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Chapter 1: The Seed of Discontent



The clock's rhythmic ticking echoed through the quiet house, a stark reminder of the passage of time. April Taylor sat at her small home office desk, her eyes scanning the same line in the church bulletin draft repeatedly, her mind elsewhere. She sighed, leaning back in her chair, her hands resting on her flat stomach. Her heart ached with a longing that had become all too familiar.



April was a stunning blonde with large blue eyes, a perfectly proportioned figure, and a warm smile that could light up any room. At 25, she was a beacon of youth and vitality, yet she felt an emptiness that gnawed at her constantly. She yearned for a child, a desire that had grown stronger with each passing day. Her husband, Matt, however, seemed unable to give her what she wanted.



Matt was a plain-looking man, slightly nerdy with his thick glasses and awkward smile. His low sperm count was a silent wedge driving a gap between them. April loved him, but his inability to satisfy her in the bedroom or give her the child she desperately wanted was taking a toll on their marriage.



One sunny afternoon, April found herself sitting in Susan Tayor’s beautifully maintained garden, a cup of tea growing cold on the table beside her. Susan, Matt's mother, was a pretty woman with auburn hair streaked with gray, her eyes holding a warmth that April had always admired. Susan could not have more children after Matt's birth because of a hysterectomy, a fact that April knew caused her a deep sense of loss.



"Susan," April began, her voice hesitant. "I don't know what to do. I want a baby so badly, but..."



Susan looked at her, understanding shining in her eyes. "But Matt hasn’t been able to give you that," she finished gently.



April nodded, her eyes filling with tears. "I feel so guilty for even thinking about it, but I can't help it. I want a child, Susan. I want to be a mother."



Susan reached out, taking April's hand in her own. "I understand, dear," she said, her voice filled with empathy. "More than you know. And I want to help you."



April looked at her, surprise flickering in her eyes. "What do you mean?"



Susan sighed, her eyes taking on a faraway look. "There are ways, April. Ways to get what you want. What you deserve." She looked back at April, her eyes filled with a strange intensity. "And I think you will find that way."



Before April could question her further, Susan changed the subject, her voice taking on a lighter tone. "You know, James and I were thinking of inviting you and Matt to our beach resort home for the weekend. A little getaway could do you both some good."



April looked at her, taken aback by the sudden change in topic. "That sounds nice," she said, her voice tentative.



Susan smiled, her eyes sparkling with a hint of something April couldn't quite decipher. "Good. I'll talk to James and we'll set it up. You deserve a break, April. And who knows? Maybe this weekend you’ll find some solution."



That evening, April told Matt about the invitation. He looked at her, his eyes filled with a mix of excitement and apprehension. "A weekend with my parents?" he said, his voice uncertain. "I don't know, April. You know how Dad can be."



April took his hand, her eyes meeting his. "I know, Matt," she said, her voice gentle. "But Susan thinks it will be good for us. And I think she's right. We need this, Matt. We need to get away, to reconnect."



Matt looked at her, his eyes filling with love. He nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. "Okay, April," he said. "Let's do it. Let's go to the beach."



Later that night, as Matt slept fitfully beside her, April lay awake, her mind filled with thoughts of the weekend to come. She thought about Susan's words, about the intensity in her eyes.



She thought about James, about his commanding presence, his successful career, his handsome features. He was so different from Matt - how could the apple fall so far from the tree?



She thought about the child she desired so badly, the life she wanted to grow inside her. And she wondered about what solution Susan was hinting at.



Little did she know this weekend would set in motion a series of events that would change her life irrevocably. Little did she know that her desire for a child would lead her down a path of betrayal, passion, and self-discovery. But for now, all she knew was the longing, the ache for a child that consumed her every waking moment.



***



As the week went by, April became more and more distracted. Her work for the church suffered, her mind constantly filled with thoughts of the weekend to come. She daydreamed, thinking of the luxury of their destination, of the warmth of Matt’s mother, the strong confidence of his father. She would face the disappointment of her husband, who never grew to be like his father, the man she wanted him to be.



Finally, the weekend arrived. Matt and April packed their bags, their hearts filled with a mix of excitement and apprehension. As they drove to the beach resort home, April looked out the window, her mind racing. She thought about Matt, about his inability to give her a child. She thought about Susan, about her words, her intensity. And she thought about James, about his presence, his success, his handsome features.



As they pulled up to the beach home, April looked at the beautiful building, her eyes wide with appreciation. The sound of the waves crashing against the shore filled her ears, the salty breeze tickling her nose. She looked at Matt, her eyes filled with excitement. "This is going to be a great weekend, Matt," she said, her voice filled with promise.



Matt looked at her, his eyes filled with love. He nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. "I hope so, April," he said. "I hope so."







Chapter 2: The Awakening





The beach home was filled with the aroma of a delicious dinner, the sound of laughter and clinking glasses echoing through the air. April, Matt, Susan, and James sat around the large dining table, their faces flushed with good food and fine wine. The atmosphere was relaxed, the tension of the city far behind them.



After dinner, they retired to the living room, drinks in hand. Matt and Susan settled down on the couch, a movie playing on the large screen TV. April and James found themselves on the deck, the sun dipping below the horizon, painting the sky with hues of orange and pink.



April leaned against the railing, her eyes on the stunning display before her. She felt James come up beside her, his presence commanding, his scent intoxicating. She turned to look at him, her eyes meeting his.



"It's beautiful, isn't it?" James said, his voice a low rumble.



April nodded, her eyes shining. "It is. It's like the sky is on fire."



James looked at her, his eyes filled with an intensity that made her heart race. "Much like you, April," he said, his voice filled with a meaning she wasn't sure she understood.



April looked at him, her eyes filled with surprise. She took a sip of her wine, her heart pounding. She felt a strange comfort in his presence, a warmth that spread through her. April turned to look at the sunset again, her mind racing. She thought about her desire for a child, her frustration at not being able to get pregnant. She thought about Matt, about his inability to give her what she wanted. And she thought about James, about his strength, his dominance, his commanding presence. The seed of a solution formed in her mind.



She waited for Matt to head off to bed, carefully adjusting her pose so that she’d look sexy for James. When James offered to refill her glass of wine, she eagerly accepted. When James bent to retrieve her glass, April leaned forward as well, aware that he could see down her shirt.



When James returned with the glass and handed it to her, he said, “Matt and Susan headed off to bed. It’s just the two of us now.”



April’s stomach churned with excitement. She knew what she wanted, but wasn’t sure how to get it.



"James," she began, her voice hesitant. "I don't know what to do. I want a baby so badly, but..."



James looked at her, understanding shining in his eyes. "But Matt can't give you that," he finished, his voice gentle.



April nodded, her eyes filling with tears. "I feel so guilty for even thinking about it, but I can't help it. I want a baby, James. I want to be a mother. Matt can’t even make me feel like a woman!" She surprised herself by saying those words, betraying her husband like that.



James looked at her, his eyes filled with sympathy. "I understand, April," he said, his voice filled with a deep sadness. "I always wanted more children. I wanted a big family, a house full of laughter and joy. But... but Matt was all we could have. And he... he's not what I hoped he would be." His eyes roamed over her before he added, “Apparently not for you, either.”



April looked at him, surprise flickering in her eyes. She knew James was harsh on Matt, knew he was disappointed in his son. But hearing him say it, hearing the pain in his voice, it stirred something within her. She felt a flash of anger, of protectiveness towards Matt. But she also felt something else. Something she couldn't quite understand. A stirring, a warmth, a... arousal.



She looked at James, her eyes taking in his firm jaw, his piercing eyes, his commanding presence. She felt a pull, a longing. April wanted... she wanted him to take control, to take charge. She wanted him to give her what she needed, what she desired.



As if reading her mind, James turned to face her, his body blocking out the sunset. His eyes were filled with hunger, a need that mirrored her own. He reached out, his hand cupping her cheek. His thumb brushed against her lips, her breath catching at the touch.





"April," he said, his voice a low growl. "I can give you what you want. I can give you a baby."





April looked at him, her eyes wide with shock. "What?" she gasped, her mind racing.





James nodded, his eyes never leaving hers. "I can give you a baby, April. A child that will have some of Matt's DNA, that will be part of his family. I can give you what you desire."





April looked at him, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. She thought about Matt, about the betrayal she would be committing. She thought about the baby she desired so badly, a life growing inside her. And she thought about James, about his strength, his dominance, his commanding presence.





She looked into his eyes, her breath coming in quick gasps. She felt a pulsing, a throbbing between her legs. April wanted this. She wanted him. She wanted the child he could give her.





James looked at her, his eyes filled with a raw hunger. He reached down, his hands going to his belt. April watched, her eyes wide, her breath catching as he unbuckled it, as he unzipped his pants. She gasped as he reached in, pulling out his massive cock. It was huge, thick and long, the head already glistening with pre-cum. “I can make you feel like a real woman, too.”





April looked at it, her eyes wide with awe. She had seen nothing like it. She had felt nothing like it. And she wanted it. She wanted to feel it inside her, filling her, stretching her. She wanted to feel it pulsing, throbbing, seeding her with the child she desired.





She looked up at James, her eyes filled with a desperate need. "Yes," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Yes, James. I want it. I want you. I want you to give me a baby." Her eyes moved to his huge throbbing member as she added, “I want to feel like a woman.”





James looked at her, his eyes filled with a fierce triumph. He reached out, pulling her into his arms. His lips met hers, the kiss deep and passionate. April responded immediately, her body pressing against his. She could feel his erection, large and hard against her stomach. She gasped, her mind racing. This was it. This was the moment she had been waiting for.





James pulled away, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He looked down at her, his eyes filled with a raw hunger. He reached down, his hands going to her dress. He unzipped it, his hands pushing it off her shoulders. Her dress fell to the ground, leaving her standing in just her panties.





James looked at her, his eyes taking in her large breasts, her perfect butt, her smooth skin. He felt a jolt of desire, a longing that he couldn't control. He reached out, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing against her nipples. April gasped, her body arching into his touch.





James leaned down, his lips meeting her nipple. He sucked gently, his tongue flicking against the sensitive flesh. April moaned, her body pressing against his. She grasped his erection, large and hot and throbbing. She wanted him inside her, wanted to feel him filling her.



James reached down, his hands going to her panties. He pushed them down, his hands cupping her ass. He lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist. He carried her down to the beach, laying her down on the soft sand.



James positioned himself between her legs, his erection poised at her entrance. April looked at him, her eyes filled with longing. This was it. This was the moment she had been waiting for.



James thrust into her, his cock filling her completely. April gasped, her body arching into his. She could feel him, large and hard inside her. She moaned, her body responding to his. This was what she wanted, what she needed.



James began to move, his hips thrusting against hers. April matched his rhythm, her body moving in sync with his. She could feel the pleasure building, her body tingling with anticipation.



James looked at her, his eyes filled with need. He reached down, his thumb finding her clit. He rubbed gently, his hips continuing to thrust against hers. April gasped, her body arching into his touch. She could feel the pleasure building, her body tingling with anticipation.



Suddenly, the pleasure crested, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. She cried out, her body shaking with the intensity of it. James looked at her, his eyes filled with satisfaction. He continued to thrust, his body chasing its own release. He imagined that his son never gave her orgasms like this.



Finally, with a groan, he came, his body shuddering with the force of his orgasm. He collapsed on top of her, his breath coming in ragged gasps. April looked at him, her eyes filled with contentment.



They lay there for a moment, their bodies entwined, their breaths slowly returning to normal. Finally, James pulled away, looking at April with a smile. "That was... incredible, April," he said, his voice filled with satisfaction.



April looked at him, her eyes filled with happiness. "It was, James," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "It was everything I hoped for." She knew she wouldn’t be able to forget this night and felt a hunger building for more times like this with James.



James looked at her, his eyes filled with a mix of desire and triumph. He reached out, pulling her into his arms. "You're gorgeous, April," he said, his voice gentle. "And I'm going to give you the baby that Matt can’t."



They dressed quickly, their bodies still tingling with the aftermath of their passion. They walked back to the house, their hearts pounding with the secret they now shared. They parted ways at the door, April slipping into bed beside Matt, her body still humming with pleasure.



***



The next day, Matt and Susan headed into town for some shopping, leaving April and James alone in the house. April found James on the deck, his eyes meeting hers as she stepped out. She closed the slider behind her, her heart pounding with anticipation.



"James," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want it again. I want you again."



James smiled, a look of lust and satisfaction. “And I want you.” He pushed his pants down, releasing his large penis, which was half erect. “Suck me until I’m hard. Then ride me,” he said.



April wasn’t accustomed to being ordered what to do like that. With Matt, it was just some fumbling, then laying back as he finished quickly. There really was never conversation or direction.



As April stood, looking at his gorgeous meat, James said, “Strip down so I can see that hot body. I want to see you before your belly swells with my baby.”



April was aroused by the way he commanded her, as if he owned her. Her hands moved automatically, almost of their own will, as she pulled off her top then unfastened her bra, leaving her breasts free for him to see.



She was excited by the way his eyes widened slightly at the sight of her breasts. She watched him as she pushed down her shorts and panties, exposing herself completely to him.



James smiled and said, “Good girl. Now come over here and make me hard with your mouth.”



Again, April couldn’t say no. Being ordered like this was new, and exciting. She liked how he took control of her, how he was completely focused on her. She approached him, falling to her knees as she grasped his heavy meat, feeling his hot skin as she gave him a stroke.



April spotted her wedding ring and wondered what Matt would say if he could see her sucking his father’s cock into her mouth. She grew wet and extremely horny as she sucked on him, stroking him to hardness, eager to feel him inside of her.



She stroked his balls, drawing a moan from the older man, as she wondered if her baby was in that sack of little swimmers. As much as she wanted a baby, she also wanted James to fill her again and again.



When James was rock hard, she climbed onto his lap, impaling herself on his thick cock, feeling him fill her as her weight drove her down onto him. They both moaned at the feeling. April hooked her arms around James’ neck gaining leverage as she rode him up and down.



She watched the ocean and beach, with the vacationers casually strolling along, unaware of the forbidden mating that was taking place. April thought that this was the perfect place to conceive a baby. A beautiful seaside scene, gulls wheeling in the air, a handsome man inside of her, his breathing in sync with his cock sliding inside of her.



April whispered softly into James’ ear, “Give me your baby. Make your son a cuckold.” The idea thrilled her. She was angry at Matt for not fulfilling any of her dreams, for not being a man, for not making her feel like a woman. He deserved this - she deserved this.



The idea must have hit a nerve with James. He grabbed her ass and helped her ride him, driving himself deep into her. April was so turned on by what she was doing, that her orgasm took her unexpectedly. She gasped and cried out, clinging to James as he continued to pound her from underneath, eventually tensing, filling her with his seed.



As April looked into James’ eyes, he said, “Sorry about Matt, but I’ll make up for it. At least you know what a real man is like, how he can make you feel.”



April didn’t object. She had turned the corner in her defence of Matt. Cuckold. Yes, his father would lay his eggs in their nest.



***



They made love repeatedly over the weekend, their bodies entwined, their passion building with each encounter. April became more and more enthralled with the feelings of being filled by his enormous cock, of being dominated by his powerful presence. She craved him, craving the pleasure he gave her, the child he promised her.



By the end of the weekend, April was addicted. She was addicted to the feeling of James inside her, to the pleasure he gave her, the promise of a baby had faded to an equal urgency of her lust. She thought about him constantly, her body aching for his touch, her mind racing with thoughts of their future connections.



As Matt carried their bags to the car, and Susan was puttering in the kitchen, April approached James, finding a quiet place on the deck. She said quietly, “You know, I won’t ovulate for another week.”



James looked at her, curiosity in his face, “And?”



April gave him a mischievous smile and said, “I think we should keep practicing until then. Who knows, it may take a few cycles to get me pregnant.”



James nodded, “You know, I have a lot of flexibility during my workday. And Susan gets out of the house so I'm undisturbed. Why don’t you come by whenever you’re free?”



April’s heart raced at the idea. This was perfect. She had another thought, “I want you to breed me in your bed!”



James smiled sweetly, “The same place where we made Matt. Perfect.”



As she and Matt drove home, April looked out the window, her mind filled with thoughts of James, of the child she wanted him to put inside her. She knew she was playing with fire, knew she was risking everything. But she also knew that she couldn't turn back now. She was in too deep. She needed James, needed his enormous cock and masterful sex. The baby would be a bonus now.









Chapter 3: The Thrill of the Forbidden





The weeks that followed the beach retreat were a whirlwind of passion, deceit, and exhilaration for April. She found herself drawn into an affair with her husband's father that was as thrilling as it was taboo. James's house was a mere 20-minute drive away, and with Susan often absent because of her charity events, shopping trips, or gym routines, April found ample opportunities to slip away and indulge in her newfound addiction.



The first time she made the drive alone, her heart pounded in her chest, a mix of excitement and nervousness coursing through her veins. She parked her car in James's expansive driveway, her eyes taking in the house's grandeur. She felt a thrill, a sense of the forbidden, as she walked up to the door, knowing that this man owned her as much as he owned the house. James opened it before she could knock, his eyes filled with a hungry desire that sent a shiver down her spine.



"April," he said, his voice a low growl as he pulled her into his arms. His lips met hers, the kiss deep and passionate. April responded immediately, her body pressing against his. She could feel his erection, large and hard against her, hungry to penetrate her. She gasped, her mind and libido racing. This was what she wanted, what she needed.



James led her to his bedroom, their clothes discarded along the way. He laid her down on the bed, his body covering hers. He thrust into her, his massive cock working its way into her willing body, filling her completely. April gasped, her body pressing against his. She could feel him, large and hard inside her. She moaned, her body responding to his.



James groaned, his voice filled with a raw hunger, "I want to put a baby inside you. I want to see you swelling with my child. That’s what you want, isn’t it?"



April looked at him, her eyes filled with longing. "I want that too, James," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "But mostly I want to feel you inside me. I love the way you make me feel." She knew what he wanted to hear, “So much better than Matt.”



James looked at her, his eyes filled with a fierce triumph. He moved, his hips thrusting against hers. April matched his rhythm, her body moving in sync with his. She could feel the pleasure building, her body tingling with anticipation.



As the days turned into weeks, April sneaked over to James's house several times a week. Each time was more exhilarating than the last, each encounter more passionate, more desperate. She lived for those moments, for the feeling of James inside her.



On the rare occasions that Matt would have sex with her, she would barely respond, letting him get off in his feeble way. She would think, “His father will give me a proper fucking tomorrow.” She actually orgasmed with her husband occasionally, not from his actions, but from the thought that his father was fucking her.



***



One afternoon, as April and James lay entwined in each other's arms, James looked at her, his eyes filled with a mix of desire and admiration. "It’s funny - I guess I’m getting my money’s worth.”



“What do you mean,” April asked, her glowing reverie interrupted by his comment.



“The money that I give Matt each month. You’re the best thing I get from it.”



“You give Matt money?” April was surprised.



James chuckled, “Sure. You two can’t live on what he makes. I cut him a few thousand each month. It’s finally paying off.”



April lay there, thinking how this reinforced her distaste for Matt and made his father even more powerful. As she thought about the implications of James’ comments, he thought of her as paid for. At first, she was shocked by it, but then felt a thrill at the idea.



She turned to James, looking into his eyes as she said, “I enjoy being your paid whore then. I want you to get your money’s worth.”



James’ eyebrows raised in surprise, “I didn’t say that.”



“Yes, you did,” April said firmly. “And you’re right. I
 want
  to be your whore; and I guess you’ve paid for all holes.”



As James looked at her, his expression changed from surprise to hunger.



April said, “Take my ass.” She quickly added, “But be careful, don’t tear me up with that horse cock. Be gentle and use lube.”



“Are you sure?” James said, reaching for the lube on the table.



“I’m certain,” April said, rolling onto her stomach, then pulling her knees under herself, presenting her ass. “Take my anal virginity. You paid for it.” She was scared but excited at this turn. She had thought about herself as a cheating wife, but now was excited to think that Matt had sold her to his father. He didn’t know it, but by taking money, he was pimping her out.



It took quite a while for James to work himself into April, but she was determined to let him have her. The initial pain gave way to pressure, then pleasure as she felt his cock inside of her.



“How is it?” April grunted as she felt his hardness deep inside of her.



“Tight. So good.” He groaned. “It’s hard to hold back.”



“Don’t,” she said, bracing herself for an assault. “Take what you paid for.” That she was a paid whore had April so excited. She could feel herself dripping wet and reached under to rub her clit. “My ass is only yours, Matt will never have it.”



Jame’s first thrusts forced her face and chest onto the bed, which made it easier for her to work her clit. She listened to James grunting and cursing as he used her for his pleasure. There was no sweet lover behind her, there was a lustful animal using his whore to get off. April came quickly and was recovering when James pulled her tight and emptied himself into her bowels.



They both rolled onto the bed next to one another when James finished, his dick going soft for the first time she could remember.



James chuckled, “Well, you won’t get a baby that way. It might take a while to get you pregnant if your ass is an option.”



April looked at him, her eyes filled with contentment. "I hope so, James," she said, her voice filled with longing. "But even if it takes a year, I'll be perfectly content. I love the way you fuck me, the way you fill me. I love being your whore, being Matt's father’s fucktoy."



James looked at her, his eyes filled with a mix of desire and triumph. He reached out, pulling her into his arms. "You're mine, April," he said, his voice filled with possession. "You
 are
  my fucktoy.
 "



***



Occasionally, Matt would leave town for work overnight, and those nights became the pinnacle of excitement for April. She would wait for James to arrive, her body tingling with anticipation. The thrill of letting her husband's father into her marital bed, of feeling him take her in the very place where she and Matt slept, was intoxicating.



One night, James arrived shortly after Matt left. He looked at April, his eyes filled with a hungry desire. He reached out, pulling her into his arms. His lips met hers, the kiss deep and passionate. April responded immediately, her body pressing against his. She could feel his erection, large and ready for her.



James asked, “Ready to make a baby?”



April said, “Ready to fuck. The baby will happen whenever. I just love being your whore.”



James grinned, “On your knees, whore.”



April moaned as she knelt in front of him. She loved the way he commanded her, loved being his whore, a fucktoy. She marveled at his huge meat, licking and kissing it lovingly, getting him hard and ready to batter her insides.



When he was close to orgasm, she pulled her mouth off, earning a disappointed groan from him. She looked up and said, “Fuck me in your son’s bed! Fuck me like he never can!”



James scared her a little with the ferocity of his fucking. He took her in every hole, calling her names as she moaned and cooed. She loved the feeling of being taken so urgently, so violently. She knew Matt would never touch her again in a way that could make her happy.



The next morning, April woke to find herself a stretched, sloppy mess, her body aching with the aftermath of their passion. She looked at James, his body strong and muscular beside her. She felt a sense of contentment, of rightness. This was what she wanted, what she needed.



And so, with a heart filled with hope and a body filled with desire, April fully committed to James, her body only for him. She let Matt use her unwilling body from time to time, so that he wouldn’t doubt that a child might be his, but she never let him fuck her around ovulation. That time was completely James’.



She knew one thing for sure—she loved the sex, loved the feeling of James inside her, loved the thrill of the forbidden. And even if she never got pregnant, even if James's virile sperm never did the trick, she would be content. She would be happy with the sex, with the pleasure, with the fucking. Because she was James's whore, Matt's father’s fucktoy. And she loved every minute.







Chapter 4: The Seed Planted





The days turned into weeks. April's life had become a whirlwind of secret rendezvous, stolen moments, and insatiable desire. She craved James's touch, his presence, his dominance. She was addicted, and she couldn't get enough. And then, one morning, she woke up to a strange sensation, a feeling she hadn't experienced before. Her period was late, and her body felt different, a subtle shift that she couldn't quite put her finger on.



She took a pregnancy test, her heart pounding in her chest as she waited for the result. When the two lines appeared, clear and unmistakable, she felt a rush of emotion. She was pregnant. She was finally pregnant. And she knew, without a doubt, that the child growing inside her was James's.



Her first thought was to tell James. She wanted him to be the first to know, to share this moment with him. April drove to his house, her heart racing with excitement and nervousness. She found him in his office, his eyes lighting up as she entered.



"April," he said, his voice filled with concern. "Is everything OK?"



April looked at him, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "James," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I'm pregnant."



James looked at her, his eyes widening in shock. Then, a slow smile spread across his face, a smile filled with joy and triumph. "April," he said, his voice filled with emotion. "That's... that's wonderful."



He stood up, pulling her into his arms. He held her tightly, his breath warm against her ear. "I'm so happy, April," he said, his voice filled with genuine joy. "You have no idea how much this means to me."





April looked up at him, her eyes filled with happiness. "I wanted you to be the first to know," she said, her voice filled with meaning. "Matt... Matt doesn't know yet."



James looked at her, his eyes filling with a dark excitement. "He doesn't?" he said, his voice a low growl.



April shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. "I wanted the baby's father to know first," she said, her voice filled with a sense of rightness.



James looked at her, his eyes filled with a mix of desire and admiration. He reached out, cupping her cheek. His thumb brushed against her lips, her breath catching at the touch. "That’s perfect, April," he said, his voice filled with awe.



He leaned down, his lips meeting hers in a deep, passionate kiss. April responded immediately, her body pressing against his. She loved to feel his body against hers. She gasped, her mind racing. She wanted him, wanted him inside her, wanted him to fuck her senseless.



James pulled away, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He looked at her, his eyes filled with a raw hunger. "We should celebrate," he said, his voice filled with excitement. "Let's have dinner, the four of us. You can announce it to everyone then."



April looked at him, her eyes filled with surprise. "You want me to tell Matt with you and Susan there?" she said, her voice uncertain.



James nodded, his eyes filled with a dark thrill. "I want to see his face when you tell him," he said, his voice filled with a sense of anticipation. “After all,” his face taking on a cruel grin, “He had nothing to do with it.”



“No, he didn’t,” April agreed. Speaking the reality made her feel so dirty, and horny.



"And Susan... Susan will be thrilled to have a grandbaby. She'll be over the moon," James continued.



"And Susan... Susan will be thrilled to have a grandbaby. She'll be over the moon."



April looked at him, her mind racing. She thought about Matt, about his reaction, about the betrayal he would feel. But she also thought about James, about the child growing inside her, about the desire she felt for him. She nodded, her mind made up. "Okay, Daddy," she said, her voice filled with determination. "Let's do it."



James looked at her, his eyes filled with a mix of desire and excitement. He reached out, pulling her into his arms. "You're perfect, April," he said, his voice filled with awe. "And you're all mine."



April looked up at him, her eyes filled with longing. "I am, James," she said, her voice filled with need. "I'm all yours. And I want to stay that way. I want you to fuck me, James. I want you to fuck me every day that I'm pregnant. I want you to fill me, to stretch me, to make me yours."



James smiled, a hungry, possessive smile. “I thought you’d want to break things off once you had a baby in you.”



April chuckled as she reached for the straps of her dress, letting it fall to the floor. “How could I? I’m your paid-for whore. You send a check to my pimp husband every month for unlimited access.” She was excited to think that Matt was unknowingly complicit with this affair.



James unbuckled his pants, pushing them down and releasing his huge erection, already hard and dripping pre-cum. “Unlimited, huh? Bend over the desk so I can take my whore’s ass.”



“Yes!” April encouraged him as she bent over his desk, eager to let James take her again. She came twice as the older man took her with forceful thrusts, working to get himself off inside her. She was thrilled at the feeling of him pulling her tight, as he bellowed while emptying his balls into her ass.



She knew her libido would increase as the pregnancy progressed and was so happy that James would be here to satisfy her.



Later that night, as April lay in bed beside Matt, she felt a mix of emotion. She felt excitement, anticipation, arousal. But she also felt shame, guilt, a sense of betrayal. She was carrying her husband's father's baby, and she loved it. She loved the feeling of James's seed growing inside her, loved the knowledge that she was carrying his child. But she also hated that she had to lie to Matt.



She looked at Matt, his face peaceful in sleep, and felt a pang of guilt. He was a good man, a kind man. He deserved better than this, better than her. If he couldn’t have babies, maybe that was their fate. But she also knew that she couldn't turn back now. She was in too deep, too entwined in her desire, her longing, her addiction. She didn’t want to fix Matt; she wanted to use him as a bridge to his father, to the man that rocked her world and put a baby inside her.



April reached down, her hand slipping between her legs. She was wet, her body ready, her desire overwhelming. She touched herself, her fingers slipping inside her, her mind filled with thoughts of James, of his cock, of his touch, of his baby inside her.



As she came, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm, she knew that this was her fate. She was pregnant with James's child, and she was thrilled. She was excited. She was aroused. And she also knew that she wouldn't change it for the world. She wanted this, wanted James, wanted his child. And she would do anything to keep it, to keep him, to keep the child growing inside her, and to be his whore.



With that thought in mind, she closed her eyes, her body sated, her mind at peace. But she knew one thing for sure—she was James's whore, Matt's father’s fucktoy. And she loved every minute.



***



Dinner at Susan and James’ house was an exciting time. April thought through all the ways to break the news, but all seemed a little corny. She figured that she’d just drop a clue and see who pickled up first. Of course James already knew about their baby.
 Their baby
 , wow. It felt so thrilling and forbidden and made her horny that this was
 their baby
 .



As they sat down to dinner, she left her wine untouched, and reached for her water glass saying, “Thank you so much for having us over Susan. This is so nice. I hope the five of us can have dinner together more often.”



She watched Susan and Matt for signs that they caught her numbers mistake. Susan immediately looked at James, then at Matt, as she casually reached for her wineglass. It was almost as if she knew, or guessed. Maybe it was a mother’s intuition?



Everyone was now looking at Matt, who said, “Four, you mean.” He was a nerd in any situation.



April smiled and patted her belly, “Five.”



Matt looked at her stupidly for a minute, then his face broke as the realization hit him. “Really?!?” he said, excitement written on his face.



James had to poke him, “Who’s the father, April?” It was meant as a joke, but April could see the pride on his face.



Susan interrupted, “James! Stop! Another Taylor baby, how sweet.”



April almost laughed, Susan was so right, but not in the way she thought. April felt bad - Susan would be crushed if she knew her husband had been cheating.



Susan said to April, “See honey? There’s always a way, sometimes it’s just patience and persistence.”



April thought to herself, ‘
 Sometimes it’s another man pumping hundreds of virile loads into your cunt.’
  She simply smiled.



The rest of the evening was consumed with baby and pregnancy talk. James was surprisingly nice to his son. Perhaps he was worried that being mean would drive his son away, and deprive himself of the unlimited sex that April offered.



Chapter 5: The Fruit Ripens





The months passed by in a blur of hormones, secrets, and insatiable desire. April's body changed rapidly, her belly swelling with life growing inside her. Matt, always the dutiful husband, attended every doctor's appointment, held her hand through every scan, and rubbed her feet every evening. But as April's body transformed, so did her sexual appetite. She was insatiable, her libido raging like an inferno, while Matt's interest in sex waned.



"I just don't want to hurt the baby," Matt would say, his eyes filled with concern as April tried to initiate sex. She would smile and nod, understanding his reluctance but feeling a gnawing frustration. She needed release, needed to feel a man inside her, needed to feel James inside her.



So, she took every chance she could to drive to James's house, her body aching with need. James, ever the eager participant, was more than happy to satisfy her cravings. He seemed excited by her transformation; her increased appetite for sex, her desperation for his cock.





"Look at you," James would growl, his eyes taking in her swollen body, her heavy breasts, her round belly. "You're a living, breathing set of holes to be filled."



“You paid for them, goddammit! Use them already!” she would beg in frustration. He would take her there, in his office, in his bedroom, in his pool house, anywhere they could find a moment's privacy. He would fill her, pound her, make her scream with pleasure, with release, with satisfaction. His brutal use of her body was so different from Matt’s concern for the baby, and April loved it.



As the baby grew, April felt a perverse excitement in sharing its movements with Matt. She would take his hand, press it against her belly, feel the life inside her kick and move. "That's your brother," she would think to herself, a thrill coursing through her as Matt's face lit up with joy and amazement. "That's your father's child growing inside me."



The deception was thrilling, the taboo nature of her pregnancy a constant source of arousal. She was carrying her husband's brother, a child fucked into her by his own father. The thought was intoxicating, the reality even more so. She felt like a goddess, a vessel of life and lust, a living, breathing testament to her adulterous couplings with James.



James, too, was enthralled by her pregnancy. He would talk to her belly, his hands gently caressing the life growing inside her. "That's my boy," he would say, his voice filled with pride and possessiveness. "That's my son in there."



And April would glow with happiness, with satisfaction, with love. She loved this child, this life growing inside her. She loved James, loved the feeling of him inside her, loved the knowledge that he had given her this precious gift.



As her pregnancy progressed, April grew more and more excited by the thought of the baby's birth. She couldn't wait to meet her son, to hold him in her arms, to nurse him at her breast. She couldn't wait to see the look on Matt's face when he held his brother for the first time, the look on James's face when he held his son.



But with the excitement came a twinge of sadness, a pang of guilt. Susan, ever the doting mother-in-law, was over the moon with excitement. She was constantly at April's side, fussing over her, making sure she was eating right, getting enough rest, taking her vitamins. She was already in love with her grandson, already planning his future, his life, his place in the family. And she was completely unaware of the truth, completely oblivious to the deception.



"I can't wait to meet him," Susan would say, her eyes shining with excitement and love. "I can't wait to hold him in my arms."



And April would smile, her heart aching with guilt. She wished she could tell Susan the truth, wished she could share the reality of her pregnancy with the woman who had been so good to her. But she knew she couldn't, knew that the truth would destroy her family, her marriage, her life.



So, she kept her secret, her guilt, her shame hidden deep inside. She pushed it down, ignored it, focused instead on the excitement, the arousal, the thrill of her taboo pregnancy. And she counted down the days until her son's birth, her body aching with anticipation, her heart filled with a mix of joy and sorrow.



As the last days of her pregnancy approached, April grew more and more introspective. She thought about her life, her choices, her future. She thought about Matt, about his kindness, his trust. She thought about James, about his strength, his dominance, his possessiveness. And she thought about the baby, about the life growing inside her, about the child that would soon be in her arms.



As she slept, she dreamt of her son, of his birth, of his life. She dreamt of Matt, of his reaction, of his love. She dreamt of James, of his pride, of his possessiveness. And she dreamt of Susan, of her joy, of her love, of her acceptance. In her dreams, everything was perfect, everything was right, everything was as it should be. And she couldn't wait to make her dreams a reality.





Chapter 6: Revelations





April lay in the hospital bed, her arms wrapped around the tiny, warm bundle that was her son. She gazed at his face, tracing the familiar features with her eyes. The shape of his nose, the curve of his eyebrows, the set of his eyes—they were all echoes of Matt and James. It was uncanny, the resemblance, and it filled her with a mix of joy and apprehension.



Matt had been true to form, returning to work the very next morning after the delivery. He had promised to visit after work, but April had her doubts. Visiting hours would be over soon, and she knew how easily Matt could get caught up in his projects. She sighed, looking down at her son. At least she would be home in a day or two.



The sound of the door swinging open caught her attention. She looked up, expecting to see Matt, but Susan walked in, carrying a bouquet of flowers. She placed them on the side table and immediately reached for the baby.



"May I hold him?" Susan asked, her eyes filled with a soft warmth.



April handed little Jimmy over, feeling a twinge of guilt. She had been sleeping with this woman's husband for the past year, carrying his child, and giving birth to his son. Yet, Susan had never given any indication that she knew. April felt a pang of remorse, but no nervousness. James was always insatiable; she doubted their affair had any impact on Susan's life.



Susan sat down gently, rocking the little boy and gazing at his face. After a moment, she spoke softly, "Well, he certainly has his father's features." She looked up at April, her eyes filled with a knowing smile. "Thank you for naming him after his father. We wondered whether it would be that or Matt."



April felt as if she had been punched in the gut. She stared at Susan, her mind racing, trying to process the words. Had she misheard? Was it the lack of sleep and hormonal changes clouding her comprehension?



Susan looked up at her, reading her expression clearly. "Yes, dear," she said gently. "I know. It's okay." The older woman smiled sweetly, her voice calm and reassuring. "I don’t play cards every night of the week, and I certainly don’t go shopping that much. My closets would be stuffed!" she chuckled.



April's breath caught in her throat. Susan continued, her voice filled with a mix of amusement and admiration. "I usually sat in the guest room, listening to you two go at it. I was worried that you’d break our bed sometimes."





She looked at April, her eyes filled with a strange mix of respect and curiosity. "From girl to girl, I don’t know how you do it. One round with his big penis is too much for me, but you take his pounding and beg for more! And in the ass! I’d never dare do that, he’d rip me open. You are some kind of woman, dear."



Susan patted the baby gently, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Good thing our kitties snap back, or Matt would know that someone else is plowing your fields and planting seeds, huh?"



“I guess it’s a good thing that I raised a Momma’s boy, otherwise James wouldn’t have you to give him more children.”



April was numb, her mind racing with thoughts and questions. Susan knew! She knew, and she allowed it to continue—heck, she seemed to enjoy that it was happening, with her husband, in her own house. The revelation was staggering, and April struggled to find the words to respond.



Before she could gather her thoughts, the door opened again, and James walked in. Susan rose with the baby, stepping towards her husband. "Say hi to your little boy, honey. See what you made?"



James took the tiny bundle, a wide smile spreading across his face. He gave the baby a kiss, his eyes beaming with happiness. He looked at the two of them and said, "So we talked, did we?"



He turned to April, his voice filled with pride and affection. "We make pretty babies, don’t we?" He chuckled, "All that fun, and we get a baby at the end to boot!"



James handed the baby back to April and said, "I saw Matt pulling into the lot. We’ll all chat later, okay?" He gave the baby a last kiss on the forehead and said, "We’ll leave you and Matt to have some alone time with little Jimmy, so you can all bond."



As James and Susan left the room, April's mind was a whirlwind of emotions. She looked down at her son, his tiny features so clear and familiar. She couldn't believe the turn of events, the revelations that had just unfolded. Susan knew, and she was okay with it. James seemed thrilled, proud even, of their creation.



And now, Matt was on his way. April took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves. She didn’t know how she would face Matt, how she would look him in the eye. Despite the physical ordeal she had just been through, she became aroused at the knowledge that Matt would treat little Jimmy like his own, unaware that his own father had claimed April’s womb for his own, stomping on their marriage by impregnating his own daughter-in-law.



As she waited for Matt, she held little Jimmy close, her heart filled with a mix of love, guilt, and uncertainty. She wondered what the future held. She had hoped that the affair with James would continue, but didn’t know the roadmap now that Susan was part of the deception.



Chapter 7: Breeder



April limited her contact with Susan and James because of her guilt. What do you say to a woman who’s husband you’ve been sleeping with? Moreover, it was her own husband’s mom!



For almost two months, she only saw Susan and James when they’d visit for an hour on the weekends, and Matt was there. She was relieved that Susan didn’t tell Matt that the boy wasn’t his. Of course, it would be even more embarrassing that his own father had knocked up his wife! The whole situation was a mess, and it was her fault.



Her libido was still in high gear, and she burned out several sex toys trying to scratch that itch. She realized there was no replacement for James’ meaty cock - she burned to feel him inside of her again, letting him use her over and over.



***



Finally, April accepted an invitation from Susan to join her and James for lunch one day. They had picked a workday, so Matt wouldn’t be joining them. April was fearful of the confrontation, but more fearful that her connection with James would be ruined. She couldn’t imagine living without that great sex.



The trip to Matt’s parents’ house was much more complicated, with all the baby gear and car seats and locking and checking. As she pulled out of the driveway, she thought about the last trip she made there. She was wearing a sundress with nothing under it, so that she could get James’ cock inside her as soon as possible. She was basically a human sex toy for the last few months of her pregnancy. It was glorious.



When April got to the house, Susan met her at the door and took little Jimmy while April brought in his bag of baby stuff.



As Susan held Jimmy, James entered the room. He was wearing the bathrobe that April knew so well from her visits to his bed. He kissed the baby’s head, then took April’s hand and said, “Let’s go, beautiful.”



April looked at Susan, who was smiling and said, “Go on. You’re just about ready to get pregnant again. I’m not sure when you’ll ovulate, but James is gonna make sure you’re ready.”



April was stunned by her words, and Susan reacted. “Don’t look like that, honey. I know you love James’ horse dick, and I’m happy he has someplace to put it. You’re gonna give him the five or six kids he’s always wanted.”



James chuckled, “And Matt’s going to raise his own brothers and sisters. Susan will get to play with them, and he'll have the responsibility.” He kissed her neck, giving her a thrill, as he added, “And you and I get all the fun.”



Susan kissed Jimmy’s head as he fussed, then looked up and said, “And Matt’s never gonna know.” Her warm smile turned a little cold as she added, “As long as you’re a good little breeder.”



As almost an afterthought, she said, “You’ve still gotta have sex with him, though, so he thinks the kids are his.”



Susan touched little Jimmy’s head, “Look at it this way, darling. You and James can get it on anytime you like, even when Matt’s at home.” She looked at April and said, “I bet you like the idea of James mounting you while Matt waits at home, don’t you?”



April reflected to the first conversation she had with Susan about wanting a baby and felt a bolt of lightning hit her brain. “You set this all up, didn’t you? From the beginning, from the beach house!”



As April watched Susan’s smile, she felt James tug at her hand. He was beaming as he said, “Let’s go try for Irish twins, my little breeding beauty.”
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Intimate Guardian: A Mother’s Forbidden Role




Annie’s commitment to chastity had become a big problem in her love life. Heartbreak after heartbreak follows as boyfriends, unable to wait, leave her. Desperate to see her daughter find happiness, her mother, Helen, takes drastic and taboo action.



Annie's latest boyfriend, Greg—a handsome athlete preparing to take over his father’s business, is about to become the latest victim of frustration. When Helen offers herself as a secret surrogate to satisfy Greg's sexual needs, a dangerous game of illicit acts ensues. Helen pushes the limits of just satisfying his needs into the realm of becoming “the other woman,” engaging in every carnal pleasure with a man half her age.



But nothing stays hidden forever. The inevitable discovery shatters Annie’s world, leading to a breakup with Greg and an estrangement from Helen.



Unexpectedly, Annie informs her mother that she is offering the same shocking proposition to her new boyfriend. Will Helen, eager to mend the bonds with her daughter, agree to provide service to the new man? And what dark intent drove Annie to offer Helen’s body as sexual surrogate? A tale of maternal love, sexual obsession, and multiple betrayals awaits.
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent




Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.



Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.



 Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. This new Rose attracted not just Tim, but Doug's entire circle of friends. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.



But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.



Will she choose the security of her marriage, the thrill of her younger lovers, or a path of complete submission to lust? Find out in this story of a woman's transformation inside and out.
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Gina’s Grand Daddy Issues: Polishing Their Silver Knobs






Gina, a gorgeous young wife, had agreed to try her husband’s fantasy of bedding other men. The only problem was finding someone outside of the neighborhood or workplace, bounds that they had agreed upon.



Until Gina met her husband’s boss, Kevin. He was a silver-haired dream who had fantasies of his own. After Gina was filled, and their fantasies fulfilled, there was no going back.



When Kevin suggested loaning her to his colleagues, Gina couldn’t say no, could she?



A mild-to-wild story of a hot young housewife, her cuckold husband, with extreme age differences and role play.
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