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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

~ Austin ~

Don’t even go there because I know what you’re going to say.

You’ll say I’ve lost my mind because who would do that?

Or allow it to happen if they could stop it?

But here’s the rub - can I stop it?

Do I want to stop it?

No, I don’t.

~ Kayla ~

Wrong and right are meaningless concepts now.

We’ve gone further than we ever imagined.

Maybe we’ve gone too far.

But there’s no turning back.

Not anymore.

I want this as much as he does.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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~ Austin ~

“What did you say?” I ask my boss, James Hodges. He’s sitting across from me in his jet as it wings across the Pacific. Taiwan and the week we all spent there negotiating a big acquisition for Hodges is a distant memory, fading quickly from my consciousness. Now, I can only think about what Hodges just told us as casually as if he were ordering dinner.

“I said I want to get your wife pregnant, with my child,” he reiterates, this time directly to me. The smile on his face holds no warmth, nor should it. He’s just informed me that he intends to end my marriage. “Think carefully about your next words, Austin.”

It’s taken me a moment to collect my wits about me, I’m so utterly flabbergasted by the man’s audacity. But as the full meaning of his words sink in I feel my blood pressure surging in my ears to the point where I can’t hear the jet engines and I feel like my head is going to explode.

“Very carefully,” Hodges whispers.

“James,” Kayla says, almost shocking me - I’d forgotten she was sitting next to me for a brief moment. “What are you talking about?” Her voice is calm - too calm.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” I growl, coming out of my seat until my seatbelt tugs me down again. “What the fuck, Hodges?”

“Where is this coming from, James?” Kayla asks, her voice only slightly more urgent but not nearly enough.

“I realize this is a surprise for both of you,” Hodges begins in a too-calm tone, his eyes on neither of us. “It’s a surprise for me, to be perfectly honest. I thought I was done with the urge to procreate years ago.” He looks at Kayla. “Now, I’m sure I’m not.”

“Is that what the money was all about?” I ask, incensed by the thought as it occurs to me. “Do you think…”

“The money was for the job you did this past week, nothing more.” He waves his hand dismissively, something I’ve come to loathe. All I want now is to throttle the man.

“Then what makes you think you can ask for something like this?” I scream at him. He doesn’t react but Kayla does.

“Calm down, Austin,” she says to me. I turn to look at her.

“What the fuck should I calm down for, Kayla?”

Hodges interrupts. “I said I want to impregnate your wife, Austin, but I’m not going to force my wishes on anyone. If you won’t give me permission, it won’t happen.”

“My permission? Do you even hear yourself?” I scream at him. “Where do you get off asking for something like that?”

“I’m not asking, Austin. I simply stated a fact. I want Kayla to have my child. You are standing in the way of my desire, one I didn’t realize I had until quite recently. But that is what I want, Austin.”

“And why should I even consider such a thing? It’s absurd. I resent you even asking.”

“As you should,” he says in such a nonchalant way it stuns me. This isn’t happening. “But I think we should talk about it nonetheless, man to man. I can promise it will be in your best interest to do so.”

“Is that a threat? Are you fucking threatening me?”

He gives me a look as if he’s disgusted by me. “No, of course, I’m not threatening you, Austin. We’re having a discussion, nothing more. So calm down.” He turns to Kayla. “I am sorry to spring this so unexpectedly on you, Kayla, but I felt that if I said anything to you before I talked to Austin, he would feel betrayed and I didn’t want to put you in that position. So I decided to tell you both together. Now.” He turns back to me.

“Do you think Kayla would have actually considered this, if you’d asked her without me?” I’m still yelling at him but not quite as loudly as before. I can’t calm down, though, no matter how many times he tells me to.

“To be honest, Austin, I’m quite confident that Kayla will do whatever I ask her to do. But I would never put her in that position. That’s why I’m talking to you.”

“Seriously? You really think she’d go along with this?” I turn and look at Kayla. She turns to look at me and the look in her eyes stuns me. But before I can say anything, Hodges interrupts. Again.

“Don’t blame her, Austin. Women like her have been giving men like me what we want for generations. For millennia. It’s not her fault any more than it’s mine for wanting this. It just is what it is.” His lips curl into a slight smug smirk and I clench my fists. But I also wonder how Kayla is reacting to his demeaning, blatant arrogance. I turn to catch her eye and she turns to look at me.

No question about it, she is incensed.

~ Kayla ~

My blood is boiling, but not at James. As insane as it seems, I am strangely calm about his proposal. No, my blood is boiling at Austin’s childish tantrum. If we weren’t in a jet right now, I’m certain he would have stormed out of the room.

His red-cheeked fury softens a fraction under my severe gaze. Our eyes meet and I shoot him the most intense look of my entire life. For a moment, he returns my expression, but finally a crack forms and he wilts a fraction.

“Kayla, you’re not - you can’t! Seriously?”

“Can’t I?” Indignation flares up inside me. “You haven’t even listened to him yet!”

“Listen to what?” Austin jabs his hand at our boss. James remains perfectly calm and collected. “This asshole just said he wants to knock you up!”

“And what else?” My eyes blaze now. I’m gripping the arms of my comfortable chair and craning my neck to bring my face as close as possible to Austin. “What else did he say?”

He stammers and stutters for a second, staring at me as though I’ve lost my mind. He says, “What does that matter? He doesn’t need to say anything else! Besides, he can’t fucking do that!”

“Can’t I?”

James’s calm assurance and relaxed demeanor take us both off guard. We stop our squabbling and both turn to him as one. Austin’s eyes bulge in anger and shock. My lips are a thin line. James gives his cool, winning smile and continues talking.

“Actually, I think you’ll find that our contract allows for certain - let’s call them additional adjustments. You recall our contract, don’t you? As I remember it, you were quite insistent about a number of points.”

“Yes.” Austin’s nostrils flare.

“The additional adjustments can cover a large number of things, such as your salary, working hours, travel arrangements, and my relationship with Kayla.”

“Your relationship?” He almost spits the word.

James holds up a hand and silences Austin, despite the rage swirling through him.

“This will take a lot longer than it needs to if you insist on interrupting me, Austin. Let me say my piece and then you can say yours.”

Austin remains frozen in place for a moment, before finally letting out a long, hissing breath. He settles back into the chair, folding his arms, still looking angry.

“Like I said, I thought I was over the idea of having a child. But the more I’m with Kayla, the more I want to experience everything with her. Absolutely everything. Our time together has become an addiction for me, I have to admit. So the thought of being in her life - and yours - for the rest of my days? That has quite the appeal.”

A vision flashes through my mind. I see the future: James and I, our skin wrinkled and our hair gray, still making frantic love in a care home, while a concerned nurse watches and says, “Be careful with your hip, Mister Hodges.” The thought is so amusing that I have to force myself not to smile or smirk.

“Kayla and I have a special chemistry together that transcends mere sex.” His gaze never leaves Austin’s face. I can feel my husband huffing and puffing beside me. “What we have is probably similar to what you have. A connection. You are soulmates, I’m sure, but she and I are something else entirely. Lately, I’ve found myself wondering what would happen if she were to fall pregnant from all our lovemaking. And that thought… it brings joy to my heart, Austin. Joy.”

He stops speaking but Austin doesn’t butt in. The three of us are silent for a few moments, the only sound that of the jet’s steady, continuous engines whirring outside as we arc high above the world. James gestures with his hand, as if telling Austin, the floor is yours.

“You’re not asking to have sex with my wife!” Austin’s fury has tempered slightly, but there’s a whine to his tone now, as if he’s pleading. “You want to get her pregnant!”

“I do.”

“You want her to - to…” He throws up his hands. “Have your baby!”

“Correct.”

“And what about me?”

James frowns as though the question of Austin had never entered his mind. He says, “What about you?”

“I’m her husband!”

“Yes. And that wouldn’t change.”

Austin’s jaw drops. James keeps talking, cutting him off.

“Here’s how I see it. If Kayla was to get pregnant, I would be the father. All three of us would acknowledge that. So would the child. We don’t have to explain our special relationship to the baby. As the father, I’ll take care of all the financial needs and responsibilities. My child will want for nothing, I assure you.”

“But she’s my wife!” Austin is nearing hysteria right now. “Can’t you just adopt a baby or get a surrogate or something?”

“I could. But I want to have my baby with Kayla.”

Austin draws a deep breath, about to launch into a fresh tirade. I reach over the seat and place my hand on his arm. Despite my own growing frustration, I force my voice to remain calm.

“Don’t I get a say in this, Austin?”

He stares at me with a stunned face, slack-jawed and speechless.

“It’s my body. I think I should be the one to choose what happens.”

“Are you serious?” He blinks, breathing hard. “You’re actually thinking about this?”

I shrug. “I don’t know what I’m thinking about. We’ve talked about maybe trying for a baby before, but your career got in the way.”

“Yeah, we did. Our baby. Mine and yours. Not his!”

James raises one dark finger and says, “For what it’s worth, I envision a three-way parenting situation, although I would have the most say.”

Austin balks again. I keep talking, desperate to avoid any more embarrassing tantrums.

“James and I have a lot of unprotected sex. If anything, it’s a miracle I’m not already pregnant. It would be a natural continuation of what we have together.”

My sweet, darling husband looks at me with wet, shining eyes. He says, “Kayla, this is insane. Completely fucking crazy.”

“Don’t you like knowing that I’m having sex with another man?”

He flinches as though I’ve slapped him.

“We all know you do.” I give his arm a reassuring squeeze. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of in that. I really love you for that. To be honest, I think I love you even more since this whole thing started.”

“This isn’t just some whole thing, though, Kayla. This isn’t some three-year contract or a job we can leave. This is the rest of our lives. You’d be a mom to his child. And what would I be?”

“The best father in the world.” I smile at him. “I know you would.”

He blinks and exhales, hissing air like a punctured tire. “I need to think about this.”

“Of course.” James gives a nod. “You can take as long as you need. A week, a month, the rest of the year if you want. It’s not a decision I expect you to make lightly. When we get back to the States, you both have the rest of the week off. I don’t want either of you to work until next Monday. Kayla - you and I will be heading down to Las Vegas for business. In the meantime, you’re free to do whatever you want. Reconnect. Enjoy your time. I’ve waited my whole life to meet a woman like Kayla, I can wait as long as it takes for an answer.”

And with that, our boss - my lover, our bull - settles back into his chair with a self-satisfied smile. I stare out of the window at the pale and puffy clouds and wonder how my life has turned out this way. In the last hour, Austin and I became millionaires and now we’re facing the prospect of getting pregnant with another man’s child. I can’t imagine how Austin must be feeling right now. But the idea of being impregnated - totally and completely owned - by James sends a thrill to the very core of my soul.
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~ Austin ~

The flight home was interminable. I hardly slept, unlike Kayla and Hodges, who seemed to doze off at will. I watched them as I did while seething - how in the world had it come to this? I brought it on myself, something Kayla never fails to remind me when I bring it up, but I didn’t expect my misguided decision to backfire so badly.

Almost by some unspoken agreement between the three of us, we didn’t talk about the bombshell Hodges dropped on us for the remainder of the flight. When Kayla slept, Hodges and I talked about his expectations for the companies I’m taking public for him, and I gave him my opinion of the best way to position each of them in their respective markets. When Hodges slept, Kayla and I talked about things that didn’t matter, but that connected us with a shared history, short as it might be in the grand scheme of things but long compared to her and Hodges. I’m sure she saw right through my blatant attempts to remind her of why she married me but to her credit, she not only didn’t call me on it but played along, willingly, it seemed to me.

By the time we landed in California, twelve hours and a day later due to crossing the International Date Line, I was exhausted. Hodges arranged for us to take separate limos from the airport to our homes so I’d finally get Kayla alone with me in every sense of the word. I wasn’t about to broach the elephant in the cabin with the source of my anger sleeping right across from me, but with the privacy window up in the limo it was finally just me and my wife. Finally.

“So, you really want to do this?” I ask after we pull onto the freeway.

“I'm afraid so,” she says simply, as if she’s not cutting my heart out of my chest. “I’m sorry if that hurts you, Austin, but I can’t help myself.”

“What in the world are you talking about, Kayla? Of course, you can help yourself, and us, if you want to. What I don’t understand is why you don’t. How can you just blow up everything we have together, and for what? What hold does he have on you, because I know it’s not about the money.”

“No, it’s not about the money, Austin. You were all about the money, not me.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? You married me for my money?”

She almost sneers at me. “No, of course not. That’s not what I meant. You instigated this relationship between me and James because you wanted the money it would bring to you and your firm. Then, when he made his offer, you took it because it meant even more money for you in the long run. And now you’ve gotten your first taste of it, with the payments we’ll be getting in the next few hours. So, what I meant was, you were all about that money.”

I just stare at her with my mouth hanging open. “That’s not true,” I protest so weakly even I don’t believe what I’m saying.

“Right.” She turns away from me. “It’s projection, really. You did it for the money, and then you project your failings on me. It’s pretty common these days.” She waits a beat before she turns to look at me. “But make no mistake about it, Austin. The money means nothing to me.”

“Then what is it, Kayla? Why are you doing this?”

She looks away from me, and I recognize that thousand-yard stare I’ve been seeing more of since she met Hodges. “It’s something I can’t explain, but I know it’s there.” She turns to look at me. “I’ve never known anyone like James, as I’ve said before. He does something to me. It’s a little scary - well, that’s not true. It’s more than a little scary - it’s downright terrifying. But as much as it terrifies me, it also intrigues me, although that’s also not the right word. He doesn’t intrigue me, he overwhelms me, in a way no one ever has before.”

“Even me?” I ask, knowing I shouldn’t have as soon as the words left my mouth.

“I’m afraid so, Austin.” She tries to look sympathetic, but she doesn’t really pull it off.

“So, you’re in love with him?”

She shakes her head. “No, I’m not in love with him. Mostly because I know he doesn’t love me and he never will. A man like that can’t love someone, not in the way I want to be loved.” She touches my hand. “Not in the way you love me, and I love you, Austin.” She leans in and kisses me, on the mouth, and I let her, much as I’m tempted to push her away. “And I do love you, Austin. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I will spend the rest of my life with you if you’ll have me.” She smiles, but it’s a sad smile.

“It seems like you’re just saying that, Kayla. You’re going to have another man’s baby, but you love me? Doesn’t make sense.”

“I know, and I don’t know how to explain it, either. I just know that I feel love for you, but something else for James. Something that isn’t love but is just as powerful. Maybe more so.”

“What’s more powerful than love?”

She stares at me without speaking for a long time before she finally looks down at her hands. “I’m not sure there’s a word for it, but if I have to come up with something to explain the way I feel about it, the only word that comes close is awe.”

“You’re in awe of him?”

“Aren’t you?”

I shake my head. “No, Kayla. Don’t do that. We’re talking about you and your feelings for the man. Don’t try to pin this on me.”

“But I see the way you act around him, Austin. I’ve never seen you like that before, with anyone. You’re different. You know you are.”

“I work for the man, Kayla. Of course, I’m different. You rarely saw me with my bosses before Hodges, and it was always in a setting that hardly mattered, like a party. This isn’t like that - we’re working together, and you’re right there with us, watching us in a situation you’ve never seen before.”

“But when we first talked at the gala, before any of this began, you were like that. God, Austin! The man took me away from you for the evening and you let him. You just handed me over to him, like he was borrowing your car. Who does that?”

Now it’s my turn to stare silently. Was she right? Am I in awe of Hodges? She’s a damn good lawyer, and I feel like I’m out of my league with her, having this kind of discussion. So I regroup and go back to the real issue, the one that is unlike everything that came before.

“That was one night, Kayla. One night. This is different. If you have his child, he’s in our lives forever.”

She stares at me. “I know, Austin. I know. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. He wants me in his life forever. He doesn’t want to take me away from you, but he wants me just the same, in a way that is absolutely everlasting. No matter what, we’ll be bonded by the baby, and that fact just resonates with me. I don’t know how else to explain it.”

“But you don’t want to have a baby with me?”

She looks at me one more time, and I try to read her eyes, but I can’t. So I wait for her to respond.

“Not yet, I guess.”

~ Kayla ~

He’s hurt. Of course, he’s hurt - how could he not be? What man would be fine after hearing that his wife wants to bear someone else’s child? But instead of letting his emotions overwhelm our conversation, Austin closes his eyes for a few seconds and lets out a long, slow breath before he finally responds.

“Okay.” Another long breath. “Does that mean you don’t ever want-”

“I do want your children too.” I touch his face, trying to reassure him as much as I can. There’s only so much the male ego can endure in a single day. “But we both agreed, didn’t we? We said that we’re going to focus on our careers first. And now my career has taken a wildly different direction.”

“It’s taken a little more than just a detour, Kayla. This is motherhood, and not the kind that we talked about.”

“I understand, I do. It’s a hell of a thing to even talk about.”

He gives me a sideways look. “You seem to be remarkably calm about it all.”

“Yeah, it’s strange. I had no idea he was going to make that proposition, but it somehow doesn’t feel wrong.”

“You really want this.” He says it as a statement, not a question. He already knows the answer.

“Yes. I do. I want to have his baby.”

Austin winces. The outside world rolls past the limo windows, but we both ignore the view. I keep talking, not letting him have a moment to get worked up and emotional.

“But, ultimately, the choice is ours. You and me. This is going to impact both of us, no matter what. If you don’t want this, or you’re uncomfortable about it in any way, then I won’t do it.”

“Simple as that?”

“Simple as that.” I gaze across the seat and place my hand on his thigh. “I mean it. I would never do anything that hurts you. All of this, everything that we’re doing, I love knowing that you like it as much as I do.”

He offers a smile, but it feels forced, like he’s grinning through the pain. There’s only one way to take his mind off these troubles. I drop my voice to a sultry purr.

“Do you want to hear what we did in Taiwan, Austin?”

A flicker of excitement sparks behind his eyes. He says, “I heard most of it through the wall.”

I give him a wicked smile and say, “Did you enjoy what you heard?”

For a moment, he doesn’t answer. I can see the conflict taking place behind his eyes, the battle of wills. Ego versus honesty. In the end, honesty wins. Austin nods.

“I think he was extra excited, knowing you were in the next room. He fucked me harder and longer than usual…”

Austin shifts position in the seat, but not because he’s uncomfortable. I can already feel his manhood stirring. It slowly awakens and rises and thickens inside his pants. He keeps his eyes locked on mine.

“How did he fuck you?” His voice is low. Excited. Dangerous.

“Any way he wanted.”

“Details.” His eyes are hard. I love the way he looks at me when I tease him like this. I love the way teasing him makes me feel. Like I’m flirting with danger. Like I’m poking a bear. Except the worst this bear is going to do is have his way with me and I’m absolutely fine with that.

“What do you want to know?” My hand slides across his lap and settles on the bulge growing there. “Do you want to know what we did all weekend?”

“Everything. All of it.” Austin is almost melting beneath my touch. It always amazes me that men can seem so big and powerful and dominant, yet they’re putty in your hands if you know how to press their buttons.

“We fucked all over the hotel room. The bed, the shower, the furniture - everything.”

He lets out a soft, breathy groan. I squeeze the firming bulge in his pants. He says, “How many times did you cum?”

“I lost count. At one point, I couldn’t stop cumming. His huge black cock kept fucking my tight little pussy until I thought I was going to pass out.” My fingers brush his zipper and Austin’s excited breathing deepens. His eyes begin to glaze over. “He came inside me so many times, baby. I was full of his hot, thick cum all weekend.”

He moans now, soft yet audible. He glances toward the front seat, where our driver is concentrating on the road. Maybe he’s getting shy about being watched. I could care less about that. All I want is to show Austin how much I love him. I reach across his lap to the door, where a few little buttons wait to be touched. I press one and a small tinted window slides up behind the driver’s head, isolating us from him and the rest of the world. Now we’re completely alone.

“What else?” There’s urgency in his tone now. “What else did you do?”

My fingers return to the throbbing bulge swelling and stiffening at his groin. I caress it with a loving hand and say, “He fucked me up against the window of our room a few times. Anyone walking past could have seen us. Anyone swimming in the lake would have seen your wife acting like a whore for his big, black cock.”

Another moan escapes his parted lips. He’s breathing hard now, eyes fixed on my face, cheeks flushed. Putty in my hands.

“But the hottest things we did…” I smirk and lean across the seat now, bringing my head closer to the throbbing, pulsing prize waiting for me. “First, we went to the hotel pool together. You know the one, don’t you? That beautiful infinity pool, overlooking the lake?”

“Yes.” A breathless sigh.

“What do you think we did in that pool?”

“You fucked him.”

“Mmm…” I turn my murmur into a throaty groan, as though the memories are turning me on. “So many times. It was so sensual and relaxing to ride him in that warm water. We fucked nice and slow, baby. He took his time with me. I love it when he’s not in a hurry like that. We came together in that pool…”

“And,” he swallows, “what was the other hottest thing?”

“On Sunday, he took me out on the lake on a beautiful boat. Right in the middle. Nothing but blue skies and calm waters. So perfect. He lifted up my dress and fucked me over the railing.”

I unzip him and free his yearning cock from its restraints. It stands tall and proud and pink. So very different from the huge, thick, black cock that stretched my tight entrance wide open every single day for the last week. But I love it all the same. I lean closer and give the tip a gentle kiss. He sighs with delight.

“What… what else?” He’s struggling to think clearly now. All the blood has rushed to his other head. Putty in my hands.

“I rode him on the front of the boat.” My tongue caresses his rock-solid manhood, slowly circling the head and tasting the evidence of his arousal. “I straddled him, with my dress flowing over us both, and we made slow, passionate love in the middle of the lake. I know people saw us. Other boats sailed past. He came inside me… I don’t know how many times. It was one of the most romantic fucks of my life.”

His cock twitches against my lips at my use of the word fuck. I exhale over his manhood, allowing warm breath to cascade over his sensitive skin. It works. He moans.

“Where did he cum?” Austin’s voice is distant now. He’s overwhelmed by lust and erotic need. All rationality has left the building. I bet if I asked him right now, he’d damn near beg me to get pregnant with James’s baby. But I would never be so cruel. I want both of us to want the same thing.

“In my pussy, baby.” I kiss his cock. I lick his cock. I tease his cock. “He only ever cums in my pussy. I asked him if he wanted to cum somewhere else.” More kissing. More licking. More teasing. “Like my face or my tits. I would even let him fuck my ass if he wanted. But he only wants my pussy. He loves cumming inside me.”

He groans, clasping his thigh with one hand, squeezing it tight with the effort of controlling his desires. I open my mouth and take him inside, allowing my lips and tongue to gently caress every warm inch of his sensitive skin. He lets out a wonderful masculine moan of rapturous delight, unable to hold it inside any longer.

“I can’t-” He groans again. “-blame him. Fuck.”

His passionate moans spur me on. I stop talking about my naughty weekend with James and concentrate on giving my husband the best blowjob of his life. I caress his balls and take him to the back of my throat. I let his cock gag me until I need to come up for air. I run the tip around my mouth as though applying lipstick. I use my hands and mouth, lips and tongue, all in perfect harmony.

Judging from the noises escaping his throat, this is indeed the best blowjob of his life.

I bring him to the very edge of climax with all the skill I possess and hold him there for a long, long moment, teetering on the precipice of eruption. But I don’t allow him to finish. Not yet. I turn my hungry mouth to his balls and worship each of them with long, loud, messy kisses, letting his bubbling climax cool for a moment, like a pot of water removed from the heat. Then I start again.

This time, his phone chirps and interrupts us. He snatches his from his jacket pocket and frowns at the screen.

“It’s Trevor.”

“Answer it.” My words are muffled by his cock, but he understands me well enough. “I dare you.”

He hesitates for a moment, but senses that I’m in a mood for games. He answers the phone and puts it on speaker.

“Hey, Trevor. How are you?”

“Austin! There you are! I’ve been trying to call you all week, where the hell have you been?”

I lower my lips all the way down his cock again, until every inch is fully buried inside my warm, wet mouth. He stifles a groan.

“Away.” He forces a chuckle. “Out of the country. Work’s been… you know how it is.”

“Nope.” Trevor laughs. “Anyway, I was just calling to see if you guys wanted to get together again this week, maybe have dinner again or go out somewhere?”

“S-sure!” Austin sounds way too eager, but that can’t be helped. I start to move my head faster, blowing him with enthusiasm. “We’d love that, wouldn’t we honey?”

“Mm-hmm.”

I don’t know if Trevor can hear me or not, but he continues regardless.

“Great, I’ll tell Mel. We’ll set something up.” Trevor lowers his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “Between you and me, I think she’s desperate for some updates about your ongoing situation.”

“Oh, really?” Austin’s breathing hard now. His cock pulses in my mouth. I stop moving, allowing him to enjoy the warmth without receiving any of the pleasure. “Well, we might have something for you.”

“Really? Damn, I won’t let her know that, otherwise she’ll be over at your house tonight. Speak soon, buddy.”

The line goes dead. Austin puts the phone on silent and slips it away again. I lift my head and let him watch that hard pink cock slide out from my mouth, coated in my saliva. He gasps with pleasure and frustration.

“Are you going to let me cum today? Or do I need to take control?”

“Not yet.” I smile. I move across the seats and straddle him, lifting my dress to make the connection easier. His eyes widen as our bodies meet.

“You’re not wearing-”

I smile and shake my head. “Isn’t it so much easier like this?”

Austin swallows hard and nods. He reaches out to grasp my hips but I lace my fingers through his and hold his hands away.

“Not this time, baby. Let me do this.”

His reply is a passionate exhale. “I don’t know how long I can last.”

“You don’t need to worry about lasting. Not with me.”

I sink down onto him, letting that rock-hard, soaking-wet cock glide fully inside me, until my bare thighs rest on his pants and we couldn’t be any closer. He groans. I smile.

But I don’t move. I don’t rock my hips or start to bounce or gently fuck him. Instead, I stay completely still and focus on clenching my pussy muscles. He gasps at the sensation of my hole tightening around him.

“Holy fuck, Kayla! Where did you…” He doesn’t finish asking his question. It’s pretty obvious where and how I would have picked up a trick like this. After fucking an insatiable black man almost every day for more than a month, you learn a couple of new skills along the way.

“Now it’s your turn, baby.” My voice is a husky purr. The kind of voice that could make a man jerk off over the phone. “Tell me about your weekend.”

“My… my…” He’s struggling to stay calm. Being inside me but not fucking me must be a new kind of torment.

“Your weekend. I want to hear all about it. James said he tested you, right?”

Austin nods and screws his face up, trying to force himself to remember. It can’t be easy to think straight right now.

“My buddy… he… lives with these two women.”

“Were they pretty?”

“Stun… stunning. Fuck, Kayla.”

“I’m not moving until you tell me everything.” I smile again. His obvious excitement is thrilling to experience. I want to know all the juicy details, but not because I’m upset in the slightest. I just want to tease him as much as I can. “Describe them.”

“Beautiful Asian women. Petite and slim and… and…”

“Oooh, I bet your buddy has a lot of fun with them, huh?” I look into his eyes, seeing the pure concentration taking place in his brain. It must be taking all his willpower to remain still right now. “Tell me how they tried to seduce you.”

“F-fuck! Are… are you sure? You won’t be mad?”

“Do I look mad to you?” I flutter my lashes.

“They followed me into my room. Got on my bed.” He swallows. I wonder which part is harder - telling me what happened or trying not to lose control. “They started kissing and… other stuff.”

“Other stuff?” I squeeze my pussy muscles again. “Details, baby. We’re sharing.”

“Oh my God, okay… Okay. They… undressed. They started licking each other.”

“Lucky, lucky Austin.” I almost laugh.

“It was pretty hot.”

He gasps as I start to squeeze and clench around his throbbing shaft. He’s almost at the melting point again. Almost…

“Did they ask you to join in?”

He nods. He swallows.

“Did you want to?”

He nods again.

“Why didn’t you babe? Why didn’t you fuck two horny, beautiful, Asian women?”

“Because… Oh my God! Because I love you!”

His body shudders beneath me. His cock pulses. His fingers grip mine. His eyes widen in shock. A wave of warmth floods my yearning pussy, pumping deep inside me. I am well acquainted with that sensation by now and I love it.I coo and sigh and moan with approval. Austin shifts in the seat, but never moves. He looks into my eyes and holds my hands and cums in my well-fucked pussy, adding his load to all of James’s endless orgasms.

“I love you too, baby.”

The car rolls to a stop. I look outside to see our home waiting there, quiet and empty, just as we left it a lifetime ago. I dismount my husband and push the door open and walk up the path, feeling his warmth slowly roll down my thighs.


3

~ Austin ~

I decided to ask Kayla and Mel to set up dinner at a restaurant. I didn’t want things to get out of hand the way they almost did when we went to their house for dinner a few weeks ago. Thankfully, no one objects. I can’t see us making a scene in a public place so I feel safer somehow about meeting them and discussing the latest wrinkle in our situation out in the open.

We wind up at one of my favorite sushi places, a really nice one that has private tatami rooms with sliding paper screens that can seal us off from everyone else in the restaurant, visually, at least. The walls are literally made out of paper so the sound is somewhat muffled but not really prevented from carrying, especially if someone starts screaming. Not that I’m expecting anyone to get that carried away but you never know.

This news is beyond big.

Kayla and I, almost by some sort of unspoken agreement, have not discussed our new situation since we got back from Taiwan. Part of me is dying to talk about it - and talk her out of it. It’s insane, no other word fits, but something about it excites the shit out of me, which I don’t get at all. I’ve never been all that hung up on being a father. I always felt like if it happens, fine, but if it doesn’t happen, it wouldn’t be the end of the world for me. I’ve always thought of myself as pretty self-centered and the idea of sharing myself with a little ball of helpless potential - I don’t know. Maybe it’s more than I can handle. And it’s not like you can change your mind once the little bugger arrives. I guess I never really thought about it but I’m pretty sure there's a no-return policy at the maternity ward and I’m almost certain that Kayla would be adamant about that as well. And since she’s the one that would have to carry the damn thing for nine months and spit it out - no small feat that, I’m told - I see the handwriting on the wall and it’s in big block letters.

“So, you ready to do this?” I ask her as we’re getting dressed. As she’s getting dressed - I’m all set. “Safe to assume we’re going to tell them everything, right?”

“I think we have to, Austin. Don’t you?”

“Yeah, it’s just, I don’t know. It’s kind of embarrassing.”

She turns away from her makeup mirror and looks at me. “What are you embarrassed about, exactly?”

“Oh, I don’t know, Kayla,” I tell her in my most sarcastic voice. “That I’m feeling a little emasculated by the idea that someone else is going to impregnate my wife for me, because I don’t have the balls to do it myself.” I stand up from where I’ve been sitting and walk toward her. “You can understand that, can’t you?”

“Emasculated? Really? I didn’t know you felt that way about it, Austin.” She turns back to the mirror and continues to paint her face. “That makes no sense to me.”

“Seriously, Kayla? It makes no sense to you? The guy wants to cuckold me in the most literal sense of the word. How is that not emasculating?”

“I guess,” she says without really meaning it from where I stand. “But if that is the way you feel, then maybe we shouldn’t even consider it.” She looks at me in the mirror, cocking one eyebrow as she applies her lipstick.

“Because I’m not the only one making this decision, Kayla. And I got the distinct impression that you’re dying to do it. Not to mention Hodges, whose idea it was in the first place. I’m being outvoted, by a wide margin, a landslide, last I looked.”

She turns to face me. She stands and wraps her arms around my neck. “I would never force this on you, Austin. Never. It would be the end of us. If you don’t want this, that’s all you have to say and it’s over, no questions asked. Done and done. Understand?”

I watch her closely but she seems completely sincere. I’m not sure what happened between the flight and now but she’s totally okay with giving me veto power from the way she’s talking. Of course, Hodges is nowhere in sight, a key difference from the other day. When he’s back in the scene, would she feel the same way?

Maybe dinner with the Colsons is the perfect way to see how committed she is to not doing this.

“Kayla, you look like the cat who ate the canary,” Melanie Colson says after we’ve been seated. As I expected, we’re in a private room that is visually cut off from the rest of the establishment but we can hear the din of the kitchen and the rest of the dining room just outside our fake room. It’s weird but it fits my mood to a tee.

I glance at my wife to see how she reacted to her best friend’s comment and I see her blush slightly, which is surprising. Kayla blushing - I’m not sure why but that is just too rich for words. I’m dying to say something but, of course, I won’t.

“What makes you say that?” she asks in a tone that tells Mel and Trevor that she’s got news. Big news.

“Come on, girlfriend,” Melanie almost growls with a predatory smile pasted on her face. “Spill some tea and tell us what’s been happening with you two since last we saw you.”

“You certainly look good, Kayla,” Trevor says and immediately thinks better of it. “I mean, you look rested and refreshed.” He looks down so he doesn’t have to meet anyone’s eyes, all of which are on him.

Mel sneers at her husband. “Don’t mind him, Kay. He’s been an idiot lately. What’s new? And don’t give me some lame-ass travel itinerary bullshit. What’s new?”

Kayla laughs, a bit nervously from where I sit. “I don’t know where to begin,” she says at last with a glance at me. I look away from her, though - I’m not going to rescue her, not this time. Petty? Sure. Can you blame me?

“Well, for one thing,” Kayla begins. “James was so delighted with the job we did for him in Taiwan last week, he gave us both a sizeable bonus.”

“Both of you?” Mel asks with a glance at me and I roll my eyes.

“We helped him buy a company he’s been jonesing after for a while,” I explain.

“Oh, okay. Sure,” she admits before turning back to Kayla. “A big one?”

“Quite generous,” Kayla allows with a smirk. “We don’t have to ever work again if we don’t want to.”

“Really?” Mel says, her eyes wide. “How much?”

“Melanie,” Trevor scolds his wife. “Don’t be rude.”

“You don’t be rude,” she shoots right back at him. “How many digits are we talking here? Six? Seven? Eight?” She wags her eyebrows and even I have to laugh. But I’m still not jumping into the conversation.

“Eight, if you combine them,” Kayla admits, which elicits a low whistle from Trevor.

“Ten million?” Mel scoffs. “Hell, you’ll blow through that much in a couple of years if you put your minds to it. That can’t be the only news you’ve got for me, is it?”

“No,” Kayla says in a subdued and barely audible voice. “It’s not.”

“What’s the big news, then?” Mel presses her, almost salivating.

Kayla looks at me but I don’t offer any sign that I want to step in. She sighs and sags slightly before turning back to Mel. “He wants to get me pregnant.”

Mel stares at Kayla in stunned silence for a few interminable seconds before she finally whispers, “Get the fuck outta town.”

Trevor looks at me. “Seriously?” he asks and I glance at him. “Seriously?” he asks again.

“Are you going to…?” Mel asks Kayla.

Kayla looks at her. “I don’t know. We haven’t decided yet.” She looks at me but I just keep my mouth shut.

“Oh, my, fucking, god, Kayla,” Mel says at last. We all turn to look at her. She’s staring at Trevor. Finally, she turns to Kayla again and utters the last words I thought I’d ever hear her say in this instance.

“That is so fucking hot!”

~ Kayla ~

A myriad of different reactions ripple around the small table. Mel’s expression is one of intense hunger and interest, a wide smile on her face, eyes shining. Her husband, meanwhile, looks as though he’s been slapped. His gaze swivels between Mel and myself, mouth slightly agape. Austin, on the other hand, sits still and silent, lips pursed, a wrinkle in his brow, hands on the table.

As for me, I just feel a wave of relief. I had no expectations for how our friends might react to this bombshell revelation, but I definitely did not expect so much excitement from Mel. Thank God! Somebody else who understands the way it feels and the emotions that have been swirling around in my gut since James said those words and changed our lives. I thought I was alone in finding the idea so goddamned erotic, but Mel has justified my feelings with her own breathless words.

“Are you gonna do it?” She looks at me with wide eyes, desperate to know every last detail about this development. “Are you gonna have his baby?”

“Hey, woah there! Slow down!” Trevor waves his hands as though hailing a cab in a blizzard. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Calm down, Mel. Don’t you think that’s kind of crazy?”

“Crazy hot.” She smirks at me. I return her smile.

“Maybe, yeah.” Trevor frowns, clearly not understanding our point of view. “But, I mean, come on. You’re not even considering it, are you?”

I look Trevor in the eyes and say nothing. His brow raises in disbelief. I offer a shrug. Trevor turns his attention to Austin and says, “Really? Like, really?”

“It’s, you know, something we’ve only just been talking about.” Austin shifts in his seat, uncomfortable at suddenly being thrust into the spotlight of this discussion. “It’s not like we’ve made any definitive plans or come to a decision. It’s a major thing.”

“Yeah, no shit.” Trevor’s eyes bulge. He looks from Austin to me and back again, as if he doesn’t recognize us. “This isn’t just some casual engagement. There’s fun sex between a couple and their third, and then there’s having a freaking baby with the other guy.”

“Hey, calm down.” Mel pats Trevor’s hand and shoots him a warning look. “Can’t you see the sexy side of this?”

“Huh?” Now Trevor stares at his wife in disbelief. “How is that sexy?”

“Because it’s the ultimate act of cuckolding.” Mel looks to me for support. I nod. “Having sex with some other guy is fun and exciting, but going all the way like that… it’s just such a fucking hot idea.”

“What makes it hot?” Trevor gives us both the most incredulous expression I’ve ever seen. “I really don’t understand how you could get off on something like that.”

“It’s kind of a betrayal.” I speak up, determined to make him - and Austin - understand why the idea makes my womanhood tingle. “It’s a betrayal of everything sacred and holy and all those vows - yet if both of us agree, that makes it even hotter. We both want betrayal. I don’t know if that makes any sense. Having a child is a special act, and yet having one with a man who isn’t your husband, it just…”

“Mmm.” Mel’s eyes flash and she smiles at me. “God, that’s hot. Think of it like this, Trevor. You remember how we had all these rules and boundaries with Juan at first?”

“Yes.” He says the word carefully.

“And you remember how much you loved it when we slowly crossed those lines? How hot it was when we did things we knew might upset you?”

Trevor swallows and nods.

“Honestly, girl, you should have seen his face the first time I came home with a pussy full of cum.” Mel’s smile turns into a wicked conspirator's grin. Now we’re two insiders with a shared secret. “I’ve never seen a man look so shocked at his own erection.”

“That… was different.” Trevor’s cheeks flush. “That was sex without a condom.”

“It’s the same thing.” Her voice is firm. “You went from insisting that Juan never fucks me without a condom to begging us not to use one.”

“But…” Trevor is starting to flounder. “We’re not talking about a dirty creampie from your boyfriend, Mel. We’re talking about a child.” He wags a finger in my direction. “Have you even thought about that?”

Something about his tone sends a wave of irritation through me. I jut out my chin and look him in the eyes and say, “We haven’t, but James has. He’s said that he wants to be known as the father and he’s going to support the baby in any way he can. Austin and I can help raise him or her, but we’re all going to be clear on who the father is.”

Trevor looks stunned. He looks down at his plate and says in a low voice, “I guess you have thought about that.” He takes a bit of sushi and gets a sudden thought and turns to Mel. “Is this something you’ve thought about? Has Juan-”

“No.” She cuts him off before he can get worked up. “All I’m saying is that the idea turns me on. He’s never asked and I don’t think he would. Besides, what could he offer me that you can’t? Aside from the obvious, I mean.” Mel lowers her voice, that sparkle returning to her eyes. “But if he whispered in my ear that he wanted to get me pregnant while we were fucking, I’d cum so hard you’d hear me from space.”

I laugh. Trevor smiles, a hint of relief settling on his face. I take a drink and glance at Austin. His expression is calm but his lips are pursed.

“You’re being awfully quiet.” I look into his eyes. “I hope I haven’t upset you.”

“No, no. Nothing like that.” He smiles but it doesn’t reach his eyes. “Just a lot to think about, that’s all.”

“Yeah, you tell us.” Trevor recovers a little of his earlier attitude. “How do you feel about this? I’m assuming he didn’t ask you in advance?”

“No!” Austin actually laughs. “James isn’t the kind of guy who gives a shit what other people think. Even if he did ask me beforehand and I said no, he’d talk to Kayla about it anyway.”

“When you’re rich, you can afford not to give a fuck.” Mel smiles at us and takes a drink.

“Something like that.” Austin laces his fingers together into a steeple. “No, he got us in his plane and waited until we were over the water and then he said his piece. It was a shock, I can’t lie.”

“I bet.” Trevor nods. “But what do you think about it?”

“Confused, I guess. At first, obviously, I was shocked and pretty pissed off. I wanted to throw him out of the plane, but he could probably take me in a fight.” His joke gets a small laugh from the rest of us. “But the more I think about it, I don’t know, it’s really hard to articulate. The request itself doesn’t make sense, so neither do my thoughts.”

“What’s your gut saying?”

“Honestly?” He looks at all three of us in turn. “It kind of makes sense.”

A ripple spreads across the table. Excitement bubbles in my belly. Trevor is shocked. Mel purses her lips with interest. But we stay quiet and let Austin continue.

“I mean, he’s already more of a man than me in all the ways that matter, so why shouldn’t he have the right to get Kayla pregnant?” His gaze rests on the table. I don’t know if he’s talking to us or himself. “At the same time, I really hate the idea of her being taken away from me like that. But again, the thought of losing control in such a personal and intimate way - it’s hot, like you say.”

He takes my hand and gives it a comforting squeeze. He says, “It’s hard to know what to do. My biological instinct is to refuse, naturally. This is my wife, and if anyone is going to put a baby in her, it’s me. Or it should be me. And now, all I can think about is what it would be like to watch your belly grow and know that it’s not mine and that thought…”

He exhales and falls silent.

“And that thought?” I nod, trying to prompt him. This can’t be an easy thing for a man to admit. Thank God we have such non-judgmental friends.

“It really turns me on.”

His voice is low but firm. We all hear it. A fresh wave of excitement ripples through me. Is he saying what I think he’s saying?

“Obviously, I’m not agreeing to anything right now.” He smiles. This time it seems more genuine, as though some worries have slipped from his shoulders. “I might wake up tomorrow and completely change my mind. I feel like everything is moving so fast. It wasn’t long ago that we flirted with the idea of you and him and now… I don’t know. It’s a lot to process.”

We all fall silent for a moment. Then Trevor changes the conversation and we talk about meaningless, trivial things until the meal comes to a close and we all go home. By the time Austin and I walk through our front door, he’s almost back to his old self. I hang up my coat and drop my bag on the floor and turn back to him with a smile.

“I don’t know about you, but I’m not tired yet. Anything you want to do?”

“I have a couple of ideas.” He locks the door and shrugs off his jacket. “And all of them involve you being naked.”
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~ Austin ~

By the end of the following weekend, I’m a basket case. Kayla and I continued our dance all week, not talking about the elephant in the room. I got the distinct impression that she was leaving me alone to think about it without pressuring me, which only pressured me more. If she wasn’t talking about it, then it was pretty clear to me that she’d already made up her mind.

She wants to have Hodges’s baby.

So now it’s up to me, or so she would have me believe, but I’m not sure I do. If I tried to put the kibosh on this insanity now, I’d risk losing everything - my career, my marriage, and any chance of future happiness. How is that a choice? It’s not, not a fair one, to my way of thinking. But do I want to make the case and get blown away by my ultra-talented lawyer spouse who would have had chumps like me for breakfast if she’d become a litigator instead of a corporate lawyer? I don’t think so.

So it’s late Sunday afternoon when she comes into my office in the house and sits down on my leather sofa. She doesn’t say a word. She doesn’t have to. It’s time to decide. It’s time for me to decide what I want to do. Because I’m a hundred percent certain that I’ve got no say in what she and Hodges are going to decide to do.

“So,” I say to her as she stares at me.

“So,” she says back without emphasis or a hint of irony. I expected a smirk, if not a laugh, at the paradox of my situation.

“I guess we should talk about it,” I offer.

“I guess we should,” she confirms.

“You want to do it, I take it.”

“No, I didn’t say that. Don’t make assumptions or put words in my mouth, Austin. That’s not fair.”

“Well, I’m just telling it like I see it, Kayla. We’ve been avoiding talking about it all week so I don’t think I’m out of line in concluding that you don’t want to talk about it because you’ve already decided.”

My wife sighs. I just love it when she does that. “Well, you’re wrong on the facts and you’re wrong on the law, to coin a phrase. So let’s lay it all out there so we’re operating from a place where we both agree on the basic premise.” She arches an eyebrow and I feel properly dressed down.

“Go on,” I tell her.

“First of all, if you don’t want this to happen, it won’t happen, pure and simple. I would never force something on you like that - I can’t believe you don’t know that. Plus, if James tried to punish you for not acceding to his wishes, we could sue him and we’d win, make no mistake about that. I could argue the case myself, but I wouldn’t have to. Once we put feelers out to that specialty of the bar here in California, we’d have the best lawyers in the state, and most likely the country, beating a path to our door to represent the aggrieved white husband and employee whose black boss wants to cuckold him. It would be a media circus of epic proportions and James knows that. You’d humiliate him in the court of public opinion, not to mention the courtroom proper.” She cocks her eyebrow again and I just nod my head - there’s no point trying to argue the law with Kayla.

“But what if I don’t want to go through that humiliation myself? What then?”

She looks away from me and I swear she’s trying hard not to roll her eyes. I just wait for her to answer my primary objection to this whole idea - it’s humiliating to me on its face.

“Okay, first of all, you can’t approach a negotiation with the reality of your position as your starting point. If you don’t want this to happen, you’ve got to convince yourself, so that you can convince James, that you are prepared to take on whatever the world throws at you to make your case. That’s Negotiating 101, Austin. Whether you get dealt a good hand or a crappy one, you’ve got to convince your opponent that you’re holding aces in the hole so he takes you seriously, otherwise, you should just stay home and not play at all.

“But the biggest thing you need to keep in mind is that you’re looking at this all wrong, Austin. All wrong.”

I open my eyes as wide as they’ll go. “What do you mean?”

She smiles at me, but it’s not a warm smile. “Look at you, Austin. Take a really good look at yourself.”

“What are you talking about?” I really have no clue.

“Well, for one thing, look at the profession you chose - investment banking. You put deals together. You work for men like James, you do their bidding, which is fine, there’s nothing wrong with being the middleman. But that’s what you are. I know because I’m cut from the same cloth. I didn’t go into law because I’m in love with our legal system - I did it because it allowed me to provide a service at an hourly rate, without any direct responsibility for the outcome of whatever matter I’m involved with. It’s a classic supporting role, something I’m quite comfortable with, as are you. We support the real players but we don’t get in the action ourselves. We are classic betas, you and I.

“James, however, is a total alpha. He runs the show - whatever it is, he’s in charge. Can you imagine him in either of our jobs? I can’t. He’d never stoop to a supporting role. It’s just not in him. I honestly don’t know how he does it, but I’m glad he does. It’s so exciting to see him work, to be a part of it but not in charge, not running the show. I’m fine with my role, as an advisor, or whatever.” She cocks an eyebrow and smirks.

“So, we’re both a couple of whores, is that it?”

“Your word, not mine, but if the shoe fits…” She shrugs. “My point is, I like my role. I love my role, whether I’m advising James on the law or taking his cock up my ass, I’m cool with both.” She stares at me and lets the implication of her point sink in.

“So, I should accept my role and just grin and bear it?”

“I think you’d enjoy it much more than you realize, Austin,” she says in a low, serious tone that surprises me. And pisses me off.

“Why’s that, Kayla? Enlighten me.”

“Well, let’s take stock. The night of the gala, when you showed up with the room key and handed it to James so he could whisk me off and fuck me, what did you do? You gave it to him. After you paid for the room. Why would you do that, Austin? What was going on inside your head, or your pants, that night? Hmm? Didn’t it make you hard as you handed me over to him? Isn’t it making you hard right now, just thinking about it?”

Fucking hell.

“And when James made his initial offer to us,” she goes on, clearly enjoying herself. “When he told you he wanted to fuck your wife on a regular basis, for the foreseeable future, did you object? Did you spit in his eye and tell him to go to hell, or did you roll over and give him exactly what he wanted because it’s exactly what you wanted? Hmm?

“And when he told you he wanted your wife to have his baby, with all that that implies, did you try to rip his throat out and toss him out of his own plane? Or did you slink back to your seat and say you’d think about it? What kind of man has to think about a request like that, Austin?” She rolls her eyes. “I think we both know what kind of man, don’t we?”

Fucking hell.

She stands up from the sofa where she’s been sitting and walks toward me. She circles around my desk and turns my chair so that she can climb into my lap and wrap her arms around my neck.

“Make no mistake about it, Austin. I don’t blame you for being who you are, for being what you are, any more than I blame myself for being what I am, or James for being what he is. All I’m saying is that when you look at it from that perspective, it all makes sense. It does to me, at least. I want to give James what he wants because nothing makes me happier than giving him what he wants. I can’t explain it, I don’t understand it, but it’s how it is for me.

“But I won’t do it if you don’t want me to. If you man up and tell me to walk away, then that’s what I’ll do because that’s who I am. I’m the one who does what she’s told to do - in the boardroom and in the bedroom. The only question is, do you know who you are, Austin. Do you?”

~ Kayla ~

He’s quiet for a long moment before responding. I gaze into Austin’s eyes - so bright, so intelligent, so full of love - and see the cloud of doubt and confusion slowly lifting in his mind like sunshine breaking through on a rainy day.

“I… I do.” He swallows. “I know who I am. The thing is, I never knew I was like this. In all the years we’ve been together, I never would have even…” He shakes his head, but smiles. “Up until he planted the idea of sleeping with you in our heads, I had never even once considered sharing you with another man. But now…”

As he talks, I feel his manhood stirring beneath me. Waking from slumber. Rising. Pressing into the fabric of his pants. Pushing into me.

What a feeling.

“But now?” I lean back a little to push my breasts out, letting him enjoy the sight of my curves.

“Now I can’t imagine living any other way.”

“Really?” I allow a smile to tug at the corners of my lips. “How do you mean?”

He sighs. I can tell that this is difficult for him to admit out loud. Maybe it’s a male ego thing, maybe it’s because he’s always been the alpha of our little team. But he steels himself and soldiers ahead.

“Thinking about you and him together makes my heart race. When you’re away with him, all I think about is what you might be doing at any given moment. When you’re with me, I think about trying to prove myself next to him, even though we both know that I can’t compete with James goddamn Hodges.”

His rising cock pulses at the mention of our boss’s name. A tremor of excitement ripples through me. A similar pulse runs through my womanhood on hearing the name of my lover.

“I’m addicted to it,” Austin says, his eyes imploring me to understand. “You and him, me and you - I can’t get enough. I hate knowing that you’re out there somewhere with him doing God knows what, but, at the same time, I fucking love it.”

Again, his manhood trembles beneath me, as if demonstrating the point.

“I mean this Kayla, I’ve never been so attracted to you as I am now. I can’t get enough of you. When was the last time you and made love this frequently - or this good? I don’t remember. It’s like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders. I don’t need to prove myself or always be the best at everything. None of it makes any sense and yet everything makes sense.”

He breathes hard, both with arousal and the effort of telling me all his innermost thoughts and feelings like this. I wait until I’m sure he’s finished before asking my question again.

“So, Austin Sheppard, do you know who you are?”

My husband nods. He takes a breath. He answers.

“I am… I am a cuckold.”

“Not quite right, sweetheart.” I smile and kiss him on the cheek, allowing my lips to linger by his ears. “You’re my cuckold.”

He moans. I slide one hand over his chest, moving south, and trail my fingertips over his bulge. His eyes are filled with love for me.

“I’m your cuckold.” He moans again. “Fuck, I’m your cuckold.”

“And you like being my cuckold, right? My sweet husband…”

“I love it.” His hands start to explore me now, pushing my shirt up, up, up, until it falls to the floor, revealing my simple blue bra. He groans just seeing my bare stomach and presses his lips to me with hunger, kissing with soft yet urgent intent.

“So what are we going to tell James?” I cup his head, allowing him to kiss me as much as he wants. “What do we do about his proposal?”

Austin gives my stomach another kiss; long, slow, lingering. Finally, he looks up with wide eyes, the whites shining.

“I want him to do it.”

His words send a shockwave of excitement through me. I say, “Really? Are you sure?”

“Yes, Kayla. I can’t believe it myself but I want this too. I want him to get you pregnant.”

Now it’s my turn to moan. I pull his head back to my bare skin and let him kiss, lick, and caress me all over. He unhooks my bra and his hot lips seize each firm pink nipple in turn, licking and swirling across my breasts with a lover’s devotion. His hands squeeze the delicious curve of my firm ass. Through it all, his cock dances a steady rhythm, yearning to be freed of those far-too-tight pants.

“You’re sure, Austin?” I’m almost breathless now, and not just because his kisses are turning me on so much. The prospect of totally surrendering my body to James is almost enough to make me cum on its own. “You’re absolutely certain you want to go through with this?”

“Oh, God, yes!” He groans the words, almost bursting with primal hunger. “I want his baby inside you!”

I return his lusty groan. My hips rock on his lap, back and forth, grinding our bodies together in desire, almost dry-humping him.

“Yeah? You really want that?” I can’t disguise my sheer delight. Have I ever been this wet before? Maybe, but only with James.

He moans in response, unable to stop kissing my breasts and sucking my nipples and dragging his warm mouth across my delicate skin. The sensation of his passionate kisses and the way his hands paw at my ass with unashamed lust drive me wild.

“Right here?” I place two fingers on my belly, just above his mouth. “You want James to put a baby in here?”

“Oh, fuck…”

I unzip his pants. He shifts his weight and helps me remove them, plus his shorts, until his rock-hard pink penis is standing tall and free. It throbs in the air, desperate to be pleased. I wrap my fingers around it and hear him exhale with pleasure.

“You’re sure? I swear, this won’t happen unless you want it to.”

“I want it.” He breaks off his kisses to look right straight in the eyes. “I want this. I want to be your cuckold - forever.”

I kiss his lips, long and deep, giving him all my love and passion. He returns the kiss with equal desire. Our tongues dance together. He pulls me into his body, letting his erection press into the thin fabric of my panties. I pull back, breathing hard, my heart racing.

“And you won’t change your mind?”

“No. Never.”

“Shall I tell James that we want to do it?”

“Yes.” He says the word with breathless urgency, his eyes wide and pleading.

I grab my phone and begin to unlock the screen, but he snatches it from my hands.

“What are you-”

“Later.” His voice is a growl. “Right now, you’re mine.”

Austin throws my phone onto the couch. He spins the chair around and hefts me onto his desk. I look into his face and see a man consumed by passion; not just to fuck me but to share me with James. He wants this. He wants this as badly as I do.

He pulls down my underwear. I hook my ankles behind his waist. He looks into my eyes. I pull him inside me. We moan as one.

We make hard, fast, intense love over his desk. It doesn’t last long. It doesn’t need to last long. This moment is a shared, unspoken agreement of our intentions. After this, we’re both on the same page, come hell or high water.

Austin drives himself into me in a frenzy, air hissing through his gritted teeth, hands clutching my hips. I lean back on my forearms and let him take me, once again loving this intense, animalistic side to his passion.

His lust is brief but savage. In a few short minutes, his grunting reaches that tell-tale shallow breathing stage and I nod, beckoning him to finish inside me, my moans echoing around the room. He pumps a thick, warm pool of creamy passion inside me and finally slumps back into his chair, spent. I remain on the desk, my legs spread, allowing him to gaze at my freshly ruined pussy as pearly white cum slowly rolls down the curve of my ass. He smiles at me.

“You know, he won’t be able to get you pregnant if I’ve already done it…”

I give a weak laugh, still breathing hard at that frantic burst of energy. “You still want me to call him?”

He nods and hands me the phone. I move to get up, but he raises a hand. He says, “Call him from there. Just like that.”

I lounge across his desk, like a ruined secretary, and tap the phone until it begins connecting to the man who has already changed our lives several times over. The man who will change our lives yet again. He answers on the third ring, confused but happy to hear from me.

“Kayla, what a pleasant surprise. I wasn’t expecting to hear from you until next week.”

“Hi James.” A smile creeps across my face at the sound of his voice. I lie back on the desk and allow my free hand to trail between my thighs, softly caressing my warmest, wettest spot. “How are you?”

“Better now I’ve heard from you. What’s up?”

“Austin and I have been talking.”

“Oh?”

“About your proposal.”

“I see. And you’ve already made up your minds?”

“We have.” I look at Austin’s flushed face, still slowly massaging my aching womanhood with two careful fingers. “We accept.”

On the other end of the phone, I hear a sharp intake of breath. My lover wasn’t expecting this. Maybe not so soon, anyway.

“Are you sure? Do you want more time to think about it?”

“No. We’re sure.”

“Wow.” He chuckles with delight. “Okay. I’ll come to your place tonight. We can iron out all the details and make sure we’re all on the same page.”

“Tonight?” The idea of inviting James into my home surprises me. This place is roomy and comfortable, but it’s hardly somewhere fit for a multibillionaire.

“At eight.”

He hangs up, leaving me breathless in his wake. I look at Austin and smile.

“We’re going to have some company later, babe.”
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~ Austin ~

As soon as I hear that Hodges is coming over tonight I feel a huge calm settle over me. I’m surprised when it happens, truth be told. I don’t know why, either. I just know it does.

“Are you hungry?” Kayla asks almost as soon as she hangs up with him. “I’m famished.” She doesn’t wait for me to answer - she goes to the kitchen and starts cooking. At first, I just sit in my office at my desk and wonder if I’ll be able to eat anything. I feel like I should be sick about what I had just agreed to, but for some reason, I don”t. I am hungry. Go figure.

I follow Kayla into the kitchen and sit at the island to watch her cook. She doesn’t go crazy - she whips up a simple pasta carbonara - and I eat it with gusto. We laugh about things that don’t matter, unwilling or unable to talk about our decision but for once I don’t feel the need to talk about it. Now that I’ve finally decided, I’m okay with just ignoring it. It’s done, I’ve committed, and there is nothing left to discuss. So we don’t.

“Did he say why he’s rushing over?” I ask as we clean up together. I glance at the clock on the kitchen wall - fifteen minutes or so until he would arrive because if there’s anything you can say about Hodges, he’s never late - and wonder why I’m not more nervous. I really don’t understand that, so I let Kayla sit down at the island while I finish loading the dishwasher.

“Is this what it’s like?” I ask out of the blue, not expecting her to understand my question, which she didn’t.

“What do you mean?”

I close the door on the dishwasher and it hums to life. “I mean, is this what surrendering feels like? I’m not the least bit nervous about…anything, I guess.” I tilt my head and she laughs gently.

“It is, but it’s so much more than just surrendering. It’s such a wonderful thing, knowing that everything will be taken care of for you. I fought it for so long but now that I don’t fight it anymore, it’s so freeing. It’s marvelous.”

“But don’t you worry that you’ll lose something of yourself?” She smiles and I feel like she’s laughing at me, just a little, which she notices because she stands up and walks around the island to give me a hug.

“That’s the thing,” she says as she stares at my eyes. “Once you allow yourself to let all that go, all the worries and concerns about things that don’t matter, it all just melts away and you’re left with this feeling that is probably as close to true peace as we’ll ever experience in this life. I had no idea, back before we started up with Hodges, that giving him complete control would be so wonderful.”

I pull her close and she lays her head on my shoulder. “I’m not so sure I’m ready to go that far.”

She backs away from me immediately. “Oh, but you are, Austin. I know you are. You’re just not used to it yet. It’ll take a while but you’ll see. We’re going to be okay.” She kisses me and then pulls away from me. “I’m going to slip into something a little sexy for James.” I stare at her as she walks quickly toward the stairs - did she ever move that quickly for me? Would she ever be that excited to see me?

Fuck, where is this coming from? Am I having second thoughts? After I just convinced myself that I was okay with it? Would I ever be at peace with anything the way Kayla seems to be?

I wander aimlessly to the front of the house and look at the street. It’s dark out now, the streetlights illuminating the neighborhood on a moonless night. I don’t hear anything from Kayla as the time ticks by until I see headlights coming down the street and what has to be Hodges’s car pulling up to the front of our house. He's driving himself, which surprises me. Does that fact indicate that he plans to spend the night? When the thought occurs to me, I get a surge of excitement and a sudden erection. Fuck, I really am a cuckold.

I turn to face the door when Hodges mounts our front steps to the entrance and I smile to myself when he walks in without knocking - why wouldn’t he? - even though he’s never been here before. He looks around, clearly looking for Kayla when he spots me standing in front of the bay window that faces the street. I realize how bad this looks but once again, I don’t care. He knows who and what I am - he’s known longer than any of us. His smile, sly and presumptuous, confirms that fact without him saying a word.

“Good to see you again, Austin,” he says in a too-loud voice. “How was your week with our girl?”

At least he included me in his possessive pronoun. “Good, James. Really good.” That’s the first time I’ve called him by his first name that I can recall. “Thanks for giving us that.”

“It’s the least I could do for you, Austin.” His smile turns predatory, or is that my imagination? “Where is the woman of the hour?”

“She’s upstairs,” I tell him and wonder for an instant if he’s going to just bound up the stairs and lock me out of my own bedroom for the night. Or the year. But he walks into our living room and looks around, taking in the decor of our humble abode for the first time.

“Nice place you’ve got here,” he says as he slips his coat off and tosses it over the back of my chair. “Mind if we sit while we wait? There’s something we should talk about before Kayla joins us.”

I walk to the sofa that faces my chair and sit on the edge, either unwilling or unable to get comfortable in his presence, even in my own house. Fuck, the man just overwhelms me.

“So, now that you’ve decided to allow me to impregnate your wife, Austin,” he begins, driving a knife into my chest just by verbalizing what we’ve already discussed, “I want to go over some ground rules you’ll have to abide by and how we’re going to implement them.”

“Okay,” I reply, feeling like a boy about to be dressed down by the principal in grade school.

“Obviously, Kayla will be terminating her use of the pill as soon as possible. I’ve never talked with Kayla about her past as it pertains to her fertility. Do you know if she has any children, yours or anyone else’s?” His demeanor never changes - from the look on his face he could be asking me what we had for breakfast, not the most intimate details imaginable between a man and his wife.

“No, she’s never been pregnant before, to my knowledge.”

“You two didn’t try and fail to have children?”

I’m sure my face is displaying my embarrassment to full effect. “No, we’ve never tried.”

“So you have no idea if you are shooting blanks or not.” He doesn’t phrase it as a question.

“No, I don’t.”

“Ever get anyone else pregnant?”

“Not to my knowledge.”

“But that doesn’t mean you can’t, correct?”

“Not to my knowledge.”

He pauses and it’s only then that I realize that my heart is pounding in my chest. I think I can see where this is going. “What’s your point, James?”

He levels a look at me. “My point, Austin, is that I need some sort of assurance that you will refrain from having sex with your wife for the foreseeable future. The last thing I want is any doubt as to the paternity of the baby. I realize that it’s possible to do tests to ascertain paternity, but those tests, when done prenatally, carry some risks that I find unacceptable and I’m sure Kayla would concur. And I don’t want to wait around for nine months to see who the father was in the delivery room, either. I’m sure you can appreciate that sentiment.” He cocks an eyebrow and I nod.

“I do.”

“So, I propose one of two courses of action, Austin.” He stops suddenly and turns to the stairs where Kayla has suddenly appeared - how did I miss her heels on the hardwood steps? Hodges stands and walks toward her, takes her in his arms and kisses her, deeply, which she reciprocates fully as I sit and watch, my dick getting hard in my pants. Finally, they come up for air and Kayla looks at me.

“So, what are you two talking about?”

~ Kayla ~

I’m almost ready when the front door opens and I hear the muffled sounds of my two men making polite conversation downstairs. My heart skips a beat knowing that James is in my home and the things we’re going to discuss this evening. I dab a little perfume on my neck and examine myself in the mirror.

What possessed me to suddenly get dressed up for my bull? I have no idea, truth be told, but I’m so glad to have had that brainwave. I’ve opted to wear a pair of elegant white heels - totally unnecessary footwear for the home, but they look sensational and give my ass the perfect lift - and a plain white negligee. Not just any negligee, either. Austin bought me this garment several years ago as an anniversary gift. I know this has a lot of meaning for him, which is why I wanted to wear it. This particular number is adorned with plenty of lacy swirls in the fabric. It’s thin, elegant and so light that the darker circles of my nipples are visible from beneath. My only other piece of clothing is a tiny white thong that is also clearly seen through the negligee.

I wanted to look good for James, but this is something else entirely. I don’t just look hot or sexy or cute or fuckable. I look ready to get pregnant.

The woman in the mirror smiles back at me. I gaze at her belly for a moment. Toned. Flat. Smooth. Her belly won’t look that way much longer. Soon it will be filled with life and swell and grow… and that thought makes my womanhood ache for James’s cock all over again. I take a breath to steady myself, wink at my reflection, and walk downstairs.

“So, I propose one of two courses of action, Austin.” James suddenly stops mid-sentence, his head snapping around to see me as I stroll into the room, my heels softly tapping on the floor. He walks closer, sweeps me into his arms, and greets me with a long, slow, lingering kiss. I return his affection, heat filling my belly as our tongues slowly dance in a familiar pattern. It never gets old. We break up our kiss and I glance at Austin. His face is pale in shock but those eyes - oh, those eyes! - tell me that he’s rock-hard in his pants already.

“So, what are you two talking about?”

James guides me to the chair. I don’t know if he’s aware that this is Austin’s usual seat or if he took a lucky guess. He sits and pulls me into his lap. I wrap my arms around his neck and sit side saddle on his firm legs. His hands caress my body, the skin appearing even darker  than usual against the pale white of my negligee.

“You look wonderful, Kayla. Absolutely wonderful.”

Austin nods, eager to agree. He clutches his thighs with a tight grip, watching us.

“Your husband and I were just talking through some of the minor details regarding the arrangement and our shared future in the short term.” James gently runs his hand along my bare thigh. A ripple of pure hunger runs through my pussy. “Specifically, with regard to Austin and his access to your body.”

I glance at Austin. He’s speechless. Breathless. Utterly under my spell.

“What have you agreed?” I can’t help arching my body a fraction, just enough to push my firm nipples into this lace fabric. Austin’s pupils fix on my breasts like a predatory animal spotting prey in the undergrowth.

“Nothing yet.” James sounds perfectly casual about all this. “I was simply explaining to Austin that I want to be one hundred percent certain that this baby is mine. I was about to present him with two options and let him choose. The first option is that Kayla stays with me until we confirm that she’s pregnant. Day and night. Weeks and weekends. Your current arrangement with regard to weekend rights would be suspended until we have at least two positive pregnancy tests a week apart.”

Austin’s jaw falls open like he’s dropped a hammer on his toe. He starts to stammer, “Hey, but, woah-!”

James raises a single finger and cuts him off. “Option two is that our arrangement continues as it does. However, Austin - you do not get to have sex with Kayla’s pussy under any circumstances.”

Now Austin looks like he’s dropped a hammer on his other foot. “Come on! Man, come on!”

“These are the only options I’m prepared to give you.” James is as firm and sure as I’ve ever seen him. This is a business deal, and he is the master of getting what he wants.

“What about…” Austin gets out of his seat and stands. I guess he’s attempting to appear tall and commanding, but he reminds me of a schoolboy getting disciplined. “What about condoms? We could-”

“Absolutely not. Condoms are ninety-nine percent effective, therefore they are one hundred percent unreliable.” James chuckles. “I can guarantee that the one time in your life a condom breaks is when Kayla is fertile and waiting for me.”

“So I can’t…” He almost flails his arms. “I can’t even fuck my wife?”

“I didn’t say that.” He talks in a slow voice, as though my husband is particularly hard of hearing. “I said you can’t enjoy her pussy. If you choose the second option, this part of Kayla’s body-” He places one hand below my breasts and the other on my thigh, demonstrating a range. “-this becomes my sole property. Not a single drop of your semen is to go anywhere in this area of Kayla’s body. Of course, you can do anything else you might want - assuming Kayla wants to, that is.”

“Like what?” Austin’s nostrils flare. Somehow, the sight of his impotent fury almost makes me laugh.

“You’re a man, Austin. I’m sure you can think for yourself. But let me spell it out for you. Blowjobs. Handjobs. Titfucks. Hell, you can enjoy a nice footjob if that’s your thing. My point is that your wife’s pussy is totally off-limits. But, if that sounds like too much hard work for you, then Kayla will live with me for however long it takes to get her pregnant.”

Austin looks into my eyes, telling me without words how wildly unfair this all is, but I can’t relate. James’s demands are pretty reasonable, in my view.

“Kayla, babe, what do you… I mean, this concerns both of us.”

I think about it for a moment, my body nestled into James’s as though I belong here. Then I say, “I can’t lie, the thought of staying with James for weeks or maybe even months is kinda hot.”

A wounded look flashes across Austin’s face. I hurry to finish that thought.

“However, Austin, I don’t want to be away from you for that long. I know that I can resist having full-blown intercourse with you, but will that be a problem? Will you be satisfied with my hands and mouth until I’m fully pregnant?”

He swallows. I see the fires of righteous indignation in his eyes subside and gently peter out. Finally, after a long pause, Austin nods.

“Option two,” he says, in a quiet voice. “I won’t… I won’t have sex with my wife until you get her pregnant.”

Maybe it’s just curious timing, or maybe it’s just an innocent coincidence, but I could swear that James’s cock pulses underneath my thigh at Austin’s willing submission. That feeling sends another wave of arousal through me.

“Excellent, I’m glad we can agree to this like grown men.” James extends one hand. Austin stares at it for a moment, then the two shake. A gentleman’s agreement over the future of my womb.

“Now, Kayla.” He squeezes my thigh, sending more tingles rushing through my already desperate womanhood. “Let’s talk about your role in all this. Specifically, birth control.”

“I haven’t taken it today.” I shoot a sheepish glance toward Austin. His brows raise. “Not yet, I mean.”

“Okay.” James nods. “I guess I don’t need to state the obvious.”

“Nope. I won’t take it anymore.” A little cooing sigh escapes my lips. “I’m off birth control now.”

James smiles at that thought. I feel another pulse ripple through my leg from his cock. He says, “So the three of us are in total agreement, is that correct? We are going ahead with this?”

“Yes!” I can’t hide my joy and excitement.

“We are.” Austin is more subdued, but the bulging tent in his pants doesn’t lie.

“Wonderful.” James cups my ass with his hand. “Just so we’re aware, it might take some time for your system to flush out the contraceptives. It could be months before we begin to see results.”

“Months?” Austin’s eyes widen.

“Naturally, that won’t stop me from trying.” James ignores my husband and gives a bright grin. “I’m happy to keep trying for as long as it takes. For the record, I visited a fertility doctor this week, just to confirm that everything is working as expected.”

“And?” I give his manhood an unconscious squeeze with my ass.

“Her precise words were, You have the healthiest swimmers I’ve ever seen, so I guess we’re good to go.”

“Good to go - now?”

Both men look at me with surprised faces. Surprised, yet excited. Even Austin, who once put his foot down and told me that, in no uncertain terms was I to do anything sexual with James under this roof, can’t hide that lusty gleam in his eyes.

“I didn’t come over here for that.” He doesn’t remove his hand from my bare ass, however. “Like I said before, this is your week together, to spend however you want.”

I lean closer and kiss him on the cheek, inhaling that wonderfully familiar scent. Nobody on earth has the same aroma as James Hodges. Just sniffing him makes my knees weaken. His body stiffens. I can already feel him fighting to remain in control. If we were somewhere else - if my husband wasn’t standing right there, watching - I have no doubts that James would already be inside me.

“Babe?” Austin’s quiet voice pulls me out of my aroused daze. I turn to face him, resting my cheek on James’s. “What are you saying?”

“Do you mind, Austin? I know we talked about this, but…” I take James’s big, black hand from my ass and place it over my breast.  He starts groping me immediately. “Is it okay if James tries to get me pregnant right now? In our home?”
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~ Austin ~

In our home. In our bed. Right now.

I, am, stunned.

“Seriously?” I ask, knowing that I sound pathetic. Kayla barely hears me. She’s staring at Hodges, her eyes on his, his eyes on hers, and I know all she can think about is getting his cock in her pussy, his sperm in her uterus, his baby in her womb. All I can think about is him in my bed, with my wife, fucking her.

The sight of them together, something I’ve seen quite a lot of the past few months, takes on a whole new meaning for me. Her delicate white skin, contrasted with his masculine blackness, almost overwhelms me. They are so different but they are about to blend their differences together to create another being, one who will grow inside Kayla’s belly. The world will assume it’s mine until it is born and then the world will know it is his.

Hodges kisses her. She kisses him back. I’m an afterthought, if that. Or I’m a spectator, watching them and they are aware that I am watching them, Hodges rubbing my nose in it, Kayla performing for my benefit.

Or am I kidding myself and she’s just lost in the moment with all of her focus on Hodges? Yeah, that’s probably it.

“If you’ll excuse us, Austin,” he says without looking at me. “I think I’ll go fuck a baby into your wife now.”

Kayla glances at me briefly and I’d like to say that there was some sympathy in her eyes for me and my plight, but that would be a lie. Her eyes are dancing with anticipation for what was to come. She is just completely lost in the moment and to be honest - who could blame her? As I watch them move toward the stairs, each with their arm around the other’s waist, I know it’s one of the hottest moments in either of their lives. To go off to fuck with the purpose of creating a new life, well… Even though I’ve never experienced it before I can imagine how exciting it is.

Hell, to be completely honest with myself, it’s hot for me, too. I just sent the woman I love (yeah, I know - it’s a stretch to say I sent her) off to our marital bed to spread her legs for another man, to accept his seed into her body to begin the process that would culminate with her belly swelling to enormous proportions, to stretch her skin to the breaking point, to send her into labor, maybe for many hours, to put her through hell to bring another human being into the world, one she would create with the man now undressing her, the man caressing her, kissing her, fondling her, fucking her, in the bed we slept in just hours ago, the bed I paid for, in the house I paid for, on the street where I live. With Kayla. My wife. My hotwife.

My god, I am such a cuckold. I am. I looked into it. I did some research. Okay, I did a lot of research. At first I tried to convince myself I was more of a stag than a cuckold. A stag enjoys sharing his wife with other men but doesn’t get off on being humiliated, by her or those other men. That’s what I thought I was because I didn’t think I wanted to be humiliated.

Clearly, I was delusional. I’m about to be humiliated on a grand scale. Not tonight, not anytime soon, but it will happen. I’ve allowed it. Hell, it was my idea. I set this whole thing in motion when I pimped Kayla out in the first place. Was I now punishing myself for my original sin? Was I self-flagellating to atone for my transgressions? Did I get off on it, whatever it was? I’m still hard. Survey says? Yes, I am a cuckold.

I hear the door to our bedroom close. I hear Kayla’s footsteps, the clicking of her heels, on the wood floor in our bedroom. I’m rooted to the spot they left me, listening, watching in my mind’s eye, as I did in Taiwan but it’s so much more vivid now that it’s taking place in a room I know like the back of my hand. She’s undressing Hodges, on her knees to remove his shoes and socks, smiling as she does so.

I look around our living room. Where should I go now? It’s too early for bed, not that I’ll be getting a lot of sleep tonight. I think about sleeping in the basement so I won’t be able to hear them but I want to hear them, so I guess I’ll sleep in the guest room. The one that shares a wall with our bedroom, something I worried about when we bought the house but never bothered to change. Now, I’m glad I didn’t.

What is it about this need to rub my own nose in my situation? Where does that come from? I’ve never been one to search out this kind of self-inflicted pain before. When did that start? Was Hodges the cause or the effect? Does it matter? It’s here to stay, as long as I stay married to Kayla, which I still hope is forever. I just feel less sure now.

Suddenly, I hear the bed squeaking through the ceiling. They’ve already begun. I listen, fascinated by the sound and what it means, unable to move, so humiliated and so turned on. Hodges is fucking my wife in our bed. My black boss is fucking my white wife. Why does that fascinate me the way it does? Because it will produce a blended baby? Will I be able to accept it as my own? Will it be mine? Will Hodges allow me to raise it, or will he interfere at every turn, undermining my relationship with the child? The child will know I’m not its biological father, that much is clear. How will that affect our family?

The bed stops squeaking. They’ve finished already? In Taiwan, Hodges would fuck Kayla for hours, seemingly insatiable, and completely in control. Now that he’s fucking her to impregnate her, did that change things for him, for them? Will he fuck her more urgently, more frequently, depositing load after load of black sperm in her white womb? Why am I so hung up on the racial thing? Am I a racist, after all? I can’t help but smile - a man who gives his white wife to a black man for the purpose of creating a new baby is racist? Because I’m objectifying him, because I’m fetishizing him?

Then it hits me. Who cares? I hate the expression, so common in the business world, ‘It is what it is.’ But that phrase applies here in spades, no pun intended. It’s all out of my hands now and if I’m understanding how I feel, I’m okay with it. A euphoric sense of peace settles over me in the sudden silence of my house that feels so good, so right to me. I look around and decide it’s not too early to go to bed after all, so I walk around the house, turning off all the lights and checking the doors like I do every night except this isn’t every night, is it? No matter. I’m okay with it.

I climb the stairs and take note of the closed door to my bedroom without feeling too upset - a little maybe, but not too bad - then walk down the hallway to the guest room. I’ve not been in the room in ages but it’s just as I remember it. I flip on the light in the bathroom and pull a new toothbrush out of the drawer, still in its wrapper because of course it is - we never have guests sleep over.

I undress and climb into bed. It’s not uncomfortable, it’s just not mine, not really. I switch off the light and stare at the ceiling waiting for the inevitable. I don’t have to wait long. The bed in the next room resumes its gentle squeaking - Hodges is not one for sexual gymnastics, not in this context. He fucks my wife longer this time but that’s understandable - he just came in her not long ago and even he needs some time to recover. So the squeaking goes on for longer but eventually it comes to a stop, a gentle stop, nothing dramatic, no screams, no grunts, just a quiet ending to another round of trying to make a baby. His baby. Their baby. But also, our baby.

Peace wafts over me and I fall asleep soon after in the silence of my house.

~ Kayla ~

I take my lover by the hand and lead him upstairs, toward my marital bed, the sacred space I've only shared with my husband until now. As we leave the room, I spare Austin a final glance, giving him one last chance to object. He doesn't. For all his posturing and grandstanding about how things were going to work between James and I - all his big attitude and bravado about the rules and expectations - he doesn't say a word to prevent me from doing this. Not even a squeak of disapproval. If anything, he seems shocked - at both me wanting this and himself for craving it too. I never thought that a man like Austin would so readily become a subservient cuckold as easily as he has. Then again, I never thought I'd want another man to get me pregnant. Life's funny that way.

James follows me into the bedroom. My bedroom. Our bedroom. The room where I've slept next to my husband almost every night for the last several years. I've crossed a lot of boundaries in recent months, but this one feels the most definite. There's no going back from this.

My hands tremble a little. I close the door and lean against it with a coy expression. James looks around the room, as if assessing its worth as the place he will try to plant his seed in my belly. He gives a satisfied nod and holds out a hand for me. I take it. He sweeps me into his arms. We embrace. We kiss. Erotic warmth floods my body from head to toe. Nobody kisses like James. Even Austin’s lips don't fill me with the same burning, hungry need.

I'll always love the feel of his mouth on mine; the size difference between my soft pink lips and his large, thick black lips. His tongue slides inside my mouth and I caress it with my own. I moan for him, or maybe he moans for me.

Our hands move across each other’s bodies. His shirt slips to the floor. He eases my white thong down, eyes gleaming with lust. I start to slide the negligee from my shoulders, but he shakes his head.

“Leave it on. I like it.”

“And my shoes?”

“Those too.” He sweeps me up and down with a lusty gaze. “Perfect, as always, Kayla. Undress me.”

I remove his pants and kneel to take off his shoes and socks. Austin always insists on guests leaving their shoes by the front door, but he didn't say a damn word about James tramping into the heart of our marriage with his shoes on. Another sign that my husband has fully embraced his role in this dynamic.

James allows me to take off his clothes, before finally tugging his shorts to the floor and allowing his wonderful black cock - my prize, my target, the object of all my desires - to spring free. It stands upright in the air between us. Tall. Thick. Powerful. The absolute symbol of his masculinity. His balls are full and firm. Is our future child already swimming in there, I wonder? Is James already carrying the seed that he will soon fuck into my womb and bless me with new life?

I grasp his manhood with both hands and kiss the head. Soft. Slow. Showing him how much I adore and crave and yearning for this perfect black cock.

“You want me to suck it?” I allow that thick purple head to brush my lips. “Or do you want to get straight to the point?”

His answer is to lift me off the floor and sweep me in his arms and carry me to the bed. James Hodges becomes the second man to take into this bed. All my marital vows are utterly shattered now. Did they ever matter? I don't know.

He mounts me, gently opening my legs. I let him move me as he wants. He gazes into my eyes. I gaze back. How can a moment like this feel so good and right and pure when it should, by rights, be wrong and awkward?

The head of his dark prick glides against my swollen pink pussy lips. I nod, desperate, telling him without words to do it. To take me. To fuck me right here, in my own bed, and claim his ownership over the most intimate space a husband and wife can possibly share together.

He does it.

Slowly.

My entrance yawns open for him, taking every inch of that mind-blowing cock. But he takes his time to fill me up. Every inch glides inside my yearning hole. I feel every wonderful bump, ridge, vein, and ripple of his thick cock. It feels like we're making love for the first time all over again.

We start to move together. At first, we're slow. Gentle. Tender. Body to body, skin to skin, black on white. His thick manhood throbs and pulses inside me, each tiny vibration setting off a fresh earthquake that ripples through to my core. I start to moan in bliss. He starts to rock faster. The bed creaks beneath us. I've heard this bed squeak a thousand times but it's never made sounds like this.

“Oh, James…”

I arch my back and roll my eyes. Something snatches my attention. Something in my peripheral vision. I glance at the nightstand. There's a framed photo staring at us. A photo of Austin and I, beaming with happiness, posing for the camera on a beach at sunset. We took that picture on our honeymoon, years ago. So many years before all this turned our lives around.

I instinctively reach out toward the picture, intending to place it face down so Austin can't see us. But James grabs my wrist, stopping me. He kisses my neck.

“Let him watch.”

Those three words drive me wild. I push back into his steadily-pumping cock, fucking from beneath. My moans get louder and more passionate. All my inhibitions melt away. He moves faster now, fucking me with urgent strokes, gliding that wonderful cock fully inside my soaking slit with forceful determination.

Beside us, Austin stares out of the picture frame with a huge, delighted smile.

“Yes, James!” I wrap my legs around his thick waist. “Cum in me! I want it!”

His eyes blaze. “I'm going to put a baby in you.”

“Yes! Yes! Do it! Give me your baby! Get me pregnant!”

The bed creaks with the effort of our passion. For a wild moment, I wonder if Austin can hear us. I hope so.

James exhales with masculine fury and his cock pulses in that oh-so-familiar manner. I feel his orgasm long before warm cum flows into me. I moan with rapturous pleasure, rolling my hips and fucking his cock while he climaxes into my bare, unprotected, fertile pussy.

I've felt my lover orgasm hundreds of times before now. I can't even begin to count how many loads of his cum have flowed into me. But this feels different. This feels truly special. This feels like true passion.

His orgasm subsides. Our bodies remain locked together, entwined in harmony. I groan with satisfaction at the feeling of his warmth spilling through me. Right now, his sperm is flooding my tunnels, racing for victory. Is this it? Have we succeeded already? I almost hope not. This is too wonderful to only enjoy one time.

“How do you feel?” He smiles at me. He kisses me.

I wrap my arms around his neck. “I feel… whole.”

“Same for me. This was different, wasn’t it? It felt more intimate.”

“Mmm. Glad I’m not the only one who noticed.”

His cock pulses inside me again, still hard, still ready for more. As always. James says, “Think you can go again?”

I shoot him a knowing look. I roll us over and climb on top, angelic in my white negligee. He laces his fingers through mine. I ride him, slowly, gently, and lovingly through the night. He’s tried to fuck a baby into me; now it’s my turn to coax a baby out of him.

We don’t stop until the morning.
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~ Austin ~

The next morning, I’m flying out early to London to spend the week with Hodges’s biotech startup. It’s a long flight to Heathrow from SFO so I have a ton of time to think now that the next phase of my life is firmly in place. I’m not using one of Hodges’s jets because he and Kayla are going somewhere in the one with the longest range so I’m flying commercial, albeit first class. I board early and am about to pull out my earphones to ensure my privacy when a woman sits next to me. She turns to me and smiles so I smile back. But my mind is reeling - to say this woman is beautiful is to grossly understate. She is model-thin, with long dark hair that looks professionally styled even at this ungodly hour and she’s wearing a dress that is not exactly sexy but it is beautiful, much like she is, in a way that defies reality. The flight attendant walks over to ask us if we’d like some coffee before we take off and I readily accept as does my new seatmate.

“I used to drink nothing but tea before I moved to the States and now I’m hopelessly addicted to the caffeine,” the woman tells me with an easy charm that is somewhat unexpected for a woman like her. I always expect women who are off-the-charts good-looking to be protective of their privacy as too many men see them as trophies to be bagged and pester them incessantly on the off chance. I know because, before Kayla, I used to be one of those men.

Now, I have a choice to make - smile politely and stick my Airpods in my ears as was my original plan, or say something to signal that I’m open to a conversation, at least for a while. I hesitate for a split second before I decide I’ll opt for at least a quick chat.

“It’s hard to resist once you’re in the habit.” She smiles graciously, more accepting of my lame attempt at opening a dialog than my banal comment deserved, and she turns to me slightly, to the extent that the seat will allow.

Then she stuns me by offering her hand. “I’m Marlene Bailey, by the way.” I shake her delicate fingers gingerly, careful not to come across as an ass, and we fall into a slightly stilted conversation about the weather, the prospect of rain when we land, and what all else. It feels forced at first but she quickly puts me at ease, so much so that the thought crosses my mind that she’s another plant by Hodges, like the duo in Taiwan, to tempt me so he can steal Kayla away from me permanently. I’m suddenly on my guard, looking for signs that she’s some kind of actress or worse.

But it soon becomes clear that she’s nothing of the sort, just a professional woman who flies back and forth between London and Silicon Valley for her work which sounds legit as we discuss her latest project over breakfast. Not only is she beyond gorgeous but she’s exceptionally articulate, with the poshest English accent this side of The Crown, and a delightful traveling companion that I should be grateful for and not suspicious of just because my life is so fucked up.

Which I don’t share with her, of course.

I do let it drop that I work for James Hodges, a name she recognizes and lets me know that she is impressed, which she wouldn’t do if he hired her, right? Fuck, I’m pathetic. Which she calls me on. Kind of.

“Everything alright?” she asks once our trays have been cleared and we settle in for the long flight. “You seem upset about something.” She touches my arm. “But I don’t want to pry.” She smiles warmly and I nod.

“It’s not something I can talk about, even with a complete stranger.” She nods again and motions for the flight attendant. 

“When do you begin serving wine?” she asks and the flight attendant, an older woman who looks at me before looking back at Marlene, just smiles.

“It’s five o’clock in London. Would you like to see a wine list?”

It’s a ten-hour flight from SFO to Heathrow but the time passes more quickly than I expected. Marlene and I talk for a couple of hours before trying to get some sleep as we’ll be arriving the next morning in the UK. She offers me her card and I do the same, which she takes with a promise to call me since we’ll both be in the city for the rest of the week. As she walks away from the baggage carousel, I wonder why I’m being so stupid.

In the five years I’ve been married to Kayla I have never once thought about cheating on her. I’m still not, but any sane person would tell me that I’m kidding myself if I didn’t think I could do just that with Marlene. She didn’t exactly throw herself at me but she gave me plenty of signals that if I wanted to pursue something - we’re both married, by the way - she’d be interested. Hubris on my part? Maybe. I used to be pretty good at reading women and assessing their level of interest in me. Have I lost my touch? Does it matter? I’m not going to pursue Marlene.

Which I find incredibly depressing. Kayla is being unfaithful to me in the most consequential way possible, and I can’t even imagine doing something way less disrespectful when the opportunity presented itself. I guess I should be proud of myself for doing the right thing but it doesn’t help. I don’t feel proud, I feel idiotic. I feel like a chump. I feel abused.

Which is absurd. I chose to do this. I put the whole thing in motion. It was my idea. Maybe not the pregnancy thing but I didn’t object. I had every opportunity to put a stop to it but I didn’t. I let it happen. If I’m abused, it’s self-abuse.

I don’t call Marlene or Kayla over the course of the week. Work is all-consuming for me now, partly because the situation demands my full attention and partly because I don’t want the distraction of calling Marlene. Kayla and I agreed that with her new agenda with Hodges, it might be best for us to limit our communications to the weekends. I’m sure she means well - I have to think that or I’d go nuts - and is either protecting herself from my incessant questions about what they’re doing and how it’s going. Or she’s protecting me from myself as I risk going nuts from thinking about what they’re doing and how it’s going. I don’t know. At this point, none of it makes any sense to me.

On Friday afternoon, I get an unexpected call from Marlene - she’s staying in London into next week and is wondering if we can get together to kill the downtime when our counterparts in the UK are spending time with their families while we’re cooling our heels waiting for Monday morning to roll around again. I hesitate for a beat and she picks up on it.

“I don’t want to interfere if you already had plans, Austin,” she explains hastily. “I just thought we hit it off so well on the flight and we might enjoy spending some time together.” I can hear her smiling right through the phone and the thought of spending my weekend wandering London on my own suddenly seems beyond me. And unfair. Kayla won’t be alone this weekend, of that there’s no doubt.

“I’d like that, Marlene. I’ll pick you up tomorrow morning,” I tell her and she signs off quickly so I can’t change my mind.

Marlene turns out to be an even better tour guide than her seatmate and she was an excellent traveling companion. She grew up in London and knows all the places that are off the beaten path of the typical tourists. I’ve never spent any time in London for pleasure - I’ve been here a dozen times or more but always for business with no time to spare so seeing the city through her eyes is a real treat. She’s going to spend Sunday with what’s left of her family in Surrey so I’ve got her for the day, but also for the night, if I want it.

“I don’t know what your situation is with your wife and I certainly don’t mean to pry,” she say over dessert at dinner. “But if you’re interested, I’m not expected at my sister’s house until noon tomorrow.” She cocks an eyebrow at me and smiles, with just enough suggestivity to make it clear what she’s offering. The erection in my pants confirms that my lizard brain gets it, so why is my prefrontal cortex cockblocking me?

Yeah, I know damn well why.

“I really appreciate the offer, Marlene, and I know I’m a fool for not taking you up on it, but I can’t. I don’t have the kind of relationship that would allow for that sort of thing, much as I’d love to.” I see disappointment in her expression but no animosity or even pique. She is incredibly gracious, something I feel like I don’t deserve and wouldn’t be getting if she knew the whole story.

I walk her to her hotel before grabbing a cab to my own, wondering if a call to Kayla would be as insane as it feels to me at the moment. I decide I need to hear her voice, Hodges be damned.

“Hey, baby,” she coos when she answers unexpectedly. “How’s the UK been treating you?”

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” I lie and she laughs.

“Yes, you do, but James is off on a run and I didn’t want to tag along so you’ve got me all to yourself for an hour. What time is it there?”

“Almost eleven,” I tell her and suddenly I’ve an urge to let her know what kind of sacrifice I just made for her. For us.

So I do.

~ Kayla ~

If I thought James was insatiable before, I was dead wrong. His sexual appetite seems to have increased all over again now that our intense lovemaking has an end goal in mind.

While my husband takes a Transatlantic flight to London, James and I head to Las Vegas on the jet. Our clothes are on the floor from the moment the door closes. We’re having passionate sex before the plane is even in the air. I straddle James in his chair until my legs give out, then he takes control and places me on the comfortable seat while pounding my soaking pussy with seemingly never-ending stamina and lust. By the time the jet’s wheels touch tarmac again, my womb is almost overflowing with his seed and I couldn’t be more delighted. His warmth pools inside me as we head to our first appointment. I’m used to that sensation by now, but the thought that his seed might be impregnating me at that very moment is beyond exhilarating.

Our itinerary is roughly the same as always. James has a whirlwind of meetings, negotiations, discussions, and contract extensions. We head from one boardroom to another; one hotel to the next; one casino to the one opposite. James is a dynamo in action, expertly managing to get what he wants in every single meeting. We’re supposed to be in Vegas for two days, but he finishes all his tasks in just one.

Which leaves plenty of time for us to make a baby.

His passions reach a new high. Every moan makes him fuck me with more intensity. Every orgasm makes him more determined to fuck me again. The sight of his cum flowing from my gaping pussy spurs him to start all over again with renewed vigor. The man has no limits.

We fuck while gazing into each other’s eyes. We fuck in front of mirrors and watch our bodies writhe in passion, black on white, intertwined and intermingled, just as our baby will be. We fuck in the bed and over the furniture and in the shower and against the window and out of the balcony in the warm Vegas air. We fuck without limitations or restraints.

The whole time we make love, we’re both talking to each other. Encouraging each other. Not just dirty talk or wordless moans, but telling one another what we want.

“Put a baby in me…”

“I want you to have my child…”

“Knock me up, I want it so bad…”

“You’re gonna be a beautiful mother…”

And so on. Every load of hot, fresh cum he pumps into my ready and unprotected womanhood makes my heart swell with happiness. I’ve never needed anything as much as I need him to make me a mom.

From Vegas, we fly across to New York and repeat the process all over again. Meetings. Presentations. Discussions. Nights of lust beyond imagination. I can’t even begin to guess how many times James cums inside me during these hours. I thought he was a god among men before this. Now I know he’s a regular Adonis, born to give me a child.

After New York, James and I head north to Toronto. The world passes beneath us in a blur, but we don’t notice. We’re too busy together.

Toronto is cold but the bed is warm. We land, drive to the hotel, check in, and start all over again.

The rest of the week continues on this course, but at a much more sedate pace. James only has one or two meetings a day, leaving us plenty of time to be intimate together. Having a more relaxed schedule allows us to enjoy our free time at leisure. The earlier desperate urgency is replaced by a sense of quiet yearning. The only time I’m not being fucked is when we’re in high-level strategy meetings, staring down graphs, charts, and earning estimations with numbers that once made my head spin. But even in these meetings, I can feel James’s wonderful semen gently trickling and pooling inside me, causing an erotic, sticky mess in my panties. Every spare thought inevitably turns toward what might - or might not - be happening in my womb right now. Am I pregnant yet? Have we created a life together? How soon will I know for sure?

Finally, James hops out of bed one morning and begins slipping into some light gym wear. He asks if I want to come and do a quick session on the hotel’s treadmill. I laugh at the idea.

“Thanks, but no thanks. I can’t even stand right now, let alone go for a run.”

“Suit yourself. I’ll be back soon. I need to burn off some energy.”

“Haven’t we already done that? Seven or eight times in the night?”

He smiles and kisses my head. “And plenty more to come.”

James leaves the room and I lounge naked on the bed for a while, barely able to move. It feels like there’s a dent in the mattress from how much we’ve fucked since arriving. I gaze at my naked body and try to imagine how it will look when my breasts and belly get all swollen. Those thoughts are interrupted by my phone chirping from somewhere on the floor. I snatch it up and see Austin’s caller ID. I also see that it’s Saturday. When the hell did the weekend get here?

“Hey, baby. How’s the UK been treating you?”

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

I laugh, knowing that’s not true. “Yes, you do, but James is off on a run and I didn’t want to tag along so you’ve got me all to yourself for an hour. What time is it there?”

“Almost eleven.” He pauses for a moment. A long moment. Long enough for me to worry about what’s happening on the other end of the line.

“Everything okay, Austin?”

“Yeah, I just wanted to…” He exhales down the line, and then begins talking. I listen in rapt silence until he’s finished. “Look, I met this nice woman on the flight over, she’s British, really nice. She’s married. And, uh, we spent the day sightseeing around London together and she asked me if I wanted to, you know, spend some more time together tonight and… well, I said no.”

A wave of relief washes over me. I’d been holding my breath as he spoke, suddenly afraid how that story might end.

“You said no?” I’m relieved, yes, but also surprised. “Is she hot?”

“Not in your league, if that’s what you’re asking.” He laughs. “But she’s pretty good-looking, I can’t lie.”

“So how come you didn’t do it?”

“Uh…” He pauses. I can picture his face on the other end of the line, on the other side of the world. He’s wrinkling his brow and pursing his lips and there’s a little dimple in his cheeks. “I don’t know. Honestly, I could have done it. But I couldn’t. I can’t bring myself to cheat on you.”

“What if I say it’s okay?”

Silence for a moment.

“Is it okay?” He’s both confused and surprised. “Would you actually be okay with that?”

“Honestly? No. But what kind of a bitch would I be if I said you couldn’t do it? I’m trying to get pregnant with another man’s baby and you and I aren’t going to have sex until that happens, so… Yeah, I guess it kind of has to be okay.”

Another heavy silence falls. My poor darling husband, all alone, thousands of miles away, missing me as much as I’m missing him.

“I won’t do it.” He’s quiet but firm. “I don’t want to do it. As crazy as it sounds, I like being faithful to you, even in spite of all this.”

I let out a loud sigh of relief. “Thank you.”

“So, tell me about your week.” He moves around the room. It sounds like he’s getting comfortable in bed. I hear the soft clink of ice cubes in a glass. “I hope you’ve been helping our boss earn even more money?”

“He’s the one earning all the money.” I let out a soft laugh. “I’ve been reading documents and highlighting sentences I don’t like.”

“Uh-huh.” He hesitates for just a moment, then asks the question he’s been circling for a while. “And what about after work?”

“What do you want to know?” I let my voice tease him.

“Everything.” Breathless. “Do you think you’re pregnant yet?”

“If I’m not, it’ll be a miracle. We’re having even more sex than usual, and that’s saying something.”

“Tell me about it.”

I allow a sultry tone to creep into my voice. “Are you in bed?”

“Yes.”

“Are you dressed?”

“Shorts and a shirt.”

“Take them off.”

There’s a brief flurry of rustling from the other end of the line. Then he says, “I’m naked.”

“Mmm, so am I.”

“Really?” He can’t hide his excitement. “Tell me more.”

“We spent most of last night having sex. He must have cum inside me at least a dozen times. I can still feel it…”

Austin groans down the line. I smile to myself.

“Are you hard, baby?”

“God, yes. So fucking hard.”

“I wish I was there right now. I’d love to wrap my hand around your cock and stroke…”

“Fuck.”

“No, baby. We can’t do that right now, remember? My pussy belongs to James.”

He moans down the line. The thought that I’m getting my husband so worked up from a thousand miles away sends ripples of excitement through me. I continue teasing him.

“And he’s taken every opportunity to use me, baby. Our boss has fucked me so much this week. Every single time we’re alone together, he’s inside me. Sometimes we don’t even get undressed. He pins me against the wall and fucks me right there.”

Another soft, throaty groan.

“Are you stroking that cock for me right now, baby?”

“Yes.”

“Good. He fucked me right before he left for his run. Right here, in this bed. My pussy is still leaking with his cum.”

“God…” He’s breathing harder. “How did he fuck you?”

“He was on top. I had my legs around his waist. We were holding each other. He fucked me like he couldn’t get enough. He kept whispering how badly he wanted to put his baby in my belly. Mmm…”

My little groaning sigh causes him to moan again on the other end. Is he trying to stay in control right now, I wonder? Is he fighting the urge to pump his cock as fast as possible? He probably wants to hear every erotic detail.

“My little pussy is almost sore right now from how much we’ve fucked this week. I’m almost glad we can’t have sex until I get pregnant. My pussy needs a rest.”

Another sighing moan. If I’d known how effective phone sex was, we’d have tried this years ago.

“Will you kiss my pussy better, baby? I need a lot of kisses down there…”

“Fuck, Kayla… Yes. I’ll do it. I’ll lick your pussy for as long as I can.”

A noise diverts my attention. The hotel room door clicks open and James returns, sweat dotting his brow and the thin shirt clinging to his black skin. He sees me on the phone and pauses, frowning. I put a finger to my lips and smile.

“You think you can do that for me, Austin? Can you lick my pussy until it feels better again?”

James’s face lights up with excitement. He pulls off his sweaty clothes and tosses them in the bathroom, pausing to dab his skin with a towel. Then he crosses the room and stands next to the bed. He pulls me closer. I part my legs without even thinking about it. My body’s actions are a reflex at this point; whenever James approaches me, I unconsciously prepare to receive him.

“...and make you cum so many times.” Austin finishes a sentence I barely heard. He’s breathing hard down the line, all wrapped up in our little game.

“Mmm, yeah. I can’t wait.” I look up at my big black lover, towering over me, his cock rising between us, that thick purple head pointing straight at my exhausted entrance. He leans forward and presses the tip to my lips. I inhale a sharp breath. “Oh, fuck…”

“Yeah? You like that?” Austin gets audibly excited at my little moan. “I’ll eat your pussy all weekend, Kayla. I won’t even stop for air. I’ll make you cum even harder than he does!”

James plunges inside me. I can’t help but let out another cry of delight. Luckily, Austin has no idea.

“Are you playing with yourself too? Fuck, that’s so hot!”

“Yes, baby! It feels so good!”

I clutch the phone to my ear and try not to make too much noise as James fucks me with renewed energy, a dirty smile on his face. He grips my thighs and bounces me back and forth, that huge black cock filling my tight white pussy effortlessly. My lips stretch around his wonderful thickness, swallowing him over and over with hunger.

“God, Kayla!” Austin’s voice is strained now. “Is it weird that I really want you to get pregnant as soon as possible so we can fuck?”

“No, baby! No, it isn’t! Mmm, fuck! I want to get pregnant so bad. I want James to put his baby in me so fucking much! I need this!”

James’s eyes blaze now. His teeth are bared. He fucks me with intense need, pushing his cock all the way into me over and over again. The bed starts to rock beneath us.

“Oh, God…” My husband is lost to pleasure. He’s somewhere on the other side of the world, masturbating in a hotel room, thinking about me. I can picture him; slumped against the pillows, eyes half closed, hand pumping his rock-hard cock at a furious pace. “Can I tell you a secret, Kayla?”

“Yes.” I’m almost as breathless as he is, barely holding back a savage moan of primal bliss.

“The thought of fucking you when you’re pregnant really turns me on!” His breathing turns shallow. Little rasping gasps fill the receiver.

“Fuck! Me - too!” It’s getting too difficult to think and speak and concentrate now. “Can I tell - mmm! - you a secret?”

“Yes!” He’s so fucking close now. I can hear it. I know my husband well enough to hear him approaching climax just from the sound of his breathing. “Tell me, Kayla!”

“James is fucking me right now!” I almost cry out that last word. The phone slips from my hand and falls to the bed. I grip the sheets and moan with wordless bliss and look into James’s intense eyes and nod for him to fill with even more cum.

Next to me, I hear the soft, muffled sound of Austin’s shocked voice. He says, “What? For real? Oh my God - fuck!”

James erupts, plunging his cock into my yearning cunt with wild abandon, driving each load of his hot cum to the deepest parts of my body. I cry out with utter bliss at the feeling of being fucked and owned and filled and taken like this. And in a hotel room thousands of miles away, my husband hears everything and he brings himself to a wild climax.

For a moment, all three of us are silent in our pleasure. Then we slowly return to Earth as one. James grins. He gently eases out of my freshly fucked pussy and winks as he heads to the shower. I pick up the fallen phone and hold it to my ear. The only sounds from the other end are those of Austin’s heavy breathing.

“Did you like that, baby?”

He is quiet before answering. “Yes.”

“The next time I see you, I might be pregnant.”

“God, I hope so.”

“I love you, Austin.”

“I love you too.”

I hang up and join James in the shower.
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~ Austin ~

Kayla doesn’t get pregnant. For months.

We settled into a routine of sorts once the decision had been made for James Hodges to knock up my wife. Six months in and I’m still not used to that phrase but I have reached a kind of uneasy peace with it. We’ll see if my contentment carries over to the next phase of our adventure.

I still see Kayla every other weekend, as specified in our contract. Also as specified in an unwritten understanding between all parties, I don’t get to fuck my wife during our time together. Her womb is reserved for our boss - as it should be, given what we’re trying to do - but it’s tough, I won’t lie. Sleeping with Kayla in our bed but not being able to make love to her the way a husband should is frustrating, maddening, and delightfully tormenting.

I had no idea being denied would be so enjoyable, although I don’t know if that’s the right word to describe it. First off, let me assure you that Kayla is quite generous with her mouth - she goes down on me whenever I want her to when we’re together. As soon as I come through the door, if she beats me home, she goes to her knees and sucks me dry. If we go out to dinner and I want her to go down on me in the car or the men’s room, just for shits and giggles, she never hesitates. It’s a dream come true, especially from a woman who I know, or knew, doesn’t like giving head, being on her knees, or the taste of cum.

But even after she relieves my aching balls - I rarely masturbate anymore during our time apart - I still have to deal with the fact that her pussy is off-limits. That beautiful, sexy vagina, that I know is filled with another man’s cum, is not mine, at least for now. And as the months stretch out with no results for all of their efforts, I wait. And wait.

The only upside is I know how frustrated Hodges must be at his inability to close the deal. Kayla and I never talk about it because I know she’s just as frustrated. I’ve done enough research to know that a woman in her late thirties is less fertile than she was ten or fifteen years ago, so she’s probably feeling just as responsible for their lack of success as Hodges is, especially since she’s so driven about everything. As with so many aspects of our lives right now, I just avoid talking about it with her.

Until one day, six months in, I arrive at our house for my weekend with my wife and she doesn’t greet me at the door even though I know she’s already home. I call out and she answers from far away, so I climb the stairs three at a time and burst into the bedroom not knowing what to expect. She’s lying on the bed, stark naked, with a pregnancy test in her hand and a huge smile on her face. I don’t even have to see the results to know what’s what.

“Seriously? You’re…?”

“I am. Can you believe it?” She’s exultant, there’s no other word for it.

“Are you sure? I mean, are those things infallible?” I ask, wondering where my doubt is coming from.

“I got two positive tests with over-the-counter tests on Wednesday, so I flew home early to see my OBGYN and she confirmed it. I’m pregnant, Austin. No doubt about it.”

I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck.

Kayla notices. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I manage to croak. “It’s just a lot to take in, now that it’s a reality.”

She side-eyes me hard, her smile fading. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

“No, I don’t think so.” I scrub my face. “Shit, it’s just…” I look at her with my heart pounding. “I’m not sure what this is.”

She slides to the edge of the bed and stands up. She comes to me and wraps her hands around the back of my head as she stares into my eyes. “It’s okay, Austin. I know this is a lot to process. But it will be fine, you’ll see.” She steps back and takes my hand to place it flat on her belly. “But it’s happening, Austin. There’s a tiny little being in here, that will swell my belly soon, and my breasts. Can you believe it? I’m pregnant, Austin. We’re pregnant. We’re going to have a baby.”

She looks so ecstatic. Why don’t I feel the same?

She leans in and kisses me, then pulls my body to hers and whispers in my ear. “And now we get to fuck, all weekend long.”

Which we do.

And it’s fantastic.

In the months that follow the big announcement, we keep the same routine with one exception - I’m fucking Kayla again, every two weeks. As her belly swells, it just gets more and more sexy for me. I had no idea I had a fetish for pregnant women but now I can’t get enough of them. I watch pregnant women having sex on my computer to the exclusion of all other types of porn. I especially like the videos that claim the woman is nine months pregnant and ready to pop as she gets railed by one or more men, usually black men, and the woman is always white. I don’t know why it appeals to me as much as it does, but I just can’t get enough.

I can’t get enough of Kayla, either. I think about her almost incessantly while we’re apart. I’ve gotten over my initial reaction and now fully embrace the fact that another man’s baby is growing inside her, distending her belly, swelling her tits to amazing proportions. I had no idea her nipples would get so big, and dark. She’s even got a dark line down the middle of her amazing belly. I’d seen that in some of the videos and always wondered if it was real - now I know it is.

At the six-month mark, Kayla informs me that she’s no longer able to allow me to be on top with her on her back. I smile to myself at the news, as I love fucking her from behind even more than before her belly swelled. She fingers herself while I fuck her and she cums every time, usually more than once.

That’s the other thing - as horny as she was before she was with child, now she’s insatiable. I researched that as well and apparently her hormones are off the charts as her body prepares itself for the miracle of birth. One side effect of that preparation, for most women and especially in the middle trimester, is a ravenous sexual appetite. I didn’t think it was possible for Kayla to be any more sexual than she’d been since we invited Hodges into our lives and our marriage, but she is.

On top of all that, she’s constantly baiting me about the fact that the baby growing inside her isn’t mine. I don’t know where she got the idea that I would like that, ahem, but I do. It’s so. Fucking. Hot.

Take today, for example. It’s a Sunday afternoon and we’ve already had sex twice this morning. But as we lie around the house doing nothing - she claims it’s all she can do to get out of bed - she gives me a look.

I know that look.

I love that look.

“You know,” she says with a glint in her eyes and a sly little smile. “This baby of James’s is really getting active. I can’t believe how much it moves around. Takes after its father, I guess.” She rubs her belly with one hand and runs her other hand through her hair as she taunts me. I know what she wants, obviously. She’s horny again, even though she came twice while I fucked her just after breakfast. Now, she wants me again and needling me about James is her way of making sure I rise to the occasion, so to speak.

I’ve got other ideas, though.

“You know,” I tell her as I stand up from my chair in the family room and walk toward her as she sprawls on the sofa in a vain attempt to get comfortable. “You haven’t let me cum in your mouth in months.” I tug at my belt and smile as her grin fades.

“Seriously? You want me to suck you?”

“I do, and as I recall, you promised you’d be a whore for me a while back, but I think you’ve been slacking as of late. Nothing’s changed on that score as far as I’m concerned.” I pull my trousers down to expose my budding erection - I get so much sex these days that I usually need a bit of encouragement for my third go of the day. But now, with the prospect of Kayla going down on me for the first time as my pregnant wife, I'm as hard as I ever get. Instantly.

She sighs, mostly for my benefit but not entirely, and struggles to sit up on the sofa. “Are you sure I can’t talk you into just bending me over and taking me like you always do?” she asked with the cutest little whine in her voice.

“Nope. I want you on your knees, babe.” I step back without offering to help her - watching her struggle is much more fun. She gives me a look and if looks could kill, I’d be a dead man. But a deal’s a deal.

She climbs off the sofa, grunting the whole way, and positions herself on her knees at my feet. She’s wearing a light gray cotton dress that’s one of her favorites these days because it’s so soft and comfortable but I want more. I hold my dick away from her when she reaches for it and she looks at me in confusion.

“Lose the dress, babe. I want you naked so I can admire your swollen body.” I know she’s getting really uncomfortable with her appearance lately so two can play this game. The look she gives me makes me wonder if I’ve gone too far but she reaches down and pulls the dress over her head. I whistle my appreciation at the sight of my extremely pregnant wife kneeling at my feet, her belly resting on her thighs, her breasts resting on her belly, her beautiful mouth ready to accept my dick and my seed. Why have I waited so long to ask - no, insist - on this?

I won’t make that mistake again.

~ Kayla ~

I can’t get enough. I can’t fucking get enough.

Literally from the moment I found out that I was pregnant, my body has been in overdrive. I wake up with a wet pussy and spend the entire day with my hormones screaming at me for sex. The more my belly swells and expands and the more sensitive my breasts and nipples become, the more I need to get fucked.

Naturally, neither of my boys complain about this development. James is beyond thrilled when I tell him the good news and drops half a million dollars buying a bottle of champagne for every single employee at the organization we’re visiting. He treats me like a queen every waking hour, and he loves my increased sexual appetite. There have even been a few times recently when I’ve managed to out-fuck James and he’s begged for “just a few minutes” to rest before going again. Sometimes we didn’t even make it to our hotel and James locked the conference room door behind the last person and took me over the table.

I love the feeling of this new life growing inside me. Words cannot express how wonderful it feels to know that there is a child living in my belly. Every ache and pain, all the occasional discomforts, even the waves of sickness - they’re all worth it when I look down and the evidence right there before me. As the bump gets larger, James keeps placing a reassuring hand on my belly, as if comforting both me and our baby. When I start to really show, James insists on slashing our travel down to the bare minimum. I don’t mind. It gives us more time to make love and satisfy my seemingly never-ending lust.

And now, on this quiet Sunday afternoon, I’m on my knees in the living room, gazing up at Austin’s smug grin and his pulsing prick. Yes, it’s difficult to get to my knees with my belly so large. Yes, I’m uncomfortable being down here like this. No, I will not utter one word of complaint. This was the deal, as Austin likes to remind me. I am allowed to be a whore for our boss, therefore I am a whore for my husband, too. Besides, what could be more appropriate for a pregnant whore than sucking her husband’s cock on her knees?

Austin makes a little whistle of approval as I toss my loose, comfortable dress to the floor and reveal my body in all its glory. Huge belly, swollen breasts. Sometimes I don’t feel all that sexy, but then I see the way my boys look at me and suddenly my feelings don’t matter anymore. They find me sexier than ever, and that’s okay. That’s all I need.

“I can’t believe you’re making me do this.” I give him a fake pout, pretending that this isn’t turning me on. My pussy is already soaking once again and getting hotter the longer I linger by his erect manhood. “Your poor pregnant wife, on her knees like this…”

“Nothing has ever looked so fucking hot, I promise you.” Austin grins.

His cock throbs in the air, already trembling with the excitement of what I’m about to do to him. As well it should; my oral skills have increased tenfold since we entered into our arrangement with James. I’ve got talents that would make a pornstar blush.

“Do you like me this way, baby?” I start with a gentle tease; letting my lips brush the sensitive tip of his member while I whisper in a soft, sensual voice. His cock trembles at my touch.

“I love it.” Austin’s eyes are partially clouded with lust and partially filled with love. “God, Kayla, you’ve never looked so perfect.”

I wrap my lips around his shaft and allow it to glide across my tongue at an excruciatingly sedate pace. I might be uncomfortable kneeling like this, but that’s no reason to hurry a perfectly good blowjob. He lets out a groan of satisfaction that seems to get longer and louder as I gently ease his length inside my warm, soft mouth. That groan ends with a gasp of delight as my lips reach the base and I extend my tongue to caress his balls.

“Fuck, Kayla, holy shit…”

His breathless moans of encouragement spur me on, but I’ve got enough sense not to rush. I gently clutch his balls with one hand, giving them a delicate massage while my mouth roams back and forth along the length of his cock. I pleasure him with my tongue at the same time, and let out a few little moaning whimpers. Nothing sounds so whorish to a man than a woman moaning with a mouthful of cock.

Austin’s cock throbs against my tongue. His balls begin to pulse with renewed life, eager to unload their contents for me. His groans get deeper and more masculine. I grasp his shaft with my other hand and bob my head back and forth at a slow, steady pace, making love to his cock with my mouth. Slowly. Steadily. Taking my time and manipulating his pleasure as I choose.

“Oh, my God…”

And now, after several long minutes of relaxed teasing, I explode into life, sucking him with passion and vigor and desperate need. His manly groans are peppered with shocked gasps of delight. He reaches out to grab my head, but doesn’t, and stands before me with his hands balled at his sides instead, letting me work my magic.

What magic it is. My mouth, lips, tongue, and hands all work together in a seamless blend with only one purpose in mind: to make him cum. I caress and stroke. I lick and suck. I tease and tantalize. I pleasure every part of his cock at once. Head and shaft and base and balls. I am an artist and his penis is my canvas. This is my masterpiece.

He doesn’t need to tell me that he’s going to cum. I can feel it building, welling, surging within his ball. His seed flows and pulses and begins the journey up, up, up into his cock, rushing toward me, preparing to give that bitter, salty goodness.

But at the last second, I let his cock out of my mouth with a wet pop. He gasps in shock at both the feeling and my sudden withdrawal. Judging from the look on Austin’s face, he fully expected to finish down my throat. Well, too bad, honey. This one’s for me.

I gaze up into his eyes and give my sexiest, naughtiest look and stroke his wet cock with a feminine coo. It’s all too much for him now. He couldn’t stop even if he wanted to. Austin’s manhood begins to spurt its riches all over my huge, tender breasts. Creamy white cum erupts from his trembling cock, coating me with its warmth. Austin moans with sheer triumphant pleasure at the thrill of release. I keep stroking him. Wave after wave of lust cascades over my tits. I feel it roll and trickle down, some splattering on my swollen belly. I keep stroking him. He moans over and over again, utterly lost to pleasure. His cum finally ceases but I keep stroking.

“Oh! Fuck! Kay-la!”

Still, I keep stroking. His cock reaches the point of maximum sensitivity and I take it back into my mouth again and suck harder than ever, driving him crazy. He shudders and trembles and finally begs me to stop.

“Fuck, Kayla! That’s too much!”

Now I ease back with a satisfied smile. His eyes are wild and he clutches the chair to avoid sinking to the floor.

“Where did that come from?” Austin stares at me with disbelief. “Jesus, that was something…”

“I said I wanted you to fuck me.” I smirk back at him. “Next time, are you going to give me what I want?”

“Do I have a choice?”

I laugh and carefully get back to my feet. My knees ache from being down there so long, but the results were worth the effort. “No, you don’t have a choice. When a pregnant woman wants to get fucked, it’s your job to make it happen, dammit.”

Days and weeks pass. My body changes. The baby grows. The bigger I get, the more James and Austin want me. The bigger I get, the more I want them, too. I never knew that carrying a baby could make me feel this way. In spite of the discomfort and aches, I’ve never been so happy.

Eventually, James stops traveling altogether and we start working out of his home, sharing an office. It turns out to be a perfect arrangement. We engage our various clients over webcam, and celebrate each call with a vigorous, passionate fuck afterward. At my size, I can’t do anything more than bend over and take it, but with a cock like James’s, that’s all I need to do. He knows exactly how to use it and makes me cum over and over.

Weeks with James. Every other weekend with Austin. Life has a way of flowing perfectly. My two boys. My two lovers. My husband and my bull. My soulmate and my baby’s daddy. It seems so strange that such a wild arrangement could not only work, but flourish. I’m thriving right now.

But nothing lasts forever.

I wake in the early hours of the morning in James’s bed with a sudden new pain in my belly. For a moment, panic tears through me. The baby! But I place my hand on the bump and it feels normal. It feels okay. It feels…

“James.”

I say his name in a rushed whisper, but he emerges from slumber immediately. Impressive, given that we’ve only had maybe an hour or two of sleep after all our lovemaking. James sits bolt-upright and turns to me. His hand joins mine on the bump.

“What’s wrong?”

Even in the dark, I can see concern etched into his face. I breathe out and lace my fingers through his.

“I think it’s time.”


9

~ Austin ~

I get the call from Hodges before the sun has risen. I know in my bones what it’s about.

“We’re on our way to the hospital, Austin. See you there.” He hangs up before I can say anything.

I fly out of bed and dress without shaving or showering. I’m out the door in the first light of dawn and drive barely under control, my mind whirling with the news - I’m about to become a father!

Sort of.

I’m still sorting out the competing emotions inherent in my situation, starting with what’s going to take place in the delivery room. Aside from the baby being delivered.

Two men will be in attendance, and once the baby arrives it will be obvious which one is the biological father to everyone there. How many people will that be? No idea - this is definitely my first rodeo so it could be one or two nurses or a dozen healthcare professionals depending on how Kayla does. She’s a mature mother - the official designation is ‘a woman of advanced maternal age’ - and she’s at the end of a ‘geriatric pregnancy’ if you can believe it. The medical profession still treats women as second-class citizens in my estimation.

But Kayla’s age makes the possibility of complications way more likely, including a high likelihood of a C-section which will swell the attending staff dramatically. Not that it should matter how many people are present for our baby’s birth but it’s on my mind. I wish I could say I’m cool with it but I’m not. Clearly, I’m not.

But it’s about to get way worse for me, something I’ve always known but was putting off, not thinking about it because I didn’t have to. Now, I have to. I’m going to be outed publicly as a raging cuckold. The media will get wind of James Hodges’s new CFO or personal assistant or whatever the hell Kayla is, having a black baby and they will leap to the obvious assumption that he’s the biological father. It won’t take long for them to put together the fact that Kayla Sheppard is not married to James Hodges but is married to another of his employees, namely me, Austin Sheppard. The baby’s arrival will be worldwide news, the mega-billionaire fathering a baby with his married, white employee, the one he travels with all the time.

And I’m worried about the hospital staff.

Fuck.

I pull into the parking lot and run into the hospital, asking as I bolt past the front desk where the maternity wing is located. They point me toward the elevators and shout the floor but I take the stairs, not content to put my fate in the hands of a mechanical device that might let me down and trap me for the most important time of my life. I almost laugh at myself - when was the last time you heard about an elevator getting stuck? - but that realization stuns me. This is, without a doubt, the most important, consequential, and incredible moment of my life! I’m about to become a father. This baby is mine, no matter who it’s related to biologically. Kayla is my wife and under the law, a woman’s husband is the father of her baby.

I’m going to be a father.

I can’t stop smiling.

I bolt up the stairs, three at a time, and arrive on the fourth floor winded but undeterred. I fly down the wing asking as I pass by the nursing stations where the delivery rooms are and I get directions from people as I approach the section of the wing reserved for women who are not in distress. I can tell because there are no machines and lights and staff, the kinds of things that would be essential for a C-section. My relief almost overwhelms me. I know we’re not out of the woods by any means - the delivery could become problematic at any time - I’ve done a ton of research - so this isn’t an all-clear but at least it’s a good sign and I’m all about good signs.

I poke my head into a couple of empty delivery rooms until someone waves me into the one at the far end of the section. I sprint to the door and find my wife and her lover sitting on the bed, talking as if nothing’s wrong, nothing’s going on, just another day in the life of the world’s most unlikely couple. There’s not a nurse in sight when they turn to look at me, panting like a madman at the door, as I take in the scene.

“Austin,” Kayla says with a huge smile. “You made it.”

“Come on in, Sheppard,” Hodges says and I take note - he never calls me by my last name anymore. Should I be worried? I’ll think about it later.

“Kayla, are you okay?” I ask stupidly. Clearly, she’s fine. She’s not even having a contraction. Until she is a second after I arrive. Her face goes from all smiles to pain in an instant and I feel so helpless I want to scream, but she waves me off and whispers something to Hodges that I don’t hear. Fuck, am I going to be a third wheel at the birth of my child. My child! My fucking child, goddamn it!

“I’m going to slip out for a few minutes and let you two have some alone time,” Hodges says out of the blue. I look at him as if he has two heads but he’s only got eyes for Kayla. She holds his hand until it slips from his grasp as he moves toward the door, closing it on his way out.

“I asked him to let me talk to you, baby,” Kayla says to me through clenched teeth as her contraction continues. I feel helpless but elated that I’m alone with her. She takes my hand and grips it so hard I almost let out a yelp but I don’t. If she can take the pain, so can I.

“Oh, fuck, that was something,” she says when she can after the contraction subsides. “I’m already at six centimeters so hopefully this will be over in a few hours.”

“When did your contractions start?” I ask.

“It’s been a couple of hours. My OB says that it’s unusual but not problematic that I dilated to this point so fast. It also means I’m probably not going to need a C-section.”

“Is she here yet?”

“They won’t call her in unless I get into trouble.”

“Really? One of the richest men in the world is having a baby and the OB doesn’t show up until she’s absolutely needed?” I don’t mean to sound like an asshole but even I can tell I’m not pulling it off.

“It’s fine, Austin. I’ll be fine. My contractions are still ten minutes apart so…”

I won’t bore you with any more details about the birth of our son. I’ll just say that Kayla was right, she was fine, the baby was fine, and both Hodges and I were there for the big event. The nurses didn’t bat an eye at the presence of two men in the delivery room and were just as cool when the baby came out a deep shade of chocolate, so beautiful but clearly not mine. Both of us couldn’t stop smiling, at Kayla, at each other, at nobody in particular. I was overwhelmed, pure and simple. Just bowled over by the whole thing.

“So,” I tell Hodges as we leave the hospital with the sun setting.

“So,” he says back to me. “Quite a day.”

“Indeed.” I turn to him and he looks at me. “Thanks for calling me this morning.”

“Of course,” he says with a nod. “Kayla wanted you there, clearly. I wanted you there. It’s your child as much as it is mine.” He looks away for a second before turning back to me. “More yours than mine, truth be told.”

“Is that the way you see it?” I ask, stunned.

“I’m just the sperm donor, Austin,” he says softly and I note that I’m Austin again, not ‘Sheppard’. Although I have no idea why. “Justin is your son.”

“He’s yours, too, James. That much is clear,” I say with a cocked eyebrow and he laughs. We did get one look from one of the nurses after a shift change who wasn’t aware of our situation at first, and it was pretty funny even if I turned a deep shade of red when the light went in her eyes as she worked through our situation in her mind.

“We’ll work it out,” he said with a weariness that surprised me - I thought I was tired but he seemed leveled.

“You okay, James?”

“Never better, Austin,” he said with a burst of fresh enthusiasm. “Thanks, by the way. This really means a lot to me.”

“No worries, James.” I didn’t know what else to say to the man. He reached to shake my hand before walking away without saying another word and I wondered if this might be tougher on him than I realized, maybe even tougher on him than it was on me.

I came to no conclusion but watched as he climbed into his car and drove away, the first time in memory I remember seeing him behind the wheel of a car. I shook my head and headed back inside the hospital, not ready to leave, wanting to see my wife again, even if she was sleeping soundly like she was when Hodges and I left her.

I smile broadly to myself as I re-enter the hospital.

~ Kayla ~

I’m a mom.

That’s the last thought on my mind as I drift off to sleep with my newborn son in the little plastic cot next to my bed. It’s the first thought that surfaces when I return to consciousness some time later. I open my eyes to see Austin standing over the crib, gazing at the baby - at our baby - with wonder in his eyes.

“How is he?” My voice is weak. Maybe I’m weak. I did just give birth to a child, after all. I’m weaker than I’ve felt in a long time. But, God, I feel alive.

“Justin’s fine.” He beams. “Sleeping like an angel. He’s perfect, Kayla. Absolutely perfect. He’s got your eyes.”

“He’s going to be loved so much.” I roll onto my side and gaze at our perfect little baby. “He has three parents, he’s so lucky.”

Austin sits next to me on the bed. He takes my hand and says, “Did you ever imagine anything like this?”

“Not exactly. I always thought we’d have a baby one day, but I never imagined anything like this.” I look around the room. It’s just the three of us. “Where’s James?”

“I’m not sure. He took off a couple of hours ago, while you were sleeping.”

“Oh.”

I’m not sure why, but James’s absence stings. He’s not just the biological father of this perfect baby, he’s the entire reason we’re here to begin with. Neither Austin nor I would ever have considered going down this route without James guiding us. He should be here with us to revel in this feeling.

“I think he’s struggling with the idea that he won’t be in Justin’s life a hundred percent of the time.” Austin strokes the back of my hand with his thumb. “He said he’s just the sperm donor.”

Tears prick my eyes. Is that how he really sees himself? “He’s so much more than that. He’s a part of us. Part of our family. I can’t… I can’t imagine our lives without him.”

Next to us, Justin stirs. He makes little whimpering noises that cause my heart to melt. Austin gently lifts Justin out of the crib and holds him in a loving embrace.

“It’s okay, little guy. Daddy’s here. I’ve got you.”

Justin starts to settle. Austin leans over and places the baby in my arms. My son immediately cradles into me, as if he knows who I am; knows what I am; knows our unbreakable bond. My heart melts all over again.

Somebody knocks on the door. Austin opens it. I look up, expecting to see one of the nurses, but it’s James. He strolls back into the room with a big smile and an even bigger balloon. The balloon reads, It’s a boy! in big blue letters on the side. He places it on the foot of the bed, where a weight holds it from floating away.

“Hey, you.” He beams at the child nestled into my chest. “Awake already?”

“Where did you go?” I try not to be upset about his leaving, but my emotions are totally out of whack right now.

James steps around the room and slips into bed behind me. The bed isn’t big enough for both of us, but he curls an arm around me and nuzzles into my neck.

“Sorry, I wanted to give you two some space. Plus, I had to go and get some essentials.”

“What essentials?”

“The balloon, first of all.” His sincerity makes me smile. “And then I picked up a crib, a stroller, nappies, bottles, formula - everything we’ll need. I’ve assembled a crib in your home and another in mine, I hope you don’t mind.”

“Why would I mind? That’s so sweet, thank you.”

“I told you, little Justin will never want for anything.”

Our child’s eyelids flutter open at the sound of his name. He gazes at us, his proud and adoring parents, with big, dark pupils for a moment. Then he closes his eyes and drifts off to sleep again.

“I also had to get you a little something else.” James reaches into his pocket and takes something out. Something metallic. It clinks. He holds out his hand to Austin, who takes it.

“A car key?” My husband frowns. “What for?”

“Well, I can’t have you driving my child around in a small car. So you now own a decent SUV. Perfect for families.”

“You bought us-” Austin’s voice starts to rise in shock. He glances at Justin in my arms and stops himself. “You bought us a car?”

“And myself. Can’t drive Justin around in a Lamborghini, after all, can I?”

I could almost burst into tears. “Thank you, James.”

“It’s nothing. Really.”

He cups my cheek. We kiss. For the first time in our history, this is a soft, gentle kiss that leads nowhere. My chest swells.

The door opens again and this time a nurse strolls in. She smiles at me. Her smile falters at the sight of one man cuddling into me and another sat by my side. But she’s a professional. She steps over to us and quickly checks Justin and makes a few notes on a clipboard.

“Looks like he’s doing very well, Mom. I’d say you’re good to go home today.”

She gives us one final look and walks out of the room. I beam in joy at my little Justin. The perfect baby. My perfect baby. A gift from my perfect man. Austin’s brow wrinkles a fraction. James notices, too.

“I know what you’re thinking, Austin.”

My husband glances across the bed, surprise on his face.

“The hospital staff can be trusted. They aren’t going to run off to the press about the software magnate having a baby with his CFO.”

“You’re sure about that?” Despite the question, Austin seems to believe James. After all he’s done for us, it’s hard not to believe him.

“Yes. Firstly, I made a very generous donation to this hospital about a month ago. Secondly, I’ve promised a bonus to everyone working on this ward today. It’s worth a hell of a lot more to them if they stay quiet, you follow me?”

Austin nods. He appears nonchalant, but I see a tiny ripple of relief wash over him. It’s amazing how James is always able to predict our needs and resolve them ahead of time. He really is the most remarkable man in the world. I still can’t believe that he came into our lives.

We stay like this for a little while longer, just the four of us, isolated from the rest of the world. Nothing else matters. Just me and my boys.

But finally, we have to leave. Other expectant mothers are waiting to have their own bundles of joy. Austin and James take turns holding Justin while I gather my things and try to make myself look more presentable. After several hours of labor and the miracle of childbirth, I’m kind of a mess. But neither man complains. I’m pretty sure they’d both agree that I’ve never looked more perfect.

We walk out of the hospital and into the late afternoon sunshine. The San Francisco air is warm and refreshing and makes my skin tingle. James carries his newborn son, the heir to an empire beyond imagination, in a little carrier. Justin is swaddled in a soft blue blanket, sleeping peacefully. Austin holds my hand.

As promised, our brand new SUV is waiting for us in the parking lot, with James’s own vehicle sitting in the next space over. We pause for a moment, unsure what to do next.

“So, uh, how do we…” Austin looks from James to me. “How do we do this?”

Suddenly it dawns on me, for all our discussions and planning, none of us have actually thought about how co-co-parenting a baby is going to work. James looks at the sleeping baby in the carrier. He smiles.

“Well, I’m sure you’re aware that I still have the pleasure of Kayla’s company until the weekend.”

He pauses for just long enough that Austin looks crestfallen.

“But I’m sure she’ll want to get plenty of rest until then. I’d love it if you both stayed with me until you’re ready to go home.”

Austin beams. I kiss him on the cheek and slide into the passenger seat of James’s car. He places our child in the back seat and starts the engine. We roll out of the parking lot, with Austin following us.

Me and my boys.


Epilogue

~ Austin ~

~  Five years later ~

Kayla is sitting on the floor in our living room playing with Justin. Her legs are splayed straight out on the hardwood as she sits on a pillow and leans back against the sofa as our five-year-old jabbers about his latest exploits with the video game Minecraft, which he loves and would play for hours if we let him. I watch our boy talk to his mother as she gives him her full attention and the feeling of contentment that nearly overwhelms me makes me smile so hard my cheeks hurt. I smile a lot these days.

“Careful, Justin,” Kayla tells him as he tries to climb on her belly. She’s eight months pregnant, this time with my biological child, and even bigger than she was at this stage with Justin. She’s told me more than once that the size of her doesn’t indicate one way or another whether we’ll be having another boy or a girl and to be honest, I don’t really care but I let her think that I do. I know she’d love a baby girl and I’d be thrilled with one as well.

The doorbell rings and she shoots me a look. “He’s early,” she says as Justin drapes himself around her neck, laughing as she tickles him.

“Don’t get up,” I tell her in jest as I rise out of my chair and head to the front door of our house. “I’ll get it.” She shoots me another look as my lame attempt at being funny falls flat but I don’t care. Life is good and I’m on top of the world.

I walk to the door and pull it open to let James into the house. He still has a key but by some unspoken agreement, he doesn’t use it if he knows I’m home, one of the many accommodations he’s made with me since we became co-parents and full partners.

“Austin,” he says with a smile as he steps into the foyer.

“James,” I say with my own ever-present smile as we shake hands. “They’re in the family room, as usual.”

“All good?” he asks as he slips his coat off and hangs it in its usual spot on our coat rack on the wall.

“All good,” I confirm and we walk to the back of the house. James comes over every weekend these days, not just to see our son but to see Kayla as well. She retired as his CFO after Justin was born with his blessing and encouragement to raise our son and he’s been stopping by whenever he’s in town to be a part of the child’s life with my complete approval as well. Our son jumps up when he sees James and runs to his Daddy-James while his Daddy-Austin looks on, beaming. Kayla flashes me a smile as well as she struggles to lift her unwieldy form off the floor to join in.

“Are you sure you don’t mind, Austin?” James asks when Kayla approaches him and kisses him quickly but passionately. It’s a game we play for reasons I’ll never completely understand but have no problem with. I laugh at the question because I hear it every week and my answer is always the same.

“No worries, James,” I tell him as I scoop Justin up in my arms to carry him to the backyard for a game of catch or whatever else he decides to do with me while James and Kayla adjourn to our bedroom for an hour or so. Kayla is just as horny during this pregnancy as she was when she was carrying Justin and I don’t have a problem with James scratching her itch. I love it, in fact, and I know he’s just as fascinated with pregnant-by-another-man sex as I was when the shoe was on the other foot, so to speak.

I carry Justin to the back door as James and Kayla head for the stairs. I shake my head and grin to myself, secure in the knowledge that after James is through fucking my wife, I get to reclaim her while he plays with our son.

I have to be the luckiest cuckold who ever lived.

~ Kayla ~

Here I am, on my bed, on my knees, moaning softly in ecstasy as James fucks me from behind. My huge, swollen breasts and heavy belly rock back and forth with the motion. James is firm and insistent, yet careful with me. We both know that he could easily lose control and fuck me into the mattress - as he’s done a thousand times before now in hundreds of bedrooms around the world - but right now, he’s every bit as concerned with my comfort as he is our lovemaking.

“Yes, James, yes…” I moan his name in sighing passion, as I have done a million times in the years we’ve known one another. Every time feels just as good as that first time, when we met at the gala in another life and Austin nervously offered me to this man as a bribe.

How things change.

James grips my hips and pulls me into him with steady determination, fucking me as hard as he dares. Since my pregnancy entered the final months, he’s been more attentive and passionate than usual - which is saying something, given his talents in this department. His unrelenting yet tender thrusting reaches a familiar crescendo.

“God, Kayla-!”

His thick black cock releases yet another load of warm, fresh cum deep into my yearning pussy. I will never be able to get enough of this feeling. We’ve been lovers for more than five years now and every time feels just as wonderful as the first.

James stays inside me until long after his climax has subsided and cum slowly rolls back down to my yawning entrance. He gently eases out and lies down next to me with a satisfied smile.

“How are you?”

“Still horny.”

He laughs and caresses my back. His hand is warm and soothing, like always. I gaze into his relaxed face. He says, “I never imagined my life turning out like this.”

“How do you mean?”

“The company. You. Austin. Our amazing little family. I’ve had a lot of good fortune with my business, but none of that compares to how lucky I feel to have met the both of you. Sometimes I can’t believe that all this came from a simple dinner with you and Austin. If I hadn’t made a pass at you, where would we be now?”

“I have no idea.” I stroke his cheek with a finger, still bent over the bed, his warmth beginning to drip and trickle down my thighs onto the sheets. “I’m so glad that you did.”

“Same here.” His hand rests on the curve of my ass. We kiss. Slowly. Gently. Lovingly. “How are you enjoying retirement?”

I laugh at the word. “I’m not sure being a pregnant mom to a young boy is much of a retirement, but it’s so much better than last time.”

Once upon a time, I retired from my job as a lawyer. Back then, it all felt so lifeless and empty. I’d spend my days at the gym with Mel while waiting for Austin to finally join me so we could live out the rest of our lives in modest comfort. But now, I’m not bored. I’m fulfilled in a way I could never have predicted. Not just the joy of raising a child - soon, two children - but the thrill of having two amazing men looking after all my spiritual, emotional, and physical needs. How the hell did I get so lucky?

From outside, I hear the muffled sounds of Austin and Justin playing catch in the yard. Both laughing, both having fun. My heart could almost burst with happiness.

“Do you think Austin wants to retire yet?” James frowns in thought.

“I don’t know. I think he’s happy with this arrangement at the moment. Why do you ask?”

He shrugs. “His contract is coming to an end. His second contract, I mean.”

While I retired as CFO to take care of raising Justin, my husband stayed on and finished out his contract, all three years of it. When the time came to renew, James and I were both surprised that Austin wanted a second term.

“You’ll have to ask him. To be honest, I think he likes being contractually obligated to share me with you. It adds to the spice.”

“Are you sure he still wants to keep it formal? I mean, we’re a family now. We don’t need paperwork for that.”

“No, we don’t. But just for his sake, maybe you could draft a new contract that’s just about permission to fuck me. I think he’d enjoy that.”

“All right.”

James kisses me again. He is silent for a moment, gazing at me with a soft smile. Then he rises and gets dressed again. He kisses my neck and says, “I’ll send up your husband for round two.”

He leaves the room. I sigh a contented sigh. What a perfect, incredible, amazing life this turned out to be. In my belly, baby number two - a girl, I’m certain - gives a little kick.

“Hush, little one. Your time will come. Very soon.”

Outside, my two boys trade places. James begins playing catch with our son. Austin comes running into the house, eager to have his turn with me.

I hope this perfect, wonderful existence continues forever.

The End
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