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CHAPTER 1




Yo, let me take you back to that hot-ass summer day when I, Tyrone Jackson, pulled my work van up to this big-ass house in the suburbs. I'm a plumber by trade, been fixing pipes and unclogging shit for years in the hood and beyond. Got my own little business now, "Tyrone's Pipe Dreams," 'cause I layin' pipe is what I do best—both in the walls and in the bedroom, feel me? That day, I got a call from this dude named Harry Parkinson. White boy, sounded all proper on the phone, sayin' his shower and kitchen sink was leakin' like a muhfucka.

"Come quick, man," he said, all desperate. I chuckled to myself 'cause little did he know, I was 'bout to fix more than his plumbing.

I rolled up in my van, toolbox in hand, wearin' my usual—tight white tank showin' off these ripped arms and chest from years of hard work gave me, baggy jeans hangin' low enough to show the V-line, and my Timbs. I'm 6'4", dark chocolate skin, dreads tied back, gold chain swingin'. Bitches in the hood call me Big Ty for a reason, and it ain't just my height. Harry answered the door, this skinny-ass white dude in a button-up, lookin' stressed.

"Thanks for comin' so fast, Tyrone," he said, shakin' my hand all weak-like.

I nodded, deep voice boomin', "No problem, bruh. Where the leaks at?"

He showed me the kitchen first—sink drippin' steady, water poolin' under the cabinet. Then upstairs to the master bath, shower head sprayin' wild. But as we walked through the house, that's when I saw her. Cindy Parkinson. Harry's wife. Six months pregnant, belly round and poppin' under this thin-ass sundress that hugged every curve. Caramel skin glowin' like honey in the sunlight, long black hair cascadin' down her back, thick thighs, fat ass that jiggled with every step, and them titties—swollen from the pregnancy, strainin' against the fabric, nipples pokin' through like they was beggin' for attention. She was fine as fuck, even with that belly. Hell, especially with it. Made her look extra fertile, extra fuckable.

"Hey, baby," she said to Harry, kissin' him on the cheek, but her eyes locked on me the whole time. Dark brown eyes, full lips painted red, smilin' all seductive. "This the plumber?"

"Yeah, Tyrone," Harry said, not even noticin' how she was eye-fuckin' me. "He's gonna fix the pipes."

I grinned, showin' gold slugs. "I'll handle it, Mrs. Parkinson. Won't be no leaks when I'm done."

She licked her lips slow. "Call me Cindy, handsome. And take your time... I like things done thorough."

Harry's dumb ass just nodded and said he had to run to work—some emergency meetin' or whatever. "I'll be back late," he told her, kissin' her quick. "Love you."

"Love you too," she said, but as soon as the door closed, that sweet wife shit dropped.

She turned to me, hand on her round belly, rubbin' it slow. "So, Tyrone... you good with your hands?"

I chuckled, settin' my toolbox down in the kitchen. "Best in the game, ma. Pipes, leaks, clogs—you name it, I clear it out deep."

She bit her lip, steppin' closer. The scent of her perfume mixed with that pregnant glow had my dick twitchin' already. "My husband's been neglectin' things around here for months. Ever since this belly started showin'. He won't touch me. Says he's scared he'll hurt the baby or some bullshit. But I'm so fuckin' horny, Tyrone. Hornier than I've ever been. This pussy been throbbin', leakin' just like these pipes."

Damn. Straight to it. I looked her up and down, that sundress ridin' up her thighs as she shifted. "That right? Poor thing. Pregnant and pent-up. That's a crime."

She stepped even closer, her belly brushin' against me, them swollen titties heavin'. "You think you can fix that too? Fix this achin', neglected pussy?"

My dick was brick hard now, pressin' against my jeans. I ain't one to turn down free pussy, especially not this fine-ass caramel goddess beggin' for it. "Shit, Cindy. You playin' with fire. But yeah... Big Ty got the tool for that job."

She grabbed my hand, placin' it on her belly. Felt the baby kick a little—her best friend's kid, she whispered later, 'cause Harry couldn't knock her up proper, so they used some donor sperm or some shit. Didn't matter to me. That round tummy just made her sexier. "Feel that? That's life in there. But this pussy... this pussy needs dick. Bad."

I growled low, slidin' my hand down from her belly to between her thighs. No panties. Already soakin' wet, juices drippin' down her legs. "Fuck, you ain't lyin'. This shit flooded."

She moaned, grindin' on my fingers as I slipped two inside her tight, pregnant cunt. Hot, velvety walls clenchin' around me already. "Yesss, Tyrone. Finger that shit. Been dreamin' 'bout a real man touchin' me."

I pumped my fingers slow at first, curlin' 'em to hit that spot, thumb rubbin' her swollen clit. Pregnancy made her extra sensitive—she was buckin' already, juices squirtin' out. "Damn, ma. You grippin' like a vice. Harry ain't been hittin' this right?"

"Fuck no," she panted, titties bouncin' as she rode my hand. "He scared of this belly. Won't even eat the pussy no more. But I need it eaten, sucked, fucked raw. I need nut floodin' this womb."

I pulled my fingers out, suckin' 'em clean. Tasted like sweet honey. "On your knees then, nasty lil' pregnant slut. Show me how bad you want this dick."

Her eyes lit up, droppin' to her knees right there in the kitchen, belly protrudin' out as she fumbled with my belt. Pulled my jeans down, and my monster sprung free—11 inches of thick, veiny black dick, head throbbin', balls heavy with nut.

"Oh my fuckin' God," she gasped, eyes wide. "It's huge. Bigger than anything Harry's pathetic ass ever gave me."

"Stroke it, Cindy. Worship this big black pipe."

She did, both hands wrappin' around the base, barely fittin'. Jerked it slow, tongue flickin' the tip, tastin' my precum. "Mmm, so salty. I want this down my throat."

"Suck it then, greedy bitch."

She opened wide, full lips stretchin' around my head, suckin' sloppy from the jump. Gaggin' as she forced half down her throat, drool drippin' down her chin onto her belly and titties. I grabbed her hair, fuckin' her face gentle at first 'cause of the baby, but she begged for rough. "Choke me with it, daddy. Fuck my pregnant throat."

I did, thrustin' deep, balls slappin' her chin as she gurgled and moaned. Tears streamin', mascara runnin', but she loved it. Sucked like her life depended on it, hollowin' cheeks, tongue swirlin'. "Good girl. Suck that dick like the horny knocked-up whore you are."

After ten minutes of that heaven, I pulled out, dick shiny with spit. "Bend over the counter. Lemme taste that pregnant pussy."

She hopped up eager, sundress hiked up, ass out, pussy lips puffy and glistenin'. I dropped to my knees, spread them cheeks, and dove in. Licked from clit to asshole, suckin' up her juices. She tasted like pure sin—sweet, musky, creamy from the pregnancy hormones.

"Oh fuuuuck, Tyrone! Eat that shit! Nobody's eaten this pussy in months!"

I slurped loud, tongue fuckin' her hole, suckin' that fat clit till it throbbed. Fingers in her ass for extra nasty, makin' her scream. "Yes, daddy! Tongue-fuck this pregnant cunt! Make me squirt on your face!"

She did—gushin' all over my beard, legs shakin', belly tightenin' as she came hard. I drank every drop, then stood up, linin' my dick at her entrance.

"You ready for this poundin', Cindy? Ready for Big Ty to stretch that neglected pussy?"

"Fuck me, Tyrone! Breed this pregnant slut! I want that nut deep!"

I slammed in—one thrust, balls deep. She screamed, pussy clenchin' like it was tryna milk me already. So tight, so wet, walls flutterin' around my thickness.

"Shiiit, this pussy prime! Grippin' better than any hood bitch."

I pounded her relentless, hands on that round belly, feelin' the baby move as I dicked her down. Ass ripplin' with every thrust, titties bouncin' wild.

"Take this dick, you horny-ass wife! Harry can't handle this, but I got you!"

"Yes! Fuck me harder than he ever could! This pussy yours now!"

We went at it for hours—kitchen counter, then the livin' room couch, her ridin' me reverse cowgirl, belly bouncin' as she slammed down. I sucked them milky titties, bitin' nipples till she squirted milk. Then doggy in the bedroom, her face in the pillows where Harry sleeps, me hittin' it from the back, nuts slappin' that ass.

"Tell me how much you love this black dick, Cindy."

"I love it! I fuckin' love your big black dick, Tyrone! Better than my husband's little pink one! Cum in me! Flood this pregnant pussy!"

I flipped her missionary, legs over the bed, belly up, poundin' deep as she clawed my back. Kissed her nasty, tongues battlin' as I felt my nut buildin'.

"Here it comes, ma. Gonna nut deep just like you want!"

"Yes! Cum in me! Fill this womb with your superior seed!"

I roared, buryin' to the hilt, pumpin' rope after thick rope into her. Felt her pussy spasm, milkin' every drop as she came with me, screamin', "I love you dick, Tyrone! I love how you nuttin' in me!"

We collapsed, my dick still twitchin' inside her, cum leakin' out around it. She kissed me deep, rubbin' her belly. "That was everything I needed. Harry's gonna come home to fixed pipes... and a wife full of plumber nut."

I grinned, pullin' out slow, watchin' my seed drip. "Call me anytime them leaks come back, Cindy. Big Ty always ready to lay pipe."

And that's how I fixed more than the plumbing that day. Pregnant pussy hittin' different, and Cindy? She been callin' ever since. Harry still clueless, payin' me to "fix" shit while I fix his wife proper.


CHAPTER 2




Cindy’s POV–Two weeks later:

These last fourteen days been pure torture, baby. Every single night I’m lyin’ next to Harry’s snoring ass and all I can think about is Tyrone’s thick, veiny dick splittin’ me open, the way he flooded my pregnant pussy with that hot nut, the way my belly bounced while he beat it up like he was tryna put twins in me. My clit been throbbin’ non-stop. I done rubbed myself raw thinkin’ about him. Harry still scared to touch me—“Don’t wanna hurt the baby,” he says. Boy, bye. The only thing hurtin’ is this horny-ass pussy and this greedy lil’ asshole that been beggin’ for attention.

So this mornin’ I woke up on a mission. Showered, shaved everything silky smooth, lotioned this belly till it glowed like caramel candy, then slid a shiny black butt plug up my ass the second Harry’s car pulled out the driveway. Medium size, just enough stretch to remind me what’s comin’. I put on a thin white crop top that don’t even try to cover this six-month belly and a half belly, no bra, nipples pokin’ like diamonds, and the tiniest red thong that disappeared between these fat pregnant cheeks. I rubbed cocoa butter all over my stomach, makin’ it shine, waitin’ for my plumber to come lay that serious pipe.

Fifteen minutes after Harry’s taillights disappeared, I heard that familiar rumble. Tyrone’s van rolled up slow, tinted windows, bass thumpin’. My pussy clenched around nothin’ and the plug shifted, makin’ me moan out loud. I opened the front door before he even knocked, belly poked out proud, thighs already slick.

“Damn, girl,” Tyrone growled the second he saw me, toolbox in one hand, duffel in the other. His eyes dragged from my hard nipples down to that shiny round stomach, then to the red string peekin’ between my cheeks. “You tryna kill a nigga walkin’ in here lookin’ like a whole snack—nah, a whole goddamn buffet.”

I bit my lip, grabbed his free hand and pressed it flat against my oiled-up belly. “I been sick without this dick, daddy. Harry just left. We got the whole day. But first… I need these strong hands rubbin’ my stomach. It’s been achin’ for you.”

He kicked the door shut behind him, dropped the bags, and scooped me up like I weighed nothin’, even with this belly. Carried me to the livin’ room, laid me on the plush sectional, and grabbed the baby oil off the coffee table like he knew I left there on purpose.

“Spread them legs, mama. Let me love on this beautiful belly.”

I opened wide, knees up, feet planted, pussy lips already puffy and wet, thong soaked. Tyrone poured a thick stream of warm oil right over my navel. It ran in rivers down the curve of my stomach, poolin’ in my belly button, drippin’ down to my clit. He rubbed slow, big strong hands glidin’ over every inch, massagin’ deep circles, talkin’ to my stomach like it was his.

“Look at this perfect round belly… carryin’ life and still beggin’ for dick. You so fuckin’ sexy pregnant, Cindy. This belly gon’ be even rounder when I’m done with you.”

He leaned down and started kissin’ it, soft at first, lips brushin’ every stretch mark like they was gold. Then open-mouth kisses, tongue tracin’ the oil with his tongue, suckin’ gentle on the skin. My back arched, pussy throbbin’ so hard the plug shifted again.

“Tyrone… please…”

“Please what, baby mama?”

“Kiss lower… please…”

He chuckled dark and low, dragged that wicked tongue down the slope of my belly, skippin’ my clit on purpose, kissin’ and bitin’ my inner thighs till I was shakin’. I grabbed his dreads, tryna push his face into my pussy, but he pinned my wrists.

“Beg nicer.”

“Daddy, please eat this pregnant pussy. It’s been two weeks. I’m drippin’ for you. Taste how sweet this knocked-up pussy is.”

That did it. He ripped the thong clean off, spread me wide, and buried his face. Tongue flat and wide, lickin’ from the plug in my ass all the way up to my clit in one nasty stroke. I screamed. He groaned like my pussy was the best meal he ever had.

“Fuck, you taste like brown sugar, girl.”

He attacked my clit, suckin’ it between his lips, flickin’ it fast, then slow, then nibblin’ gentle with teeth. Two thick fingers slid into my pussy, curlin’ up, strokin’ that spot that made my belly tighten. At the same time his other hand gripped the jewel on the plug and started twistin’ it slow, fuckin’ my ass with the toy while he tongue-fucked my pussy.

“Oh God—oh God—Tyrone, I’m gonna—”

He pulled the plug halfway out and shoved it back in, sucked my clit hard, and I exploded. Pregnant pussy gushin’ like a fountain, squirtin’ all over his beard, down his chin, soakin’ the couch. He didn’t stop, just growled and drank it all, tongue lappin’ every drop while I convulsed, belly bouncin’, legs shakin’ like I was possessed.

When I finally came down, he rose up, face shiny with my cum, strokin’ that monster dick slow. Eleven inches, thick, veins angry, head purple and leakin’. He dragged that fat cockhead up and down my slit, paintin’ my juices all over it, tappin’ my swollen clit till I squirted again just from the weight of it.

“You want this big black dick in that pregnant pussy, Cindy?”

“Yes, daddy! Please! Stretch me!”

He spit a thick glob right on his shaft, rubbed it in, then pressed that head against my hole. Inched in slow, lettin’ me feel every ridge. My eyes rolled back instantly, mouth open in a silent scream as he split me open again.

“Fuck… so tight even after I wrecked it last time. This pussy still greedy as ever.”

He kept pushin’, spittin’ again, rubbin’ my clit in circles while he sank deeper. When he bottomed out, balls pressed against the plug still in my ass, he leaned over me, kissed my neck, and started whisperin’ pure filth in my ear.

“Feel that, mama? That’s daddy dick all up in your womb. Gonna fuck another baby into you while you already got one cookin’. You gon’ walk around this big house with my seed swimmin’ next to your best friend’s. Everybody gon’ think it’s Harry’s, but we gon’ know the truth.”

I creamed instantly, pussy flutterin’ around him like crazy. He started strokin’, long and deep, hands rubbin’ my oiled belly the whole time, talkin’ nasty.

“Look at this belly bouncin’ while I dick you down… so fuckin’ beautiful… gon’ keep you pregnant back to back, Cindy. You my lil’ breedin’ slut now.”

I lost count how many times I came. He flipped me careful on my side, spoonin’ me from behind, one hand under my belly liftin’ it, the other rubbin’ my clit while he pounded. Every thrust pushed the plug deeper in my ass. I was cryin’, beggin’, speakin’ in tongues.

Then he pulled out slow, dick shiny with cream, and tapped the plug. “You ready for what you really called me here for?”

I nodded frantic. “Please fuck my pregnant ass, Tyrone. I been plugged all mornin’ thinkin’ about it.”

He eased the plug out slow, my hole gapin’, winkin’ at him. He groaned, spread my cheeks, and dove face-first into my ass. Tongue fuckin’ my asshole deep, lickin’ around the rim, suckin’ like he was tryna pull my soul out. I screamed into the pillow, pussy gushin’ empty, squirtin’ on the couch again just from gettin’ my ass eaten.

Three thick fingers replaced his tongue, stretchin’ me wide, scissorin’, gettin’ me ready. Then he knelt between my legs, lifted my top leg high, and pressed that slick dickhead against my puckered hole.

“Look at me, Cindy.”

I turned my head, eyes locked on his as he pushed in. Slow. Relentless. The stretch burned so good I saw stars. My pregnant belly rested on the couch, oiled and shiny, while this beautiful black god took my ass in missionary.

“That’s it… take every inch in that tight pregnant ass. You so nasty, girl. Harry ever been in here?”

“Never,” I whimpered. “You the first. You own this ass now.”

He growled, sank balls deep, and we both moaned loud. He started strokin’, slow at first, lettin’ me adjust, then faster, deeper, one hand rubbin’ my belly, the other my clit.

“Feel that, mama? Daddy dick in your ass while you carryin’. I’m claimin’ every hole. Pussy, ass, throat—all mine.”

I came again, ass clenchin’ so hard he cursed, had to slow down so he wouldn’t nut too quick. But I wanted it. Wanted to feel him explode in my guts.

“Breed my ass, Tyrone! Fill it up!”

He lost it. Started poundin’, bed creakin’, belly jigglin’, oil flyin’ everywhere. His balls slapped my ass with every thrust. He leaned down, kissed me deep, tongue fuckin’ my mouth the same rhythm he was fuckin’ my ass.

“Cum for me one more time, pregnant princess.”

He rubbed my clit fast and I detonated, whole body seizin’, pussy and ass spasmin’ together. He roared, shoved deep, and I felt it, hot thick ropes paintin’ my ass, floodin’ me so deep I swear I felt it in my stomach. He stayed buried, twitchin’, pumpin’ the last drops, then slowly pulled out, watchin’ his nut leak from my gape.

But he wasn’t done. Flipped me gentle to my back, slid right back into my pussy like it was home, and slow-stroked while we kissed lazy and deep. Cum from my ass and pussy mixin’, makin’ the nastiest sounds. He rubbed my belly again, soft now, reverent.

“You so beautiful like this, Cindy. Round and full of my nut. I ain’t just fuckin’ you, baby. I’m fallin’ for you. This belly, this heart, all of it.”

I teared up, hormones and dick-drunk emotions hittin’ at once. Wrapped my arms around his neck, kissed him slow.

“I’m already yours, Tyrone. Harry got the ring, but you got the baby, the body, and the soul.”

He smiled, kissed every inch of my stomach, then laid his head on it, listenin’ to the baby kick while his dick still twitched inside me.

“We gon’ keep this belly growing, mama. Every time Harry leave for work, I’m comin’ through to love you proper.”

And just like that, I knew I was addicted. Pregnant, plugged, and permanently dicked-down by the only man who knew how to handle all this.

Harry gon’ come home to spotless pipes again… and a wife glowing, leaking, and secretly carrying more than just his best friend’s baby.


CHAPTER 3




Cindy’s POV–Seven months pregnant, three weeks after Tyrone turned my ass into his personal cum dump:

I’m standing in the master bathroom at 9:17 a.m. on a Saturday, belly so big now it touches the sink before my thighs do. Milk is leaking in slow, fat drops from both nipples, running down the curve of my stomach like warm icing. I got the shower runnin’ steamy, phone propped on the counter, red light blinkin’. I’m recording.

I spread my legs, show the camera the thick black plug buried between these pregnant cheeks, jewel sparkling. Then I squeeze my left titty hard. Milk shoots out in three perfect streams, splatterin’ the mirror.

Message typed under the video: “Harry’s gone till tonight. This belly too heavy, these titties too full, this pussy too empty. I need MORE than one dick today, daddy. Bring the crew. I want my stomach rubbed by six Black hands and my holes clogged by three big dicks. Come breed your pregnant slut.”

Send. I hit my knees right there on the bathmat, plug shiftin’ deep, and start rubbin’ my clit slow while the video uploads. Two minutes later, my phone buzzes.

Tyrone: “On the way, mama. Packin’ two extra loaded tools. Be naked at the door in twenty.”

I damn near came just readin’ it.

Twenty-one minutes later, I’m at the front door, silk robe hangin’ open, belly poked out proud, nipples drippin’ steady, thighs already shiny. I hear the company van before I see it. Tyrone parks two houses down so Miss Karen across the street don’t call the HOA. Doors slide open and three fine-ass chocolate giants step out: Tyrone in front, dreads loose today, wife-beater stretched over muscle, gray sweats doin’ nothing to hide that monster print. Behind him Dre, tall and lean, waves in his hair, gold chain swingin’, curved dick already pokin’. Then Marco, stocky and thick, beard full, arms like tree trunks, smirkin’ like he already know exactly what’s waitin’.

Tyrone hits record on his phone too. “Walk to us, mama. Let the block see what a greedy pregnant queen look like.”

I step outside barefoot, robe flappin’ in the breeze, belly bouncin’, milk trailin’ down my skin. Cars slowin’ on the street. I don’t give a single fuck. I walk right up to the van, titties swingin’, ass jigglin’ with that plug. Tyrone grabs my throat gentle, kisses me nasty, tongue down my throat while Dre and Marco groan behind him.

“Goddamn, Ty, you wasn’t lyin’. She bad as fuck knocked up,” Dre says, voice deep.

Marco already palmin’ his dick. “Milk them titties leakin’ like that? I’m thirsty.”

Tyrone opens the side door, pushes me in first. I climb in on all fours, belly hangin’ low, robe fallin’ off completely. Before the door even shuts, Tyrone got his dick out, feedin’ it to me from the front while Dre and Marco climb in behind me. Dre slaps my ass hard, watches it ripple.

“Still got that plug in, huh? Nasty lil’ pregnant slut.”

I moan around Tyrone’s dick as Marco twists the jewel, fuckin’ my ass slow with the toy while Dre spits on my pussy and slides three fingers in easy.

Five minutes of driveway throat fuckin’ and finger bangin’ and I’m squirtin’ on the van floor, milk sprayin’ out my nipples every time Tyrone hits the back of my throat. Neighbors definitely watchin’ through blinds now. Good.

Tyrone pulls out, slaps my cheek with wet dick. “Let’s take this inside before we get arrested. I want room to breed you proper.”

They carry me out the van like a robe left on the driveway and march me naked through my own front door. As soon as it slams shut, clothes start flyin’. Three grown-ass men strippin’ down to nothin’ but gold chains and hard dicks pointin’ at my belly like compass needles.

Tyrone lays a thick blanket on the livin’-room floor, sets bottles of cocoa butter and baby oil in a circle like it’s a damn ritual. They sit me in the center, legs butterfly open, belly proud and high. Six big Black hands descend at once.

Oil pours. Hands glide. Fingers dig deep into every stretch mark, rubbin’ worshippin’. Tyrone in front, Dre and Marco on each side. They talkin’ to my stomach like it can hear.

“Look at this perfect belly, bro… round and tight, carryin’ life and still beggin’ for more.”

“Skin so soft, smell like cocoa butter and horny.”

“Baby in there gon’ know exactly who daddy is after today.”

I’m floatin’, eyes half closed, milk leakin’ faster from all the touch. Then they start kissin’ it. Tyrone first, lips soft on my navel, tongue dippin’ in the little pool of oil collected there. Dre on the left, suckin’ a stretch mark like it’s candy. Marco on the right, bitin’ gentle, leavin’ little marks.

I reach down and squeeze both titties. Milk shoots out in arcs, hittin’ all three of them in the face. They lose it. Dre latches onto my left nipple like a starving man, suckin’ hard, swallowin’ loud. Marco takes the right, groanin’ as warm milk fills his mouth. Tyrone stays on the belly, but reaches up and pinches, makin’ more spray over all of us.

I’m speakin’ in tongues at this point. “Drink me… drink your pregnant bitch dry…”

They do. For ten straight minutes it’s nothin’ but wet suckin’ sounds and my moans while milk drips off their chins onto my stomach. My pussy is a waterfall.

Tyrone finally pulls off, milk on his beard, eyes wild look in his eye. “Time to feed the other holes, fellas.”

They move like they rehearsed this shit.

Tyrone lays on his back, dick straight up like a flagpole. “Sit on daddy, mama.”

I straddle him cowgirl, belly restin’ on his stomach as I sink down slow. Eleven inches disappear inside me with one long moan. Dre steps up on the couch, curved dick slappin’ my lips. I open wide, takin’ him to the throat while Marco gets behind me, spreads my cheeks, and eases that thick-ass plug out.

Cool air hits my gape, then his warm tongue. I scream around Dre’s dick as Marco eats my ass like it’s his last meal, tongue fuckin’ deep, suckin’ on the rim, spankin’ my caramel cheeks till they red.

Tyrone starts thrustin’ up into my pussy, makin’ my belly bounce hard. “Look at this shit swing, boys… pregnant and still ridin’ dick like a champ.”

Dre grabs my hair, fuckin’ my face. “Suck that curved dick, girl. I’mma hit that cervix so good you gon’ feel me in your throat.”

Marco shuffles over, lines that fat wrist-thick dick up with my ass, and pushes. I see stars. Double stuffed, belly heavin’, milk sprayin’ every time they thrust opposite. Tyrone up into my pussy, Marco down into my ass, Dre down my throat. I’m a pregnant spit-roast dream.

They keep a rhythm for what feels like forever, switchin’ holes every few minutes so nobody gets too close too fast. My livin’ room smells like cocoa butter, milk, pussy, and dick. The sounds? Wet slaps, gurgles, my muffled screams, their deep grunts, and constant nasty talk.

“Pregnant pussy grip different, bro… feel how she milkin’ me?”

“Ass still tight even after that plug… this bitch trained for this life.”

“Keep leakin’ that milk, mama… paint us white while we paint you brown.”

I lose track of orgasms. I’m squirtin’ so much the blanket is soaked. Milk is everywhere, on the couch, on their chests, in their beards. At one point they pull out, lay me on my back, and all three jerk over my belly, watchin’ it glisten while I finger myself and beg.

“Please… put it back in… breed me… I need all the nut…”

They flip me into every position known to man and some they invented.

Side-lying DP: Dre in my pussy, Marco in my ass, Tyrone kneelin’ by my head lettin’ me suck milk off his fingers while they rock me slow and rub my belly in sync.

Full Nelson anal: Tyrone standin’, holdin’ me up under my thighs, bouncin’ me on his dick in my ass while Dre and Marco hold my legs open like a wishbone, spittin’ on my clit and slappin’ it till I squirt in the air.

Belly bridge: Me on my back at the couch edge, hips lifted, belly arched high like an offering. They take turns plungin’ balls-deep in my pussy, then my ass, then back, never lettin’ me empty. Milk drippin’ off my nipples onto my own face while they chantin’, “Breed me, breed me, breed me…”

The finale is ceremonial.

They lay me flat on my back again, legs in the air, belly pointed at the ceiling like a target. Tyrone goes first. Slides in my pussy slow, kisses me deep, whispers, “This load for the baby we already makin’.” He nuts hard, ropes so thick I feel them splash my cervix.

Dre next. “This one for the next baby.” He curves up into my spot, makes me squirt while he unloads.

Marco last before Tyrone again. “And this one just ‘cause this ass too good.” He paints my guts white, then pulls out slow so we can all watch it drip.

Tyrone finishes the ritual. He pushes back into my overflowin’ pussy, stirrin’ all three loads together, then pulls out and slides the biggest plug I ever seen into me, thick, black, with a crown jewel that says “BBC PROPERTY” in diamonds.

“Keep that in till I come take it out tomorrow,” he says, kissin’ my belly button. “Let our nut marinate with the baby.”

I’m cryin’ happy tears, milk still leakin’, body tremblin’. All three men lay around me, rubbin’ my stomach soft now, kissin’ it, tellin’ me I’m the most beautiful thing they ever touched.

Tyrone lays his head on my belly, listens to the kicks, and whispers, “We love you, Cindy. Not just this pussy, not just this body. You. We takin’ care of you and this baby, and the next ones. You our queen now.”

Dre kisses my forehead. Marco kisses my lips gentle. I’m surrounded by muscle and warmth and the smell of sex and cocoa butter, feelin’ safer and nastier than I ever felt in my life.

Hours pass just like that, cuddlin’, feedin’ them more milk, lettin’ them finger the plug while we talk about names and future breedin’ sessions.

Then headlights sweep the driveway. Harry’s home early.

Panic for half a second, then pure calm. Tyrone kisses me one last time. “Go clean up just enough, mama. Leave the plug. Let him smell us on you.”

They slip out the back, leavin’ me on the couch in my robe, belly shiny with oil and handprints, thighs sticky, plug seated deep, pussy still twitchin’. Harry walks in, sniffs, frowns a little.

“Baby, why it smell like cocoa butter and… sex in here?”

I smile slow, pull him down for a kiss. He tastes three different dicks and milk and doesn’t even know it.

“The plumber came by again, honey. Fixed a real bad leak. You’re welcome.”

He kisses my belly, clueless, and I feel the plug shift as another drop of mixed nut leaks around it.

My phone buzzes under the cushion.

Tyrone: ultrasound-style pic he photoshopped, three little babies in the womb, caption “Triplets loading… See you next Saturday, queen.”

I smile, rub my belly, and whisper to the kicks inside, “Y’all gon’ have siblings real soon.”
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