
        
            
                
            
        

    
FERTILE AND UNPROTECTED

By Brandi Black


D
on't even ask how long it's been since I last had sex before Kane came along.


I felt like a nun. Worse... a nun who's been conscripted to the church who didn't know she was signing up for anything.


The last time I had sex before he came along, it was so unremarkable I can't even remember when it was. Back then, it still felt like something that would just keep happening, all the time, whenever I felt like it.


Because that's how it was. I'd get horny, go to a bar, get drunk and bring someone home. They'd do it happily, as eager as I was to get some action. We'd feel each other up in the taxi, fling each other's clothes off in the hallway, and have noisy drunk sex that my housemate and I laughed about the next day.


And then it stopped.


Who knows what happened, really? Maybe I'd reached that age where everyone was getting married and there weren't as many options. Maybe the economy had changed and all the twenty-something year-old men had moved away for other jobs.


Either way, I realized that the town I lived in had slowly, and invisibly to me, lost all its men. I'd go to nightclubs and dance, barely realizing I was surrounded by women until the lights came back on and it was time to go home.


In the past, I didn't need to pay attention to things like that. I dressed up in my sluttiest outfits, danced the night away, and at some point, some hot confident stud would tap my arm, whisper in my ear, buy me a drink. The hairs on my neck would stand up and that was it... we'd be in the back of a taxi, driving towards inevitability while he fingered me with my g-string still on.


But suddenly, there was nothing like that.


At first, it was annoying.


But then, as time dragged on, I started to feel the intense urge to fuck. Not to just have sex, but to FUCK. You know, hardcore, muscles straining, both of you going for it like you're trying to burst through each other's bodies. The jackhammer thrusting women say they hate, but secretly love, especially when they're the horniest.


Or at least, that's my experience.


I found myself lingering near the cucumbers in the supermarket, being aroused by packs of men's underwear — yes, even the cheap bland ones. I bought dildos and vibrators, even an electric toothbrush, but nothing helped. Every time, I'd end up flopping back on my sweaty sheets, my latest toy in my hand and my hair around my head, feeling just as frustrated as I was when I'd started.


It was lucky I met Kane when I did — otherwise, who knows what might have happened. You know those headlines that announce a woman's done something crazy, like held up a shop at gunpoint or driven her car off the edge of a cliff? I'd bet at least some of them were sexually frustrated and trying to find a way to escape the one thing they can't get away from — their body.





IT FELT LIKE FATE.


I met Kane on a Wednesday at the gym. It was summer, so I was hot and sweaty before I even started my boxing class, and he was on the rower. The gym had the sort of layout where the rowers could see right through the glass walls to the group fitness area, and I noticed him watching me as I walked into the class with my friend, my towel over my shoulder.


His attention, I saw in the mirrors, was mostly on my ass — exactly where I liked it.


He was attractive, or at least I thought he was through the furtive glances I gave him — I didn't want him to Know I was watching him so I tried to keep it quick. But I caught glimpses of thick dark hair, friendly eyes, strong arms that made the cable pull look effortless.


The class was about to start so I didn't have time to dawdle. Lindy and I took our usual position at the back of the room and made our usual token effort at stretching. I planted my feet apart, clasped my hands above my head and swept them down so I was looking between my legs, my ass high in the air.


He was still watching me.


This time, our eyes met and his flicked away — maybe he was embarrassed that I'd seen him. But I liked it. I stood up and repeated the stretch and this time, when our eyes met, he didn't look away.


On the third stretch, he smiled and so did I.


The music was already playing by then and the instructor was already stepping through the warm-up, so I fell into step with everyone else, before the instructor had the chance to chastise me.


I watched myself move in the mirror. All the workouts I'd been doing with Lindy had paid off — my abs and butt looked fantastic clad in bright lycra as I moved. I'd been reluctant to start these classes — "what's the point if nobody's gonna see me naked?" — but now I was glad that Lindy had talked me into it.


The next track was a higher tempo one. I leapt and kicked along with the rest of the class and when one of the steps spun us around to face the back of the room, he wasn't even pretending to row anymore. He was sitting on the machine, his arms crossed over each other on his knees, staring.


And when he saw me looking at me, he winked.


My heart leapt in a way that had nothing to do with the exercise. After so long, it finally seemed like the world had potential again. My body felt buoyed by lust as we kept moving, and I barely felt tired through the tracks that I normally struggled with.


Before I knew it, the class had ended. The instructor wandered around the fatigued participants, giving high-fives, and I mopped sweat off my face with my towel.


Lindy's face was as red as I expected mine must be.


"That was a hard one!" she gasped between heavy breaths.


I chuckled. "Really? I felt like it was easier." I glanced back at the rowing machine but the man wasn't there. Lindy said something else, but I barely heard her as my eyes scanned the gym, looking for him. Surely he hadn't already gone?


We wandered back to the change rooms, and I kept watching all the men grunting on the weights machines, searching for his black singlet. But he seemed to have disappeared altogether.


"How about we reward ourselves after this?" Lindy said as she struggled to pull her lycra singlet off her sweaty body. "Ice cream and wine at my place?"


"Maybe," I said, as I unclasped my bra. It was so wet it felt like I'd been swimming fully clothed. "Let's see what happens."


Most of the showers were already taken, so we shared one, the water pouring over our naked bodies. It was hard to imagine that I used to be so shy in the gym, locking myself in a cubicle before I undressed, whereas now I lathered soap between my fingers and stroked it over Lindy's breasts.


She'd been a terrible influence on me, and I loved her for it.


In return, she washed my body, rubbing soap over the muscles that protruded through the skin on my stomach.


"God, you're getting fit," she observed, before crouching down to rub soap over my legs, her face inches from my clit.


I desperately wanted her to reach out with her tongue and lick it. Between the water running over my body, the high from the mystery man and her soapy fingers circling over my skin, I wanted to lean forward so she could wrap her mouth around my pussy and finger me until I came.


She seemed to be thinking the same thing, because as she worked her way back up my body, she let her hand brush over my throbbing clit and smiled.


If only there weren't people in the other cubicles, so close that we could hear their feet slapping on the wet tiles. Lindy stood up again and turned around so I could wash her back and I did the same. She turned the water off and we wandered out of the shower wrapped in towels, water dripping around our feet.


She didn't mention that thrilling touch and neither did I, but I was so turned on that even the feel of fabric caressing my skin as I dressed drove me wild. I'd probably skip her ice cream suggestion, I thought, and go home to masturbate.


I was just planning it out in my head when we walked out of the change rooms and directly into my mystery admirer, who looked just as surprised to see us as we were to see him.


"Sorry," I stammered, doing that awkward sidestep people who are about to bump into each other tend to do.


"No worries," he said, and then he considered me properly, taking in my damp hair and summer dress. "Weren't you in that class earlier?"


I smiled and twirled a damp tendril of hair around my finger. "Yeah, I was."


"You looked hot," he said, a cheeky grin forming on his lips.


"Thanks," I said playfully. Normally, that's where I might have left a conversation in the gym, but my intense horniness was daring me to take it further. "It made me so sweaty my friend and I had to shower together."


The man's eyes actually bulged out of his head, like a cartoon character. I'm not joking. His eyelids jumped up and those intense chocolate eyes looked like they were about to fall out and roll along the floor.


"Really?"


"It's true," Lindy said, and I smiled at her for being such a brilliant wing-man. "Rubbing soap over each other, getting nice and close..." She trailed off, the rise in her voice giving him space to daydream.


"Did you do more than that?" His voice was hoarse.


"Not yet," I teased, slipping my hand into Lindy's, leading her away before he could think of anything else to say.


My pussy throbbed with every step.





“WHY DID YOU WALK AWAY?" Lindy asked as she poured an extra large glass of wine. "You had him in the palm of your hand."


I sipped the wine and shrugged. It was a chilled dry white — exactly the kind of wine I'd buy for myself.


"It's more fun to torture him for a while," I said. Lindy sipped her own wine, deep in thought.


"But what if you've lost the opportunity now?"


I shook my head, sitting forward on the couch as though I was about to tell her a huge secret. "He'll be back, trust me." There was a droplet of wine traveling down the outside of my glass and I licked it. "He'll be at that gym every day between now and the end of the year, just in case we come back."


Lindy didn't look so sure.


"I still think you might've lost him."


I laughed. "I'll tell you what. I'll bet you a fifty bucks he'll be back, hornier than ever."


Lindy closed one eye as she considered my bet. "I don't think he's the kinda guy who lives locally... make it a hundred."


"Deal."


After we shook hands, I sat back and smiled. The singlet she was wearing was clingy and thin — I could see her nipples stiffening beneath it as the air conditioner wafted over us. I was so tempted to reach out and touch them — but instead, I sipped my drink. Soaping her up in the shower was one thing, but we'd never really done anything beyond that together and I didn't know whether she'd appreciate me grabbing her out of nowhere.


Lindy certainly wasn't initiating anything. She sat with her legs curled under her, tapping her fingers on her thigh in time with the smooth jazz music she'd turned on, giving her apartment the ambiance of a swanky wine bar.


Still, my pussy throbbed, craving those fingers.


Or even better — her tongue.





WE DIDN'T NEED to wait long for the hot mystery man to return.


Two days later, we were at the gym for the same class. I'd worn extra tight booty shorts, just in case he showed up, and made a point of stretching in the middle of the gym area. I pulled out a mat and sat on it with my legs spread as wide apart as they would go, almost in the splits, and leaned over my aching legs, my fingers brushing my toes.


Every time I leaned over, I subtly glanced under my elbow, searching the gym for a sign of him.


Lindy stretched next to me, holding the chest press machine to support herself as she pulled her leg into a quad stretch.


"He's here," she hissed.


I took my time looking up in the direction she was looking in, although my heart thumped like I'd been sprinting up a long flight of stairs. Sure enough, there he was, standing at the water fountain, filling his bottle, his muscles gleaming with sweat. From the exhausted expression on his face and his fatigued stance, I assumed he'd been working out for a while. When the water bottle was full, he tipped it up and chugged it, streaming it straight down his throat.


He wiped his lips with the back of his hand as he stood up properly.


And then he saw us. He looked startled at first but then filled his bottle again, trying to look nonchalant, but it wasn't working.


I reached out for Lindy's hand and let her pull me up, stumbling so my chest almost bumped into hers. I could feel him watching as we deliberately walked away, towards the group fitness room. The music was already playing again, and we dropped our bags and towels at the back wall.


"Let's make this bet interesting," I said, trying not to let myself glance behind us. "Two hundred that he's still here at the end of this class."


Lindy did glance back. "No way," she said. "He's standing there watching us."


I couldn't help it — I turned around. She was right — he was standing with his feet apart and one hand on his hip, the other hanging by his side holding his water bottle. He smiled as my eyes met his.


"Crap." I said. If he hadn't known I was into him before, he did now.


I turned back around and we copied the instructor's movements, stepping sideways, pumping our arms, interlocking our fingers behind our heads and doing sumo squats. Halfway through the first track I turned around and, yep, he was still there, curling a light dumbbell as he watched us.


Suddenly, I saw a fantasy flicker through my head — him naked on the fitness ball, Lindy and I taking it in turns to suck his cock.


Even though it was just a second, it made my breath catch enough to make me stumble over my feet and bump into Lindy. She laughed and shoved me back, and the instructor stopped and adjusted her microphone as she stared at us, breathing heavily.


"Is there something funny you'd like to share with everyone here?"


I shook my head and Lindy followed suit. Maybe she thought we were laughing at her — there was no way I could explain that we weren't, not without publicly exposing my devious, dirty mind.


I tried to focus on the class after that, but the fantasy continued while we kicked and jumped. In my mind, I was on top of him, fucking him, sliding up and down his cock while Lindy watched.





WHEN THE CLASS FINALLY ENDED, I had sweat streaming down my face. I grabbed my towel and wiped it off, lamenting the makeup that came off with it.


"I swear the air con's dying," I said.


Lindy passed me a fresh towel and I used it too, only to look up and realize that it wasn't Lindy at all.


It was the man.


I dabbed at my hairline and handed it back to him, hoping it wouldn't smell too bad.


"That looked like a tough class," he said, and I nodded.


"It's pretty intense." I smiled. "But that's why we do it. I'm Ashley, by the way," I said, as I held my sweaty hand out for him to shake.


"Kane," he said.


"Lindy," Lindy said.


"I know this is a bit forward," Kane said, "but could I take you girls out for a drink?"


Lindy and I looked at each other.


"Absolutely," I said. "We'll just need to shower first."


"Together?" he asked, looking hopeful.


I looked at Lindy with a playful smile on my face and winked.


"Maybe."





IN THE CHANGING ROOMS, outside of Kane's earshot, Lindy and I showered together again even though there were other stalls available this time, and discussed our upcoming drink.


"Are you sure you'll be okay with me there?" she asked. "You had your eye on him first."


She rubbed soap over my breasts, circling her hands around my nipples.


"Are you kidding?" I asked. "I bet he's imaging this right now, and I bet it's gonna make the night a hundred times more memorable for him." I pumped the soap dispenser and rubbed the soap between my hands. "Two hot girls, hanging off his every word? It'll be the best day of his life."


I wasn't brave enough to bring up my threesome idea yet. It seemed like something I needed to broach when the time was right. But it didn't stop me having a bit of fun in the meantime.


I began stroking the soap over Lindy's wet breasts. She exhaled as I massaged them, and once they were clean, I began working my way down her body.


Her clit was right there, pink and prominent, protruding from the smallest smattering of trimmed dark hair. How would she react if I touched it, I wondered? I focused on her belly for a while, massaging her taut waist and hips.


"That feels nice," she murmured, her eyes closed as water streamed over her face, and I wondered whether that meant she'd like me to take it further. I slid my soapy hand further down her belly towards that hair and tentatively ran one finger down her clit.


I held my breath.


It was so much easier to tell when men wanted to have sex — all you needed to do was look at their pants to see whether there was a bulge, like the one I was sure I'd glimpsed in Kane's crotch. I had no idea how to tell whether a woman was horny, but I figured her moans were a good indication — she moaned again and thrust her breasts up into the streaming water.


My face was level with her clit now, and I considered it. What's the worst thing that would happen if I licked her and she didn't want me to? I'd lose my best friend of a decade, or at least have a lot of awkward interactions from now on.


But what if she liked it?


I moved closer and closer, waiting for her to tell me to move away, but she didn't. If anything, it was like she'd leaned forward, just slightly, just so I could reach out the tip of my tongue and lick that delicious pink nub.


I gave it one quick lick and she didn't tell me to stop, so I tried again. This time, I kissed her clit properly, massaging my tongue into it. Lindy snaked her fingers through my hair and rocked her hips, clearly enjoying it. I moved my legs apart and touched myself as I nuzzled my mouth against her, unable to resist the gnawing ache in my pussy.


I was hornier than I'd ever been before.


Lindy came with a series of gasps, grinding her pelvis into my mouth, slamming her hand over her mouth so the other women in the change room wouldn't hear her. I kept sucking until I was sure she was done, even though my knees ached from being on the tiles.


"Your turn," she said, and reached between my legs, but I stepped back.


"Not yet," I said, as I turned the water off. "I've got other plans."





I WAS SO EXCITED.


Our little bathroom encounter had made me confident that Lindy would be up for a threesome with Kane, and it was obvious he'd be keen too. I flicked on my eyeliner with an extra air of optimism while Lindy blow-dried her hair. Her cheeks were flushed both from the workout and her orgasm and I noticed that she kept glancing at me and smiling.


"What's up with you?" I teased.


"Nothing," she said, as she brushed a knot out of her hair. "I just didn't know you could do that!"


I chuckled. "There's a lot you don't know about me."


"Like what?" Lindy hit me playfully with her hairbrush and the bristles stung my arm.


"Like none of your business," I said, as I smeared "passion red" lipstick over my thick lips. "And we should go — Kane's probably waiting for us."


He was, of course. He was standing outside the change rooms, slouched against the wall, scrolling through his phone. When he saw us, he stood up straight and tucked his phone in his pocket.


"Wow," he said, looking us both up and down. I was wearing tight jeans and a low-cut summer top that pulled attention to my breasts, Lindy was wearing a tight short dress. Both of us looked like we were on our way to a modeling job.


"This is truly my lucky day," Kane said, as he ushered us through the automatic gates and down the stairs. "I know the perfect place we can go to — it's not far away and they've got the best wine you'll ever taste."





HE WASN'T LYING.


As I sipped the Merlot Kane recommended, I felt like my taste buds were actually dancing. Lindy eyed off the sparkling rose he'd bought for her, turning it around several times before she sniffed it and finally took a sip.


"Fantastic, isn't it?" Kane said, stretching his arms over both our shoulders.


"It is," I said honestly.


The bar itself was a fancy little place, the perfect hipster hideaway, made from rustic bricks, the walls only half-painted which suited the soft light that flickered from the fireplace. It was everything I'd ever dreamed about for a first date, and I was even more thrilled that it was with someone so fit and hot as Kane. I ran my fingers over his shirt and got a shock at how hard and defined his abs were beneath it. I tried to lift it up to see, but Kane laughed and pushed my hand down.


"Not here," he whispered. "But I've got some photos, if you'd like to see?"


I think I actually squealed as he pulled his phone out and began to flick through his album.


"Here's one you might like," he said, passing the phone back to me. The photo was ridiculously hot — him standing in front of a wall, shirtless, wearing a Santa hat with fairy lights strung around his body. His gaze smouldered at the camera, daring it to fuck him.


I almost spat out my wine.


"This is..." I ran my finger over it, even though I knew it wouldn't let me scroll down to the lower half of his body. "Can I have a copy?"


"Me too." Lindy said, craning her neck to peer over my shoulder. "That'd be the best screensaver for my phone. I'd love to see the look on everyone's faces when I say I've met you."


"Or even better," I said, my mouth running ahead of my brain, as it often does when I've had wine, "that you've fucked him."


They both stared at me and I blinked, wondering what I could do to reverse time and take those words back. But to my relief, Kane laughed.


"I'm so glad you brought that up," he said. "I had no idea how to without making it awkward."


"Well, I brought it up," I mumbled, "but I feel like it's still awkward."


Kane placed his hand on my knee and I felt the warmth travel through my leg. "I don't think it is." He draped his other hand over Lindy's knee and smiled. "If we're all on the same page."





KANE'S APARTMENT wasn't far from the bar.


We walked there together, our arms linked. I was brimming with excitement, already imagining what was coming next, my brain throwing so many naughty scenarios at me there was no way we could possibly do them all.


The street had cooled down, the summer heat dissipating into the night, which gave us the perfect excuse to walk even closer together.


Kane's apartment was in a huge tower and he pulled both of us close once we were in the foyer, waiting for the lift. He kissed me first, and it was everything I'd imagined it to be, his rough stubble massaging my skin, and then kissed Lindy, his tongue pressing into her mouth.


The elevator arrived and opened to a bemused-looking middle-aged couple standing inside, watching us like we'd set fires in the lobby. You know the kind — uptight, conservative, haven't had sex in fifteen years but stay together for cheaper tax. They see three sexy young people together, glowing with sexual potential, and they don't know where to look or what to do.


They settled on scurrying past us as quickly as they could, heading for the double glass doors without looking back.


"Well ladies," Kane said, unperturbed by their confused glares. "Should we go upstairs?"


I took his hand, brushing mine over the front of his pants first, feeling the bulge inside his shorts.


"Yes, we should," I said, and Lindy nodded in agreement. His other hand, I noticed, was draped around her hips, squeezing her butt, and seeing that gave me a full-body tingle for what might come next.


We kept making out in the elevator as it rose through the floors, Kane kissing Lindy, Kane kissing me and, finally, me kissing Lindy. It wasn't what I'd expected — I'd kissed plenty of men before, but I'd never kissed a woman. It was softer than I'd anticipated, more sensual. She instinctively knew what to do more than any man and her mouth moved more gently, as though she wanted to explore the kiss rather than get to what it would lead to.


A soft ding told us the elevator had arrived on Kane's floor. He led us down a rabbit warren hallway, to a door he unlocked with a silver key.


"Home sweet home," he said, as he swung the door open and we tumbled inside, finally alone inside a private space, where we could grope each other as much as we liked. I pulled Kane's shirt of as soon as he'd flicked the lights on and dropped it on the floor. His abs were every bit as good as I'd expected — if anything, he was in even better shape than he was since the photo was taken. Although to be fair, he'd probably spent a lot of time at the gym since he met me. He steered us through the living room to the bedroom, where his king-sized bed was covered with a luxurious grey bedspread.


"Do you like my bachelor pad?" he gasped, as we took turns kissing him.


"Very much so," I said, as I kneeled on the bed and ripped my shirt off. "But I think I'm gonna like what's about to happen even more."


Kane kissed my body, starting at my neck, working his way down, while Lindy pulled off his shorts. Now he was wearing nothing but boxers and his monster cock bulged beneath them, begging to be released. I spun around on the bed and pulled the elastic down from the tip, revealing the smooth pink head.


Without waiting for him to react, I leaned forward and kissed that silky skin, licking up the pre-cum that glistened at the end.


"Give me a turn," Lindy begged, and I moved back, so she could wrap her lips around it, working her way down the shaft.


Meanwhile, Kane had unzipped my jeans and was pulling them off, although once they were around my ankles he turned his attention to my hot pink g-string.


He licked my clit through the fabric, rotating his tongue over the stiffening nub. I moaned and reached out under his body. Lindy had removed his underwear completely now, her mouth taking his full length and girth down to her throat. I tickled his balls and gasped as he spread my lips with his fingers and nuzzled his face against my pussy opening.


It was everything I'd ever fantasized about. I watched Lindy as he brought me to a quick climax, his tongue working expertly over all the places that drove me wild. It was so hot seeing his cock disappearing into her mouth, her cheek bulging as it slid past it, her lips pushed as wide as they could go by his thick base — only to see him pull back out of her mouth again, his cock glistening with saliva.


And Lindy seemed to be loving it. She closed her eyes and only opened them every now and then to watch me, scanning down my body to see my breasts heaving. I reached out and squeezed her hand as I felt myself almost ready to climax. I tried to kick my legs, but my ankles were still fastened by my jeans.


"Shit," I gasped, clutching my left breast with my spare hand, feeling a wave of pleasure rumble through me. Kane reacted by moving faster, his tongue flicking at lightning speed, his fingers pressing into my folds, making me writhe even more.


The orgasm hit me hard and fast. I moaned and squeezed both my breast and Lindy's hand, arching my back as it shot through my body, making it tingle all the way out to my fingers. I lay back, panting, as Kane's tongue slowed and my chest heaved.


"Was that good? he asked with amusement in his voice.


"Was that good?" I repeated. "Was that good? What do you think?"


My eyes were finally starting to come back into focus again, and my body still tingled from the echoes of the orgasm.


Lindy pulled her mouth away from his cock and leaned over him, kissing him even though he probably still tasted like me.


"My turn," she said, and I realized she was already naked. She kneeled on her hands and knees on the bed, exposing her pussy and asshole to him. Kane sat up behind her, stroking his erection, angling it against her pussy.


"Don't we need protection?" I asked.


Kane shrugged. "It's sexier without it." As if to prove his point, he slid the tip of his cock inside Lindy, who gasped. "Do you want me to stop?"


"No," Lindy gasped. "Fuck me harder."


Kane complied and I watched him drive in and out of her, his shaft glistening with her juices each time he pulled out, playing with myself, imagining how it would feel when he fucked me. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen, especially when Lindy's back arched and her eyes closed in ecstasy.


They were both close, I could tell, and I whirred my hand on my clit, the anticipation building inside me as Lindy's moans grew louder and she squeezed the sheet in her fist.


Kane's thighs slapped against Lindy's butt as he thrusted faster and faster, his butt cheeks clenching. The muscles in his arms stiffened until they looked ready to burst. His face turned red and his head dropped back as he grunted and rammed his cock as far as he could inside Lindy, pulling her against him until she squealed with pleasure too, her orgasm leaving a peaceful expression of calm on her face.


"My turn," I begged, as Kane pulled his softening cock out of her.


Lindy fell on the sheets, watching us as Kane stroked himself again, regaining his erection. It was still wet from being inside Lindy and that made it even more thrilling — like I was fucking both of them at the same time. He lay back against one of the pillows and I straddled his hips, maneuvering myself over his cock until it slipped inside.


And then I rode him as though sex was a competitive sport, moving faster and faster, wanting to feel every inch of his thick shaft filling me the way it filled Lindy.


I could feel it sliding inside my body, reaching my cervix, triggering all those parts of me that swelled and begged for more. My breasts jiggled and he cupped his hands over them, squeezing them, letting them go, watching them bounce again.


Lindy stroked my back and kneeled next to me, pulling me in for a kiss, probing my tongue with hers.


But I wasn't interested in kissing. I just wanted to fuck.


My clit brushed against his pubic bone as I rode him, and I leaned forward, my hands either side of his shoulders, for more momentum.


This orgasm was going to be intense.


I could already feel it building and I savoured the sensations as they grew, focusing on the movement of his cock, his strong hands, Lindy's pillow-soft lips, her naked breasts inches away from my own. My nipple brushed against hers and Kane watched in amazement.


"I knew this was gonna be hot," he panted, "but his is something else!"


I couldn't reply. All my attention had been captured by the growing pleasure in my abdomen and the knowledge that I couldn't stop.


My body wouldn't let me.


I came in a wave of shudders, the orgasm radiating out through my clit, my pussy, all through my body. I gasped and fell over Kane as my clenching pussy triggered his own orgasm, milking his cock dry.


We were sweaty now, our hair stuck to our faces, and I could feel him softening inside me as my breathing returned to normal. I lifted myself up, letting him fall out, and his cock flopped over his stomach as it shrank.


I fell back on the bed next to Lindy.


"That was the best sex I've ever had," I panted. "I wanna keep doing that all night long."


Kane lifted his limp cock and squeezed it. "That sounds like a brilliant idea. Just give me a few minutes to recover first." He heaved himself up so he sat with his legs over the side of the bed and blinked. "And maybe some water."





IT TURNED into our regular routine.


We'd go to the gym, work out, and then go to Kane's apartment for a threesome, where he fucked us until we melted into puddles of relaxation. Unsurprisingly, I was fitter and stronger than I'd ever been in my entire life.


Until one day, when I was so tired I struggled to get out of bed. I hadn't been feeling well, so I did a pregnancy test that I'd bought from the supermarket just out of curiosity.


It was positive.


I called Lindy and we both blurted out at the same time: "You'll never guess what."


It turned out we were both pregnant to Kane. We told him the news together, unsure of how he'd take it — but to our relief, he smiled and hugged us, kissing us both.


"That's fantastic news," he said, radiant with happiness. "I couldn't think of anything better — starting a family with my two favourite women in the world."





AND THAT'S what we did.


Maybe it wasn't the most conventional sort of relationship, but every day when I woke up with Kane on one side of me, Lindy on the other, all of us naked with sunlight streaming through the window, I felt more happiness that I'd ever felt on my own.
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