouth even tighter to her breast.

Megan wrapped her lips around the stubby nipple, and sucked strongly, getting more thin, warm liquid out of her friend’s tit. She brought her hand up to cup the other leaking breast, squeezing it gently, letting the milk run over her fingers and down her arm.

As Megan nursed at one breast and massaged the other, Ellen gasped and tightened her hand in Megan’s hair. She reached out toward Andre, clutching at the hard shaft of his cock under his thin suit pants.

“Oh, god yes, Meg…drink me up,” Ellen moaned. Using the hand in Megan’s hair, she pulled her friend away from one breast and guided her soft lips to the other one. “Yes, baby, that feels so good. Suck my titties you little—”

“Hnnngg!”

Megan heard the noise from behind her, and knew instantly what had happened. Reluctantly, she pulled away from Ellen’s nipple and turned around. Rob was grabbing at the crotch of his khakis, while a dark stain spread through the cloth. His eyes were still fixed on Ellen’s exposed breasts.

“Rob! Oh my god! Did you really just…?”

Her husband snapped out of his trance, and looked at his wife, then down at his crotch. His face turned bright red, and he used both hands to cover the expanding wet spot. “Honey…I, uh…I just…” He looked at her helplessly.

“You did, didn’t you?” Megan said. “You came in your pants. Jesus, Rob. What were you—” She stopped abruptly and looked around, realizing what the scene in her living room looked like. She had been sucking on another woman’s tits after all. Her own pussy was soaked, and she probably could cum as well, if she just got a finger on her throbbing clit.

She sighed, and looked at her pathetic husband. “Just…go change, Rob. Please?” she said.

Still holding his hands over his crotch, Rob bolted for the stairs.

Almost before he’d left, the other three burst into laughter.

“Oh my god, I’m sorry, guys,” Meagan said, covering her mouth with her hand.

Ellen had the towel up around her breasts. “Don’t be sorry Meg. It was a little weird, but it was hot, too, you sucking on my tits like that. Still, I’ve never made a guy cum just by flashing my boobs at him.” She looked at Andre. “This one here takes fucking forever to get off.”

Andre chuckled. “And you love every minute of it, slut.”

Megan’s pussy twitched at the ease and confidence in his deep voice, calling her friend a slut so casually in front of other people. Ellen obviously didn’t mind the label—she grinned at Megan and nodded her agreement.

“Don’t I wish,” Megan said. “You can see what I have to deal with.” She jerked her thumb toward the stairs. “Trust me, less than a minute isn’t unusual. Plus, he’s shooting blanks. I’ll never get what you have, Elle.”

Ellen gave her a look of sympathy. The pregnant woman was still rubbing her hand on Andre’s leg, caressing the bulge under his pants. She set the soaked towel on the coffee table, but made no move to cover her tits. Instead, she leaned over to whisper in her boss’s ear. Andre listened quietly, and then grinned.

“Megan, sweetie,” Ellen said, turning to her friend, “I want to give you something. A gift. And a bribe, so I can get your help with the baby when she comes.” She rubbed her belly.

Megan arched her eyebrow. “Oh? What kind of gift?”

“The best kind,” Ellen said. “The kind that keeps giving and giving.” She leaned over to give Andre a firm kiss, while her hands worked at his belt.

Megan reached up to squeeze her own tits through her dress. She knew what Ellen was suggesting, and she was soaked just thinking about it.

She’d been dreaming of something like this for months now—ever since Ellen revealed that she was pregnant. Rob, along with being a lousy, passive lover, could never give her a baby. Megan had felt for years like something was missing in her life, and watching Ellen’s stomach swell with new life had convinced her what it was: she needed a baby of her own. Until this moment, she’d never thought of crossing that line, of going after what she wanted, regardless of how it would affect her life and her marriage.

Ellen had Andre’s pants open, and Megan licked her lips as her friend pulled out the largest, darkest, cock she had ever seen. It looked…dangerous. It scared her in so many ways, but excited her so many more that she moaned, and got up off the couch to get closer.

Ellen’s tiny hand couldn’t wrap around the thickness of the ebony shaft. The egg-shaped head glistened with moisture, and as she watched, a bead of clear fluid appeared at the tip. Megan wanted to shove her friend out of the way and get her mouth on him, but she was too late. Ellen, leaned down, and with a flick of her tongue, lapped up the glistening drop.

Andre gave a short, deep-throated groan. Ellen opened her lips, and tried to stuff as much of the broad head into her face as she could.

Megan stood watching. Her hands fluttered involuntarily in her frustration. She was mesmerized by this huge, dark, man. She needed to touch him, to taste him, give herself to him, but for all of her disappointment with her husband, she couldn’t quite bring herself to take that first step. Not without help.

Andre must have seen her hesitation. “Megan,” he said.

She locked her blue eyes onto his dark ones. He looked so assured, sprawled on her couch, one arm casually stretched across the back, while the other rested on the dark head of her topless, pregnant, cock-sucking best friend.

“Take off your dress, beautiful,” he said. “Let me see that incredible body.”

Megan shivered. Her fingers fumbled at the zipper that started under her arm and ran down her side. She managed to pull it down, and her dress started sliding down her front. She put an arm across her breasts, not letting it fall just yet. She could feel her hard nipples rubbing against the cloth. Her panties were soaked, and she could smell her own excitement, even under the folds of her dress. She paused for a second, watching Ellen stretch her mouth wide over the tip of Andre’s cock, then she took a deep breath, and moved her arm away.

The dress pooled around Megan’s feet, and she stepped carefully out of it, moving closer to the couch. Her heavy, pink-nippled tits swayed as she took a step, and she found herself thrusting her chest out, displaying herself for the man she desperately wanted to fuck.

Andre’s attention was on her chest as she stepped up to the couch. She moaned softly as his hand reached out to caress her hip and travel down her bare leg. She parted her legs, and pushed her mound forward, letting his fingertips glide up the soft skin of her inner thigh, and press firmly into the wet crotch of her panties.

“Get those off,” Andre said, pulling his hand back.

Megan hooked her thumbs in the sides of her lace thong, and slid it slowly down her long legs. Her bare pussy tingled as it was exposed to the cooler air. There were no more barriers between Ellen’s beautiful, black boss, and her lust.

His hand came back to tug on her hip, drawing her onto the couch with him. She pressed her naked body against his clothed one, feeling the firm muscles under the tailored suit. She put both hands on his shoulders, and leaned in to plant her lips firmly on his, her mouth opening to accept his thrusting tongue. She moaned into him as his strong hand squeezed her ass, and pulled her body even closer.

She heard a grunt from Ellen, as her friend took more and more of Andre’s length into her tiny mouth, the broad hand on her head encouraging her to go deeper. The Asian girl pulled at her swollen nipple, dripping milk onto Andre’s leg. He kneaded the cheeks of Megan’s firm ass as they kissed, inching his fingers lower until they dipped between her thighs. She jumped when his blunt fingertip slid over her puckered asshole, and moaned loudly as he move lower to brush the sensitive lips of her pussy.

Pulling back suddenly from their kiss, she pried his hand away from her slick folds, and climbed to her feet. Andre watched her, expressionless, while Ellen bobbed up and down on his black cock.

“I want what she has,” Megan said, pointing to her pregnant friend.

Andre lifted one eyebrow but remained silent.

“I want you…I need you…to fuck me. You need to get me pregnant like Ellen. I want to have your baby.”

There was a gasp from the doorway, and Megan spun around to see Rob—in a clean pair of pants—taking in the scene. She opened her mouth to say something to him, but then snapped it shut and turned back to the couch.

“Please, Andre,” she said. She dropped to her knees in front of him, right at eye level with Ellen’s bouncing head and Andre’s dark, shiny-wet cock. She put a hand on his knee and ran it slowly up his muscular thigh, looking all the while into his eyes. “Please.”

Andre tightened his hand in Ellen’s hair, and lifted her away from his dick. She groaned in disappointment, but wrapped her hand around him and pumped his shaft as he pulled her head up. He kissed the dark-haired girl hard, and she moaned.

“What do you think, slut?” Andre said, pulling back. “Should I give this hot little bitch a baby, just like you?”

“Oh, fuck yes, baby,” Ellen said. “Knock her up. I want to watch her belly swell up with your black baby.” She smiled down at her naked friend. “It’ll be so much fun.”

Megan sat expectantly. She wanted to add her hand along with Ellen’s, sliding up and down Andre’s massive cock, but she waited for permission.

“Well,” Ellen’s handsome black boss said, “I try to keep my employees happy. If that’s what you want, then I’ll make it happen.”

Ellen squealed and released Andre’s shaft to clap her hands. “Oh, god, thanks, baby. She’ll be a great fuck, I promise!”

Megan blushed at her friend’s words, but didn’t look away from the hard cock bobbing in front of her.

“So, Megan, are you sure this is what you want?” he asked.

Megan bit her lip, and nodded her head. She reached for his beautiful cock, but he brushed her hand away. He stood abruptly, dumping Ellen onto the couch cushions, and towering over the kneeling blonde. The plum head of his dark tool waggled in front of her eyes.

“Stand up,” he said.

Megan shuddered at the command in his voice. She rose to her feet, her large breasts bouncing, and her hard nipples aching for a touch.

He took off his grey suit jacket, folding it neatly in half and passing it to Ellen. He smiled knowingly as Megan’s eyes roamed his broad shoulders.

“You do the rest,” he said.

Immediately, Megan was on him. With a moan, she pressed her belly into him, trapping his cock between them. Her hands loosened his tie, then went to work on the buttons of his shirt. A noise from behind her barely registered through her lust, but Andre stiffened briefly.

“You!” he said.

Megan jumped in surprise, afraid she’d done something wrong.

“Get in here.”

She realized he wasn’t talking to her, and went back to her task. The only thing that mattered right now was getting him naked, and getting his cock inside her.

“Sit down,” he said. He was looking over her shoulder.

Megan understood now…Rob. She thought about turning around—trying to explain things to her husband—but then realized that Andre had it all under control. She would let the strong man handle the weak man. She peeled his shirt back, revealing the broad planes of his chest, his bulging shoulders, thick arms, and tight, rippled abs. Her pussy was flooded, filling the air with the scent of her arousal.

“You’re going to sit there, quietly. And you’re going to watch me fuck your horny little wife. She wants a baby, so I’m going to do what you can’t.”

Megan knelt on the floor, and tugged at his foot, trying to get his shoe off. She did her best to ignore the thick cock dancing above her, as she pulled his sock off, and went after the other foot. She knew instinctively that she wasn’t allowed to touch his dick until she’d completed her task. Still, she lifted her head a couple inches, and felt the heavy shaft brush against her blonde hair.

Both shoes were off now, so she tugged at his pants, drawing them down his dark, muscular thighs. As he stepped out of them, she looked up at him, her blue eyes wide in expectation. He chuckled, then sank back onto the couch. He spread his legs wide, and gripped the base of his cock, wagging it up and down.

“Well?” he said.

With a moan of relief, Megan crawled between his legs. She finally got a hand on his beautiful cock, feeling the hot, smooth skin over the rock-hard core. She wrapped her long fingers around him, getting a little more in her grip than Ellen’s tiny hands, but not much.

Her pussy twitched as she jacked his cock up and down. In her mind, she could already feel the broad head splitting her lips and heading for her fertile womb. It was going to stretch her tight hole to its limit, but she couldn’t wait to feel it inside her. After years of marriage to Robert’s tiny organ, she was finally going to get a real fucking.

Her daydreams were interrupted by Andre’s impatient hands on her head. He cupped her cheeks in his warm, large paws, and pulled her pretty red lips toward the dark crown of his monster. She didn’t resist; she wanted this as much as him. She wanted to use every part of her body to please her new lover, the future father of her baby.

Beads of fluid leaked from the deep hole in the tip, and she inhaled his musky scent, just before she extended her pink tongue and licked at the source. She swirled her tongue around his head, lapping up the evidence of his excitement.

He didn’t let her linger; his hands tugged her head closer, pressing the warm, spongy tip of his cock against her open mouth. She ran her tongue over her parted lips, getting them wet so that she could slide him in. Her mouth opened wide, and then wider still, as the head of his cock forced its way into her. She’d never had anything this size in her mouth before, and her jaw felt stretched as he pushed forward over her slithering tongue.

She thought she knew what to expect, but having this giant column of flesh in her mouth was more than she could have imagined. Is scared her almost as much as it turned her on. Her juices dripped down her thigh, and she desperately wanted to send a hand down to her overheated pussy, but at the same time, she was afraid to let go of his cock, like it might suddenly shoot forward and explode out the back of her head. She was wrestling a dangerous monster, and it was best to keep her attention focused.

Especially now, when the round head pressed into the back of her mouth and headed for her throat. She took a deep breath through her nose and pressed her own head forward, anxious to try what she had seen Ellen doing just minutes before. She felt her gag reflex kick in, and savagely willed it away—she would not choke on this dick. It would be too embarrassing.

Forcing her head down, she felt her throat stretching as the warm, wet tip of Andre’s wonderful cock moved deeper into her body. That was her only desire at this point; to get his tool as deep inside her as she could. Her airway was completely plugged now, but she pushed forward, taking everything that she could.

“Oh, god, look at that.” Ellen’s voice was muffled by Andre’s hands over her ears. “Look at that blonde bitch take your big, black cock, baby.”

Andre simply grunted, and held Megan’s head in place. His cock pulsed inside her mouth, swelling and contracting inside the stretched entrance to her throat. She started to panic a little as she felt the effects of not being able to breathe. When she tried to pull back, Andre’s strong hands clamped onto her head.

Seconds ticked by as she struggled in his iron grip, until she understood what she was doing wrong: she was fighting him, instead of surrendering to him. He was in charge, and he was making sure that she knew it. Even as her lungs screamed for air, she relaxed her muscles and gave in to whatever he had planned for her.

He must have felt her submission, because his hands loosened, and his giant plug of flesh retreated from her throat. She gasped for breath, and almost choked on spit and precum as he pulled completely out of her stretched mouth. Saliva dribbled between her lips and onto the couch, as his cock popped free. He tipped her head up, and she saw his lazy smile, his bright white teeth shining down on her. His chiseled abs tightened as he leaned forward and gave her a gentle kiss on her forehead. Her pussy throbbed—she was so turned on by this beautiful man, and his combination of strength and tenderness.

Her job wasn’t done though, as he reminded her by bringing her head back to his glistening black cock. It stood straight out between his thighs, looking even more dangerous than before. She licked her lips and opened wide.

The salty taste of his flesh was back on her tongue. She took a deep breath, getting ready for him to shove it deep. He pushed forward, but not as forcefully as before. His hips rocked as he drove in just far enough for her to feel his wide cockhead wedging into her throat, then back out. And in again. Her hands gripped his hard thighs as he held her head in place and fucked her wet mouth.

As his rhythm built, she tightened her lips around his shaft, sucking hard. Her tongue massaged the tube running down the underside of his cock as he cruised in and out between her soft lips. The heat in her pussy built, but she resisted the urge to touch herself. He would tell her when she could get her relief. For now, it was all about providing a tight, wet hole for his magnificent cock.

A hand ran down her back, and she flinched.

“Mmmm, Megan, you look so hot on your knees.”

Megan had completely forgotten about Ellen. Her friend’s soft hand caressed down Megan’s spine, and over the round cheeks of her ass. Megan moaned around Andre’s shaft as her pregnant neighbor dipped her hand lower, and ran one thin finger between the drooling lips of her pussy.

Ellen laughed. “Damn, baby, she’s soaked.”

Megan flushed in excitement and embarrassment. Ellen teased apart her pussy lips, and sent two fingers into her dripping channel. Finally getting something inside her pussy, Megan screamed around her mouthful of cock, and almost came on the spot. She gripped Andre’s thighs, and pushed back against Ellen’s hand.

The rush of sensation shivered through her, and she forgot to pay attention to her duties. Andre reminded her with a hard thrust, plunging into her throat deep enough to make her eyes water. Her lips tightened, and her tongue went back to work.

“You love this, don’t you, you horny bitch?” Ellen said. “You love getting fucked from both ends.”

With Andre’s hands holding her tight, she couldn’t nod, but she hummed loudly in agreement.

“What do you think, Rob? Doesn’t your wife look like a hot little slut, sucking a big, black dick right here in your living room?” Rob might have mumbled something, but in her position, Megan couldn’t hear it. Ellen added a third finger to her friend’s dripping hole. “She so tight right now, but wait until Andre’s cock gets done with her.”

Thinking about Andre’s cock shoving into her tight hole sent Megan over the edge. She squealed with her mouth full of dick, and pushed forward until her new lover’s tip wedged deep into her throat. Her legs trembled as she pushed back against Ellen’s fingers, flooding her friend’s hand with her leaking juices. Her belly rippled as her pussy spasmed with pleasure. Ellen put a hand on Megan’s ass to hold her steady, then pistoned her fingers in and out of her clenching cunt. Wet, squishing sounds competed with Megan’s high-pitched whine to fill the room.

When the shaking blonde couldn’t take any more, she reached between her legs to grab Ellen’s wrist, at the same time pulling back from Andre’s cock. His hands loosened in her hair, letting her mouth slide off his shiny wet pole. Spit leaked from her mouth and dripped onto the slopes of her tits. She rested her head on Andre’s thigh as she tried to calm her ragged breathing. Not forgetting her duty, she took his slick shaft in her hand and pumped the hard flesh while she recovered.

Ellen’s fingers retreated from her twitching hole. There was the sound of a zipper from behind her, and a whisper of cloth. Tiny hands reached around Megan’s body, and soft palms rubbed over her tits. She gasped as her neighbor pinched both of her hard nipples. Warm skin pressed against her back, as Ellen’s pregnant belly, and swollen breasts rubbed over her.

“Was that good, sweetie?” Ellen whispered in Megan’s ear.

“Oh god, yes,” Megan said. She got both hands on Andre’s tool, and rubbed the soft skin against her cheek. She glanced up to see his enigmatic smile.

He leaned toward her, and as she rose up to meet his lips, his thick cock slipped into the valley between her breasts. Ellen’s hands pressed Megan’s heavy, pale tits around their lover’s dark shaft, trapping him in the soft embrace of her cleavage. As Andre gripped her blonde hair and swirled his tongue in her mouth, her pregnant friend pinched her nipples, and rubbed her spit-wet tits up and down his lovely hard cock.

“God, I wish I was big enough to do this,” Ellen said from behind her. “Does it feel good?”

Since her mouth was occupied kissing Andre, Megan answered her friend by reaching up to put her own hands over Ellen’s. Together the two women fucked Andre’s cock between Megan’s tits, pressing her firm globes around his shaft and sliding the slippery soft skin over every inch of him.

Andre broke their kiss and leaned back. Megan dipped her head down and stuck out her tongue, trying to catch the black tip of his cock as it emerged from the creamy white mounds of her tits. She loved having her breasts played with, and the sensation of Andre’s shaft massaging the sensitive skin of her cleavage, while Ellen’s fingers tugged at her hard nipples, was sending her back up the slope toward another orgasm. Juices ran out of her gaping pussy and down her thighs as she bounced up and down.

Ellen moaned and pulled her hands away from Megan’s breasts. As the blonde housewife continued to pump Andre’s cock between her large tits, she saw her pregnant friend kneel on the couch beside her boss, and present one of her swollen, leaking breasts to his lips.

“Yesss…suck me, baby,” she moaned, as Andre latched onto her nipple. “Drink all of mama’s milk.”

Megan heard Rob groaning from somewhere behind her, but she ignored him as she watched her new man suck strongly at Ellen’s round breast. She couldn’t wait until her own tits were full of milk and waiting to be suckled. She squeezed her nipples as she pressed her breasts around Andre’s cock, imagining what it would feel like when her new baby nursed at her swollen mommy-tits.

She pressed her warm breasts tighter around Andre’s captive cock, wanting more than ever to please this beautiful, strong man. She needed him to want her—to desire her fertile body—so that she could get what she wanted in exchange.

Her efforts were having an effect. Andre moaned around his mouthful of Ellen’s breast, and his hips drove up off the couch, thrusting his slick cock into the tunnel between Megan’s tits. She swirled her tongue over the head every time it came in range, licking up the salty liquid leaking from the tip.

“Enough,” Andre said, as he pushed Ellen back into the cushions.

He stood up suddenly, dumping Megan on her ass. He moved behind her, and she turned her head to follow him. She saw Rob, sitting on the same high-backed wooden chair from earlier, both hands working at his covered crotch. His eyes locked with hers, but there was no challenge in them, just a glazed look of excitement.

Andre’s muscular thighs suddenly blocked her view, and his large hands circled her waist. He lifted her up as if she weighed nothing, and set her on the couch. Her knees barely rested on the cushion, and she turned her head so her cheek pressed into the soft fabric of the back. At the end of the couch, her pregnant, naked friend was watching them, slushing several fingers in and out of her flooded pussy, while her other hand pulled her erect, brown nipple. Milk and pussy juices glistened on her skin, running down her body to soak the fabric.

A heavy hand forced Megan’s head down, until her breasts mashed into the couch. Another hand pulled at her hip, raising her ass into the air. She felt so open at that moment—so exposed to her new lover. Her cheeks were spread apart by her position, and she knew that he could see the fat, swollen lips of her needy pussy, and the crinkled skin of her tight asshole.

Her thighs moved apart as Andre stepped up between her legs. His rough hand rubbed over her round ass, caressing one cheek, then the other. She wagged her backside at him, trying to tempt him into shoving his beautiful cock inside her. His hand dipped lower, and his thick finger ran up into her, gliding easily in her wet hole.

“Unnh…oh, god, yes,” she moaned.

His hand retreated, and she waited for him to fill her needy cunt with something larger than his finger. She held her breath, anticipating that first kiss of his cockhead on her swollen lips, but it never came.

“Please, Andre,” she said, thrusting her ass back at him, looking for any contact. She knew he was there—knew that his cock was hard and ready for her—why wasn’t he putting it in?

Fire raced through her nerves as Andre’s big hand smacked down on her raised butt. The crack echoed through the room, followed by Megan’s loud scream.

“Please what, slut?” His deep voice cut through the shock and pain.

“P…please, Andre. Please put it in me.”

Smack. “Put what in you? Tell me.”

“Oh, god. Your…cock. Put your cock in me.”

Smack. “My cock? You want me to fuck you?”

“Yes…yes, please.”

Smack. “Say it then, slut. Tell me what you want.”

“Fuck me!” she said. “Fuck me with your big cock. Fuck me until you cum inside me, and get me pregnant. Give me your baby!”

Smack. “My baby? My black baby? You want to have a black baby with a man you just met an hour ago?”

“God yes. I want it! I want your black baby!”

She waited for the next blow, for the next demand. Her whole body was tense. Her asscheeks felt hot, and incredibly sensitive.

“Good,” Andre said. One of his hands gripped her hip. “Take it.”

Megan buried her face in the couch cushion and screamed, as the fat head of his cock split the lips of her pussy and speared right up into her hole. She had tensed up under his painful slaps, and the stretching of her entrance hurt. The reality of his big tool forcing its way into her was more than she could have imagined. Certainly Rob had never opened her up like this.

She tried to relax, to accept the relentless battering ram of his cock as it pushed aside her slick inner walls. The discomfort of being stretched so violently quickly faded away. She wanted this, desperately, and from the first moment she’d seen his massive tool, she’d known what was coming. She’d been right to be frightened of his size, but she’d also been right when she’d imagined how delicious it felt to be forced open by a strong man.

Her new lover was giving her so many unexpected sensations—things that she’d somehow missed out on with her succession of white boyfriends, and then with Rob. She’d never known what it was like to be completely filled with cock, or how good it felt to surrender to her man’s power. If she did whatever he wanted, she was sure that Andre would give her everything that she wanted in return.

His long cock forced its way deeper inside her. She didn’t know if she could take his entire length—certainly nothing that big had ever tested her limits before now. His hand tightened on her hip as he thrust forward with his muscular legs. His warm thighs brushed against her sensitive ass cheeks, then pressed in harder, until the base of his cock mashed against her swollen lips. She had taken him all the way inside her, and she sagged into the couch in relief. Her belly was stuffed with cock, and she was sure that the broad head of Andre’s baby-maker was somewhere up around her ribs.

It wasn’t all discomfort though. Her entire body tingled. The stretched entrance of her pussy, and her exposed clit were sending pleasure signals directly to her brain. Her breasts felt heavy and tender, and her hard nipples delivered little buzzing thrills through her as they scraped against the cushions.

Just as she was getting used to the warm fullness inside her, Andre pulled back. The suctioning hold she had on his cock made it feel like he was pulling her insides out, along with his black tool. Obscene squishing sounds came from her soaked pussy, and streams of her hot juices ran down her thighs.

He paused again, with just the head of his beautiful cock inside her entrance.

“Please, Andre…” She turned to look for him over her shoulder. She needed him to see her need. “Please put it back in me.”

She gasped as his hand slapped down on her ass again, and her inner muscles clamped down on his tip. “Little white slut really wants it, doesn’t she?” he said.

“Stop teasing her, baby.” Ellen’s voice came from somewhere to Megan’s left. “Just give it to her. Hard.”

Andre chuckled, and Megan gasped, as his iron shaft speared back into her. Faster than before. His hips slapped against her round ass as he buried himself in a single thrust. She yelped as a jolt of pain, followed by a dull ache deep in her belly told her that he’d found her cervix. The thrill of having his potent cock knocking at the entrance to her womb helped her to ignore the discomfort. She wanted him as close as possible to his target when he released his seed inside her.

He pulled back again, leaving her empty, but before she could complain he was back, stuffing her wet hole full of warmth. He did exactly as Ellen told him, and gave it to her, hard. Each deep thrust forced the breath out of her, and each slick withdrawal sent pleasure through her core, driving her up the slope toward another overpowering orgasm. Her hands gripped at the cushions as her body was rocked by Andre’s strength.

“Mmm, that looks so good,” Ellen said. Megan turned her head and saw her pregnant friend at the end of the couch, rubbing her bulging belly, and occasionally swiping her fingers over her dripping pussy. “You love black cock now, don’t you?”

“Oh, god, yes,” Megan managed to gasp.

Ellen smiled at her. “Wait until he fills you with his baby. You’ll never want anything else, ever again.” Her eyes flickered to where Rob sat.

Megan didn’t bother to turn her head—she didn’t want to think about her husband or his sterile little dick right now. She just wanted to get lost in the feeling of Andre’s driving piston, and the tightening in her stomach that warned her of her approaching orgasm. She closed her eyes, and imagined herself in Ellen’s place, rubbing her huge, pregnant belly, and feeling her baby moving inside, while she fingered her wet cunt.

She was jolted out of her fantasy by a hard thrust from her black lover. She felt the pressure deep inside her as he battered her cervix again. His thrusts were coming faster, bashing her head into the couch back, and scraping her nipples over the cushions. A loud groan came from Andre’s throat, a noise that could only mean one thing…

“Oh, fuck yes. Cum inside me. Do it,” Megan cried. She drove her ass back hard, taking his entire length as deep as she could get it, trying to keep the business end of his cock pressed against her womb.

Andre dug his fingers into the hollow of her hips, pulling her back sharply against his slapping crotch. The speed and power of it overwhelmed her, and she let loose a long, continuous wail as her pussy was driven to the brink by thick black cock.

He leaned over her back. “Last chance, beautiful. If you don’t stop now, you’re mine.”

Her brain told her what her body already knew. “I’m yours, Andre. Completely. Don’t stop.”

Ellen gasped, as she heard Megan surrender to her boss. The pregnant girl rubbed furiously at her clit, splattering her juices onto her thighs, and the lower bulge of her swollen belly.

There was another gasp, from Rob, as he watched his wife about to cum on another man’s cock, and have her pussy filled with another man’s potent seed.

Megan pushed up onto her hands, and dropped her head between her arms, letting her long hair fall in front of her face. She was lost in her own pleasure, feeling the exquisite stretching of her wet pussy, and the swaying of her heavy tits as Andre’s hips slammed into her pink ass cheeks. She pictured the angry head of his black cock delving deep inside her, searching for her vulnerable womb, looking for a warm, wet place to deposit its thick load. When she felt him swell up even larger, she clamped her inner muscles down on his driving shaft, trying to lock him inside her hungry pussy. The sensations from his pistoning cock raced through her nerves, and she opened herself up to the building pleasure.

With one final thrust, Andre buried the full length of his cock in her tight channel, and held himself against her firm ass. A low groan rumbled through his chest and out from his parted lips.

She felt him twitch, like his heart was beating inside her pussy. Pulse after pulse vibrated through her belly, and suddenly, she was pulsing too. Her stomach contracted, and her back arched as her orgasm exploded through her body. Her inner muscles milked his shaft, sucking out the precious fluid that she wanted so desperately, squeezing it into her waiting womb.

“Oh, god, he’s doing it, Megan,” Ellen said. “He’s giving you your baby.”

Her joy at having Andre cum inside her kept her body buzzing, much longer than she was used to. Nothing had ever made her feel like this. She hardly noticed when Rob came inside her, usually because she was barely getting started by the time he finished. But with Andre, every movement, every twitch of his beautiful cock, sent a new shock of excitement through her pussy, and the seconds stretched out into minutes as she basked in the pleasure of her first black cock.

She wanted to stay like that forever, soaking up the heat, and the fertile sperm, of her lover. Andre had a different idea though, and she felt her channel emptying as he pulled back. When the head popped free of her gaping entrance, streams of warm cum ran out of her hole and down her leg.

“No!” she cried, reaching up to cover her pussy with her hand. She didn’t want to lose a single one of his swimmers. She twisted, and rolled over on the couch, raising her legs in the air. She needed to get her hips up, so all of his thick cum would ooze down into her core.

Her head fell back over the edge, and from her upside-down vantage, she saw Andre in the middle of the room, hands on hips, posed like the statue of a god. Behind him, Rob huddled on the wooden chair, trying to hide his erection from the rest of them.

“Mmm, bring that cock over here, baby,” Ellen said. “I want to taste you.”

“No…please,” Megan said. Her gaze swung back to the thick, shiny pole of Andre’s dangling, dripping cock. “Let me.”

Ellen laughed. “You just lay there sweetie, and work on getting pregnant. I’ll take care of our man.”

The way that Ellen said “our man” set something off in Megan’s brain. She moaned loudly at the thought of being one of Andre’s women, of sharing the tall, handsome stud with her sexy neighbor. She felt so much closer to Ellen at that moment.

Ellen moved to the edge of the couch as Andre stepped close. She didn’t try to grab him, she waited until his cock was in range, then stuck out her pink tongue. She licked him from the tip to the base of his hanging cock, moaning as the taste of his cum and Megan’s juices hit her tongue. She worked her way back down, surrounding the head with her plump lips. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked the last drops from the tip. Andre thrust his hips forward, pushing deeper into her mouth, and Megan remembered the feeling of that fat shaft moving between her lips.

While she laid there, letting Andre’s semen soak into her womb, she watched Ellen clean every inch of their man’s dark cock. Within minutes, the veiny shaft was swollen with new life. Ellen’s lips were stretched wide around the rigid pole fucking in and out of her mouth. Megan couldn’t believe that her lover had recovered so fast. Rob needed at least an hour, if he got hard at all.

Her husband was still there in his chair, rubbing the front of his pants while taking in the sight of Ellen sucking her boss’s monster dick. His eyes flickered over to her, and he blushed furiously as he caught her watching him. Megan knew that she was the one who should be embarrassed, lying naked on the couch in their living room after being fucked by a virtual stranger.

Oddly, she didn’t feel ashamed at what she’d done. She’d needed something like this to happen—something to break her out of the slow death of her boring life. She’d tried to make it work with Rob, but he simply couldn’t give her what she needed, whether it was excitement, or sex, or a child. She might have been hasty, letting Andre fuck her scarcely an hour after they’d met, but it had felt right at the time, and it still felt right now. She met Rob’s eyes across the room, and her steady gaze challenged him to do anything about the fact that she’d just made him a cuckold under his own roof.

Her husband lowered his eyes to the carpet.

Beside her, Ellen made a wet, choking sound, and Megan craned her neck around to watch the tiny girl take their man’s cock deep into her throat. Spit leaked from the corners of her mouth, dripping onto her milky tits and pregnant belly. When Andre pulled back, his cock was as long and hard as Megan had ever seen it. Her pussy tingled at the sight, and her palm made slow circles over her slimy hole. Was she being greedy if she wanted him again—right now?

She cleared her throat. “Andre, can we, please? Once more…just to make sure.” She tried to bat her eyes at him, but her efforts were wasted; he was looking at Ellen. Something passed between the two, and before Megan could say anything more, Andre spun toward her, and his large hand caught her ankle. He twisted her around on the couch like a doll, catching her other ankle, and spreading her long legs. She moved her hand away from her sloppy entrance, offering it up once again for him to use.

As the chiseled body of her black lover moved between her thighs, Megan felt a touch on her breast. A warm mouth covered hers, and a wriggling tongue thrust between her lips. The hypnotic flavors of cum, pussy, and mother’s milk filled her mouth as Ellen kissed her deeply.

The Korean girl pulled back and smiled down at her blonde neighbor. “All right, you greedy little slut, you can have him one more time.” She took Andre’s rigid cock, and nestled the head between the spread lips of Megan’s cunt.

“Oh, god,” Megan said, as Andre pushed forward. Once again she felt herself spreading open around his thick shaft. He filled her slippery channel in one steady thrust, and the stretching of her insides, the fullness in her belly, had her ready to cum at any moment.

She reached out to him as he loomed over her, grazing her fingernails over the ridges of his abs, trailing down, lower and lower, until she found the place where they were joined. Her fingertips explored everywhere, gliding over the bumpy veins along his shaft, then pressing into the soft, sponginess of her engorged lips. Everything was slick with the residue of their last fuck. As her finger inched higher along her slit, she looked up to see his perfect white grin beaming down at her.

She tried to smile back, but it turned into a gasp as her fingertip found her hard little clit. Her eyes closed as she circled the sensitive nub. Andre pulled back, and her hand followed his withdrawing cock. When only the head was wedged inside her, she wrapped her hand around him and gave him a squeeze, then used her tight grip to pull him back. The slick shaft sunk back into her pussy, and her fingers again swirled over her clit. Her legs tensed as she pushed against Andre’s grip, but his strong hands kept her deliciously spread open.

Being fucked from behind earlier had been so primal, so raw. It was like an animal breeding. This way was just as intense—his cock drove into her just as hard as before—but it was so much more intimate. The way she accepted him into the cradle of her thighs felt so feminine, so right for the act that was going to get her pregnant.

He lifted her legs higher, curling her hips upward, and Megan yelped as his cock found that magic spot inside her. The blunt head bumped it again and again, and before she knew it, she was pounding her fists on the couch and cumming for the third time that night. A high-pitched wail rose from her throat as she twisted her head back and forth, her blonde hair tangling over her face.

Her belly twitched and her legs trembled, but through it all, Andre held her ankles in his iron grip. The helplessness of her position added to her inner fire, the realization that he could fuck her to orgasm so easily, and she couldn’t do anything but accept it.

“Fuck me, Andre!” she cried. “Oh, god, don’t stop. Please…so fucking good.”

Whether it was her pleading, or simply his own desire, Andre kept his thick cock churning into her.

“You little slut.” Ellen’s voice came from beside her. “Look at you, cumming on his big black cock.”

“God, yes! I love it!” Megan said.

“You love what?”

“Black cock! I love getting fucked by this huge black dick!”

At her admission, a strangled sound filled the room; something between a sob and a moan. It was too deep to be Ellen, but too high-pitched to be Andre, so it must be…

“Come here, Rob.” Ellen’s voice was as commanding as Megan had ever heard from the smaller woman. Turning her head she could just see her naked neighbor past the bulge of Andre’s arm.

“Right here, next to me,” Ellen said. “You’ll get a better view from here.”

Rob moved into Megan’s view. His flushed face looked calm, but his nervous eyes flickered between Ellen’s bulging belly and leaking tits, and the place where Andre’s giant black pole split the pink lips of his wife’s pussy. The front of his khakis tented out a couple inches, and he jerked like he’d been shot when Ellen rubbed her hand over his bulge.

“You like this, don’t you Rob?” she said. “Look at how hard you are, watching your loving wife getting fucked…no, being bred…by a black man. She’s going to swell up with a black baby, and when it’s born, everyone will know it wasn’t you that knocked her up.”

Rob groaned, but didn’t answer. Megan watched Ellen lower his zipper, and fish inside his pants. Soon, his small, pink cock was sticking through his fly. It was hard to believe that she had spent years settling for his little worm, when there were dark monsters like Andre’s out there to be had.

Ellen barely glanced at Rob’s dick. She had a hand buried in her pussy while she watched Andre’s cock piston into Megan’s upturned hole. Absently, she licked the palm of her other hand, and circled Rob’s straining shaft. He groaned as she slowly stroked him, both of them absorbed in their own thoughts as they watched the couple fucking in front of them.

Megan tried to block all thoughts of Rob from her mind, and simply let her body enjoy the sensations of sex. Each pounding thrust caused her tits to bounce rhythmically on her chest. She heard the steady slap of Andre’s thighs into her upturned ass, and the lewd squish of her flooded hole, being filled again and again with hard flesh.

She looked up to watch his ebony muscles bunch and flex, and see the pleasure in his eyes as he enjoyed the warm grip of her cunt. If she lifted her head, she could gaze at the glistening black column as it split the pink lips of her pussy. She loved the sight of his hard shaft as he pulled back, then watching it disappear inside her—matching the sight with the feeling of it pressing deep into her body.

His grip on her ankles tightened, and his thrusts came faster and deeper. She tore her gaze away from the place where his cock drove into her, and looked up into his eyes, wanting to have that connection to him when it happened this time. The way he looked at her, the way his dark eyes stared down at her from between her spread thighs, almost set her off again. He looked so calm, his breathing natural, his skin just barely shining with a thin layer of sweat. To a bystander, his eyes would seem emotionless, but Megan could see the tenderness behind the control, the affection behind the power of his gaze. She knew that she had become something more than just Ellen’s horny neighbor in his eyes, and the feeling that he cared for her sent a warm glow through her body.

She needed to prove now, that she loved him. Sure, it had happened fast, but it was real, she knew it—she belonged to Andre from now on. He had claimed her, and marked her womb as his property. Now she would show him how much she loved being his. Planting her hands on the couch, she thrust her hips up to meet him. The slap of their bodies colliding echoed through the room. She used her horny, stretched, submissive hole to love the length of his cock, squeezing him, and taking him into the deepest part of her.

“Cum in me, Andre,” she gasped, between ragged breaths.

A hint of a smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. He closed his eyes, and slammed into her hard. Once. Twice. The third time, he stayed deep in her pussy, and she felt the magical pulsing of his cock for the second time that night.

She reached up to him, wrapping her hands around his thick neck. She dragged his weight down onto her, feeling his warmth crush her into the couch while his hot cum flooded her depths. His searching lips found hers, and she moaned into his mouth. She wrapped her long legs around his waist, and her slender arms over his back, and squeezed as tightly as she could, wanting to fuse their bodies together so that she could always feel like this.

As his cock jerked inside her, she was once again faced with the consequences of what they had just done. Andre had coated her cervix with another load of thick semen, probably doubling the chance that one of his sperm would find it’s way into her womb and bury itself in a fertile egg. She could be pregnant at this very moment. She sobbed with happiness, and hugged Andre even tighter.

She was going to be a mother, and she had found her perfect man to be the father. She didn’t know how she had even considered Rob as the man to give her a baby, even before they’d discovered his problem. She’d always wished that he had more of the manly qualities that she wanted to pass down to her children, qualities that she had recognized in Andre from the moment he’d walked in the door. She felt so lucky that life and fate had led her to this moment.

Ellen moaned from somewhere next to her, and she felt so close to her tiny friend at this moment. The Korean girl had experienced this same exact pleasure. She knew the feeling of being fucked by Andre’s huge cock, being flooded in cum, and feeling her body change and swell and glow with new life. They were sisters more than friends now, sharing a bond beyond just having the same lover.

She turned her head to share this moment with Ellen. Andre’s tongue licked at her ear, as she smiled at her new sister and co-mom. Her smile dimmed only slightly when she saw her husband standing next to the couch.

Rob’s eyes were locked on the spot where Andre’s dark cock disappeared in Megan’s pussy. A ring of white cream circled the base of Andre’s dick, evidence of what his dark cock had done inside her fertile hole. Ellen’s thin hand circled his throbbing erection, pumping up and down on him in a steady rhythm.

“It’s going to be so hot,” Ellen said into the silence, “watching Meg’s belly swelling up with Andre’s baby. Her tits will get huge, and start leaking milk, just like mine.”

Rob groaned, and thrust his straining tool into the hot vice of her hand.

“Of course she might not get pregnant this time. She’s going to need his huge cock to fuck her over and over, until we’re sure he’s put a black baby in her.”

Rob pumped his hips forward, trying to fuck his tiny cock between her circling fingers.

Ellen smirked at her blonde friend, as she held her fist steady in front of Rob’s crotch. “Her little pussy is going to be awfully stretched out by the time she’s finally pregnant. I’m not sure she’ll be able to feel a smaller cock any more.”

Rob made a noise somewhere between a squeak and a groan, and thin, white cum dribbled out of his cock, coating Ellen’s hand. She pumped him a few more times, then pulled her hand away, wiping it on his pant leg. His breathing calmed a little, and he tore his eyes away from Megan’s stuffed pussy, noticing for perhaps the first time what he was doing.

His face had been flushed pink with excitement, but it turned purplish-red with embarrassment as he saw Ellen’s tiny, pregnant body sitting next to him, and noticed his shrinking, cum-covered cock sticking out of his fly.

“What just…? Oh, my god.” He stuffed his dick into his pants and jumped to his feet. Not looking back, he stumbled up the stairs.

Megan saw Rob leave, but she was too relaxed to worry about her mouse of a husband. She closed her eyes as she basked in the glow of being stuffed by a giant cock, and filled with creamy, fertile cum. She could almost feel Andre’s thick seed oozing into her womb, his wriggly sperm swimming frantically in search of her egg.

She groaned in protest as her new lover—the soon-to-be father of her baby—lifted his weight off her. His shrinking cock eased out of her stretched hole, releasing a flood of their combined juices that ran down her ass and onto the couch. She quickly covered her sloppy entrance with her hand, trying to hold all of his precious sperm inside her.

As Andre stood up, she saw the monster that had just fucked her so deliciously, looking a little less frightening as it dangled, wet and limp between his legs. Suddenly Ellen was there, on her knees in front of him. Her pregnant belly pressed into his legs as she took his dripping cock in her hand and licked it clean. She moaned as she tasted the mixed cum of her lover, and her best friend for the second time that night.

Megan watched, rubbing her fingers through the slippery mess coating her pussy. She brought her fingers up to her mouth, to share the same sensation that Ellen was getting.

She didn’t want to move at that moment, but she jerked upright when Andre picked up his shirt, and Ellen grabbed her green dress.

“Wait, guys,” she said. “Can’t you—”

“Sorry, sweetie,” Ellen said, lifting her dress over her head, “but I’ve only got so many days left. I need to take Andre home and get my turn.” She sat on the couch next to her blonde friend. “You two got me so fucking hot. I want him to pound me so hard that I go into labor.”

She leaned down and kissed Megan firmly, darting her tongue between her parted lips. “You know I won’t be able to fuck him for at least six weeks after the baby’s born. Well…at least fuck him with my pussy.” She smiled at Andre, who was holding out her coat. “So I’m going to need lots of help keeping him happy. Especially when I’m at home, and he’s at the office.”

“Hmm, so should I come in on Monday for that job interview?” Megan said.

Ellen laughed as she got up, and shrugged into her coat. “Trust me, slut, the job’s already yours.”

Looking out between her open thighs, she saw Andre flash his white grin, and nod. She closed her eyes, and rubbed her flat belly, massaging her overflowing womb.

She wanted to ask Andre whether or not to wear panties on her first day of work, but before she could voice her question, she heard the front door close.

The empty room reeked of sex. Her stretched pussy throbbed with a delicious ache. She arched her back and stretched on the soft couch. Everything felt perfect. “Rob, honey,” she called toward the stairs, “can you bring me a blanket, please? I’m going to stay here for a while.”
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