
        
            
                
            
        

    
GANGED AND PREGNANT

By Brandi Black


I
t felt like an ordinary Saturday. My husband, Mike, had gone out to play soccer as he usually did and everything felt normal. His team was doing really well but soccer wasn't my thing, so I stayed at home and cleaned the house instead.


We almost always went out on Friday nights so it usually wasn't that bad — a stray jacket here, a few shoes there — but this week we'd decided to stay home. We'd drunk wine and watched movies, and somehow destroyed the entire kitchen making enchiladas that we never actually ate. They were still crusted on the pan, just as burnt as they were last night, on the floor between the oven and the bin.


How much had we drunk last night? I wondered, as I rubbed my eyes. I was sure we'd just gone through two bottles of wine, I thought, as I collected those two bottles from the living room. Maybe three, I decided as I found another one in the bedroom. But then I found another two in the recycling bin and realized exactly how big our night must have been.


Oops.


At least it explained why we'd fucked seven times in one night, when our relationship had lately been drier than a nun's vagina, or so they say. And for a while, it felt good. I kept cleaning with the uplifting knowledge that our relationship had been more exciting than it had in years.


At least, that's until I found his phone.


It was on its charger, next to the bed. I didn't think anything of it as I picked it up and checked how much charge it had (almost none), until I saw fifteen messages on his home screen, none of them from me.


So I did some detective work.


His password was his birthday — still — so I unlocked it without any trouble. And then I opened his messages. They were all from the same woman — Chloe. I scrolled through them — I hope you have a great new year, I wish you were with me, I wish you could fuck me. I opened his image gallery to find dozens of photos of them fucking each other, giving each other oral sex, all on the days when I'd been working late and didn't suspect anything.


Obviously, he was having an affair.


And this was such awful timing, too — not only was it a week before my birthday, but it was also three months into when Mike and I had been trying for a baby.


I sat on the bed and went through the messages slowly, reading every single one. They'd started six months earlier, and I racked my brain, trying to remember if there'd been any indication that things between us had changed. But I'd been so excited when he agreed to try for a baby that I'd turned a blind eye to things I'd normally pay attention to — the late nights, his distracted expression, all that time he spent on his phone when we were together.


My heart thumped.


What should I do?


I reached for my own phone and took photos of the messages Chloe had sent him, and forwarded them to my best friend, Steph. She replied immediately: WTF?????


Found these on Mike's phone, I texted, with some crying emojis. What should I do?


Steph was her usual take-charge self — one of the reasons I loved her. Come over right now.





STEPH OPENED the door as soon as I knocked and pulled me into a tight hug. I hadn't even noticed how close I'd been to crying until I was in her arms — and then tears flooded out of me, soaking through her t-shirt.


"He's a bastard," she said, her breath warm through my hair. "We'll figure something out."


She pulled me inside and opened a bottle of expensive red wine, pouring me an extra large glass.


"I can't believe he did this," I stammered between tears. "We were building such an amazing life together."


"I always knew there was something off about him," Steph said. "I just wasn't sure what." She sat on the couch with her legs curled under her. "Do you need somewhere to stay?"


I shrugged. "I don't know. What should I do? Should I try to work it out?"


Steph licked wine off her lip and considered it. "What do you think he'll do if you confront him?"


I thought about it for a moment, remembering the time he'd lost our keys, but swore to my face he hadn't. "Deny everything."


"Is there much point doing that then?"


I sipped my wine. Steph had a point. Even with all the evidence I had, he'd probably try to explain it away, make excuses, tell me I'd taken the messages out of context.


He could've been an excellent lawyer.


"What should I do then? Just act like nothing happened?"


Steph leaned over me to top up my wine. "Or you could leave him?"


"I can't do that." I sipped it gratefully. It was full-bodied and sweet, the way I liked wine to be. "I was really looking forward to having kids with him. I can't stop trying now."


"Well..." Steph's voice trailed off as she gazed off into the distance, thinking. "What if you took a different approach?"


"Like what?" I ran my finger down the stem of my glass. "Cheat on him for revenge?"


Steph's face broke out into a smile. "Exactly." She sat next to me so our knees touched. "Remember when we went to Bali, and you got smashed on premixed vodka?"


"Don't remind me," I groaned. The night was a blur of sand and lights and music.


"You told me," Steph said, "that you'd always fantasized about being gang-banged by a dozen men."


"Did I?" I felt my cheeks grow red. I couldn't remember sharing that fantasy, but it was something I'd always wanted to try. I loved watching a lithe, fit woman being the center of attention, seeing how much she enjoyed it when they surrounded her, playing with themselves, ready to take turns fucking her.


"You did," Steph said. "You even tried to organize one, but the two guys you tried to drag into your room were both too drunk."


It started to come back to me in flashes — a shirtless man and his clumsy kisses, another man who was obsessed with rubbing my shoulders.


Oops.


"I'd forgotten all about that," I admitted.


"Well," Steph said, her grin becoming naughtier. "Don't you think that could be the ultimate revenge? Fucking twenty men at once?"


I laughed. "Wouldn't it be incredible if one of them made me pregnant?"


Steph clinked her glass against mine. "Now you're thinking!"





I'D FIRST WANTED to try a gang-bang years ago, before I was married, when I'd accidentally stumbled over an old roommate fucking two men at once after a party. None of them knew I was there — I'd passed out in my bedroom after a few too many vodka shots and woke in the early hours of the morning feeling dizzy and thirsty. As I stumbled down the hallway with bleary eyes, I thought my roommate, Alicia, must have been watching a movie. I could hear a woman moaning, like she was having sex, and the low masculine rumble of a man's voice. If I was less hungover, maybe I'd have realized what they were doing and given them some privacy. But as it was, I was so focused on getting to the kitchen and the satisfyingly cold bottle of water in the fridge that it never even occurred to me that I might be walking in on something private.


I was so out of it I didn't even recognize what I was seeing at first.


But as my brain clicked on, so did my insides. Alicia was naked on the couch, her perfect breasts and stiff nipples heaving, while two men fucked her at the same time, one in her mouth and one in her pussy. It triggered something in me even stronger than normal horniness, a gnawing sensation in my abdomen that felt like my pussy craving cock, all the way inside it.


I don't know how long I stood there for, unblinking, my mouth slack at the sight — but they were so into it that they didn't even notice I was there. Alicia dropped her head back, taking the first man's shaft as deep as she could. The other one held her hips and lifted her butt off the couch, driving himself as far inside her as he could while his glutes clenched.


Instinct told me to leave before they saw me. I slunk down the hallway, walking on my toes so my footsteps didn't give away my presence, listening to their moans. I touched myself before I'd even made it to my room, and once I was inside, I closed my door and fucked myself with my favourite dildo, while imagining myself in Alicia's place, but with more men, all lined up waiting to take their turn.


All it would take was a drunk game of "Truth or dare" in Bali with Steph and a few of our other friends. Steph asked, "What's the one thing you've always wanted to try?" and the entire story came spilling out.


And Steph, it seemed, had an incredible memory.


A much better memory than mine.





WHERE Do you even start planning a gang-bang?


Thankfully Steph was ready to take charge. She signed up for a few online sites and started screening potential volunteers.


"Nup, he's too old," she said, scrolling through their profiles. "Too fat. Too hairy." She narrowed her eyes as she considered another potential participant. "What do you think of this one?"


I looked over her shoulder. The man's face was blurred but his shoulders were broad, his abs well-defined. He had a snake tattoo that curled around his thigh.


"Looks good," I said. "Add him to the "maybe" category."


Meanwhile, everything at home continued as normal. It was so difficult to keep pretending there was nothing wrong — every time Mike stayed out late or disappeared for an hour without explanation, I ground my teeth, fighting the urge to call him out on it. I knew he was meeting up with Chloe — where else could he be? But for Steph's plan to work, Mike needed to believe I didn't know about his affair.


In the end, Steph narrowed the list down to forty men, all fit and attractive. I scrolled through her list, my pussy throbbing as I imagined their strong hands groping me, lifting me off the ground, angling me over their erections as my breasts heaved in the air.


After Mike fell asleep, snoring with his back to me, I rubbed my clit furiously, playing out my fantasy over and over again until it was as clear and vivid as a movie.


I couldn't wait.





FINALLY, Our plan was ready.


Steph hired a warehouse and arranged for all the men to meet us there on the day I was meant to be ovulating.


I'd been worried about how to keep our plan from Mike, but it turned out that he wasn't even going to notice I was gone — he'd booked a so-called business trip to Perth for a few days. As he packed his suitcase with undisguised cheerfulness, it made me even more sure that I was doing the right thing.


As his taxi reversed out of the driveway, I went into the bedroom to get ready. I'd gone shopping for expensive lingerie — even if I wasn't going to wear it for long, I figured I at least needed to make an entrance. Then there were heels, thigh-high tights, a suspender belt, makeup. I applied it all carefully and, with my hair curled, lingerie on and bright red lipstick, I looked like a porn star.


A hot one.


My head had been teeming with fantasies about what was about to happen. I imagined the warehouse, all light and airy, a bed in the middle of the concrete floor, me posing in lingerie while the men surrounded me, naked, their faces filled with lust...


I couldn't help giving myself a little warm-up. And who could blame me? My vibrator was right there, in my bedroom drawer. I pressed it against my clit and moaned as the sensations rippled through me, imagining the vibrator being replaced by their tongues and fingers, knowing their cocks were all about to enter me.


I was interrupted by a car honking outside. Steph.


She gave a low whistle when she saw my makeup, although I'd covered my lingerie with a long coat.


"You look like you're about to have the best night of your life," she said. "Those men are going to lose their shit when they see you."


"You think so?" I flipped down the mirror on the sun visor and smacked my lips together, making sure the colour was even. "I'm starting to get nervous."


"Don't be," Steph said. "Just think how long you've been wanting to do this for."


I knew she was right, but that didn't stop the flight of butterflies that were fluttering into each other in my chest. I turned the radio on to try to drown some of them out as she turned onto the highway.


"How far away is it?" I asked, as the wind streamed through the windows, blowing my hair around my face.


"Only a few minutes away," Steph promised. "In the industrial area."


Of course — that made sense. My heart pounded as she turned down an exit and steered through the roads.


"Are you ready?" she asked.


No, I wasn't. My palms were sweating, my heart was threatening to jump out of my chest and I felt the same way I did at my first ever job interview: terrified.


But it was now or never.


"You look so sexy," Steph promised, and squeezed my hand. "Just go in and enjoy it."


I swallowed and nodded. She was right, and I knew it, I opened the car door and climbed out, lagging behind Steph as she led me to the sliding door.


The air conditioning was a welcome relief from the steamy air outside. The warehouse looked empty, aside from some comfortable-looking furniture. But there was one thing missing... the men.


I turned around to Steph, and I must have looked confused because she winked.


"They're out the back," she said. "Waiting. Why don't you make yourself comfortable first?"


I perched on the edge of one of the couches and looked around, hoping Steph wasn't playing a massive trick on me. How awful would it be if there weren't any men at all? Or if she opened the door and Mike stepped in, and they'd been in it together all along?


"Are you ready to meet the men?" Steph asked, and I nodded.


I needed to know it was real.


Steph hauled open a roller door, and she'd really done her job right — there were dozens of fit, muscular men there, not wearing many clothes at all. She picked up a white megaphone and spoke into it:


"Everyone, this is Alexis." She winked at me. "She wants to get revenge on her cheating husband... by fucking every single one of you!"


The men murmured. Many, I noticed, already had bulges in their shorts, and some started to adjust themselves through the fabric.


And they were all turned on by one thing.


Me.


I sauntered through them as sexily as I could, stepping like a catwalk model, reaching out to run my fingers over their chests, although my heart was still thumping. They touched me in return, caressing my lingerie, touching the lace, teasing me.


It felt so good to know that in a few minutes, every single one of them was going to fuck me.


I reached behind my back and unclipped my bra and let it fall down my arms. The men crowded closer, touching my breasts, squeezing my nipples. One knelt in front of me and ran his tongue over my right nipple, taking it gently between his lips, sucking it. Another knelt behind me, stroking my butt, helping me ease my g-string off. As I stepped out of it, their hands reached for my stomach, my legs, my pussy. A finger slipped inside me, and I was delighted to realize I was already soaking wet.


The men were already a blur of faces and hands. I couldn't tell who was who — there were two fingers in my pussy now, one from in front of me, one from behind me. Hands on my ass, squeezing and kneading. More hands squeezing my breasts. Other men standing back, watching, jerking themselves off, their shorts discarded on the floor.


I turned around and walked back to the couch, taking large steps so they could see everything between my legs. They followed me like a swarm, and I draped myself over the couch, loving being the center of attention. I spread my legs and idly played with my clit, giving them an uninterrupted view of my throbbing pink pussy.


"Who wants to fuck me first?" I teased.


Of course, Steph had already thought of this. She picked up the megaphone and shouted into it: "Where's Luke?"


An incredibly handsome man raised his hand and stepped forward. He had the kind of chiseled chest you normally only see on athletes and a light smattering of stubble on his angular chin, and a tattoo over his chest that looked like an architectural diagram. The other men all looked at him resentfully.


"This is Luke," Steph said. "I ran a little competition to see who'd get to fuck you first."


I could tell from the tone of her voice that it must have been a naughty competition of some kind, and sure enough, when Luke pulled his pants off, I could see straight away why he'd won.


He had the biggest cock I'd ever seen — thicker and longer than a python, standing erect over most of his stomach. It was so big, in fact, that it looked like it should be weighing him down — but he stood straight and proud, stroking it.


I gulped as he kneeled over me.


"Are you ready?" he whispered.


I licked my lips. "I think so."


You could hear the collective held breaths as he stroked the tip along the opening of my pussy. I gazed into his crystal blue eyes, gasping as my body resisted the pressure of his cock trying to enter me, making space that never needed to be there before.


"I'll take it slow," he promised, and kissed me gently, his tongue circling mine as he kept leaning his cock into my pussy, easing it inside, letting my body relax before adding more pressure.


The other men circled around us, watching with eager expressions, all of them stroking themselves as Luke eased himself inside me all the way down to his balls.


"How does that feel?" he asked, swaying his hips gently to stretch me even further.


"Incredible," I gasped. I closed my eyes, savouring the sensation of being filled, feeling hands brush all over my arms, shoulders and breasts. Luke began to thrust in and out, his strong legs giving him expert control over exactly how he penetrated me.


As I opened up to him, parting my legs further, feeling wetness spread over my thighs, he started moving faster. His thighs slapped against my legs and I felt his balls swing under my butt. I moaned and writhed — the sensation of being entered repeatedly by such a huge cock turned me on more than I could describe. I squeezed my breast and grabbed at all the random hands, wanting them to touch me absolutely everywhere. Someone kissed me, his hot mouth churning against mine, and when he pulled away, he was immediately replaced by another man.


As if by magic, my nervousness had disappeared, replaced by a familiar deep, gnawing desire, the same desire I'd felt when I walked in on Alicia fucking those two men. I gyrated over Luke's cock, riding him, feeling my body swell with pleasure as his hands gripped my butt. I became aware of a hot cock on my cheek, then another on the other side of my face, and I opened my mouth, giving them both space to rub over my tongue, taking turns to slide in further.


Luke was thrusting even faster now, his hands squeezing my hips, his body trembling and damp with sweat as he crested his orgasm. It happened faster than I expected — he shuddered as his cock emptied itself inside me, the muscles in his neck straining as his eyes closed and he grunted with pleasure.


I felt a thrill run through me as I realized that he might have made me pregnant.


The other men were jostling to be next, and it felt incredible knowing that they wanted to fuck me so desperately. A man with a nipple ring slid in next, while one of the cocks slid all the way inside my mouth, taking my attention. The man fucking me moved faster than the man in my mouth, and their inconsistent rhythm made it even hotter. He came quickly, ramming his dick up against my cervix as he emptied his load, and when he pulled out his place was taken my someone else, who fucked me harder and faster than both the other men.


I started to lose count as the man in my mouth shot sweet sticky cum down my throat, and another man replaced him. It started to turn into a muddle of sensations, where all I needed to focus on was my mouth, my pussy, my pleasure, while man after man filled me with his seed.


It was dripping out of me now, all their cum mingled together — I could feel it running down my butt crack as another man angled his cock between my folds, sliding in easily now that the other men had stretched and lubricated me. Someone else rubbed my clit and my pussy spasmed around his cock, hungry for it as it massaged that place inside me that made me want to explode with pleasure.


I panted and gasped around the cock in my mouth while my breasts heaved and my pussy clenched.


"She's gonna come," one of the guys said, and the man fucked me harder. It was exactly what I needed — the pressure inside me swelled as I used their momentum to grind myself over his shaft, doubling the intensity.


It worked — I gasped and moaned as the orgasm exploded inside me, squeezing his cock, keeping it inside me even as it softened, milking it until there was nothing left.


I lay back and panted as my vision came back into focus.


"Do you want to keep going?" Steph asked, but how could I possibly be finished? I wasn't going to leave until I'd fucked every single cock in the room.


Someone helped me turn over and I was on my hands and knees, and then someone else was fucking me. Not being able to see who it was turned me on even more than I'd expected — I moved against him as he thrusted, getting faster and faster again while another cock slid in my mouth.


My asshole was nice and lubricated now — something the men must have noticed, because I felt a finger slide into my ass without any resistance. I felt it circle around, stretching me, relaxing the muscles, while the mystery cock moved in and out of my pussy.


Someone climbed over my back and I thought I knew what was coming but still wasn't quite prepared for the hot wet cock sliding against the opening of my ass.


The man fucking me eased back so the second man had enough space and he angled into me as far as he could. I wondered how they were managing it — were his balls dangling over the other guy's cock? Was his butt rubbing against the other guy's stomach? But I didn't have time to wonder too much because they were both moving inside me now, their cocks only separated by the thinnest barrier inside me, while another cock plunged in and out of my mouth.


I was filled to the brim and loving it. They both came at the same time, only to be replaced by two more cocks. I rode them as well, adjusting to how it felt to be fucked in the ass and pussy at the same time, until it felt like there were fireworks going off inside me. My body surrendered to their hands and dicks as it spasmed again, filling me with pleasure, making my limbs go weak from how overwhelming the orgasm was.


Luckily, they had a strong hold of me and kept me suspended in the air between them as they kept fucking me, overloading my exhausted pussy with more pleasure until I realized there was only one man left that I hadn't fucked.


He was blonde, strong and stunningly hot. He lay on the ground and I straddled him, bouncing over his cock while all the other men jerked off around us.


My thighs ached but I kept fucking him, determined to finish what I'd started. My breasts bounced as I rode him faster, my hips swaying with urgent momentum, savouring the knowledge that I'd just fucked forty men, all at once, knowing that any one of them might have fucked me hard enough, deep enough to give me what I really wanted.


Remembering that, tasting the cum on my lips, seeing them all around me, ready to shoot another load — it was all too much. I moaned as I came again, and thirty-nine men showered me with their hot white cum.





I ARRIVED home exhausted but more satisfied than I'd ever been before. I unlocked the door and stepped into the welcoming coolness of the house, leaning against the wall as I savoured the tingling sensation in my pussy, the one I only got after being very well fucked. Who knew how much of their cum was still inside me? The idea of my pussy being filled to the brim with hot white liquid made me horny again. If only I had someone else to fuck!


I was heading down the hallway to get my dildo when I heard a car pull up in the driveway.


That's weird, I thought. Mike wasn't due home for a few days and I wasn't expecting anyone else. I ventured back out to the living room so I could check out the car through the window and was shocked to see Mike's blue sedan parked in its normal spot.


I bit my lip. Would he be able to smell all the other men on me? I hadn't showered yet, since I hadn't expected him to be here and wanted to savour the sweaty masculine smell for a while longer. But it was too late to do anything about it now — he was already unlocking the door.


"Hi," I said nervously, hoping I didn't look like I'd been up to anything out-of-the-ordinary. "What are you doing back so early?"


Mike looked at a dark spot on the floor. "My trip was canceled," he said flatly.


I idly wondered whether that meant Chloe had called it off, but for once I didn't care enough to ask. I had other things on my mind... like that tingling feeling in my pussy and wondering whether the thick mix of cum inside me was going to make me pregnant.


"That's a shame," I said cheerfully. "Well... I'm going to have a shower."


As I turned and walked away, he followed me and wrapped his arms around me from behind.


"What do you say we get dirty together first?" He breathed it into my neck.


Could I really fuck him while I was full of other men's cum? I closed my eyes, feeling his erection pressing into my back, and thought, why not? He probably fucked me after he'd been with Chloe. What was the difference, really?


And besides — it was one more chance to get what I really wanted.


"Sure," I said, and leaned into his kiss. I led him into the bedroom and his eyes lit up when he saw the lingerie I was still wearing.


"You're so wet," he murmured, as he peeled my g-string off, and I chuckled to myself. If only he knew!


He slid inside me from behind, while I stood with my arms braced against the wall. And it was exactly what I needed — the sensation of him sliding in and out of my pussy brought me right back to the warehouse and being fucked by several men at once.


I came much quicker than I usually did, almost instantly, and it made Mike come too.


"I must be doing something right," he murmured as he examined his cock with awe, pulling his foreskin until cum dripped out.


I smiled, not saying anything, not trusting myself not to blab about my fantastic day.


It would always be my little secret.





AND IT TURNED out to be the best secret I ever kept.


A few weeks later, after my period hadn't started, I bought a supermarket pregnancy kit while Mike was on another so-called work trip. A new name had started popping up on his phone lately — Natalie — but I didn't care anymore.


All I cared about was that stick in my hand and the parallel two blue lines in the window.


I was pregnant.
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