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Book One

White Wife's

Personal Fertility Trainer


Chapter One

“Jerry, I’m home.”

Elizabeth came in the front door, and dropped her gym bag in the hall.

Jerry paused his video game. “Hi, honey. How was your workout?”

She sat on the couch next to her husband. “It was rough,” she said, “but it felt great. Sean really kicked my butt.”

“Sean? He was helping you?”

“Sean’s my trainer, of course he was helping me. He could be helping you, too, if you’d just make the commitment to go,” she said, poking a finger into Jerry’s soft side.

He brushed her hand away. “Yeah, yeah, I know. I’ll go. Soon. Really.”

Elizabeth rolled her eyes. “That’s what you say every time, Jerry. And then you say you’re too busy to go. And yet, when I come home, what do I find you doing?” She waved her hand at the TV, where her husband’s avatar was frozen on the screen, just about to cleave a zombie with an outrageously large sword.

He set the controller on the coffee table and turned to face her. Her tight tank top showed plenty of deep cleavage, and the upper slopes of her breasts glowed with a sheen of sweat. She looked fabulous. Her blonde hair was in a loose ponytail, pulled back from her tanned face. Her bright blue eyes watched him from under her long, dark lashes.

Jerry looked past her to their wedding picture, sitting on the end table. The pudgy, pale girl in the too-tight white dress was almost unrecognizable as the same woman who sat in front of him. It was amazing how much she had transformed in the last six months.

“I finished that coding I was working on,” he said, staring at her pursed, plump lips. “I was just killing time until you got home.” He smiled at her, feeling his cock stir in his shorts as he took in the sight of her slender body.

Her eyes flicked to the coffee table, lingering on the crumpled chip bag, and the crushed soda can. “Killing time, and scarfing down carbs. Honestly, Jerry, didn’t we talk about this?” She grabbed the trash and got to her feet. Jerry watched her tight ass bounce in her yoga pants as she walked to the kitchen. He had to pull at the front of his shorts to adjust his hardening cock.

“Well, you need to get cleaned up, and help me with dinner. I invited Sean over.” She disappeared into the kitchen.

Jerry fell back on the couch, groaning and closing his eyes. “Seriously?” he called after his wife. “Why did you do that?”

Elizabeth poked her head out of the kitchen. “Because he’s our friend, Jerry, and your old college roommate.” She stepped out into the living room again. “And because I owe him. He changed my life. Look at me. Look what Sean has made me, in just a few short months.” She turned around for him, showing him how completely her body had changed. “I feel so fabulous, Jerry. I feel thin, and beautiful, and sexy.”

Jerry couldn’t argue with the results of her daily trips to Sean’s gym, but she’d become absolutely obsessed with fitness. The Elizabeth that he’d found in college was gone. The fellow computer geek, in love with sci-fi novels and video games. The shy, chubby girl who hid behind her hair in public. The girl who thought a large pizza and anime was a great way to spend an evening. That was the Elizabeth that he’d fallen in love with. And while her new body was incredible—his straining hardon was proof of that—he missed his cuddly, plump wife.

He opened his mouth to respond to her, but she’d already retreated back into the kitchen.

* * *

“Are those the only pants you have? They’re all wrinkled.”

Jerry looked down at himself. He didn’t see anything wrong—it was just Sean after all. He’d seen Jerry in messier clothes than this for an entire year in college. Of course, Sean had always dressed neatly, usually in polos or tight t-shirts, and always in the crimson and gold of their alma mater.

“I’m going to change” she called through the door. “Go light the grill. We’re having marinated ahi, with a spinach and quinoa salad.”

Jerry sighed. He hated fish. And when had Liz learned how to cook?

He got the grill started, and went inside. Elizabeth was just coming down the stairs, and Jerry stopped to stare. His wife’s red dress clung to every curve of her body. It was strapless, and showed large expanses of her tanned breasts. Her narrow waist was cinched in by two crossing straps that tied in a bow in the back. The skirt came up well above her knee, and Jerry felt that familiar stirring in his crotch as he saw her tanned, toned legs. She was a little unsteady on her feet, but Jerry had never seen her wear heels that high.

“Wow. You sure dressed up,” he said.

“I just like to look my best. You could take a lesson from that.” She tugged at his hanging shirttail. Jerry scrambled to tuck it into his pants as he followed her to the kitchen.

“Open the bottle of white wine I put in the fridge,” she said.

Just then the doorbell rang. “I’ll get it, Jerry,” she said. “Just get the wine open.”

Jerry got the chilled bottle from the fridge. It was a very good brand; he wondered how much she’d spent on it. Voices came from the foyer—Liz’s alto, and Sean’s baritone. Hearing his former roommate’s easy laughter made Jerry’s palms sweat. He fumbled with the corkscrew, and broke off the cork in the bottle. Cursing under his breath, he dug a knife out of the drawer, and was stabbing at the broken half inside the bottle when his wife walked in.

“Jerry! What are you doing?”

He looked up to see Liz in the doorway, glaring at him. Standing behind her was Sean. A former point guard on their college team, he topped Elizabeth’s height by almost a foot. He had a grey jacket on, over an open-collared white shirt. He put a casual hand on Liz’s shoulder as he looked over the top of her head. He grinned, showing his perfect, white teeth.

“Hey, roomie. Having trouble?” Sean said.

“No,” Jerry said. “I can handle it.”

“Hey, no problem. Just offering.” Sean’s hand slid down from Liz’s shoulder, along her back. He circled her thin waist with both hands, and guided her forward into the kitchen.

Jerry went back to the problem of the broken cork, while Liz took care of the final preparations for dinner. He almost had the stubborn little thing out.

“Sean, how would you like to do the honors with the grill,” she said. “It looks like Jerry’s going to be a while.”

“Sure thing,” he said, taking the platter from her. “I know my way around a grill almost a well as I do around a gym. Isn’t that right, Jer? Remember that Cookout for Kids event? I must have grilled three hundred burgers for those hungry foster kids.”

“Uh, yeah,” Jerry said, still trying to stab the reluctant cork. “Yeah, that was a good day.”

“Well, at least until the end, huh?” Sean turned to Elizabeth. “Jerry’s the only guy I’ve seen who can spend all day passing out cold drinks, and then faint from the heat.” He laughed, big and loud, and Liz joined in.

“Here, Sean, I’ll show you what the recipe says about cooking this kind of fish.” She came around the kitchen island. Sean stood aside to let her go first, and put his hand on her back as he followed her out.

As Jerry looked up to watch them, the knife slipped in his hand, and the capricious cork pushed even further into the bottle.

“Shit.”

* * *

Sitting in his comfortable chair in the living room, Jerry watched his wife bring in a tray of coffee. The rich aroma filled the room, and he closed his eyes in well-fed contentment.

Sean sat on their couch, his big body taking up almost the entire width. “That was an incredible dinner,” he said, as Elizabeth handed him a cup and saucer.” Your wife’s a great cook, Jer.” Liz blushed at the compliment.

“Yeah, I’m just finding that out.” he said.

“Oh, come on, buddy, it looks like someone’s been feeding you. A lot.” He smiled. Elizabeth giggled. Jerry tried sucking in his stomach, but it was hard to do in the recliner. He’d already had to loosen his belt after dinner.

“Seriously man, you need to get down to the gym. It will change your life,” Sean said.

“Yeah, I know,” Jerry said. “I just haven’t been able to find the time. Busy with work,” Liz handed him his coffee. “Thanks, honey.”

“Come on, Jerry,” Liz said. “That’s no excuse. I work too—probably more hours than you—and I still find the time.”

“Yeah, well maybe I’m just not the violent type. I don’t want to spend my afternoon hitting things,” he said.

Sean chuckled. Liz gave him a dirty look.

“Jerry, buddy, oh man do you have that wrong,” he said. “It’s not a boxing gym. I own five high-end fitness centers, amigo. Cardio, weights, classes, the whole thing. My staff and I tailor each client’s workout to maximize their potential.” He looked over at Elizabeth. “Your lovely wife here just likes beating the crap out of inanimate objects.” He gave his student a dazzling smile. “And I have to say, it’s doing a hell of a job.”

Jerry wasn’t sure if Liz was stretching, or if she pushed her chest out toward Sean on purpose.

“She’s getting good, too. Here, show Jerry your jab,” he said, holding up his hands.

Elizabeth squared her shoulders, hauled back her arm, and smacked her tiny fist into the mitt of Sean’s hand. The slap of flesh on flesh was loud in the quiet room. Jerry stared, unable to balance this aggressive woman with the soft, gentle, bookworm he’d met six years ago.

“You know, that work on the heavy bag today did something to my shoulder,” Elizabeth said. She swung her arm in a circle and winced, to prove her point.

“Yeah, you put a lot into today’s workout,” Sean said. “It was pretty sexy how you went after that bag.” Elizabeth’s blush deepened.

“Here,” he said, shifting over toward her, “let me see if I can help with that.”

Jerry watched his wife scoot her back closer to her personal trainer. Sean’s big hand moved through her blonde hair, brushing a lock of it back from her face. Elizabeth pulled the rest of her hair away, leaving her smooth neck, and bare shoulder exposed. His dark skin stood out against her light tan, as his hand covered her entire shoulder.

Liz groaned. “Mmmm. Oh, that feels good.” She closed her eyes, and leaned back into him, as he pressed into her skin.

“I’m, known for my massages. Isn’t that right, Jerry?” He glanced at his old roommate. “You remember that girl…what was her name…Ashley? You remember her, don’t you?”

Jerry choked on his coffee. He put down his cup as he coughed to clear his throat.

Sean chuckled. “Yeah, he remembers.” He turned his focus back to Elizabeth. “Jerry came home late one night from the library, and caught me giving Amber one of my special massages.”

“Oh, really?” she said. “And I thought her name was Ashley.”

“Yeah. Well, she was sitting there, on my bed, topless, while I rubbed her back. Jerry stood in the door, totally stunned, until she waved at him, and said ‘hi.’” He let out a short laugh. “Then he dropped all his books on the floor, and bolted.” Liz’s high-pitched laughter joined with his.

Jerry’s face reddened, but not just from the coughing fit. He stared down at his hands in embarrassment. Sean hadn’t told the whole story. Ashley had been totally naked, not just topless, and she’d been bouncing up and down on Sean’s huge, dark cock when she’d waved at him. He thought it was perfectly natural, when you walk in on people having sex, to turn around and leave quickly.

“Oh, right there!” he heard from the couch.

Looking up, he saw that Sean’s hand had moved from Liz’s shoulder, down to her chest. His fingertips rubbed below her collarbone, just inches from the top of her round breast.

“Ahhh, ohhh, yeah…that feels good,” she said. Her head tilted to the side, letting Sean look over her shoulder and down her front.

“You might have strained your pectoral muscle,” Sean said. “That’s the main muscle of the chest. It goes from here to here.” He demonstrated by running his finger from the center of her chest, down, under her arm. Elizabeth giggled, and squirmed, leaning further back into his body.

She looked so small against him; a swatch of crimson dress and golden hair against the broad backdrop of Sean’s white shirt and dark skin. His hand rubbed the smooth skin of her chest, just above the top of her dress. Her eyes closed, and she leaned her head back to rest on him.

“Mmmm…I could get used to this,” she said. “You have incredible hands.”

Jerry sat in his recliner, gaping at the tableau in front of him. It was like being back in the dorms, watching his good looking roommate seduce another willing girl. How many times had it started just like this, with a perfectly innocent massage? Sean had a magic touch that relaxed his victims, and opened then up to whatever came next.

Jerry focused back on his wife, and sure enough, Sean’s dark fingers were inside the fabric of Elizabeth’s dress, wiggling around right where her nipple should be. His other hand covered her belly, holding her against him while he explored her firm breast. Her hands moved as well, rubbing up and down his thighs, squeezing his hard muscles through his thin dress pants. Her mouth was open, and her chest rose and fell with her heavy breathing.

Jerry sat perfectly still, barely breathing. Even in his own house, watching his own wife, he did his best not to be noticed. It was a flashback of a conditioned response he’d learned years ago.

Sean had laid out the rules, the very first time he’d brought a girl back to the dorm. It was OK for Jerry to watch, as long as he didn’t try to get involved, and as long as he stayed quiet.

The girls objected at first, but when Sean told them that they either did it his way, or they could leave, all of them chose to stay. Some of them even got off on having an audience.

Eventually, word got around that if you went to Sean’s room, his geeky roommate might be watching. After a while, there were no more protests. Some of the girls were quite friendly, and would say hi to Jerry in the halls—even though the last time he’d seen them, they’d had their face buried in a pillow and their ass in the air while Sean plowed them from behind.

With his voyeuristic tendencies roused again, he felt the familiar swelling in his pants, as Sean leaned down to kiss Elizabeth’s exposed neck. She moaned loudly, but then caught herself, and opened her eyes. She saw Jerry, sitting in his chair, with his hard little cock bulging in his lap. He met her eyes, but was frozen in place. Don’t interfere. Don’t get noticed.

She stared at him for a long time, then obviously came to some decision. She closed her eyes, and titled her head to expose more of her long neck to Sean’s kisses.

Her hands rubbed higher and higher on his legs, until Sean let out a groan. She stopped roaming, and stayed in that one spot, squeezing whatever it was she’d found in his pants. Sean’s hand on her stomach dipped lower, bunching the bright fabric of her skirt between her thighs. Her legs parted just enough for him to move between them, pressing gently at her crotch through the rumpled cloth.

“Mmmm. Your touch is magic,” she said, arching her back to thrust her chest out.

“I’ve heard that a lot,” Sean said. “I was famous for my massages back in college, right Jerry?”

Jerry’s hand had been inching toward the bulge in his khakis. He snapped it back to the arm of the chair when Sean called his name. “Hmmm?”

Sean laughed, and once again, Elizabeth joined in. Jerry flushed in embarrassment.

“Probably because of my kinesiology and anatomy classes,” Sean said. “I’ve always been fascinated by the human body.”

Elizabeth squeezed his bicep through his shirt. “I can tell,” she said. She look over at her husband “I keep telling Jerry that he needs to come with me to your gym. That he could have a body to be proud of.”

“Yeah. I tried that in college. He always said he was too busy.”

“God, if only he knew how good it feels.” She pressed down on the hand between her legs, giving a little shudder.

Jerry sank deeper into his chair. When he’d first met Liz, they’d bonded over their “non-traditional” bodies. They’d always talked about getting in shape, but when Sean had sent them the free memberships to his new gym, Jerry hadn’t seriously thought about going. He figured everything was fine the way it was. Looking now at Liz’s new body—and the way she leaned back into Sean’s chest—he wasn’t sure any more.

His eyes widened in confusion when he saw Liz get to her knees on the couch, and reach for the buttons on Sean’s dress shirt.

“Let’s show him what he could have, if he just put in a little effort,” she said. She got most of his buttons undone, showing a wedge of his dark skin behind the white cloth. Sean sat up straight, as she pulled his shirttails out of his pants and dragged his shirt off. It fell to the floor as she put both hands on his broad chest, her fingertips caressing the hard planes of his pecs.

“See, Jerry? See what hard work and dedication will get you?” she asked, not bothering to look at her husband.

She bit her bottom lip, as her hands roamed over Sean’s dark brown skin, reverently tracing the lines of every bulging muscle. Sean reached up to caress her cheek, and she moaned softly. She kissed the tip of his thumb as it ran over her red lips, and then sucked it into her mouth. His other hand moved up her knee, and under her dress.

Whatever he found under the cover of her skirt, it made her gasp, and bury her face into his shoulder. She panted as she rocked her hips in small circles. He lifted her head, and brushed his lips over hers.

“Oh, god yes,” she whispered, and plastered her mouth on his. Her arms came up to circle his neck, and his hand grabbed a handful of her blonde hair, as they pressed their lips together.

Jerry’s eyes bulged. “Liz…?”

The couple on the couch broke their kiss and turned to him. Elizabeth flushed bright red.

“Baby, I—”

“Jerry,” Sean said, “enough.” His voice was hard. Jerry hadn’t heard that commanding tone since college. Not since the last time he’d dared to raise an objection to his roommate. Just like that last time, something in Sean’s voice hinted at terrible consequences if he kept protesting. So like that last time, Jerry clamped his lips shut, and sank back in his chair.

Sean smiled at him, defusing any tension in the air. He put a finger under Elizabeth’s chin and lifted her face to look at him. Her eyes flickered to Jerry, then back to Sean’s smiling face. Her mouth turned up into a shy smile of her own, and then her lips were back on his. They kissed passionately for several minutes, until she pulled back, gasping for air.

While she panted, Sean took her wrist, and painted her fingers across his chest. He dragged her palm over his tight abs, then onto his leg, pressing on the bulge that ran down the inside of his thigh. Elizabeth sucked in a sharp breath. After rubbing her hand over his covered cock for a moment, he led her back up to his belt.

“Open it,” he said.

She hesitated, watching his face intently, but not moving her hand.

“Open it,” he repeated.

She shuddered, then reached for his buckle. She fumbled with the button on his pants, popping it open, and pulling down his zipper. With one last glance at his face, she reached into his pants, and tugged out his huge, black cock. Jerry closed his eyes. He didn’t need to see his wife’s reaction. He’d seen it too many times in his dorm room.

“Oh, fuck,” Elizabeth said. “I had no idea…”

Sean chuckled.

She held the solid, dark shaft with both hands, running slowly up and down the smooth skin. She looked over at Jerry, right where his modest bulge tented his khakis, then back at the monster she had in her hands. She licked her lips, when a drop of clear fluid appeared at the tip.

“Go ahead,” Sean said in his soothing, deep voice.

He locked eyes with Jerry, challenging him to protest, as the smaller man’s wife leaned down and extended her pink tongue. She moaned as she tasted him, swirling her tongue over the head. She pursed her lips to kiss the warm shaft, and then opened wide to take the broad tip into her mouth.

Sean grinned at Jerry. “Just like college, huh buddy?” he said.

Jerry felt his stomach twist. He was thinking the same thing. As soon as any girl caught sight of Sean’s dick, the struggle was over. That used to be the most exciting part of watching his roommate. Still, those had all been single college girls, not his wife—he thought Elizabeth would have more willpower.

She certainly wasn’t showing it right then, with her lips wrapped around Sean’s flesh. She would sometimes suck Jerry’s dick when they had sex, but she’d never swallowed him with this much enthusiasm.

Sean tangled his fingers in her hair, directing her gently, pressing her head down onto his cock. His other hand went back under the crimson folds of her skirt. Soon she was rotating her hips, and bobbing her head over his thick pole. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room.

Her moaning got louder, and her movements more frantic. She tried to go too deep, and choked as the head lodged in her throat. She didn’t pull away though. She paused to catch her breath, then tried to fit his entire cock back into her mouth. A string of saliva leaked from her lips, and fell onto her pumping hand. She hummed in pleasure around her mouthful of black cock.

Eventually she pulled away, giving the wet crown a kiss before sitting back on her heels.

“Oh, god, I have to feel this,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She pulled at Sean’s pants while looking over at Jerry. “I need this, honey. I have to know what it’s like to have this big cock inside me.”

Jerry’s erection strained against his pants. He reached down to touch it, knowing how small it seemed compared to what Sean had on display. The same feeling had haunted him from the first day he walked into his new dorm room. His giant black roommate had been standing by his closet, getting dressed. When Jerry walked in, he’d turned around to show him…that. That thick, black cock that had been the bane of Jerry’s existence for a whole year.

He knew all about women needing Sean’s dick. He’d heard it enough times. Girls would shuffle past him, on their way out, looking at their feet in embarrassment. “I’m sorry, for doing that in front of you,” they’d say, “but I really needed him.” Sean would be lying on his bed, one leg up, with his dripping, black monster on display, smiling at the girl’s discomfort.

Now Sean was naked, in Jerry’s living room, on his couch. His muscled body was completely at ease, leaning back against the arm. His legs were apart, letting Elizabeth watch his shiny wet erection pulse in front of her.

Just like he had years ago, Jerry rubbed his dick through his clothes, watching a hot, young woman get undressed in front of his roommate. For the moment, he forgot that the slim, beautiful white girl, with the large tits and rounded ass, was his wife. She could have been any one of forty or fifty different women who had shamelessly stripped their clothes off in front of Sean, knowing full well that their lover’s pasty, fat roommate was watching.

Elizabeth untied the red bow at her back, and reached under her arm to pull down the zipper on the side. The straining cloth loosened from around her firm breasts, and slid down to reveal her hard, pink nipples. She reached up to pinch one between her fingers, as the dress slid lower.

Jerry stared, not even recognizing the body that appeared in front of him. The taut stomach, and defined abs couldn’t possibly belong to his plump little Liz. He’d thought she was trying to lose a little weight, not become a fitness model. She was absolutely beautiful, though, and he pressed harder on the front of his pants, as he watched her tits jiggle with every small movement.

She wiggled her hips and the dress fell to the floor. Jerry’s eyes locked onto the line of her hairless slit, wondering why she wasn’t wearing any underwear. And why had she shaved her…area? He saw Sean watching her, too, but his dark eyes weren’t full of wonder and curiosity like Jerry’s; they were hungry, devouring every bit of exposed flesh. Elizabeth presented herself to her trainer; hands on hips, chest out, legs apart.

“Do you like me Sean?” she asked, cupping one of her breasts, and running a hand over her hip. “It’s all because of you, you know. I wouldn’t look this good—I wouldn’t feel this good—if you hadn’t taken me, and molded me. You shaped me into someone I could never imagine being, and I need to show you how much I appreciate it.”

She got onto the couch, and crawled her way up Sean’s body. Her heavy tits flattened against his hard chest as she pressed her whole body against him. He found her lips, and clasped the back of her neck to hold her mouth on him. His other hand slid down her smooth back to squeeze the firm globe of her ass. She moaned into his mouth, and clutched at his shoulders.

Without Elizabeth noticing, Sean grabbed the knitted afghan from the back of the couch. He threw it across the room at Jerry. Wide eyed, Jerry caught it. His mind spun, retreating back to college, when he would lay in his bed, under his blanket, and watch his large roommate fuck whichever girl he’d brought home that night. Jerry had been careful to not make any noise, but he knew that Sean knew, that his chubby white roommate, was rubbing his chubby white dick, under the blankets while watching him fuck.

He stared at the multi-colored blanket for a moment. It finally hit home, that Sean was about to fuck his wife; his wonderful, sweet, Liz. But when he looked over at the couch, he didn’t see his Liz any more. He saw a tanned, toned, blonde slut, exactly like every other girl Sean had paraded through their room. Another interchangeable body, offering up her holes for Sean’s pleasure.

He shuddered as he covered himself with the blanket, and slowly pulled down his zipper. Elizabeth was grinding her dripping pussy against the dark pole of Sean’s cock. His hand covered one entire side of her ass, as he helped her slide back and forth. She broke their kiss and leaned back.

“Oh, god, I need it now,” she said. She got her feet under her, lifting up to hover her open channel over the spike of his cock. Her small hand circled his shaft, holding him in place, aimed at his willing target.

Jerry had his cock out through his fly, and pumped it slowly, eyes glued to the sight of his wife’s cunt, sprung open by her spread legs, waiting to be filled by the monster she held below her. Elizabeth couldn’t even spare him a look, as she placed the dark crown of Sean’s cock between her red lips. Sean could though; his eyes locked onto Jerry’s, daring him to look away.

“Fuuuuccckkk,” Elizabeth moaned, as the broad head seated itself in her hole, and stretched her inner muscles wide. “Oh, my god, it’s so huge…”

Sean had her around the waist, holding her body as she sank, inch by inch, down onto his pole. She stopped, about half way down, and stared at Sean’s face, panting. She flexed her legs to lift up, just a bit, then gave him a huge smile as she sank down again. She let out a groan as she settled to the root, her ass splayed out on his muscular thighs. He took both tits in his hands, and squeezed her pale flesh, pinching at her hard nipples.

She leaned down to kiss him, then lifted her ass up, dragging her wet pussy lips along his shaft. When the broad head was the only thing inside her, she sank back down with a loud, drawn-out wail.

Jerry watched his wife’s heart-shaped ass rise and fall on Sean’s black pole, as she pumped herself on his cock. He remembered the first time he’d seen her naked, and she’d given him a view of her wide, pale, pimpled ass. He’d thought it was the loveliest thing he’d ever seen. Cuter than all of the smooth, firm asses he saw crawling in and out of Sean’s bed.

Now Liz was just like those other girls. Jerry knew that she was still his wife, but the sight of her ass sent a different thrill through him—the same thrill he’d felt lying in his dorm bed. He pumped his cock in time to Liz’s motions, imagining the feel of her tight pussy around him, just like he had for dozens of other women.

Her frantic pace had taken it’s toll and Elizabeth ran out of steam. She sank down on Sean’s lap, and ground her hips on top of him, panting to catch her breath.

Sean dropped both hands down to her ass. Cupping her cheeks, he surged to his feet, making Elizabeth squeak in surprise. The muscles in his arms stood out as he held her off the ground. Her long legs twined around his waist, and her arms wrapped his thick neck. She cried out as he lifted her up, then dropped her back onto his spear. Holding her as if she weighed nothing, he moved her entire body up and down on his cock.

Jerry watched his wife’s asshole bob in front of him. Sean’s ebony hands parted her cheeks, revealing the secret entrance. She’d never let him touch her there. Now he got to watch her puckered hole wink at him, as it stretched open and clenched shut on each stroke. Imagining his tongue slathering over her crinkled hole, he rubbed faster on his hidden cock. Pressure built in his balls, and he wasn’t sure how long he could last without spurting under his blanket.

Sean lifted Elizabeth off his cock, and set her down. She was loose in his hands, moving wherever he directed. She ended up on her knees on the couch, her ass thrust out over the edge, her pussy open and waiting to be filled. Sean checked to see that Jerry had a good view, then bent his knees, and stabbed his cock into her dripping channel. She yelped as he drove into her with one thrust.

Her head bumped the back of the couch as Sean slammed into her from behind. Her moans of pleasure turned into a sudden scream though, as his open hand came down on her ass. The crack of flesh on flesh made Jerry jump, and loose his rhythm. The smooth, white skin of Elizabeth’s ass turned pink, then a darker red. Watching intently, Jerry latched back onto his cock and rubbed hard.

Another smack landed on her ass. Instead of a scream of pain, Elizabeth cried out in pleasure. She used her arms to drive her round butt back at Sean, meeting his thrusting hips with a sound that was just as loud as the spanking. Sean pushed down on her back, forcing her face into the fabric of the couch and squashing her tits into the cushion. Her reddened butt stayed high as he stuffed her again and again with his cock.

Jerry watched Sean’s hand rise into the air, then come down hard on his wife’s ass.

“Yes! Harder…fuck…me…harder,” she moaned.

The couch scraped across the hardwood floor from the power of Sean’s body, as he took hold of her hips and did what she asked. Elizabeth twisted to look over her shoulder at her new lover.

“Do it! Make me cum, Sean…make me cum, baby.”

Her eyes squeezed closed, and her mouth hung open. She grunted with each staccato thrust, her voice getting higher the closer she got. Sean reached under her, and brushed his fingers lightly over her clit. She screamed—loud enough for Jerry to worry about the neighbors. Her body trembled, and her taut belly undulated as waves of pleasure rippled through her.

“Oh, fuck…fuck, Sean…I can’t believe…oh my god.” Her head drooped between her arms, her long blonde hair covering her face and brushing the fabric of the couch. Her heavy tits swung beneath her, as her chest heaved with her breathing. Sean’s iron grip on her hips loosened, but he still pumped his ebony cock into her. He was shiny wet with her juices, and trails of moisture ran down her legs.

She took a deep shuddering breath, and lifted her head to look back over her shoulder. She stared at Jerry in his chair, covered by his bouncing, bobbing rainbow blanket. Then she turned farther to lock eyes with her black lover. He flashed his bright smile at her.

“Sean, I need you to…unnh. Oh god, Sean,” she said. “I need you to do it. I need you to cum inside me. Make me yours.”

Startled away from his pleasure, Jerry sat up in his recliner. “Lizzy…?”

She ignored him. “Please do it, Sean. I’m right in the middle of my cycle. Maybe that’s why I’m so fucking horny. Knock me up. Give me a baby. I didn’t know how much I wanted one until now.” She finally looked over at Jerry. “Maybe I hadn’t found the right man for it.”

“But, Liz—“

“I’m sorry honey. I still love you, really. But I need Sean to do this. I need his baby inside me.”

Jerry was about to fling off his blanket and jump out of his chair in protest, but a single look from Sean froze him in place. The former roommates stared at each other without a word, until Jerry lowered his eyes, and sank back into his chair. Elizabeth let out the breath she had been holding, and smiled back at her new mate.

Sean pulled his cock back, out of her abused pussy. She flopped down on the couch, like all of her support had vanished. She closed her eyes and laid still, with her legs open and her gaping, red slit exposed to her husband. Jerry’s gaze bored into her, amazed that her pussy was so stretched by Sean’s cock. His hand unconsciously went back to his dick, and the blanket undulated as he stroked himself.

Sean had a grip on Elizabeth’s ankle, and flipped her onto her back. He found her other ankle, and held her legs wide apart as he moved toward her. Her eyes fixed on his bobbing black cock. She reached out to slide her hand over his slippery, wet shaft. As he got closer, she aimed the broad head at her pussy, using her other hand to open the swollen lips.

Jerry pumped furiously at his dick, ignoring a stab of pain as his skin scraped against his zipper.

“Yessss,” Elizabeth cried out, as Sean’s cock made contact with her open hole, and wedged its way inside. “Fuck me, Sean!”

Watching Sean’s monster shaft sink inch by inch into his wife, on a mission to get her pregnant, Jerry’s balls drew up, and he shot his cum all over the blanket. His quiet moan was drowned out by Elizabeth’s wailing.

Sean bottomed out in her open pussy. He hooked Elizabeth’s legs over his shoulders and started pumping hard into her. She stared up at him while her hands pulled at his ass, needing him to go deeper. Her white fingers splayed over the dark skin, her red fingernails digging into his firm cheeks. Sean’s muscles rippled as he pulled hard at her hips, and flexed his ass to drive his potent cock closer to her womb.

Elizabeth’s cries got louder, as Sean fucked her faster.

“Oh, shit, I’m gonna…Jerry! Baby, come here. I want you with me.”

Jerry stared at her. He couldn’t go over there. Why would he want to be with her at the moment when Sean came inside her fertile pussy? His own cum was cooling on his fingers. His pants were a mess. If he lifted the blanket, they would see what he’d done. He couldn’t go over there. It was against the rules…

“Jerry.” Sean’s deep voice cut through his confusion. “Come over here. Be with your wife.”

Jerry jumped. His heart pounded at what Sean told him to do. Under the blanket, he tucked his limp dick back into his pants, feeling the cold, slimy cum smearing everywhere. Sure enough, when he threw back the blanket, the front of his khakis were crusted with white goo. He brushed at his crotch, but only managed to smudge it around. Resigned to having the evidence of his earlier excitement in plain view, he got out of the chair. His legs were weak as he crossed the living room.

He lost sight of Elizabeth, as he approached. She was hidden somewhere behind Sean’s broad back and thrusting hips. All he could see were her bouncing legs. Not sure where he was supposed to go, he stood watching Sean’s heavy balls swinging between his thighs, and slapping against the pale skin of Elizabeth’s ass. She held out her hand from underneath him.

“God, Jerry…hurry,” he head her muffled voice.

Careful to avoid touching any of Sean’s naked flesh, he moved to the side. Buried under the black mountain of his body, his wife was folded up in a tight package. Her knees crushed into her breasts. Her head was back, eyes closed, and mouth open, as she moaned with each deep thrust. The smell of her arousal was overpowering. Sitting cautiously on the couch, he reached out to touch her fingertips.

She found his hand and latched on, squeezing it tight enough to make Jerry wince.

“Fuck, baby…his cock feels so fantastic…he’s going to make me…ungh!”

She crushed Jerry’s fingers in her grip. He plucked at her wrist with his other hand, trying to pry her loose. The trembling in her arms vibrated through him as he watched her face contort into ecstasy. His cock swelled with renewed purpose in his pants.

Her grip on his hand loosened, as her breathing calmed. Sean still drove relentlessly into her pussy, making wet slapping sounds with every thrust. Her eyes were open now, staring up at Sean’s handsome face.

“Oh, god, I can feel it…he’s swelling inside me. Oh, shit, baby, it’s going to happen! I love you Jerry. Fuck me, Sean…fuck me! Fill me up! Give me my baby!”

Sean’s skin glistened with a sheen of sweat, as his hips drove faster into the open well of her pussy. He grunted loudly as he made several sharp thrusts, and then groaned as he held himself deep inside her.

Elizabeth clawed at Jerry’s arm. “Yes! He’s cumming in me, baby. God, he’s so deep…his cum is headed right for my womb, I can feel it.”

Jerry’s cock was an iron bar in his pants. His wife was getting pregnant. Right now. Right in front of him. Sean was planting a baby inside her, he knew it.

The new father leaned back, staring down at where his ebony cock disappeared between the red lips of her pussy. He looked up at Jerry, and smiled. It was the same dazzling white grin that Jerry had seen dozens of times, as Sean showed his domination over another exhausted, stretched out, cum-filled, white girl.

Elizabeth had her eyes closed again, and she hummed brightly as she massaged the tight skin of her belly. She jerked as she felt Sean start to pull out of her.

“Noooo…oh, not yet,” she said, reaching out to brush her fingertips over Sean’s abs.

His softening cock pulled back, leaving her stretched hole exposed to the cooler air. She covered her pussy with her hand, keeping anything from leaking out. Sean stood up, and she stared hungrily at the cum-smeared black monster that had just inseminated her.

“Mmmm, come here, lover. Let me…”

As Sean moved to the couch, Elizabeth took her hand away from her pussy to reach for him. She tugged on Jerry’s arm with her other hand, and before he could pull away, she’d slapped his hand over her wet, squishy entrance.

“Don’t let any escape,” she said.

She left his hand there, and reached for Sean with both of hers. One wrapped around his wet shaft, guiding it to her mouth, the other grabbed at his tight ass, pulling him closer. Jerry felt a wet drop leak between his fingers, and tightened the seal he made over her sloppy hole.

He watched his wife licking at the messy, wet flesh of Sean’s cock, running her tongue over every ridge and into every crease, cleaning off their combined juices. She moaned around her mouthful of black dick, and her hips undulated under Jerry’s hand.

He reached down to rub the front of his pants, smearing his own drying cum into the cloth as he pressed against his covered erection. Sean reached out his large hand to gently brush a lock of sweaty, blonde hair from his wife’s face. She gazed up at him with adoring eyes.

Pressing his lips together, and trying not to make a sound, Jerry came in his pants. Four weak squirts soaked his underwear. He shuddered as his dick pulsed under his fingers, but no one seemed to notice.

Sean’s cock was swelling up again under Elizabeth’s care, but he pulled back gently from her mouth, and loosened her clutching hands from his body. He leaned down to kiss the top of her blonde head, and she whimpered as he moved away.

As Sean picked up his shirt from the floor, his gaze swept past Jerry, seeing one hand cupping Elizabeth’s cum-filled pussy, and the other rubbing over the spreading wet stain on the front of his pants. Sean didn’t react in any way, but Jerry’s face went bright red, and he lowered his eyes to the carpet.

Elizabeth moved, spinning around on the couch until her feet were propped up over the back. Jerry followed her motions as best he could. She let loose a heavy sigh, and rested both hands lightly on her stomach.

“Jerry, baby, can you bring me the blanket?” she asked.

Jerry looked over at his recliner, where the stained afghan was crumpled in a ball.

“Let me get one from the bedroom,” he said. He pulled his hand away from her crotch, trying not to look at her pussy. As he stood up, he wiped his slimy hand on his leg. Sean was pulling on his pants, as Jerry passed him on his way to the bedroom.

When he came back to the living room, Sean was completely dressed, and had his keys in his hand. He touched Elizabeth’s cheek.

“So, will I see you at the gym tomorrow?” he asked.

Elizabeth smiled. “I don’t know. I might be too sore for a workout. Maybe you can stop by and give me another massage?”

Sean chuckled, and got to his feet. He slapped a heavy hand on Jerry’s shoulder as he walked past. “Thanks for dinner, Jer.”

Jerry heard the door slam as he brought the blanket to his wife. She had her eyes closed and was breathing gently. Trying not to disturb her, he covered her naked body.

Elizabeth moaned and opened her eyes. “Mmmm. I love you, honey,” she said. She pulled his head down, and gave him a salty, earthy kiss.


Book Two

White Wife

Borrows a Bull


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.”


Book Three

White Wife's

Fertile Birthday Gift


Chapter One

Theresa dabbed the mascara brush up through her lashes, trying to get that last bit of length without having it clump. She wasn’t used to putting on so much makeup, but tonight was a special occasion. It hardly felt like she was turning thirty. Wasn’t it just yesterday that she was graduating from college? Or walking down the aisle at her wedding? The time had just flown by, and now here she was, about to celebrate the big three-oh.

Her dress was too tight just under her ribs, but the rest of it was fabulous, so she tugged at it a bit, then just put up with the discomfort. She’d found it on the clearance rack of a downtown boutique months ago, and had splurged on getting it for an occasion just like this. Regalio was the nicest restaurant in town, and she wanted to look her best tonight when David escorted her to their table. She’d made sure that he wore his nicest suit to work today, with the burgundy tie that she liked, so that when he got off work he’d be ready to go.

She finished up her eyes, and decided she’d wait on the lipstick so it would last longer. She stood up straight and turned around, to check her backside in the full-length mirror. The rose-colored silk of the tight skirt hugged her firm butt, and she felt a little glow of pride at how nice her ass looked. Leaving her twenties had been a big deal for her, but she’d tackled it by diving into a much healthier lifestyle last year. She hit the gym three days a week, and ran at least two miles every morning, and the results were right there, in the dramatic curve of her backside, and the firm calves peeking out below the hem of her dress.

She frowned when she saw the line across the middle of her smooth ass—the panties that were part of the lingerie set she’d bought for tonight were totally wrong for this dress. She hiked up the skirt, and pinned it with her arm. The dusky-rose garter belt fit snugly around her waist, the front and back straps clipped to the smoky sheer stockings, but the waistband of her panties was creating too much of a line under the slinky fabric.

A wicked thought came to her, and before she stopped to consider it, she’d unclipped the garters from the front and back, and was pulling the offending undergarment down her legs. She watched herself in the mirror as she clipped the stockings back on, and felt a little glow in her belly at the sight of her shaved pussy, framed by the sexy lingerie. She’d never dared to go without panties in public, but tonight she was setting out on a new path in her life, so why not kick things off with a bold move like this? David would cream in his pants if he discovered what she’d done. She pictured exactly how she would reveal her naughty secret, while she dropped her skirt back into place and checked her rear in the mirror again.

Much better. The panty lines were gone, and all the men who stared at her ass tonight would see the sexy stripes of the garters, and nothing else. She wanted to reach down and rub herself through the silk—brush the sensuous fabric against her mound—but was afraid that she would soak the fabric with her juices. She needed to calm down if she was going to do this. David could mess up the dress all he wanted later tonight, but for now she had to keep herself looking proper.

She brushed her hand over her flat stomach, closing her eyes and slipping into her recent fantasy of her belly swelling up with a baby. Her clock had been ticking loudly in her ears for the last year, and even though David hadn’t been that enthusiastic about it, he also hadn’t said that he didn’t want a baby. She was ovulating today, maybe even right at this moment, and if everything went well at dinner, she’d get her husband to knock her up when they got home.

She’d have to play it right, since David had been avoiding sex with her lately. Well, actually for more than a year, ever since he’d been promoted at work. He was always too tired, or too stressed to get an erection, even on weekends. Theresa had been forced to rely on her trusty rabbit vibrator for quite a while now. Hopefully, they could relax, and enjoy a nice dinner tonight. Maybe she could get David to go beyond his one drink limit for a change. Then she’d let his hand slide up her thigh, under her skirt, and when he discovered she wasn’t wearing anything underneath...

Her play-by-play of her fantasy night was interrupted by the buzz of her cell phone. She fumbled to get it off the dresser, since her nails were still tacky and she didn’t want to mess them up. It was a text, from David.

so sry hun boss needs me @ work late have to resched dinner. D

She almost threw her phone against the wall. She wanted to scream. How could David’s boss keep him late on her birthday? Did David even tell him that they had a special celebration planned tonight? Probably not—he never stood up for himself when it came to his job. That was the reason for most of her husband’s stress, at least from what she’d been able to drag out of him. If he wasn’t making such good money, she would have told him to quit long ago.

Well, maybe it was time that she did tell him. They could survive on her salary while he looked for another job. There was no reason that he had to put up with shit like this, especially when it interfered with her plans. She was on the verge of hyperventilating, she was so mad. She wanted to call David and let him know what she thought of his message, but her anger wouldn’t let her do it over the phone; she needed him in front of her. She needed both of them, David, and his jerk of a boss Russell, to hear exactly how she felt about this situation.

She snatched up her purse and headed for the garage, so upset that she forgot her coat.

Why the fuck would he allow Russell to keep him late? Tonight! Of all the times when he should have stood up for himself...

David had never been the most forceful of men. He was a “sweet” guy, which was what she had needed in her life seven years ago. After three very messy splits with a succession of strong men, she’d been too emotionally exhausted to dive back into dating, and had fallen in with her quiet, unassuming college friend. He’d been so nice and supportive of her, that she’d come to accept him as the best man she would ever find, so when he’d sprung his surprise proposal on her that Christmas Eve, she’d been too stunned to say no.

Not that life with David had been bad. They had a comfortable home, and a comfortable life. She had risen in her job as a designer for a women’s accessories company, becoming the lead for the handbag line, and David had used his English degree to get into copywriting, eventually landing a job with Russell’s up-and-coming marketing agency. Still, there were nights when she was lying next to her husband’s sleeping form, that she wondered if there was anything more than what they had.

She didn’t remember how she got there, but she was suddenly stopped in front of the downtown building that housed David’s firm. The company had moved into a renovated factory, with its brick walls and rustic-chic facade. Inside the front entry, she was suddenly lost; she’d only visited David here once in the last three years. Her fury grew as she looked down each of the four corridors that extended off the lobby, and she was just about to march down one of them at random, when a tiny, well-dressed woman came out of a side door, and moved behind the reception desk.

“Can I help you?” she asked in a bright, professional tone.

Theresa took a deep breath to calm herself. It wouldn’t do any good to yell at the poor receptionist. “Yes, can you tell me where to find David Adland? I’m his wife, Theresa.”

“Oh, Theresa, it’s really nice to meet you. David’s such a sweet guy.” The perky brunette smiled at her like they were already best friends. “His office is down the corridor there, third door on the left.” She pointed down the second of the four corridors.

Theresa was starting to doubt herself, thinking that it might not be the best idea to barge in and start yelling at her husband with all of these people around. She didn’t want to make a scene. She still wanted to scream at David, but maybe she should wait until she got home.

As she was fighting with herself about what to do, the receptionist looked up from her desk. “I love your dress,” she said. “Is tonight a special occasion?”

That did it. Without answering the curious girl, Theresa marched off down the corridor. At the third door on the left, she paused to gather herself, straightening her dress, and patting her hair into place. She heard voices behind the door, and started to worry again about making a scene, but then her fury came back, and she flung the door open.

Inside the office, David sat at a modern wood and steel desk, poring over some papers, while a beautiful blonde woman leaned over him, her hair falling onto his shoulder, and her red lips just inches from his ear. Theresa was stunned, and stood in the doorway staring. David looked up, and cringed when he saw her. The blonde stood up behind him, and Theresa’s eyes went wide as she saw the round bulge of the woman’s very pregnant belly.

“Terry?” David said. “Honey, I told you I’m sorry that I have to work late, but why did you come all the way down here?”

Theresa couldn’t speak in the face of everything she saw. Who was this woman? And why was she hanging over David like that? Could it be possible that her husband was having an affair? Was that why he never wanted sex at home? And look at the woman’s swollen belly...no ring, so she wasn’t married...who had gotten her pregnant? Could it really be David?

“I...needed to speak to you. I...I’m sorry, David, but who is this?”

“Oh, sorry. Yes, of course. Theresa, this is Julie, my co-worker. We were just going over the copy for a new campaign.”

“Hi, Theresa,” the blonde said. “It’s nice to meet you. I love your dress.”

“I...thank you,” Theresa mumbled. “Do you think I could have a word with my husband?”

“Sure thing. David, sweetie, just call me when you’re ready to pick up where we left off.” She maneuvered her belly around David’s desk, and gave Theresa a bright smile as she left.

The instant the door closed, Theresa turned on her husband. “What the hell was that about?”

“What was what, Terry?” David said. His face had the same clueless look that he often got when she tried to hint about having sex.

“That woman. Hanging all over you like that? Are you...are you cheating on me David?”

“Am I...? With Julie? Of course not!” His face had switched from clueless to shocked.

Theresa didn’t know whether to believe him or not. She’d always thought that she could read his moods, but she also knew how good men could be about lying—especially to cover their asses. “Well then what was she doing with her tongue in your ear? She doesn’t need to be that close just to go over some work papers.”

“Honey, calm down,” David said. “Please, lower your voice. Honestly, Julie and I were just going over some new copy. She only brought in the one piece of paper, and she said that sitting was hard on her back, so she wanted to stand. Really, Terry, there’s nothing going on. It’s like the furthest thing from the truth.”

Something was bothering her about David’s answer, but she couldn’t figure out what it was. He sounded so sure in his denial, which wasn’t really like him—he usually stumbled over his words whenever they got in a fight. And he was definitely blushing. He might not be sleeping with the pregnant woman, but something was up between them.

But that wasn’t why she’d come here in the first place. “Well then what else could possibly get you to miss my thirtieth birthday dinner? Do you realize how much I was looking forward to tonight, David? It’s such a huge milestone. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?” The more stunned he looked, and the further he sank into his chair, the louder her voice got. “How could you let your boss keep you here? Didn’t you have the backbone to stand up for yourself and say ‘I’m sorry, Russell, but I can’t stay late tonight because it’s my wife’s thirtieth birthday, and I’m taking her out for a special celebration?’” The last part came out as a shriek.

David was hunched in his chair, his shoulders slumped in defeat as he stared at something on his desk. “I’m sorry, honey. I—”

“Sorry? I don’t want sorry, David. I want a husband who’s going to—”

A firm knock on the door interrupted her. She turned to look as it opened without waiting, and Russell Keene, David’s boss and the owner of the company, ducked his large frame through the door.

“David,” he said, in a deep, silky bass, “Something going on here?”


Chapter Two

Theresa stared at the intruder, her anger at her husband instantly switching over to his boss. She was just about to approach him and resume her tirade, when he turned and locked his eyes with hers. Something about the way he looked at her stopped her in her tracks. The rage in her ebbed just a bit, as she took a deep breath and considered this man who was at the root of all her problems.

He certainly was big. Tall, and broad shouldered, his presence seemed to fill the room. The well-tailored royal blue shirt that he wore went well with his dark brown skin, and the rolled up sleeves showed his strong hands and muscular arms. He might actually look dangerous, if his features weren’t so attractive; from his closely-shaved head to the tip of his well-groomed goatee. But it was his eyes that fascinated Theresa the most; they seemed open and honest, but his dark pupils hid something that sent a small shiver up her spine.

“Ah, no, Russell,” David stammered. “It’s nothing. This is my wife, Theresa, and we were—”

“We were just discussing why my husband had to work late when we were supposed to go out for my birthday,” Theresa finished for him.

“Your birthday? Well congratulations, Theresa. I’m guessing, what, twenty-six?” His smile distracted her for a moment. It seemed to come to him so naturally, unlike her husband, who rarely smiled at anything.

“What? No. It’s my thirtieth if you must know,” she said. “We had plans for tonight, including dinner at Regalio, where we should have been ten minutes ago.” She expected some reaction from him, some sign of contrition for ruining their night, but instead his eyes ran up and down her body, lingering on her legs and breasts before returning to her face.

“Well you certainly chose a lovely dress for it,” he said. “David, when I asked you to finish up on that ad copy tonight, why didn’t you tell me you had plans?”

Theresa spun around to face her husband. “Is that true, David?”

Her husband looked like he was about to faint. “Well, I...uh...just assumed, since Julie said you wanted it done tonight...”

“Nonsense,” Russell said. “That was business. This is your wife’s big celebration we’re talking about.” He checked his very expensive-looking watch. “I’ll tell you what, Theresa, I happen to know Ronaldo, the chef at Regalio, and I’m sure I can get you a table any time you want. You just let David finish up his last task of the night, and he’s all yours. And dinner’s on me.”

Theresa’s mouth dropped open. Even after all this talk, he still wanted David to stay? “I’m not sure that’s a—”

“It’s OK, honey,” David said. “It won’t be too long. Why don’t you go home, and I’ll be there in an hour or so. We can still have our night.” He scrambled up from his chair, and took Theresa by the elbow, trying to steer her out of his office. Russell backed up to let him pass.

“Wait,” Theresa said. “Wait a minute!” She jerked her arm out of David’s grip. “What’s going on here? What’s so important that you need to stay?” The way David was trying to get rid of her was making her suspicious. “Come on David, I’m sure Mr. Keene understands. You can come in early tomorrow and make up the time.”

David gave Russell a frightened look. Theresa couldn’t figure out why her husband was so terrified at the idea of leaving work. She glanced up at his handsome boss, and was surprised to see a predatory smile on the tall man’s face.

“No, Theresa,” he said, his voice getting a little steel in it. She was about to protest, when he waved his hand to cut her off. “I’m afraid David needs to stay. It would reflect poorly on him, if he left in the middle of an important project like this, and if I remember correctly, his performance review is coming up in less than a month.”

Theresa was about to shout at her husband’s insensitive boss, when his words sank into her brain. She closed her mouth, and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself down. Even though it amounted to blackmail, she didn’t want David to lose his job over her temper. If she was going to get pregnant tonight like she planned, they needed David’s salary to get through the time she was on maternity leave. She even had a dream of quitting work to be a full time mom, and maybe adding one or two more kids to her future family. If she had to sacrifice her birthday dinner because David’s boss was an asshole, then she would do it, for the sake of her unborn baby.

“So what do you have left to do, David?” she asked.

“It’s...um...just some things,” he said. “It won’t be long, honestly honey.”

“Well then, can’t I just wait here?”

David looked panicked at her suggestion, but even stranger was the look of interest on Russell’s face.

“That might not be a bad idea,” the boss said. “Maybe she can sit in the office with us while you—”

“No!” David shouted, but then ducked his head, looking scared.

“Now, David,” Russell said, “don’t be like that. Maybe Theresa has an interest in what we do here late at night.”

“Please, Mr Keene...”

“David, David, it’s OK. Why don’t you let me have a talk with Theresa? Go to my office. Julie’s already there, and we’ll join you in a minute.”

The look that David gave his wife was almost pitiful, but then he ducked his shoulders and slinked out the door.

Theresa rounded on the big man. “I don’t like the way you treat my husband, Mr. Keene,” she said. “I’m not going to do anything to upset your work tonight, but I want you to know that.”

Russell chuckled, and leaned up against the edge of David’s desk, crossing his arms and looking slowly up and down Theresa’s body. She felt herself flush under his gaze, and she shifted from foot to foot in the sudden silence.

“I have a feeling, Theresa, that you’re going to hear a lot of things that you won’t like.” He waved her toward one of the chairs near the desk, and she sat down slowly, never taking her eyes off him. “First of all, we’ll start with a painful reality. Your husband is not very good at his job. In fact he’s pretty bad at it.”

Theresa gaped at him. “What do you mean ‘bad?’” she asked.

“I mean that I would have fired him almost a year ago, if he hadn’t become part of...something else we do here at the company.”

“What the hell does that mean?” Who was this prick to insult her husband so casually?

“Look, David just doesn’t have the stuff to be in marketing. He doesn’t understand the demographics that we try to appeal to here, and frankly, he hasn’t put out a decent bit of writing in a long time.”

“I don’t get it,” she said. “Why the hell are you keeping him here? If he’s no good at this job, then shouldn’t he be out looking for something else, instead of costing you money?”

“Well, like I said, David has become a part of something else—a side project of a sort. I’ll tell you about it in a minute, but I wanted to prepare you for it by giving you the truth about David’s position here. I don’t need him for his regular work, but I’m willing to keep him on, at his generous salary, if he keeps up his other duties.”

“This all sounds a little shady, Mr. Keene.” Theresa was getting worried. All of her plans for her baby and her happy life seemed like they were tottering on the edge of a cliff. “If you’ve got David doing something illegal...”

Russell laughed, rich and deep, in genuine amusement. “Oh, no, no, Theresa. Nothing illegal. All David really has to do is keep another employee happy while they perform their duties.”

“Happy? Happy how? You’d better stop beating around the bush here, Mr. Keene.”

“Please, call me Russell. And you’re right, we should just get to the point.” He straightened up, and held out his large hand. Theresa put her own smaller hand in his, and let him help her up from the chair. His grip was firm, his fingers just slightly calloused, and his palm was warm. She was fascinated at the way his dark fingers swallowed up her paler ones, and she felt a little jolt of excitement run through her at the contact.

They left David’s office, and walked down a hallway until they reached a secretary’s desk in front of a pair of large oak doors. Russell stopped at the doors, and gathered both of her hands in his. “Just remember, Theresa, your husband has agreed to this, in order to keep his job, and I’m pretty sure he actually enjoys it.” He backed through the doors, pulling her in after him.

Theresa didn’t know what she was expecting inside, but all she saw was a large, tastefully furnished corner office, with a massive mahogany and chrome desk dominating one corner, and a comfortable seating area in the other. The large windows were all covered by hanging blinds, blocking the view of downtown.

The pregnant blonde girl, Julie, leaned against the desk, her arms crossed under her large breasts. She smiled at Russell as he entered, but then looked worried when she saw Theresa following him in. On the other side of the office, David was perched nervously on the edge of the long leather couch, watching his wife intently as she looked around the room.

“Terry, what are—”

“Shut up,” Russell snapped.

David looked like he’d been slapped. He leaned back into the couch, and placed his hands on his knees, staring straight ahead.

“Baby, what’s this?” Julie asked.

“Shhh. It’s OK,” Russell said. He crossed to the desk, and wrapped his arms around the beautiful blonde. She leaned her head against his chest, her belly pressing into his crotch. “We’re going to try something new tonight.” He looked over at Theresa where she stood, still stunned after the way he’d yelled at her husband. “David, get over here,” he said. “On your knees.”

Theresa watched her husband jump to his feet, but then hesitate as he looked back and forth from his wife to his boss.

“Now, David!” Julie’s high-pitched shout was punctuated by the slap of her hand on the polished desk. David yelped, and rushed to the center of the office, where he fell to his knees, with his head down.

“You’re going to tell your wife a story, David,” Russell said, letting go of Julie to face his kneeling employee. “She wants to know how you got your raise last year, and why you have to work late so often.” David groaned as he heard his instructions. “No lies, now. And don’t leave anything out.”

Theresa was shocked at what was happening, but she was getting more curious by the second. How could this handsome man treat his employees like this; humiliating one while fondling the other? And why was David allowing himself to be bullied this way? She knew he was passive, but this was beyond anything she could have imagined.

“We’re waiting, David. Don’t make me ask again.” Russell’s voice had an amazing ability to go from smooth to hard in an instant. David twitched at his words, and glanced up shyly.

“About a...” He swallowed, then took a deep breath. “About a year ago, I stayed late one night to finish a project. I didn’t think anyone was in the building, but as I got ready to leave, I heard a noise down the hall. When I got to the doors to Russell’s office, I...uh...heard something going on inside.” He glanced at Julie, who was leaning against her boss’s side, holding his thick arm. “I opened the door just a crack, to peek in, and saw...”

“Saw Russell and I fucking,” Julie said, without any sign of embarrassment.

David nodded. “I, uh...” He looked up at Russell. “Do I have to?” His face was crimson with shame.

“Oh, Christ, this will take forever,” Julie said. “I’ll tell her, baby, OK?” When Russell nodded at her, she locked eyes with Theresa. “Your hubby was spying on us while we were busy on the couch one night, but instead of just watching like a normal perv, he got out his little dick and started jacking off to the show.”

Theresa looked down at her husband, but he wouldn’t meet her eyes.

“The thing was, we knew he was there,” Julie said. “There’s a camera in the reception area, so Russell can see who’s waiting outside his office. He saw David on the monitor, and he whispered it to me while he was pounding my cunt. I swear to God, I came like a rocket when I heard someone was watching.” She rubbed a hand over her swollen belly, and then moved it up to cup her breast, squeezing it through her blouse. “I’d always had a thing for being watched, but being watched while fucking this huge black stud, who was also be my boss...fuck it was good.” Her eyes went unfocused as she lost herself in her memories.

Theresa could sort of understand. She remembered times in college, when her boyfriend—the one right before she started up with David—would arrange her in his dorm room window, screwing her from behind while she looked down at all the students walking to class. Every once in a while, someone would look up, and she’d get a tingle in her pussy as her embarrassment kicked in.

“So if you caught him jerking off,” she said, “why didn’t you just fire him on the spot, or give him a reprimand or something?”

“Because I asked him not to,” Julie said. Her hand had moved down the front of her top, and Theresa could see her fingers pinching her nipple. “It was soooo fucking hot. I wanted us to do it again. And we did, for almost a month. Probably a dozen times Russell fucked me in his office, and good old David wandered along to spy on us. And every time he’d jerk off into a tissue right outside the door. We’d watch on the monitor, and oh my God, it would just send me through the roof.”

“I’ve never seen anyone get off so hard from being watched,” Russell said, smiling at the pregnant blonde.

Theresa looked down on her kneeling husband, picturing him doing what Julie had described. She could almost see his skinny body, hunched over while he peered through the door, his dick sticking out of his fly while he rubbed it. Her pussy was heating up with all this talk of sex, and she wanted to get home and let David put a baby in her before it was too late. But first, they had to do whatever perverted thing it was that Russell had hinted about.

“So then one day, when I was extra, extra horny,” Julie said, “I wanted to do it with David watching, but he was getting ready to leave early. Something about a baby shower...”

“My sister’s,” Theresa said softly. That was one of the first times that David had blown off their plans so he could work late.

“Well, by that point we had plenty of footage of our perv here, so Russell and I called him into the office, and explained what was going to happen from then on. We showed him the tapes, and he cried. But then after that, we made sure that he stayed late whenever one of us was in the mood. It started off with him staying outside the door, like before, but once Russell knocked me up, I got like, super horny, all the time. So when I wanted to fuck during lunch or whatever, we couldn’t have poor David out in the hall, scaring Russell’s assistant. Instead, we brought him into the office, and made him sit on the couch.” She grinned at Theresa like she was telling a joke.

“You bitch,” Theresa said. David looked up at her. Russell and Julie lost their knowing smiles and stared.


Chapter Three

“What was that?” Julie asked.

“You selfish little bitch,” Theresa said. “Did you ever think about what your little game did to me? How many times I wanted to have sex with my husband, only for him to say he was too tired? I haven’t been screwed in almost a year, and it’s your fucking fault.” She moved toward Julie, wanting to slap that smug look off her face, but Russell stepped in front of his blonde lover, and stopped Theresa with a hand on her chest.

“Don’t do anything dumb,” he said, using his hard voice.

Theresa looked up into his handsome face, conflicted about what to do. She wanted to hurt Julie for taking her husband away. Even though he wasn’t sleeping with his co-worker, he might as well have been, with the effect it had on him and his home life. She felt just as cheated that David had wasted his limited sexual energy jerking off to Julie, rather than using it on her. Who did this bitch think she was, that she could so casually take her husband away from his marriage?

On the other hand, David’s misstep had led to his promotion at work, and provided the money they would need to raise their baby. Where would they be if Russell had just fired him after that first time? From what he’d said earlier, David wasn’t talented enough to make nearly this much money anywhere else.

“So,” she said, facing off with Russell, “let me guess what comes next. Your little slut wanted to get laid, so you kept David here to satisfy her perverted little fetish, but when I interrupted the party, you decided to drag me into it as well?” The tall man raised one eyebrow and gave her a leering grin. “Well, Mr. Russell Keene...fuck you.” She turned to look at her husband. “Get the fuck up, David. We’re leaving.”

As her husband scrambled to his feet, she wheeled around to face the couple near the desk. “You picked the wrong fucking night to play your games,” she said. “David may be too scared to stand up to you, but mister, you’ve never met me. I don’t give a fuck what blackmail material you have on David, by the time my brother, the lawyer, gets done with you, I’ll own this fucking company.” She pushed David in the direction of the door, then spun around to leave.

A heavy hand fell on her shoulder. “Wait.”

She whirled around again. “Don’t touch me! You want to add an assault charge to the list?” She reached into her purse and brought our her cell phone. Hitting a button on the screen, she held it up for him to see. “I’d watch what you say from now on. I’m recording.” She tried to give him a menacing look, but he was so tall, that she had to strain her neck to see his face. She was sure he wouldn’t be intimidated physically. Her only option was to get him thinking about the legal implications.

Russell held up both hands in surrender. “It’s all right, Theresa,” he said. His voice was back to the smooth, seductive tone from earlier. “No one wants to do anything rash here. Let’s just sit down and talk about it.”

“Talk about what?” she said. “I think I’ve heard all of the explanations I can handle for one night.” She glanced over at Julie, and saw that the smug smile had been replaced with a look of panic. Good. “My husband and I are leaving. You can have whatever kind of kinky sex you like once we’re gone, but he is not staying just so your blonde whore can get her jollies.” Julie gasped at her statement, and she saw Russell clench his fists. Maybe she’d gone a little overboard with that last comment.

“Look,” she said, “I don’t want to turn this into something major, but you have to realize what you’ve been doing here is wrong. You can’t blackmail people into doing what you want, just because you get a thrill out of it.”

“And why not?” Julie said. She looked just as pissed as Theresa felt. “We didn’t make your spineless husband do anything that he didn’t want to. Ask him how much he gets off on seeing a real man fuck.”

“Julie, enough!” Russell turned on his lover. His words hit her like a physical slap, and she gasped and pulled away from him, backing up against the desk.

Theresa was shocked, but a little shiver ran up her back at the strength in his voice. He was definitely a man that people would obey. She glanced at her husband, and couldn’t help measuring him against his boss. David’s personality had never had that much force or magnetism, not to mention the glaring physical differences between the two men. It was almost like they were two different species. She remembered her boyfriends before David, and how much she’d been attracted to their strength. And while she’d been content, married to David for the last seven years, memories of those bad boys of the past had her rubbing her bare thighs together.

“Now, baby,” the tall black man said, moving slowly toward his trembling partner, “Theresa is right. We’ve been selfish, keeping her husband away from her.” His voice had gone from gravel to liquid silk, and the pregnant woman’s body relaxed as he moved closer. He put his hands on her shoulders, then ran his fingertips lightly down her bare arms, until he was taking her tiny hands in his giant ones. “I know you liked having an audience, but we should have thought it through a little more.”

Julie looked up at him, and her trembling lip steadied into a thin smile. Russell leaned down and kissed her forehead, and all of the fear and tension left her. She sighed and leaned in, pressing her soft body against him, and nuzzling her face against his broad chest.

Theresa was getting hot, watching Russell take charge like that. She remembered the reason she’d wanted David to herself tonight, and why she’d gone without panties under her dress. This had been one of the more bizarre nights in her life, but she would sort it all out tomorrow. Right now, she needed to get laid. It was her birthday, damn it, and she wanted her present. Forget dinner, she was going to take her husband home and ride him until she got her baby.

“Come on, David,” she said, gripping her husband’s arm, and turning for the door.

“Theresa, wait...please,” Russell said from behind her.

It was the please that did it. She had expected bluster, or threats, or...anything besides a plea. She stopped in her tracks, David almost bowling her over as he stumbled into her back.

“Come back and sit down,” Russell said. “I want to have a calm, rational talk with you. Something that I think will help clear the air about everything you’ve just heard.”

He was good. She could tell that she was being manipulated, but the way he phrased it didn’t leave her much choice. If she stormed out, then suddenly she was the irrational one. Her phone was still recording, so she had to play this through if she was going to use any of it against him.

“Fine,” she said, steering David toward the leather sofa. “Sit,” she told her husband. She didn’t look at Russell or his slut until she’d sat down next to David, and taken a deep breath to gather herself. When she did look up, his dark eyes were focused on her face, his handsome features calm and expectant.

“Thank you,” he said, pleasantly enough. “Theresa, I have to tell you, I’m a very good businessman.” She opened her mouth to give him an angry reply, but he held up his hand to cut her off. “It’s the truth. When I started this company, it was just me, and my ability to create opportunities. And you can see, I’ve done pretty well since then.” He waved his hand around his fancy office.

“I don’t see what this has to do with me, or my husband,” Theresa said. “I’m not a business opportunity.”

“No, of course not. That’s not what I was trying to suggest.” Julie had moved behind his desk, out of the line of fire, and was sitting in his big leather chair. Russell leaned back against the edge of his desk and crossed his thick arms, his eyes never leaving hers. “What I’m trying to say, is that I’m pretty good at figuring out what people want, and then coming up with a way to get it for them. Take your husband, for example.”

Theresa didn’t take her eyes off the face of David’s boss, but she could feel her husband shifting nervously on the couch. “What about him?” she asked.

“Well, you heard the story of how David stumbled onto Julie and me, but you didn’t hear the rest of it. After we confronted him about his spying, the decision to have him join us whenever Julie was feeling...frisky...was as much about what he wanted, as it was about Julie’s desires.”

Theresa finally pulled her gaze away from Russell’s face and turned to look at her husband. He had his head down, staring intently at his hands as they wrung in his lap. “And what was it that David wanted?” she said, daring her husband to look at her.

“Just what we gave him,” Russell said.

Theresa heard Julie snort in amusement, and her head whipped around. “You little—”

“Julie,” Russell barked, “enough.”

He smiled ruefully, to defuse Theresa’s scowl, and to convince her that he was on her side. He certainly was good, she admitted to herself.

“David has confessed quite a few things to us over the last few months. Julie tends to...pry...into other people’s lives. Purely out of curiosity,” he assured her, “but nonetheless, we’ve learned some things about your husband that you may not have known.”

“Oh?” Theresa said, turning again to her cringing spouse. “What don’t I know about you David?”

“That I...um...I...” he clenched his hands in his lap, and shook his head, clamping his lips tight.

“David,” Theresa said, “I’m warning you, I’m not in the mood for this.” Her husband just shook his head, refusing to look at her.

“Maybe I can help,” Russell offered.

“What could you possibly do?”

“David!” The big man’s voice boomed out, startling Theresa, and causing her husband to finally look up. “Get over here you spineless little shit!” He pointed a finger at the floor in front of him.

Theresa was about to yell back at him—tell him to go to Hell for yelling at David that way—when her husband suddenly pushed himself up from the couch, and crossed the floor toward his boss. When he got to the spot that Russell was pointing at, he sank to his knees and lowered his head. Behind the desk, Julie was watching with wide eyes, her chest rising and falling with her heavy breathing.

“Turn around! Face your wife! You’re going to tell her the truth, and I’m going to make sure you do it right. If you screw it up, I’ll have your mistress punish you.” Julie leaned forward and slapped her hand on the desk with a loud crack.

“Wait...wait, wait, wait!” Theresa shouted. “What the hell are you...what sick games do you...what the fuck is going on here?” She was too shocked to get up from the couch, just staring in disbelief at the man she had married, kneeling in front of his domineering boss, and his perverted, pregnant coworker.

“It’s all right, Theresa,” Russell said, leaning back against the desk again. “David just needed some incentive to speak. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, sir,” David said in a quiet voice.

Theresa sank back into the soft leather and closed her eyes. This couldn’t be happening. It was her fucking birthday! All she’d wanted to do was go to a nice dinner with her husband, have a couple glasses of wine, and then go home and have sex. She wanted a baby, dammit, and this had been her best chance of getting it. Everything had been planned perfectly until...until it suddenly wasn’t. Until she walked into this office and entered some kind of perverted Twilight Zone.

She took a deep breath and opened her eyes. “All right, someone talk to me,” she said.

“Terry, hun,” David said, his voice so quiet she had to strain to hear, “the ...uh, reason that I didn’t tell you why I was staying late was...well, it was because I liked it. I liked what I was doing, and I didn’t want to stop.”

“Oh my fucking God,” Theresa said. “Are you fucking serious?” This had gone from the Twilight Zone to the fucking Titanic. Her whole life seemed to be collapsing around her. The man she’d been married to for the last seven years had turned out to be some kind of submissive Peeping Tom, who got his jollies by watching his boss fuck his little blonde slut.

“I’m fucking done,” Theresa said, getting up from the couch. “Don’t bother coming home David. And you—” she pointed at Russell—”will be hearing from my lawyer.”

“Stop that, Theresa,” Russell said. While she might have been trembling with anger, and ready to storm out, the command in his voice somehow glued her feet to the floor. “You’re upset, I understand that, but getting hysterical and stomping out won’t solve anything.”

He crossed over to stand in front of her, his huge chest and broad shoulders blocking her vision of Julie and her kneeling...she hated to say husband, but that’s what he was. For now. “What is there to solve?” she said, looking up into his calm, handsome face. “You’ve managed to ruin my marriage, and my birthday, all in one night. I just want to get out of here.”

“Oh, come on, Theresa,” Russell said. “Ruined your marriage? I don’t think you really had much of one to begin with. Did you know that David is afraid of you?” He stepped aside, so she could see David, still kneeling on the hardwood floor. “He’s told Julie quite a lot about his feelings. She likes hearing things like that—personally I don’t care.”

“Afraid?” Theresa said.

“Not afraid like you’re going to kill him,” Julie said. “But afraid because you’re a strong woman, who likes strong men, and he’s afraid that you’ll find out that he’s...not.”

“I’m a...? What are you talking about?”

“Oh David’s told me a lot,” Julie said. “About your other boyfriends, what you were like in college, your wedding night...”

“What? Oh my God, David.”

“Don’t blame him,” the blonde woman said. “He can’t help it. He’ll do anything I ask, won’t you, Davy?”

Theresa had never seen her husband look so small and pathetic. His narrow shoulders were slumped, and his hands were curled tightly in his lap. God, why had she married him? She hadn’t been terribly excited by the idea, but she hadn’t been against it either. And while the years had passed and they’d sunk into their routine, she’d just thought...what had she thought? That marriage was supposed to be like that? That all of the fire and passion that she’d had through high school and college was supposed to dry up, just because she had a ring on? Looking back now, she couldn’t believe how stupid she’d been—how blind to the realities that were right in front of her nose.

Her anger fled from her, and suddenly she wanted to cry. She wouldn’t do it in front of these strangers—these perverts who somehow knew more about her husband than she did—but the tears were there, just waiting for a private moment to come pouring out.

What was she going to do with her life? How could she stay in the same house as the man who had lied to her and betrayed her like that? David hadn’t exactly cheated—she was sure that he’d never actually touched Julie—but it was just as bad.

And now all of her plans for having a baby were out the window. She could never allow that pathetic thing kneeling on the floor to get her pregnant. She’d have to start her life over from scratch; work, a house, a boyfriend who might become her second husband, and only then would she get her baby. God, she’d be forty before that happened!

Of course she could just jump into bed with a stranger and get knocked up that way. She’d be a good single mom, she was sure. But could she do it by herself? She’d need money...and support. Her mom and brother barely spoke to her, and all of her friends from college had slowly disappeared from her life. No, she’d have to do it on her own, and the only way she could keep herself afloat was if her weasel of a husband contributed his share. He owed her, for taking those seven years away.

She stood up straight, and squared her shoulders, knowing that she wasn’t a physical match for Russell, but wanting to show him the strength of her will. “All right,” she said, “here’s my proposal.” Russell eyes widened at the change in her attitude. “You keep David. Use and abuse him however you want, but you keep him on your payroll. Until I can figure out what I want to do, you keep everything just how it is now, OK?”

“Hmm. I don’t know,” Russell said. “What if I do keep him on staff, and continue paying him much more than he’s worth, what’s to stop you from blowing this all up somewhere down the road, ruining me and my company?”

“Because I’m done. I’m done with you, and blondie over there, and especially with him,” she said, pointing at David. “I don’t care what twisted things you want to do with each other. Hell, have a nightly orgy, with clowns and goats for all I care.” She saw the shocked reaction on Julie’s face, and almost smiled at the pregnant little bitch. “All I care about from now on, is that I’m not out in the cold. I put seven years into this joke of a marriage, and I’m going to get compensated for my time.”

She was startled to hear Russell chuckling softly at her rant. “Oh, shit,” he said. “I like you, Theresa. You know how to get what you want, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer him, not sure that she was getting anything that she really wanted. She was making the best of a bad situation, that was all.

“OK, done,” Russell said, slapping his leg to punctuate his acceptance.

Theresa saw David flinch at the loud crack, and wondered if either one of them ever hit him during their “play.” She shook her head to clear away those types of thoughts—they weren’t her concern any more.

“Baby?” Julie said. Russell turned to his desk, where she was sitting, watching the whole scene unfold with bright eyes and panting breaths. “Can I ask you something?” The large man went behind is desk and leaned over, so his mistress could whisper in his ear.

Theresa was desperate to leave; to find a private place where she could finally break down and cry. She looked around for her coat, and then realized that she’d forgotten it when she’d left the house. It felt like so long ago, when she’d been so happy and looking forward to her birthday celebration. “Happy Birthday to me,” she said under her breath.

She refused to look at David, who hadn’t moved from his position in front of Russell’s desk. In her mind, she’d already separated him from her life. It had been easy to do, since so much of who he was, and his relationship with her, had turned out to be a lie. The man on his knees was someone she didn’t even know.

“How could you be afraid, David?” she asked, finally deciding to speak to him. “You knew me all through college, and while we were dating, and you got up the courage to propose. How could you be afraid of me after all that?”

“Because wanting and having are two different things,” Julie’s voice said.

Theresa looked up, and saw that the couple had come back around the desk. Russell’s arm was over her slim shoulders, and her hand was on his thigh, rubbing his thick leg through his slacks.

“What does that even mean?” Theresa asked.

“It means that David still loves you, Theresa, he always has. But the reality of dating, and then marrying, a strong woman like you just got to be overwhelming for him, the poor dear.” She reached out and rubbed David’s head. “He just couldn’t keep it up—so to speak—so he ran away.”

“Keep what up?”

“Sex, of course,” Julie said.

The blonde woman was so smug at times that Theresa wanted to punch her in the face. Her feelings must have shown, because Julie’s smile fell away, and the smaller woman swallowed nervously. For all that she and Russell seemed to be enamored with each other, Theresa couldn’t really see why the strong, successful company president would choose this twisted, shallow, self-centered woman to be the mother of his child.

“Our little Davy isn’t the type of man to, let’s say, initiate things. He prefers to be told what to do, don’t you, Davy.” The kneeling man shivered as Julie patted his bowed head. “But you aren’t like that. You not only like men who take charge, you demand that they do it, or at least that’s what Davy said. He tried, but it just wasn’t natural for him, and so he ran away from sex. Until he found us.”

Theresa was back in the Twilight Zone, hearing revelations about her husband, her marriage, and her sex life, from the pregnant woman who stroked his head like a pet and called him “Davy.”

Did she really do what Julie had said? Did she expect her men to take control in bed? She thought back to all of her experiences before David, and realized that it was probably true. She hadn’t looked for that specifically in her boyfriends, but it had been something that came naturally to the type of guy she dated. Unfortunately, along with that attitude in bed had come some shitty attitudes about relationships, which was why David had seemed like such a safe harbor after the chaos of those other men. But still...

“You couldn’t have just told me, David?”

“I don’t think he even knew,” Julie answered for him. “He was lost, poor baby, until that night that he spied on me...on us. Then he finally knew what he wanted.”

Theresa saw Russell looking down dispassionately at his lover and her kneeling toy, and she realized that this was all Julie’s fault—Russell didn’t give a shit about having another person watching them fuck, or what reason some weak-willed man might have for spying on people having sex, rather than being with his own wife. This was Julie’s fantasy, and he was just indulging her by letting her dominate Theresa’s husband.

She was starting to dislike the smirking blonde more and more. Why would a man like Russell get involved with someone this vapid? You’d think he’d find someone that was more of a match for his obvious intelligence and personality. Why, she herself would be a better match than...

Where the fuck did that thought come from? It was true that Russell was a gorgeous man; tall and strong, with that deep voice, and handsome face. Plus those big, solid hands...

She shook her head to clear away thoughts that she shouldn’t be having. Her life had just gone to shit, and for some reason she was getting turned on by one of the people that had made it happen?

“So, you agree? Are we done here?” she asked, wishing she’d brought her coat, or some other object that she could pick up dramatically before she stalked out.

“Yes,” Russell said. “But there’s one more proposal I’d like to make; something to make your...period of transition...a little easier.”

What the fuck could they possibly want now? “OK, I’m listening,” she said.

“Stay here. In the office, just like David does. It’ll only be one time, and if you do, I’ll give David a raise, on the spot.”

Jesus, how twisted were these people? But the idea of having more money wasn’t terrible, at least until she figured out what to do next. “How much?” she asked.

Russell’s mouth twitched in a quick grin, but Julie was beaming. “Fifteen percent,” he said.

“Thirty,” Theresa countered.

“Come on, Theresa, you really think you’re worth that much?”

“No, but she does,” she said, pointing at his lover. Julie’s head was bobbing back and forth between the two negotiators, while one of her hands groped at her breasts.

“Twenty,” Russell countered.

“Twenty-five, or I walk, and we’re back to square one.”

The tall man smiled—his first genuine smile of the night—showing all of his even white teeth. “OK. I’ll find some way to fudge the numbers.”

Julie squealed and hugged her man around the waist, squeezing him tight while her eyes went from David to Theresa and back.

Theresa realized she was breathing hard, and couldn’t figure out why. Then it hit her what she’d just agreed to—these two perverts were going to fuck in front of her, and she was going to sit and watch. David, too. And why had she agreed to do it...for money? What had this night twisted her into? Well, if she was going to whore out her dignity, better get it over with; she couldn’t wait to get home and shatter into a million pieces, like a crystal statue that had just been hit with a sledge hammer.

She made her way to the leather couch, tucking her skirt under her legs as she sat, keeping her back straight and her knees together. She wasn’t going to make this easy on Russell or Julie.


Chapter Four

“Get over here, David,” Theresa said, and her husband jumped to his feet, nearly skipping across the floor, head down. He sat next to her, but left at least two feet of space between them, carefully placing his hands on his knees, and refusing to look at her. He lifted his head and stared deliberately at the couple by the desk.

Russell must have taken that as his signal to start, because he got his hands under Julie’s arms and lifted her onto the surface of his mahogany desk. The blonde caressed the muscles of his arms, while tipping her head back and closing her eyes. Her groan echoed across the room, as her black boss kissed her. Theresa saw her husband squirm in his seat, just briefly, and then settle down.

Russell had his hands all over his pregnant lover; touching her belly, her tits, around her back, and up her neck, but staying away from anything below the waist. His mouth covered hers, and Theresa saw their tongues swirling as their passion built. She was surprised at how deft his long fingers were, attacking the tiny buttons on Julie’s blouse. He didn’t hesitate, or fumble a single one, and in a flash, her top was open, her swollen tits straining to burst out of her lacy bra. The stretched, white skin of her rounded belly stuck out in front of her like a beacon, drawing everyone’s eyes to the proof of her condition.

Theresa drew in a swift breath at her first sight of Julie’s stomach. It was one thing to see a woman waddling around, fully clothed, with a misshapen middle. It was quite another to see that bulging stomach revealed, and to realize that there was a new person growing in there, getting ready to one day come out into the world. Her hand went to her own, flat abdomen, and she tried pushing out with her stomach, pooching out her belly, and imagining what it would be like having a baby growing under the taut muscles.

Julie had shed her top, and reached behind her to unhook her bra, but Russell had a different idea. He captured her hands behind her back, and held her thin wrists in one giant, dark paw, while his other hand took care of her bra. The hooks sprang open, and the black straps fell off her shoulders, releasing her bulging white tits to the office air. Her tiny pink nipples were crinkled and distended, and Theresa glanced down to see her own nubs poking through her bra, making noticeable points in the front of her dress.

Russell’s dark hand covered Julie’s tits, squeezing and pressing into the soft flesh. With her hands held behind her, all his lover could do was stick out her chest, and try to push her sensitive mounds into his hand. Their lips had never lost their connection, until that moment when Russell broke away and started kissing down her neck, nibbling on the soft skin as he worked his way down to her chest.

“Oh, God yes,” Julie moaned, tipping her head back to expose her vulnerable throat to his kisses and small, nipping bites. When her boss’s lips reached her straining nipple, she groaned, and opened her eyes, staring right at Theresa and David. While Russell licked and sucked on her bulging tits, the blonde woman watched herself being watched by the couple on the couch. Her breath came faster under the eyes of her two observers, her chest heaving under Russell’s mouth.

Theresa found herself getting more excited than she’d thought she would. David was obviously enjoying the show from the way his pants bulged, but she had set her mind on sitting stoically through the embarrassing and awkward show. She hadn’t expected Russell to be this good; being so in control, and working to please his pregnant lover, rather than just throwing her on the desk and fucking her. The way that Julie looked at her, while her boss sucked on her pregnant tits, was causing a warmth to spread through her, centered in her rapidly-juicing pussy. She wanted to squeeze her own tits through her fancy dress, but wasn’t ready to give in to her lust that easily. She still wanted to prove her point that she wasn’t happy with what they’d done to David, and by extension to her.

“Mmmm, baby,” Julie said, leaning down to rub her cheek on Russell’s bald head. “Let me...”

Russell let go of her trapped hands, and stood up, backing away from the desk. Julie jumped down, and quickly shed her open blouse and bra, then went to work on her skirt. Theresa was surprised to see that Julie was wearing stockings with no panties, just like she was. It gave her a little jolt of excitement to see that another woman had had the same idea, of dressing to turn on her man. Russell’s eyes devoured his tiny lover’s body, and she smiled and preened at his admiration, turning in a full circle to let him see her pregnant form.

As she turned, her eyes lingered for a moment on David, whose mouth hung open in undisguised lust. Theresa noticed the blonde’s mouth twist into one of her smirks at the reaction she got from her voyeuristic coworker, and her rising anger almost made her stop the show right then. But then she remembered everything that had happened, and realized that she didn’t have to defend David from this harpy—she’d given up all control over him in return for a paycheck.

Still, Russell had obviously seen his woman’s expression, because his body stiffened, and his dark hand shot out to tangle in her blonde hair. He pulled her head back, forcing the shocked girl to look up at him.

“Remember that Theresa is our guest tonight,” he said, loud enough for his words to carry to the couch. “Be nice.”

Julie’s face fell, and she lowered her eyes. Russell seemed to accept her silent apology, and let go of her hair. The pregnant girl sagged to her knees on the hardwood floor, her face right in front of her boss’s bulging suit pants. While the big man crossed his arms over his chest, his girl attacked his clothes, unbuckling his belt and unsnapping his pants.

When she dragged down the zipper, Theresa found herself leaning forward, anxious to see her first new cock in over seven years—and her very first black one. She gasped as the blonde woman tugged Russell’s pants down over his tight ass. His dark brown cock leaped out from its confinement and bobbed in front of his partner. Julie was obviously used to the size of his dick, as she calmly wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft, but Theresa had never seen anything that big, ever. It looked...dangerous...as Julie’s pale fingers slicked up and down it’s length—it could be a weapon in the wrong hands, she was sure. But it was also beautiful in its way, rigid and proud as it stood out from his body, with an almost black mushroom head, and a thick, veiny surface.

She licked her lips without thinking, and then noticed that Julie was doing the same. Imagining herself in the blonde’s place, running her fingers over the taut skin, she could almost feel the throbbing warmth of his shaft, could almost smell the musky maleness of it as she brought it close to her face. What would it taste like? She wished that Julie would stick out her tongue and give it lick, so that she could imagine it was her.

As if she’d heard Theresa’s silent request, the kneeling woman gripped Russell’s beautiful cock with both hands, and licked along the bottom of his shaft, from base to tip. A clear drop appeared at the end, and Theresa moaned quietly as the other woman lapped it up.

Russell unbuttoned his shirt, and stripped it off, towering over his lover like an onyx statue from a pagan temple, hands on hips, muscles bulging, his divine face smiling benevolently down on his worshipper. Theresa’s eyes roamed everywhere, taking in the beauty of this man. It was impossible to compare him to her husband, or even any over her old lovers; they were all boys compared to what she saw in front of her.

A wet, choking sound drew her eyes back to the kneeling Julie. She had settled on her knees, her pregnant belly resting on her thighs, while she tried to take the head of Russell’s cock into her mouth. Her lips stretched around its width, and her eyes went wide in concentration, as she bobbed her head on the end of his dark pole. Only a couple inches could fit at first, until she reached out to grip his muscular ass and pull herself even harder onto him. Wet, slurping sounds carried to the couch, along with the girl’s whimpering moans.

Watching Julie swallow that huge shaft had Theresa’s pussy soaked. She slid her skirt up her legs until her tanned thighs were exposed. The smell of her excitement came to her, turning her on even more. She hoped that David noticed how horny his wife was getting, and realized what he’d given up for this...freak show. She ran a hand down her leg, past the hem of her dress, and then headed back up, dragging the silk cloth with her. The tops of her stockings came into view, and then the straps of her garter. She snapped one of the elastic bands against her leg, and saw David jerk at the noise, tearing his eyes away from Julie’s wet lips to look down in shock. He plucked at Theresa’s fingers, pulling her hand away from her garter, and dropping it back in her lap.

“Stop that,” he whispered out of the corner of his mouth. “It’s not allowed.” His eyes went back to the couple on the desk, completely ignoring the furious look that Theresa gave him.

On the other side of the office, Russell had lifted Julie back up onto his broad desk, and the pregnant woman laid back, her tits falling to the sides under their bulging weight, and the mound of her pregnant belly sticking up like a hill that needed to be climbed. Russell put his lips on the crown of her protruding stomach, and covered the stretched skin with dozens of little kisses. Julie squirmed on the desk top, her pale hands running over the shiny dome of his head.

“God, you bastard. Stop teasing and fuck me all ready.”

The giant man stood up, his cock resting on the small woman’s hairless mound. He pushed his hips forward, sliding his thick shaft between her wet lips, parting them like a boat cutting through the water. His bulging tip rubbed over her exposed clit, and she moaned. She reached around her belly, and took charge of his dick, smearing it with her running juices, and then nestling the tip in her entrance. Her legs came up on either side of him, trying to lock around his waist and pull him in, but Russell had other ideas. He got his hands on her ankles, and lifted her legs up and out, holding her open and helpless while he pressed his monster cock into her.

“Motherfucker,” she gasped as the head stretched her open. “Yes, baby. Fuck me.”

Theresa watched the black man’s muscular ass tighten and hollow as he eased his pole, inch by inch, into the tiny woman. She tried to imagine how it would feel, being opened up by a dick that size. Would it hurt? It didn’t look like Julie was in pain, although she was probably used to her boss by now. Maybe he’d even stretched her out permanently, so she wouldn’t even feel a smaller dick; one like David’s.

The thought of being fucked so hard that her pussy was widened forever had her rubbing her legs together. Her hand was still in her lap, where David had so unceremoniously dropped it, and she found herself pressing down through the fabric of her dress. The pressure just above her mound made her squirm, and as she watched Russell’s black pole sink completely into the pink cunt of his office whore, she pushed lower, spreading her legs wider, so she could get her anxious fingers on her clit.

Julie screamed after a hard thrust from her boss, and Theresa couldn’t take it any more. She lifted her dress up to her waist, revealing her freshly-shaved pussy to the air-conditioned office air. Her brain tingled at he fact that she was exposing herself in front of Russell—all he had to do was look her way, and he would see her pouting, swollen lips, shiny with her juices. She slipped a finger down her belly, and right onto the hood of her clit, gasping in pleasure as she pressed in on her most sensitive place. She added another finger, and another, swirling them over the slippery skin, dipping down between her puffy lips, feeling the little shocks of ecstasy that ran through her pussy every time she found a new place to rub.

She looked up at Russell and Julie, watching the black man’s thick pole disappear and reappear from the blonde’s drooling cunt, and with a groan, she thrust two fingers into her own dripping hole, pushing deep, feeling her inner walls spreading around her questing fingers. Without trying, she found that she was matching the rhythm of Russell’s cock, thrusting and withdrawing in time with the black man’s slippery shaft. She closed her eyes, and imagined she was the young blonde, feeling that giant dick invading her greedy hole. A moan escaped from her as she picked up speed, thrusting faster into her tight channel while mashing her palm down on her clit.

“What the...? Theresa, what the heck are you doing?” David said, grabbing at her elbow, and disrupting her rhythm. “You’re not allowed to touch yourself,” her husband hissed at her. “That’s rule number one.”

“That’s the rule for you, Davy,” Julie’s breathless voice cut in. They both looked up to see that the couple on the desk were watching them. Russell had slowed his thrusts to a leisurely pace, and Julie had lifted up on her elbows so she could see the other woman’s exposed crotch over the mountain of her belly. “None of us want to see you play with your little dick, but your wife’s pussy is a different story.” She turned to her lover. “Pound me, baby. Fuck me hard while I watch her get off.”

Russell grinned and picked up his pace, gripping Julie’s ankles, and fucking her with purpose. The slapping of his hips on her upturned ass echoed through the room. Theresa watched the muscles in his broad back bulge, and the tendons in his legs strain as he drove into the horny woman’s cunt, and she was suddenly overwhelmed by the aura of him, as the living, breathing embodiment of masculine power.

The tiny girl was helpless in his grasp, totally bound by his strength, and she obviously loved it. It had been so long since Theresa had felt that sensation of giving up control, and letting someone else dictate her pleasure. She remembered several of her old boyfriends who liked to pin her hands above her head and pretend they were in charge, but she understood the difference now, between the thing that she’d unknowingly craved, and what her fumbling college lovers had given her. It was nothing like the display of raw alpha dominance she was seeing here. Sure, Julie had asked for it, but Theresa knew that no matter what the pregnant woman asked for, all she would get was what Russell wanted to give her.

This was so much more vivid than any porn she’d ever seen. She’d never expected to have a live, front row seat to watch other people fucking, and she felt intimately involved in what was happening, even though she was just a spectator.

“Pound me, baby,” she muttered to herself, echoing Julie’s request as her fingers returned to her pussy. Three of them now, stretching her more than she remembered feeling in a very long time. She closed her eyes and tried to call up an image, the fantasy lover that she’d created for all of the times that she’d had to satisfy herself in her marriage bed. A Greek god, who smelled like whiskey and leather, a man who would crush her under his big body, and tear up her little pussy with his giant cock.

The squishing sounds, and the smell of her sloppy pussy overwhelmed her senses, as she tried to get to that place; that mental haven full of manly men that she’d been forced to create because of her limp-dicked husband. Strangely, as she drove her fingers even deeper into her tingling pussy, the image in her mind kept shifting from a nameless, dark-haired, blue-eyed bad boy in a leather jacket, to a crystal-clear image of David’s boss.

“Oh, fuck, I’m going to cum! Are you watching Davy? Can you see him fucking my little pussy so hard that...uhh...that I’m going to cum all over his cock? Watch close, little boy. Watch how a real man fucks his woman...”

Julie’s voice shattered Theresa’s fantasy, and she slowed the pistoning of her fingers into her channel as she opened her eyes. Russell was still driving his immense tool in to the tiny girl on the desk, the mountain of Julie’s pregnant belly shaking so hard that Theresa almost feared for the baby. She looked over at David, and saw him staring glassy-eyed at the scene, oblivious to her presence next to him. His mouth hung slack, and his breath came in shallow puffs, as he rubbed his fingers over the wet spot that had appeared on his pants.

It was hard to believe that less than an hour ago, she had planned—schemed really—to get David’s small dick inside her, in hopes of getting pregnant. After finding out what kind of man he really was, and then seeing the monster cock of his boss, there was no way she could even imagine letting him put his pathetic little penis in her. Let him sit there and rub himself, while he watched his boss give it to his blonde slut.

“Do it! Fuck me...just like you did eight moths ago...flood my pussy. Knock me up all over again!” Julie had her hands behind her knees, holding her lags wide as Russell whipped his cock in and out of her flooded hole. “Give me your black baby!” she screamed, as her whole body tensed. Her legs shot out, and then curled back in, wrapping around Russell’s waist, trying to pull him deeper into her spasming pussy.

Theresa’s hand jammed into her soaked pussy in renewed frenzy. All thoughts of her husband left her, as she watched Julie shaking and twitching on the desk, her legs jerking uncontrollably as the pleasure from Russell’s cock overwhelmed her. Theresa was ready to cum too, her fingers stretching her hole and her palm mashing against her clit. She wanted that release so badly, but something was holding her back. While it was exciting as hell to watch the other woman pant and moan through her orgasm, it wasn’t Julie that was stuck in her brain, it was the beautiful black man driving his cock back and forth in his white lover’s cunt. She was waiting for Russell, watching him intently, as his thrusts got shorter and more intense, more chaotic.

The heavy desk scraped across the floor as he gave a particularly hard thrust, and Theresa groaned as she shoved her fingers into her hole to match. How deep was that monster cock inside that little white pussy? What would it feel like to have something that huge, relentlessly pounding her hole? Probably a hundred times better than her fingers, and they felt incredible. She was still on edge though, waiting for it, waiting...

“Unngh!” Russell drove one last time into Julie’s cunt, then held himself still. His hands latched onto her hips, pulling her limp body onto his cock. From her angle on the couch, Theresa saw his lips peel back in a snarl as he unloaded his cum inside the lusting hole of his lover. She didn’t watch for long though, closing her eyes as the biggest orgasm of her life washed through her.

She didn’t want to scream in front of these strangers, but she couldn’t help letting out a squealing moan. Her mind was filled with thoughts of cocks and cum and little wriggling sperm swimming toward waiting eggs. She could actually feel the warmth of Russell’s cum filling her, as her legs shook, and her juices splashed from her pussy, running down her ass to soak the fabric of her special birthday dress.

She wanted to sink into the softness of the couch and just float away, after that huge cum, but David decided at that moment to squirm in his seat, and make a noise somewhere between a groan and a squeak. She opened her eyes to see that he’d stopped rubbing himself through his pants, and that the wet spot on the front of his slacks had grown. The way he was panting, she was sure that her poor excuse for a husband had just cum in his pants.

Disgusted, she turned back to the desk, where Russell was just pulling his giant, shiny cock out of Julie’s abused hole. Theresa had seen other women naked before, at the gym, or in a store changing room, but never before had she seen a recently-fucked pussy, the swollen lips gaping wide, and leaking a stream of pearly white cum. She licked her lips at the sight, never before wanting to taste another woman’s sex, but for some reason wanting to dive right into Julie’s. The pregnant blonde was a mess, as she laid back on the desktop, her sweaty hair sticking to her face and her swollen tits as she gasped for breath, while her entire lower half was soaked with a cocktail of pussy juice and cum.

At that moment, Russell turned around, and all of her thoughts of Julie and her used cunt disappeared as she saw the thing that she really desired. The hanging tube of the black boss’s cock was dark and shiny-wet as it dangled between his thighs. Theresa sucked in a breath, and before she knew what she was doing, she’d risen from the couch, and bounded across the office floor. She didn’t look up at Russell, or seek his permission in any way; she simply sank to her knees and kissed the tip of his beautiful black dick.

The smell of it attacked her brain—the musky scent of his semen mixed with the pungent smell of Julie’s pussy. It was pure sex, male and female combined, and she stuck out her tongue to lap at his soft skin, savoring the taste as she cleaned the top of his shaft. She edged closer, crowding between his strong thighs. Her small hand reached up to grip his cock, and she stared for a second at the exciting contrast of his dark skin peeking through her pale fingers. Taking the object of her desire firmly in hand, she turned it to the side, and continued her clean-up, her lips and tongue touching every bit of him, from the nest of curly hair at the base, to the leaking hole at the tip.

The entire time she licked at his dick, no one said anything, or made a single noise, but when she finished nuzzling his warm flesh, and sat back on her heels, she saw Julie sitting up on the edge of the desk, watching her past the bulge of her pregnant belly.

“He tastes good, doesn’t he?” she said.

Theresa turned her head in embarrassment, but didn’t give up her grip on Russell’s limp cock. He didn’t seem to mind, standing over her, arms crossed, looking down at her with all the calm detachment of some African king, who expected his royal cock to be worshipped like this. She had no idea what had gotten into her, to make her lick his dirty cock in the middle of his office, with his lover and her own husband watching. She wasn’t the one who liked being spied on, that was the perverted blonde sitting on the desk. Something else had made her lose all sense of decency, fingering herself to orgasm and then kissing the dick of a man she’d only met an hour ago.

Deep inside, she knew what had gotten into her; why she hadn’t bolted at the first sign of the twisted shit that went on here. Everything that she’d been through today had steered her to this moment.

She’d been feeling the pressure of her biological clock for a while now, and tonight had been filled with so many expectations. She had turned thirty, which was a major milestone, and she’d decided that now was the time to start the family she’d aways wanted. Her expectations had all focused on David, and finding a way to get him to fuck her after almost a year of abstinence, but the last hour had taken her spineless husband out of her calculations.

What had replaced him in her thoughts though, was this thing that she held in her pale hand, this magic wand that brought pleasure to women, and spurted them full of the stuff that made babies. The only problem was that there was a man attached to this magic black cock, and she needed to figure him into her calculations as well. Could she really do it, or was she too afraid?

She looked over at David, who refused to meet her gaze, then up at Julie, who gave her another shallow smirk, and then up at Russell, the towering dark-skinned god who could make her birthday wish come true.

“Please,” she finally said, her eyes wide and begging, “give me a baby.”


Chapter Five

Julie laughed, loud, but Theresa hardly heard her. She was on her knees, her hand resting on Russell’s beautiful cock, looking up into his dark eyes. She needed him to say yes—she couldn’t handle another rejection tonight.

He didn’t say anything, just looked down at her. She started to doubt herself under his gaze; who was she really, but another white woman kneeling at his feet. She was sure he’d seen plenty of women like her before, and that he was going to laugh and pull away. But then she felt it, his cock thickening and twitching in her hand.

She squeezed it, just by reflex, but then held her fingers lightly around the dark shaft, weighing his response through his cock. It was definitely swelling; she could almost feel the blood pulsing through the thick veins under the smooth skin. She took her eyes away from his face to look at the object in her hand—the instrument that could bring her so much happiness if he just agreed to use it on her. The long, thick shaft that would part her slick walls, and place the blunt mushroom head right at the entrance to her womb. And if she pleased him enough, with the tightness and heat of her pussy, he would give up his sperm to get her pregnant.

He was getting heavier, and thicker in her grip, and as she watched, a clear drop of fluid appeared from the hole on the end. She tore her eyes away, and looked back up at his face, to find him smiling down on her. She let out an explosive breath as she realized what was about to happen; he had accepted her, and now they were going to make a baby.

“T...Terry? What are you saying?” David’s trembling voice came from the couch.

“Shut up, Davy,” Julie hissed at him. “Can’t you see what’s happening? I know exactly how Theresa feels right now, and it’s beautiful. You should be happy for her, she’s finally found a man.”

Theresa turned to look at her husband, suddenly feeling pity for him, as he sat watching his wife kneeling at the feet of his naked boss. But then the betrayal came back to her. David had shattered all of her dreams in a single night. He’d made her believe that he was a man who could give her all of the things that a husband provides for his wife; love, security, sex, and a family. Now that he’d been exposed as weak, submissive, and worst of all afraid of her as a woman, her pity evaporated, and she was left with total indifference to David’s feelings, and a huge sense of relief that she’d freed herself from him.

She stood up, not releasing her grip on Russell’s iron hard cock. She needed to confess to him, but she didn’t want to do it from her knees.

“Today’s my thirtieth birthday, like you’ve already heard, and my plan for tonight was to celebrate with my husband, and then have him get me pregnant. It’s my perfect time today, and I’ve wanted a baby for so long. But...well, you can see what’s happened here, and why it ruined all my plans.”

Russell nodded, listening to her words, taking her seriously, which was a pleasant relief, and for some reason a turn-on.

“But my feelings haven’t changed. I still want my baby, but now it can’t be with David.” She heard her husband sob from the couch, but ignored him. “When I saw you with Julie just now, all I could think of was this—” she squeezed the stiff pole in her grip—”doing what my husband couldn’t. So please, will you?”

Russell put both big hands on her shoulders, and pushed her back, making her let go of his cock. Even with him stark naked, and her still in her fancy birthday dress, he commanded the room; everyone’s eyes were on the boss. “Are you sure, Theresa?” he asked. He wasn’t using his salesman’s voice or his power voice, and Theresa swallowed nervously in the face of his seriousness.

“Yes,” she said, nodding decisively, “I’m sure.”

His face changed in an instant, from grave to delighted. His white teeth gleamed as he focused his devastating smile on her. If he hadn’t been holding her up by the shoulders, she might have collapsed on to the floor as the weight of what she was asking washed over her. Was she sure?

Yes. Yes she was.

It wasn’t just that Russell was a gorgeous, strong man—she wasn’t just picking the first alpha male she came across. There was something about him, his cool manner, his command of any situation, a dozen other things that she could name, that all spoke to her. He was the definition of a superior man, and most likely the best one she would find in a lifetime of searching.

Of course she hardly knew him, and certainly wasn’t in love with him. She could imagine a hundred ways that her desperate gamble could fail, but there was something about the way Russell dealt with the world, and especially with the chaos that had erupted in his office tonight, that told her he could handle the failures, and protect her from the worst parts of them.

He hadn’t moved yet, and she was wondering how to get things started, when she felt fingers fumbling with the zipper on her dress. She smelled perfume, and the musk of a horny woman, and knew that Julie must have come up behind her. The constriction under her ribs eased as the zipper was lowered down her back. The strapless dress sagged down her body, exposing her breasts to the cool air. Her nipples puckered as they were freed, and a tingle ran from the center of each breast, right down to her soaked pussy.

With a sharp tug, Julie pulled the dress over her hips, and it pooled at her feet in a pile of rose colored silk. She was naked now, except for her garter and stockings. Russell’s dark spear of a cock was pointed at her belly like he was going to stab her with it.

She yelped, when Julie’s hands returned, this time gliding up her bare flesh, over her hip and up her ribs, to cup her tits from behind. She’d never had another woman touch her so intimately, and it was making her a little uncomfortable. She knew in the back of her mind that she would have to share Russell with the shallow blonde, but she’d never considered that it meant getting felt up by her.

“Julie, baby, why don’t you go keep David company?” Russell said. His voice was low and soothing, not making it into an order or a rebuke. The hands left Theresa’s tits, and Julie appeared from behind her, headed for the couch. Her pale ass churned as she walked, and Theresa could see the lines of cum running down her legs from her earlier adventure. She flopped down awkwardly on the leather seat, her belly throwing her off balance, but once she got situated, she spread her legs and let one of her hands trail down to her puffy red pussy lips.

“Ooh, that’s tender,” she said. “He really pounded the shit out of me tonight, didn’t he Davy?” She smirked at Theresa’s husband, but he hardly reacted since his attention was so focused on his naked wife.

“How are you going to feel, watching your lady love swelling up with your boss’s black baby?” she said. That time it got to him. His shoulders slumped, and he dropped his head to look at his hands. “I guess she finally found a real man to knock her up,” Julie said.

Theresa didn’t want to hear the cruel little woman humiliate David, so she tuned her out, and focused back on Russell. She got lost for a moment, staring into the dark pools of his pupils, but then suddenly they were getting closer. His warm hands on her shoulders drew her in, and she parted her lips as he leaned down to kiss her.

His lips pressed against hers, and his wet tongue came in to explore her mouth. She met him with her own tongue, and they dueled intensely while he gather her in his arms.

She’d never been held by someone this big before. He seemed to surround her, his thick arms wrapping around her back, and pressing her body against him. Her breasts crushed into his broad chest, and the thick pole of his cock pressed into her belly. She moaned into his mouth at the overwhelming sensations. She felt so small in his arms, so fragile, but she also felt comforted by his strength, and safe in the circle of his arms. She ran her fingers up his tight abdomen, and over his chest, surveying the landscape of his hard muscles.

She gasped as one of his big hands dropped to her ass and squeezed the tight flesh of her cheeks. A spark ran through her as he kneaded the soft skin. His other hand came around and completely enveloped her breast, his fingers pinching at her taut nipple. She was being attacked from all sides, his hands going where they wanted, feeling what they wanted, exploring her body like it belonged to him.

And she loved it. She hadn’t been mauled like this since college, and she’d missed the feeling of being with a strong man. David had been too timid to do much more than hold her, gently, like she might break. He’d never dared to grab her ass, or squeeze her tits, and if he ever thought he’d been too rough, he’d back away and apologize. Now though, she knew there wouldn’t be any apologies coming. Russell would take what he wanted from her, and in return, hopefully, he would give her something that she desperately desired.

All thoughts of the past, and of David, disappeared as Russell wound his fingers through her long brown hair, and tugged her head back sharply, breaking their kiss and exposing her long neck to his searching lips. His tongue fluttered along her throat, sending shivers though her body as his teeth occasionally nipped at her sensitive skin.

She reached out almost instinctively, and found the thick column of his cock, where it was pinned between their warm bodies. As Russell’s soft lips worked their way down to her breasts, she took him in both hands, and stroked the smooth skin over the iron core.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, as his teeth found her fat nipple. She squeezed his shaft as he swirled his tongue around the hard nub, thoughts of nursing her new baby running through her mind. That reminder of why she was standing here, naked, in front of her husband, got her back on focus. She pushed her chest out briefly, to get one last nibble on her breast, and then pulled away. Russell gave her a curious look, but then smiled as she tried to maneuver him toward the desk.

Her hands never left her lover’s iron cock, as he let himself be steered into position. She pushed him back until his butt settled on the desk, and she crowded between his open legs. She gave him one last glance before bending down and planting a wet kiss on the tip of his brown dick. She dabbed her tongue in the hole at the end, lapping up the leaking fluid and rolling it around her mouth.

“Mmmm,” she hummed, backing away to stare at the super-sized pole that would soon be inside her. “Hello there,” she said to his cock. “Aren’t you a big boy.” She heard Julie laugh from the couch, and even Russell chuckled at her playful talk. She was surprised as well, since the whole night had been deadly serious to this point. But she was feeling a strange euphoria, like all of her worries were melting away. She was almost giddy with excitement, and it was bringing out her silly side; something she’d pretty much forgotten she had.

“I don’t know how we’re going to squeeze you into my poor little pussy,” she said, “but maybe if I get you wet enough you’ll fit.” With that she opened her mouth wide, and dropped her head down over his cock. A deep rumble of pleasure rose from Russell’s chest, and the sound made her shiver. The broad head of his dick filled her mouth, and her jaw strained to open wide enough to take it in. She locked her lips around his shaft, and sucked hard, running her tongue over the smooth surface.

She licked and sucked patiently at the very tip of his magnificent cock, waiting for something that she knew was coming, and her new lover didn’t disappoint her; tangling his hands in her hair, and taking control of her mouth. Something about being forced down on a man’s cock always got her juices flowing, and she felt the warmth as drops of moisture ran down her legs.

The tip of his cock drove toward the back of her mouth, and she slithered her tongue along the underside. She was amazed at how much of his shaft was still outside her lips; the few times she’d given David a blowjob, she’d taken him all the way inside with no problem.

Russell drove his hips up, shoving his cock deeper into the sucking cavern of her mouth, and she tried to relax as the spongy head clogged her throat. Her gag reflex threatened to kick in, but she savagely willed it away; nothing was going to interfere with her mission to get pregnant.

She sucked in a sweet breath, as Russell loosened his grip, but then his cock was back, invading her mouth, and heading deeper into her throat than last time. It was a strange sensation, having her gullet stretched open by his black dick. She’d had one boyfriend, long ago, that had loved her mouth, but his dick had been long and thin, and easy to swallow. Russell’s was going to be a different challenge, but one she was willing to accept.

He pulled back once again, and she gasped for air. She wanted to look up his face, and see if he was enjoying her mouth, but before she could, he was back, thrusting deeper, and grunting as he wedged his dick into the tight constriction of her throat. Theresa panicked a little, each time her air was cut off, but it turned her on as well, giving the big man control over her. Against all of her instincts, she pulled her hands away from his legs, and put them behind her back, crossing her wrists like they’d been bound. Now he could do what he wanted, and she wouldn’t interfere.

As the giant black man sawed his cock into her face, she tried to picture what she looked like at this moment; naked, bent over at the waist, hands behind her back, being face-fucked by a ludicrously big cock. Her tits swung freely below her, forgotten for the moment, but aching for a touch. She tried to concentrate on making this good for her new man—the man who would give her the baby she wanted—sucking strongly at his cock, and licking everywhere she could reach. Her jaw started to ache, but she put it out of her mind; her discomfort meant nothing at the moment.

One particularly strong thrust drove his dick deep into her throat, and he tightened his grip in her hair as he held her in place. The seconds stretched out as she soaked his cock in the heat and wetness of her mouth, but he showed no signs of backing away and letting her breathe. She knew she could hold her breath longer than this, but some primal instinct was rising up in her, bringing a wave of panic. She managed to fight it off, and still kept her hands behind her back, trusting her strong man not to hurt her.

As if she’d passed some kind of test, Russell loosened his grip on her hair, letting her ease the fleshy plug out of her throat, and take several gulping breaths. He tugged at her until she was standing, and she got a good look at his handsome face for the first time since she’d gone after his cock. She’d half expected to see a cruel sneer, or bland indifference on his face, but instead, the genuine, caring smile he gave her set off a flutter in her belly, and almost melted her knees.

Was it possible to go from hating someone to worshipping them in just an hour? That seemed to be where she was headed. God, how had she not seen it earlier; that the lack of a real man in her life had been like a gaping chasm of need that she was just starting to fill with this total stranger.

She yelped as Russell’s big paws clamped around her narrow waist, and he lifted her completely off the floor. Her weight and the awkward angle didn’t seem to matter to him; his shoulders flexed, and suddenly she was off the ground. He dragged her body over his as he laid back on the desk, pulling her completely on top of him, until his cock slid into the hollow of her thighs.

She gasped as his shaft pressed into her clit, and she quickly spread her legs, straddling his thighs to get more of the delicious contact. She put her hands on his chest and hunched her hips forward, sliding her slick pussy lips along his dark shaft. Her leaking hole covered the dark skin in a shining layer of her juices, as she slid back and forth along the length of his cock. Little jolts of electricity sparked through her, every time the blunt head nudged into her sensitive clit.

She knew without a doubt that she could cum, just from riding along his thick pole, but that wasn’t why she was here. Sliding further up his big body, she leaned down to give him a fierce kiss. She wanted to bite his lip, and dig her nails into his skin, she was so turned on at the moment. She pulled away, and put her lips at his ear. “Take me,” she rasped, her voice suddenly thick with emotion. “Give me my baby.”

Without a word, Russell wrapped her in his strong arms, and rolled them over on the desk. She felt the cool, smooth wood against her back, and the warm skin of her lover pushing between her thighs. She spread her legs wide, cradling his lower body, while he held himself over her, staring down at the woman who so desperately wanted his sperm.

Theresa saw the handsome face hovering over her, but then closed her eyes, lost in the emotion of the moment. For months now, she’d looked forward to tonight. Her plans had been so carefully laid out; she and David would go out to celebrate, and during diner she would slowly seduce him, turning him on more and more, until they got home. And then, hopefully, if she had done everything right, and David’s anxiety hadn’t gotten in the way, she would have sat him on the bed, taken off his pants, and ridden his dick for a few minutes, until he’d cum inside her.

So much for plans.

Now she was sprawled on a desk at David’s work, while her husband, and a pregnant blonde woman sat on a nearby couch, watching as this beautiful, powerful black man loomed over her. It wouldn’t be David’s tiny penis invading her horny pussy, it would be Russell’s giant cock, driving deep into her baby-making hole, and filling her up with his life-giving seed. She would be breaking her marriage vows, becoming a cheater and a slut, so that she could have what she wanted most.

Theresa felt him shift his weight over her, and she put her hands up on his broad shoulders, keeping her eyes closed so she could enjoy the moment that it happened.

He pulled back from between her thighs, and nestled the head of his cock in her soaked entrance. Her pussy throbbed in anticipation, and her stomach did little flip-flops, as his tip found her tight hole and pressed in. She sucked in a loud breath as it happened; her first cock other than David’s in eight years. And it felt just as incredible as she’d known it would. But Jesus it was big, stretching the entrance to her depths as it forced its way in.

She clutched at his shoulders, gasping as another inch pushed in. She tried to relax, opening herself, body and mind, to being taken by this man.

“Oh, God, fill me up,” she groaned in his ear. She whined as he pulled back for a moment, trying to lift her hips to get him back inside her. But then he returned, pressing harder, deeper, filling her core. She was gasping, short of breath even though he was barely moving inside her; like his cock was pushing all the air of her.

The friction was exquisite, as his veiny shaft slid between her stretched lips, her wetness lubricating its passage. The smell of her excitement mixed with his skin and sweat to surround them in a cloud of lustful scents. A spasm ran through her pussy, squeezing his invading cock, and she realized that she was on the verge of cumming already, before he’d gotten completely inside her.

It was too intense, too fast, too overwhelming. She needed to slow herself down and savor what was happening. She was getting fucked by a strong, sexy man, and he was going to give her the baby she’d always wanted. She stopped her panting, and took a deep breath, trying to slow her heartbeat. He might be doing all the work, but she wanted to be a participant in her own impregnation, not just a bystander.

She ran her hands over his hard body, and down to his muscular ass, feeling his cheeks flex and hollow as he drove back and forth, inch by shallow inch, relentlessly deeper on every thrust. She pulled on his him, encouraging him to go harder. She wanted him to know that he wasn’t hurting her; that she loved what she was getting and wanted more.

He must have taken the hint, because his next thrust crashed into her like a freight train. The last inch of his cock slipped inside her, and his warm skin and curly hair tickled the lips of her pussy. He pressed harder, and the base of his cock crushed against her clit, at the same time that a dull pressure came from deep inside her, almost like a cramp. He’d hit the neck of her womb, the tip of his cock smashing into the spongy bulge of her cervix—right where he was supposed to be.

“Ohhh, yes...oh, fuck, right there,” she moaned. She lifted her legs up over his waist, locking her ankles in the small of his back.

He lifted up on his hands to look down at her, his bright smile flashing. “Tell me what you want,” he said.

She shook her head. “I told you all ready,” she said.

“Tell me again.”

“You bastard,” she said, pulling at his hips, squeezing with her legs, doing anything to get his cock moving inside her. But his body stayed as rigid as a statue, while he waited patiently. Finally the tension got to be too much. She knew that this was a lesson; he was showing her that he would get what her wanted from her. He would get her so turned on that she would say or do anything to get more of what he was offering.

“Fuck me,” she said, throwing her head back in resignation. “Fuck me and cum in me and give me your black baby.” The words rushed out of her, but once she’d said them she felt relieved instead of embarrassed. It was the truth, and it felt good to admit it.

Russell leaned down and kissed her sweaty forehead, then the tip of her nose, and then locked his lips on hers, crushing his big body down on her, squashing her breasts flat against his chest. His hips moved too, pulling back, removing the comforting fullness from her belly, but then rushing in like a charging bull, a guided missile headed straight for her womb. His pelvis crashed into her, shoving her entire body along the desktop with the power of his legs. The delightful fullness returned, and she felt the jolt as he hit the bottom of her pussy again.

She battled the wriggling tongue that invaded her mouth, while holding on for dear life to the solid pillars of Russell’s arms. He was done being gentle, it seemed. It was time for him to take his payment from her. Trailing kisses down her sweaty neck, he tickled her ear with his tongue, while his hips picked up their pace. His irresistible cock filled her body with its warmth and iron hardness, and then retreated, leaving her empty and waiting for the next thrust.

Each drive of his cock, each brush of her clit, sent pleasure right to her core, filling up the empty place inside her, until it was overflowing, and ready to burst. And then, with one particularly hard drive of Russell’s dick, it did burst, the sensations exploding through her body, tracing every nerve. Her mouth opened in a soundless scream as her belly spasmed, and her legs trembled.

Russell didn’t slow his pace, fucking her right through her orgasm, leaving her convulsing on the smooth desktop, her legs rubbing at his hairy thighs and her hands clutching at his back. He picked up his head to look down at her; to watch her face as he drove her beyond any ecstasy that she’d ever experienced. He smiled at her, and she didn’t know whether to grin back in thanks, or scowl in frustration that he could play so easily with her body. She knew that she was pretty much helpless to resist anything he did to her from this point on. And he knew that she knew it. Bastard.

But that was a thought for another time. Right now, her brain was only interested in reporting how fantastic his cock felt, burrowing into her wet hole. But it was more than just what she felt; there was the slapping-squishing sounds of their bodies meeting, the scent of their combined lust, and the sight of his handsome face filling her vision. All of her senses were occupied with this man who was making her feel so thoroughly ravished.

He slowed his pace suddenly, and lifted himself on his hands, and she wondered what had happened. Had something gone wrong?

“Are you ready, beautiful?” he asked.

She was too struck by the fact that he’d called her beautiful to realize what he’d just asked. Finally though, it sunk in. She swallowed nervously, and stole a glance at David, sitting rigidly on the couch, but her mind had been made up long before this. Of course she was ready.

“Do it,” she said.

His grin made her pussy throb, it was so full of desire and lust—with just the right hint of mischief. He reared back to gather up her legs, hooking his arms behind her knees. As he leaned forward again, he bent her almost double underneath him, until her toes pointed at the ceiling, and her legs mashed against her breasts. His arms surrounded her, wrapping her up in a tight ball of helpless flesh.

She squirmed, just to test the limits, and sighed contentedly when she found out that there was no escape from the fucking she was about to get. The question of whether he came inside her fertile pussy had been taken out of her hands. All she could do now was relax, and wait for the inevitable.

Their position had pulled her hips up from the desk, turning her cunt into a long, straight tube that Russell filled with his monster cock. He battered at her cervix with every thrust, but the discomfort deep inside her belly seemed to combine with the helplessness of her body, in a submissive combination that left her gasping with each plunge.

She thought that he’d fucked her hard and fast earlier, but that was nothing compared to the whirlwind pounding she got now. She looked down between their bodies and was treated to the sight of his black pole piercing the lips of her pussy, the entire length disappearing inside her like a magic trick, only to reappear a moment later, shiny with her juices. His heavy ball pouch swung below his cock, slapping against her upturned ass, just waiting its turn to do its job and unleash his millions of sperm inside her.

All she could do was concentrate on the sensations flowing from her core. The friction of of his veined shaft sluicing in and out between her swollen lips, the filling pressure, followed by the hollowness as he pulled away. The warmth of his big body as he covered her and surrounded her in his cocoon of security and pleasure. She’d never felt so wanted, so valued. All of the emotions of the night were distant memories, swept away by the pleasure she was feeling at that moment. A tingle in her belly told her that she was on the verge of another earthquake of an orgasm.

Her excitement must have shone on her face, because her lover gave her a huge grin, and crowded her close, tightening his grip around her body, as his thrusts got shorter and more intense.

She felt like his hips would drive her right through the top of the desk, but then she saw his jaw clench, and his lips peel back from his teeth in a sort of primal snarl. He slammed his cock into her one last time, jamming the head right against the gateway to her womb. He made a sound from deep in his chest, and she felt his shaft swelling inside the constriction of her pussy.

It was happening...really happening. He held himself tight inside her, and his beautiful cock pulsed as it released its load of cum—right into her waiting womb.

Everything she’d been through tonight, all of her hopes and renewed dreams, raced through her mind, and her body responded by giving her an orgasm like none she’d ever felt. With none of her limbs able to move, she trembled in Russell’s grip, shaking from head to toe. Her cunt contracted around his shaft, rhythmically milking him for his precious fluid.

Tears rolled from her eyes as she felt herself opening up to him; to his seed, and to the possibility of becoming a mother. She willed her own body to unfold to what was happening, for her cervix to open wide and allow the flood of semen to spill inside. Would her little egg be scared by the rush of sperm coming after her, or would she welcome the assault, taking them all on until one of them was victorious and penetrated to her core?

Her head was swimming, her breath coming in ragged gulps as she was overwhelmed by the way her life had so suddenly changed. As her vision blurred, one thought kept running through her; she was going to be a mom...


Chapter Six

“She’ll be all right. Trust me, I’ve been in that situation before.”

The voice came from somewhere beside her. A woman’s voice. Theresa opened her eyes and blinked against the glare of the office lights. It took her a second, but she finally remembered where she was, and what had just happened. Smiling at the memory, she turned her head, looking for her new lover—her new baby’s daddy.

Julie had risen from the couch, and was locked with Russell, kissing him passionately while fondling his wet, dangling cock. As Theresa sighed, and stretched, feeling the delicious ache in her legs and back from the vigorous fuck, the tiny blonde turned away from Russell, and leaned down to kiss Theresa full on the lips.

“So? How was it?” Julie asked.

Theresa was stunned, never having kissed a woman before—at least not like that. “It was...um...it was fabulous.” She smiled up at the younger woman.

Julie laughed, and clapped her hands like a little kid. “Oh my God, it’s going to be such fun having you around.”

Theresa couldn’t figure out what she was talking about, and it must have shown on her face.

“Come on, Theresa, you know it might not work the first time,” she said. “You’ll have to keep trying until you know for sure. Plus, once this little one comes along”—she ran both hands over her swollen belly—”I’ll be out of commission for a while, and somebody has to take care of Russell.”

“Well...I really hadn’t thought of—”

“Wake up, girl. You can’t think that you’re going to go off and find someone else, do you? Someone better? Trust me, there is no one better. No better man, and no better lover than this hunk of black beef.” She turned and found Russell’s cock again, getting it back in her hand, and stroking its length. “But if you want more of him, you’re going to have to share.” She leaned down, and took her boss’s dick in her mouth, smacking her lips loudly as she sucked on the dark head.

Theresa didn’t know what to do. She hadn’t thought about the big picture—about Russell and his company, and the other people in his life. For some reason she hadn’t considered anything beyond this first fuck. But Julie was right, it might not work the first time. For all of her daydreaming about swimming sperm and anxious eggs, there was a real, biological possibility that they hadn’t made a baby just now.

So of course they’d have to do it again. Over and over, she hoped, for at least the next ten days. If her period arrived on time, maybe she’d try something else, but for now, her future was tied to Russell’s big cock.

She turned her head to watch Julie take the spermy head of Russell’s dick in her mouth and lick it clean. She knew that the blonde woman was tasting her own pussy on the dark flesh as well, and the thought sent a little shiver through her. Then she realized that she’d already tasted Julie’s pussy as well, when she’d gone after Russell’s dick earlier. So Russell had shared his cum with both of them, and now they’d shared their own juices with each other. When Theresa thought about it, she wasn’t that hung up on keeping Russell to herself, and the idea of exploring another woman’s body was starting to turn her on.

She didn’t want to move off the desk, and risk losing all of Russell’s cum, but she reached out her hand, and stroked Julie’s shoulder, as the younger woman swallowed as much of Russell’s black pole as she could. The big man saw what she did, and he moved toward her, dragging Julie along as she refused to give up his dick. Theresa scooted close to the edge of the desk, and wrapped her fingers around his black shaft, while Julie sucked on the tip.

She dragged him closer by his fleshy handle, until the smooth head brushed over her lips. At the same time, Julie’s lips touched hers, and between them they surrounded the hard pole with soft mouths and tongues. With the giant dick in between them, it didn’t seem strange to Theresa to suck on Julie’s tongue, or lick the other woman’s pouty lips. It all felt very natural, and...friendly.

She hadn’t had a lot of female friends while she’d been married to David, and she missed the bond that women had with each other. Sure, Russell’s first lover was weird, and kinky, and shallow, and sometimes cruel, but she understood what it was like to take Russell’s cock inside her, and feel the big black man spurt her full of cum. To Theresa’s lust-addled mind, that made them almost sisters. But sisters who kissed each other...and squeezed each other’s tits, like Julie was doing to hers at the moment.

A quick vision flashed through her mind, of getting on her knees between Julie’s spread legs, and licking at her pregnant pussy, but that image faded quickly in the face of the blatant maleness that was resting between their lips. There would be time to think of other women later—for now, it was all about that big black dick.

Russell was hard for the third time tonight, which amazed Theresa after her experience with other, lesser men. Each girl had attacked one side of his shaft, and the big man was sliding his cock between them, fucking the circle they created with their lips. Theresa lathered her tongue over the warm skin as she shared his cock with Julie. Her hand had slipped down between her thighs and unconsciously rubbed her clit, smearing her juices and Russell’s cum all over her swollen pussy.

“Mmmm, look, baby, I think she’s ready to go again.” Julie had pulled away from their sharing, and Theresa realized that they’d noticed her masturbating. “I have an idea,” the blonde said.

Theresa wasn’t sure she liked the sound of that. Julie’s ideas, especially when it came to sex, tended to be a little extreme for her taste.

“Davy! On your feet! Come over here.”

Theresa had pretty much forgotten that David was in the room. She glanced over and saw him getting up from the couch. The front of his pants were a mess, and she had to wonder why she’d never seen the evidence of his voyeurism in the laundry.

“Come here, Davy, and stand next to the desk,” Julie said. “Theresa, honey, how do feel about doggy style?”

“What?” Theresa blurted out. “I...uh...”

“Oh you’ll love it, trust me,” Julie said. She pulled on one of Theresa’s arms and the bigger woman spun around on the smooth desk, until her legs dangled off the edge, facing the lustful-looking Russell, and her head was pointed toward her husband.

“Listen, Julie,” she said, trying to squirm away, “I don’t know if I want—”

Her protest was interrupted by Russell’s strong hands taking her by the hips, and flipping her over on the desk. Her legs fell off the edge, and her feet hit the floor, as her upper body was mashed into the smooth mahogany. She tried to push herself up, but a heavy hand on her neck held her pinned. Her tits were squashed under her as Russell pressed her face down on the cool surface.

Julie’s voice was close, whispering in her ear. “I don’t have to remind you, sweetie, it doesn’t matter what you want. Russell likes taking his girls from behind.”

Theresa tried to think of a protest, but she really couldn’t. Before she could summon any resistance, Russell had kicked her feet apart, spreading her legs in a wide vee, that left her tender pussy gaping open and feeling particularly exposed. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her, as he took in her firm, pale ass, strong legs, and excited, open hole.

She was wondering what would happen next, when Russell’s hand pulled away from her neck. She squirmed a little, worried about what else he was going to do, but also missing the weight and control of his hand.

“Davy, you’re up,” Julie said.

Theresa couldn’t see the other woman, but her voice sounded entirely too happy; something weird was about to happen, she was sure.

“Get over here. OK...stand right there. Now, take Theresa’s wrists. Do it, Davy, or I’ll have to punish you.”

Soft hands wrapped around Theresa’s wrists, tugging her arms up over her head, stretching them across the desk to the other edge.

“Good. Now you hold her right there. Don’t let go, no matter what. Do you understand?”

The tightening of David’s fingers around her wrists showed that he did, indeed, understand. Theresa tried to pull back, but David’s wiry strength kept her bent across the desk. She refused to look up at him, not wanting to meet his eyes while she was so vulnerable.

Fingernails trailed lightly down her back, and over her ass, and Theresa shivered in anticipation. “Are you ready, Terry, sweetie?” Julie said in a syrupy-sweet voice.

Theresa didn’t answer, too unsure of what was about to happen to her. Where was Russell during all of this staging? Was he directing things where she couldn’t see him, or was he leaving it all up to his blonde bimbo? Was he expecting her to—

She yelped as a powerful hand came on her upturned ass, sending fire through her nerves. The loud crack of the blow was like a gunshot in the quiet office.

“Answer her, Theresa.” Russell’s hard voice was back, the one he’d used to order David around, and reprimand Julie. She hadn’t known what to make of it before, but now in her present position, it made her tremble. For some reason, it also made her pussy tingle, and she could feel herself getting wet.

“Yes,” she gasped out, closing her eyes, and tensing her ass, anticipating he next slap.

Instead, a soft, small hand rubbed over her tender butt cheek, soothing the hot skin. Obviously, Julie was going to join in this time, after sitting on the sidelines earlier. Still, the big black man was going to be the center of attention, as he proved by stepping between Theresa’s spread thighs, pressing her down with a hand in the small of her back, and shoving the tip of his massive black dick into her open cunt.

Theresa screamed, in a bizarre combination of surprise, fear, and pleasure. It didn’t hurt, like she’d expected—her insides were swimming in Russell’s cum and her own lubrication—but it shocked her in a way she’d never expected. She was being used by the powerful black man; he was taking her pussy because he wanted it, and there was nothing she could do about it. The people around her were all under his control, following his orders to prepare her and position her just like this, so that he could shove his cock into her, and take his pleasure.

All of her boyfriends before David had liked to take her from behind, and sometimes they’d pin her hands or pull her hair—and at the time, she’d loved it, getting excited by them taking charge. But all of those past experiences were nothing compared to this. She’d been turned into an open hole whose purpose was to please Russell’s cock, and for some reason she couldn’t articulate, she fucking loved it.

His black pole was all the way inside her, his hips pressing her into the edge of the desk. The polished wood was cool against her belly and breasts as she stretched out over the top. And David had a death grip on her wrists, not squeezing tight enough to hurt her, but making sure that she wouldn’t escape this fucking without the proper command from the master in the room.

She rested her cheek against the desk, as Russell quickly built up to a determined rhythm. His flesh slapped into hers like a drumbeat, each sound accompanied by the sudden stretching of her channel. He was butting into the tender bump of her cervix again, sending jolts of pleasant discomfort through her belly.

She closed her eyes and let her mind take her where it wanted, while her new man used her body. He’d already filled her so full of his cum earlier, was there a chance that she was already pregnant? That the flat stomach being pressed into the desk already contained their growing baby? Or maybe this would be the time that it happened, that the level of sperm in her womb would reach some kind of overflow, and her helpless little egg would have no choice but to give up; to surrender to the relentless attack of his powerful seed.

The thought made her feel warm, and safe, and maternal, even while her baby’s father pounded her sloppy, open hole with no mercy.

She was just slipping into another fertile fantasy of spitting cocks and receptive wombs, when a lightning bolt crashed through her pussy, making her jerk like she’d really been shocked. Something...someone...was touching her clit. No, they were licking her! A soft, wriggling tongue was searching out every fold and crevice at the top of her pussy, slipping wetly over the smooth skin, and sending surges of pleasure through her.

Julie. It must be her—Russell was busy pounding her, and David still had a lock on her wrists. The strange, kinky little woman had somehow gotten between Russell’s muscular thighs, and was using her mouth on the two of them as they fucked.

“Oh, my God...please...” Theresa moaned. She picked up her head, and caught a glimpse of David, standing in front of her. His face was stoic, but the telltale bulge was back in the front of his pants. She almost felt like helping him; maybe getting his small dick out of his pants and sucking it for him. Almost. But then another hard thrust from Russell, combined with the swipe of a tongue across her clit, caused her to forget all about her husband.

“Lick me you little bitch...” she said, in a voice that scared her with its force. “Fuck me, you big, black fucker...shove that huge cock in my cunt and give me your black baby!” Where the hell had that come from? She’d never said anything like that before, always thinking that “dirty talk” was silly. But it certainly didn’t feel silly at the moment. It felt good to say it; cathartic, cleansing, pure. She ignored David’s pathetic whimper as she screamed out for Russell’s dick, unleashing this new side of her that refused to stay quiet.

“Hmmm, what was it you wanted?” Russell’s voice was a dark purr. How was he not out of breath and panting with the fucking he was giving her?

“Your baby!” she said. “Your beautiful black baby, growing in my belly, making me swell up for everyone to see.” A little squeal of pleasure from under the desk was followed by a renewed attack of Julie’s tongue on her clit. “I want my tits to get full of milk, and my womb full of kicking, squirming baby,” she continued.

Russell leaned over her back, his pistoning cock never missing as stroke as he crooned in her ear. “Then I guess we want the same thing.”

He stood back up, and dug his fingers into the hollows of her hips, pulling her back on his pole, working to make their shared desire come true.

Julie was doing her part as well, keeping up her assault on Theresa’s clit, while her fingers roamed over the spot where her man and her new “sister” were joined. She rubbed Russell’s shaft each time it emerged from the wet pocket of Theresa’s cunt, and fondled his swinging black balls.

Everything was coming together in Theresa’s lust-clouded mind. She’d lost one man, and found a newer, better one. She was finally getting the baby that she’d always dreamed of. And she was opening herself up to a whole new world of sex and pleasure that she’d never imagined in all of her thirty years.

She’d heard David say before that there was nothing mystical about birthdays that ended in zero—they were constructs of the mind that humans invented because nature had given them ten fingers. But now she realized that he was totally wrong. This was the most mystical, magical day in her life. This was the universe rewarding her for thirty years of being a good person, and for wanting to continue the species with lots and lots of babies. So who was she to disagree with the universe?

And right now, it seemed, the universe wanted her to cum. Hard. Julie had slipped a finger inside her pussy, sliding along Russell’s slick shaft, stretching her even wider, and bringing her a totally new sensation. For all that she didn’t like the other woman’s attitude at times, the little blonde bitch knew all about pleasure, and with one quick wriggle of her finger, she threw Theresa right over the cliff.

“Oh, fuck...oh, God...do it now Russell...do it—” She lost her ability to speak as she convulsed on Russell’s cock and Julie’s finger. She almost ripped her hands away from David’s grip, but the obedient little man held on for dear life, and kept her sprawled across the desk.

Behind her, the machine that was driving Russell’s warm cock into her went into another gear, shortening its strokes and increasing its speed, until the slap of flesh on flesh became one long, continuous sound.

Julie’s fingers retreated from her hole, but zeroed in on her clit, keeping the pleasure rolling through her in never-ending waves. Theresa wanted to curl up in a trembling ball of pleasure, but no one would let her. They kept her right where Russell wanted her; right where she needed to be for—

“Hrrrgh!” The half-growl, half-grunt from behind her filled the suddenly silent room, as Russell thrust one last time, deep into her, and unleashed his third load of cum that night.

Theresa strained her neck to look up, over her shoulder, and watch her man seed her womb once more. His beautiful, powerful body glistened with sweat, and the primal intensity on his handsome face was a reflection of the way she felt inside. His cock pulsed, over and over in her tight grip, while tremors rolled through her exhausted body. Her poor battered cervix was bathed in soothing spurts of thick cum, the puckered gateway to her womb unable to hold back the flood of sperm.

Twice now, the big black man had cum inside her. They had been two totally different experiences, one close and intimate the other loud and relentless, but both of them had been so intense that she didn’t think she could ever settle for anything less. Even if she wasn’t tied to him by having his baby, she belonged to this powerful male that had conquered her so easily.

Her twenties had been nothing special, but after tonight, her thirties were shaping up to be fantastic...

A muffled groan from the other side of the desk made her look, just in time to see David’s face scrunch up, and the wet spot on the front of his pants to slowly expand.


Chapter Seven

Russell pulled back, easing his shrinking cock from her stretched hole. Theresa wanted to collapse on the desk and sink into oblivion, her exhausted body and overwhelmed mind ready to shut down at any moment, but Julie had other ideas.

“No you don’t,” the blonde woman said, and Theresa suddenly felt a warm hand cupping her tender pussy. If she hadn’t been pinned on the desk she would have jerked away, but David still had her wrists held tight. She turned and looked over her shoulder, glaring.

“Oh stop that,” Julie said. “You don’t want it to all run out do you? Trust me, it’ll take a little while for your pussy to get back into shape, and you don’t want to spill all of that creamy goodness onto the floor, do you?”

It took Theresa a second to figure out what “creamy goodness” was, but when she finally understood what Julie was saying, she gave up the glare, and nodded.

“Davy, you can let go now,” the blonde said, and Theresa’s wrists were suddenly free. “Good boy. Did you like the show? How was it watching your wife getting fucked full of her first black baby?”

First? Theresa wasn’t sure what that meant, but she turned to look at her husband, seeing his slumped shoulders and bowed head. He was a totally defeated man at this point, but for some reason, even though she was his wife, she couldn’t bring herself to care. All she was worried about right now was getting Russell’s cum into her womb, setting up her innocent little egg to be gang-raped by his forceful sperm.

She reached under her, and slid her hand over her smooth mound. Julie’s fingers were holding back the flood, but the two women were able to switch places without losing a drop. Once she had her hand cupped fully over her pussy, she pulled herself up onto the slippery, sweaty surface of Russell’s desk, and rolled onto her back. Getting her feet flat on the mahogany top, she lifted her hips, trying to get all of his seed headed in the right direction.

“David, get Theresa the pillows from the couch.” The command in Russell’s deep voice sent a shiver through her.

She looked over and saw her lover—her baby’s daddy—standing to one side of his desk, hands on hips, while his other lover knelt in front of him, licking his cum-covered cock clean. Theresa never would have imagined doing something like that before tonight; demeaning herself by worshipping the sloppy, messy dick that had just been inside another woman. Now, though, it seemed like her man’s just reward; his right as the dominant male in the room.

Something soft touched her shoulder, and she turned to find David standing next to the desk, his arms filled with pillows from the couch and chair. He wouldn’t meet her eyes as he set them down on the desk, and he tried to keep his body turned, so she couldn’t see his pants, covered with a giant wet spot, and hiding the obvious bulge of his tiny hard dick.

It seemed like her husband had told the truth; he really was happy in his role. Of course she would never understand that mindset herself, which was probably why she’d never seen it in David before tonight. Men were men, and they were supposed to be strong and forceful and loving and gentle. While David had never shown her the strong or forceful parts in all their years of marriage, she’d always thought they were lying under the surface, just waiting to be brought out. That’s what she’d planned to do tonight with her seduction scheme. But instead, she’d discovered that only some men were men, and others were...like David.

“Thank you, honey,” she said, as her husband helped her wedge one of the pillows under her hips, tilting her channel back so Russell’s sperm would go in the right direction.

He gave her a shy smile, and offered her another pillow for her head.

“David,” Russell’s voice boomed out, “I think we’re done for the night. Why don’t you head home.”

David’s head snapped up, and for just a second he looked like he might protest, but then he ducked his chin, and headed for the door.

“Theresa will be staying with me tonight,” Russell continued. “I want you in bright and early tomorrow. We have a lot to discuss regarding your future here.”

David nodded, and opened the door. He was just about to leave, when he turned back to look at his naked, sweaty, sperm-leaking wife. “Happy birthday, Terry,” he said, then closed the door behind him.

Theresa leaned back, still holding her hand over her tender pussy. She wondered if she would feel it—the moment when it happened, and she became a mother.

Someone touched her stomach and she looked down to see Russell’s brown hand resting on her pale tummy. “Yes, Theresa, Happy Birthday,” he said.

She looked up into the dark eyes of her new man, putting her small hand on top of his. “Thank you,” she said, “and thanks for the wonderful gift.”
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