
        
            
                
            
        

    
PREGNANT TO MY HUSBAND'S BEST FRIEND

By Brandi Black


'I'm sick of this," I complained, as I pulled my underwear off and threw it on the floor.


Dan was already naked. He lay on the bed, stroking his cock, trying to stay hard. I knew it had become just as tedious for him. But as always, he was the voice of reason.


"You never know," he said, as his cock started to respond to his touch. "Your app said you're ovulating. Tonight's the night it could happen."


I pulled a sock off and threw it at him. It landed on his chest, as limp as my libido.


"I guess you're right," I conceded, and climbed on top of him for what felt like the millionth time.


We'd been trying for two years, and so far nothing had happened. Dan seemed pretty nonchalant about it and said he was happy to keep having sex for as long as it took, but his softening cock made me wonder whether he was telling the truth.


It wasn't always like this, of course. We used to be that passionate couple everyone was jealous of. We'd pull each other into broom cupboards and public bathrooms, so overtaken by lust that we needed to fuck right there and then, wherever we were.


Ever since we'd started trying for a baby, though, our spontaneity had been replaced by apps that told us the exact day and time we needed to fuck. I never thought it would start feeling like a chore, but here I was, gyrating on Dan's half-erect cock, trying to imagine I was anywhere but here.


Dan stopped moving. "What if we take a break for a while?"


I shrugged. "I guess I could use a glass of wine."


Dan sat up and slid right out of me. "I mean a longer break. A break from trying to get pregnant."


"Don't you want to...?" I frowned and leaned back on my hands. "What do you mean, exactly?"


"We're stressing each other out," he said, avoiding my eyes more than I'd like. "Why don't we take a break, go on a holiday, and see what happens?"


I looked down at my disappointingly flat belly. When we first started, I'd been hoping to be swollen with my second pregnancy by now. Instead, I was as thin as ever. My teenage self would have loved the body I had now, but my adult self hated that leanness. All my friends had huge bellies and I had this. I rubbed my hand over my skin and grabbed a handful of muscle.


"I don't want to give up," I lamented.


"I'm not saying we should give up." Dan leaned forward and kissed me. "I just don't want us to end up hating each other."


I bit my lip. Was there any hope in continuing tonight? "Let's finish now," I said, "and then plan that holiday."





DAN SOMEHOW FOUND a resort on a tropical island and when he showed me the photos, I squealed. It was exactly the sort of holiday I'd always imagined going on, and this was the first time we'd be able to afford it.


"But there's a catch," he said, fidgeting and avoiding eye contact again. "We can afford it, but only if we go with another couple."


"Another couple?" I repeated, my enthusiasm dampened. "That sounds intrusive."


"Not if we find some people we already like hanging out with," Dan said. "Jason said he and Amy might be able to come."


Jason was Dan's best friend. They'd gone to high school together, then uni, and caught up every month even though they lived in different cities.


"I guess so..." I didn't know Jason as well as Dan did, but he generally wasn't bad company. Neither was his wife, Amy — she owned a real estate agency and sometimes slipped into that salesperson voice, but she was usually great to be around, especially after a few drinks.


Dan smiled. "So should I book it in?"


I imagined what it might be like holidaying with Jason and Amy, the four of us hanging out on the beach together, playing games in the pool, having dinner at some swanky tourist restaurant.


And I did have a sexy bikini that had languished in my drawer for the past twelve months. When was the last time I'd felt like my body was sexy? Lately all it had been was an inconvenience, and to be honest, I was sick of feeling that way.


"Yes," I said, suddenly feeling as though a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. "Book it in."





WE MET Jason and Amy at a tiny airport that felt like it doubled as an oven.


We'd flown in from Sydney, they from Melbourne, and none of us had been expecting it to be so hot. I'd unbuttoned my shirt, letting it flap over my tight singlet, and both Dan and Jason had already dived into their suitcases and found t-shirts to change into. Only Amy seemed unbothered by the heat, although I supposed she was used to wearing suits everywhere she went.


"Do you remember Katie?" Dan asked, although of course they did. Amy winked as she took my hands.


"I've found a list of the best bars. There's one that makes nothing but cocktails!"


"I really shouldn't..." I started, but shut myself down. Jason and Amy didn't need to know we'd been trying to get pregnant and besides, this holiday was about taking a break, having fun. "I mean... that sounds wonderful."


"Of course it does," Amy said as she hauled her bag over her shoulder. "And don't worry about your diet, you look great?"


I exchanged a glance with Dan — I assumed he must've told Jason we were trying. Especially since Jason and Amy had a two year-old that they'd left in Melbourne with Jason's mother. But perhaps he hadn't?


Our resort was only ten minutes away by taxi. We all squished into the same car, me in the middle of the back seat because I was the smallest, my arms squashed against Jason's and Amy's. I couldn't help but gasp as the driver drove us past our accommodation, and leaned over Jason to get a better view — it was everything I'd dreamed of in any fantasy I'd ever had about a tropical holiday. We'd be staying in huts with grass roofs, fairy lights strung everywhere, a pool between the huts and the beach in every distance. The ocean seemed to be everywhere around us, and aside from the ripples that lapped over clean yellow sand, the rest of the water was as still and clear as glass.


Everything about this place was invigorating — the smell of salt, the cool breeze wafting through the warmth, the idea of snorkeling off the coast and discovering coral.


Everyone else seemed to be feeling it too — our conversations became lighter and our voices happier, and it took all my restraint not to reach out and hold both Jason and Amy's hands.


We pulled up outside the biggest hut and took our luggage inside. It was full of the usual tourist things — postcards, toy crabs, a tiered display full of pamphlets.


"Welcome!" The overly friendly receptionist's wide smile and arms made me chuckle. "Do you have a booking?"


I realized that Amy and Dan had fallen behind and he was looking at Jason and me, as though we were a couple.


"Oh no," I said, while Jason spluttered. "My husband's — "


Dan came through the door then, dragging my suitcase, as though I'd choreographed him.


"Hi," he said, smiling at the receptionist, unaware he'd just assumed Jason was my husband. "We've got a booking under the name Parker?"


"Certainly." The receptionist typed something and stared at the screen, his smile slightly fallen.


"Ours is Baker," Amy said, linking her arm with Jason's. "Dan, this is fantastic. I'm already in love with the place."


"Me too," I said honestly. It was like all the pressure of the past few months had simply evaporated. "Can we move here permanently?"


Dan kissed my cheek. "Sure, if you can win the lottery."


"At least that gives me something to aim for," I said. At that point, winning the lottery seemed like a better bet than getting pregnant, but I kept that idea to myself. Meanwhile, Jason and Amy had started moving towards the exit and Dan and I followed. I couldn't help noticing how strong Jason's butt looked in his shorts... had he been working out since I'd last seen him? I tried not to look but how could I not, as the wooden ramp sloped upwards and his butt was practically in front of my face.


Thankfully, the path diverged just as my heart began to beat faster and we went our separate ways — Jason and Amy to the hut on the left, Dan and I to the hut on the right.


And it was like paradise.


We opened the door to a lofty space with a high ceiling, shaped like a carved coconut. A king-sized bed took up most of the space, and a fan rotated above us. It looked like the perfect place for a week of seduction! Dan flopped on his side of the bed, and I smiled. I knew what he was thinking without either of us saying a word — we'd been together that long. I climbed over him, kissing him deeply, feeling his erection press against my stomach. I knew what he wanted and he knew me well enough to know I wanted it too — I felt myself become excited in ways I hadn't since I'd gone off the pill.


I pulled his shorts down, exposing his dripping cock, and smiled as I slid my mouth over it.


A knock on the door interrupted us. Dan shouted "Wait a minute" while I pulled myself away from his cock and he slid his pants back up. Who could it be? I sat up and couldn't hide my annoyance as Dan pulled the door open.


It was Amy.


"We're heading to the beach — wanna join us?"


I didn't. Neither did Dan. We looked at each other and the reluctance was clear on both of our faces. All we wanted to do was fuck. But there was only one polite thing to say.


"Sure, we'll be out in a minute."





THE BEACH WAS STILL JUST as picturesque as it was on the drive in.


Imagine this: clear blue water, untainted sand, no strands of seaweed or murky brown patches in the water. Everything looked like it belonged on a postcard, and aside from a few people clustered further along the beach, we had the space all to ourselves.


Dan spread out towels and we lay next to each other. The sun radiated down, soaking my skin in warmth. Jason ran down to where the waves crashed over the sand and dived in, disappearing into the foam. Amy wore a bikini like mine — only it was black — and she spread her towel next to Dan, posing like a model with one knee bent, peering at the water over her sunglasses.


"I might swim later," she said, "but I thought I'd work on my tan first."


"Why would you need a tan?" Dan asked. "You already look fantastic."


My mouth went dry. Why would he compliment Amy like that, while I was right there?


"Oh, whatever." Amy kicked sand over Dan's leg, and it sprayed over him and hit me. And let me tell you, there's something about hot dry sand that's very abrasive. I stood up, wiping it off with my towel.


"I might go swimming now," I said, entirely to Dan, "wash this sand off."


"Have fun," he said, completely oblivious to everything around him. He lay back with his hands behind his head as I stomped down to the shoreline, in front of the water where Jason kept appearing and disappearing.


"Come on in! Jason shouted, as he noticed me touching one foot into the water. It was colder than I'd expected, and I jumped and giggled as a wave surged over my ankle. "It's warm once you're in."


I knew he was right, but I still couldn't help jumping back as soon as I ventured in again, this time with the water up to my shins. He stood up, water dripping off his muscular body, board shorts clinging to his strong legs. "Come on," he said, holding his hand out to me. "Ill ease you into it."


The water lapped around my ankles again and I hesitated. I knew exactly how cold it would be for the first few minutes, and my nipples stiffened in anticipation. "Okay, but you can't pull me in," I said, tentatively putting my hand into his wet palm.


"I promise," he said, gazing at me with eyes as blue as the ocean. And sure enough, he pulled me gently while I tiptoed in, one baby step at the time. Waves rushed into my legs in a shock of cold, but instead of jumping back again, I let him lead me until the ocean swelled around his waist.


I looked down. The water was up to my bikini top now — all I could see were my arms and breasts. My nipples strained through my bikini top, so stiff I felt like I could use them to crush ice.


"Just one more step," he encouraged, and I realized he was watching my nipples too, as the ocean lapped over them, soaking the flimsy fabric triangles, and I gasped at the sensation.


"There," he said, still holding my hand under the water. "You're in." He smiled like we'd accomplished something huge together. "I was right, wasn't I?"


I was so distracted by the feel of his hand against mine that I'd lost track of what he was saying.


"Hmm?"


"The water's warmer once you're in, isn't it?" He stepped back, pulling me with him. Then, with a wide smile, he dived in, his hair billowing up as he swam around my legs.





BY THE TIME We made our way back to the accommodation, we were all tired and hungry. Jason and I had swum out to the reef and found schools of brightly coloured fish that darted as soon as we swam near them, but when I told Dan he didn't seem keen.


"Maybe tomorrow," he said, in the same voice he used to make empty promises about washing the car. He'd already turned his attention to the pack of sausages we'd bought earlier and the barbecues around the huts, and to be fair, once he and Jason started cooking them they smelled heavenly and I realized how much my stomach was rumbling. Amy and I bought drinks from the bar, and soon we were drinking pastel-coloured cocktails while the boys worked their way through bottles of craft beer.


"Thanks for inviting us," Amy said, and slipped her arm around Jason's waist. "We haven't had a holiday in ages."


"Neither had we," Dan said, as he nudged the sausages with a fork. They were beginning to tum a lovely deep shade of brown as they sizzled on the heat. "And you know what they say about all work and no play."


"You've described my life, right there," Jason said, and I wondered whether he and Amy had been experiencing the same problems as us, although I didn't feel like I knew them well enough to ask. "That's exactly what we need on this trip — " he flashed another enthusiastic smile and I swear his eyes darted to me. "More fun."





OF COURSE, fun doesn't work like that.


You can't plan it, or force it, as Dan and I discovered after dinner. We'd both had a few drinks — him more than me — and by the time we stumbled into the bedroom, ready to fuck, I discovered with a sinking stomach that he couldn't rise to the occasion.


"Damn," he said, more to himself than to me, as he jiggled his flaccid cock with his left hand, "this never happens!"


I didn't correct him — instead, I just sat on the side of the bed, feeling my excitement from before dwindle.


"It's okay, I know alcohol affects men and their ability to, uh, perform."


"Yeah, but still..." Dan Kept agitating his arm, trying to make his cock stiffen, while I gazed out the window to Jason and Amy's hut, where the lights were all off. Were they fucking in there? I wondered whether they were having the same conversation as us. Unlikely, I thought, remembering the energy in Jason's eyes as he'd looked at me earlier.


"It's fine," I said, "we'll try again in the morning."


And that might have been the end of it, except I couldn't sleep. I lay there in the darkness watching unfamiliar shadows flit along the ceiling, remembering how incredible Jason's hand felt in mine as he pulled me into the ocean. It was strong, warm, comforting, steady — the kind of hand I could easily imagine sliding inside my pussy while he whispered dirty words in my ear.


I can't do this, I thought, he's my husband's best friend! But knowing how bad it was only made the fantasies more vivid. I imagined Jason climbing on top of me as I lay on the sand, our bodies warm from the sun, the sand abrasive between us as he thrusted into me, bringing me closer to climax.


I sat up. What was I doing? This was bad.


I needed to get him out of my head.


Dan murmured and rolled over as I pulled my shorts on.


"I'm just going for a walk," I whispered, although I wasn't sure he was awake enough to hear me. "Go back to sleep."


I left him there, snuggled against his pillow, while I stepped out of the hut and into the fresh night air. The smell of salt was more intense at night and the air cooler. I walked carefully down the path, unable to see most of the cracks and bumps in the dark. I'd walk down to the beach, I reasoned, get some fresh air. Maybe then I'd be less attracted to Jason.


Or maybe not.


I was halfway down to the beach when I bumped into someone and screamed, startled at the sudden company when I'd expected to be alone.


It was Jason, and he looked just as surprised to see me.


"What are you doing here?" we both said at the same time. My heart hammered with surprise.


"I couldn't sleep," he said, "so I thought I'd go for a walk."


"Same," I admitted, although I didn't want to elaborate more than that. We fell into step with each other and kept walking towards the beach, mostly in a comfortable silence. Being able to hear the waves but not see them made the beach feel mysterious, and I found myself walking closer to Jason than I normally would.


"Wanna go swimming?" Jason asked, as we climbed over the spindly grass next to the road, our feet sinking into the sand.


"I don't have my swimmers with me," I said, and as soon as it left my mouth I knew exactly what he'd say.


"Neither do I," he said with a shrug, and dropped his shorts. It was too dark to see him properly but from his silhouette I could tell he was naked. My chest prickled with excitement at the thought. "You don't mind, do you?" he said, elbowing me playfully.


Swimming naked with a hot man? Absolutely not!


I pulled my top and shorts off, dropping them in the sand next to his shorts, and hesitated once I got my underwear.


"You're not afraid, are you?" Jason teased.


"I just don't know if I should," I said. "You're Dan's best friend after all."


Jason shrugged. "It's up to you. I'm going in."


I stood awkwardly for a moment while he jogged to the shoreline. What was I afraid of, exactly? It was too dark for him to see anything, and I wasn't exactly self-conscious about my body.


Fuck it, I decided, and unhooked my bra. Soon I was as naked as Jason was, and followed him down to the water.


"I knew you were braver than that," he said as he floated in the shallows, eyeing my body appreciatively in the dim moonlight. "Damn, Dan's got good taste!" I splashed him with a big armload of water and he laughed. "It's true!" he insisted. "And I know you love hearing it."


The water was even colder than it was earlier in the day, although the excitement of being here naked, with Jason, made me feel more daring. I plunged in quickly towards him, sloshing through the shallows with big clumsy footsteps.


"Careful now," he said, as he glided through the water in front of me, "if you do things like that you'll make me think you were just pretending to be scared of the cold earlier so you could hold my hand."


Just mentioning it brought the sensation back and I plunged into the water, shocked at how vivid it still felt. As though he was anticipating it, Jason lunged forward and caught me. His hands gripped my waist, and salt water dribbled down my face. I pushed my hair back, gasping as I spat the water out, and that's when I felt his lips against mine.


Fuck, it was incredible.


His lips were soft and pillow-like, his tongue gentle. He kept holding my waist, even though I'd steadied myself with one foot against one of his.


I couldn't help it. I melted against him, my breasts pressing into his chest, both of us bobbing as waves rolled into our shoulders. His cock hardened against my stomach and I pressed myself against it, savouring how it felt to have someone want me.


Not my ovaries. Not my uterus. Not the single cell that might or might not make me pregnant.


Me.


Jason seemed to feel the same way — he grasped at my skin like it would save him from drowning. His hands moved over my back and arms and butt, but always like he was afraid to let go. I let the water buoy me up on my toes, giving me just enough height to rub my pussy over the tip of his cock.


He moaned and I smiled.


"Does that feel good?"


"Are you kidding?" Jason nuzzled his face into my neck, kissing the skin below my ear. "You have no idea how much I want to fuck you right now."


"Oh really?" I asked, as I made my movements more exaggerated, pressing myself against him, letting the tip of his cock slide over my stomach, my clit and my pussy. Although, of course, what I really wanted to say was "I want to fuck you too!"


But that would feel too much like betraying Dan. If I didn't admit how much I wanted Jason, maybe none of this would count. Maybe we'd walk back up the beach, go into our respective huts, climb into bed and pretend nothing had ever happened.


If I didn't admit I wanted it, maybe it wouldn't be as bad.


But then Jason grinned and moved his body up, letting his cock slide halfway inside me. I couldn't hide how incredible it felt — he must have seen it on my face, heard it in my gasp, felt it in the way my body relaxed against his, wanting more.


"You want it too," he whispered, and eased inside me another inch.


I squeezed my eyes shut. I was so turned on there was no way I could hold myself back any longer. Every inch of my body pulsed with desire, wanting him as far inside me as he could go.


Without saying a word, I wrapped my legs around his body and let the water keep us upright. I moved up and down his cock, slowly at first, then increasing the speed as my pussy demanded to be filled. Jason was huge but my body swallowed it hungrily, taking more and more of him until he was all the way inside of me. I moaned as he squatted and thrusted his pelvis up in a pulse squat, moving in and out, his strong butt cheeks clenching against my calves.


We were both close to an orgasm, I could feel it. And there was a sense of urgency, the need to finish as quickly as possible before anyone caught us. Jason squeezed me tight as we used our momentum to keep thrusting, pressing our lips together as the final explosive moment arrived.


I felt my legs clench around him as a wave of pleasure hit me and my pussy clenched around his cock. He panted as he throbbed inside of me, my pleasure setting off his, shooting his cum deep inside me, in places the ocean couldn't even reach.


"Wow." I slumped against his chest and gasped as I felt his heart racing even faster than mine. "Wow."


Jason's breathing began to return to normal and he pulled me against him like we'd been lovers for years.


"You're not gonna tell Dan, are you?" he said.


My body felt so light I wanted to laugh. But instead, I leaned in and kissed him, long and slow, tasting the salt and another indescribable masculine tang.


"Of course not."


There might have been an awkward silence there. But instead, I decided that now it was my turn to take his hand and lead him back up the beach.





THE NEXT DAY might have been awkward.


Dan might have woken up when I came in, demanded to know where I was. I might have felt embarrassed around Jason, he might have regretted everything and the rest of the holiday might have been tarnished by a feeling of unease that followed us everywhere,


But instead, it was easy. Dan snorted when I came in but stayed asleep. I woke to the smell of frying bacon and the sound of low voices in a relaxed conversation.


It still felt like paradise. Even better, since now Jason and I could exchange furtive looks and trigger a jolt in each other's stomach.


"Excuse me," I said the first time it happened, escaping to the cool bedroom to wait until my heart rate went back down.


And the worst part?


I craved it again.


I wanted Jason's cock — it was all I could think about. It had made me feel sensations I'd never felt before, and now I was desperate to feel them again.





THE FIRST POTENTIALLY AWKWARD moment happened that afternoon.


Maybe Dan had been feeling the electricity between Jason and I, because he suddenly decided he wanted to fuck. I came out of the shower to find him naked on the bed, his legs apart, his erection taking center stage. "Wanna have some fun?" he asked, reaching for my hand.


I walked around the bed, just far enough away that he couldn't touch me.


"'m not really in the mood right now," I said, which was honest enough. He didn't need to know that I was itching to get back to the beach where Jason and Amy were waiting for us.


"Come on," he said, shifting his position so he could watch me dress. "Isn't this why we're here?"


I relented and walked close enough for his fingers to brush over my thigh. "I guess so. I just feel like right now isn't the best time for me," I stepped away, watching his fingers fall on the bed. "Maybe tomorrow?"


"Okay." Dan rolled over and spread out. "I guess I can wait that long."





I, of course, couldn't. I crept out of the hut again after Dan fell asleep and paced around, checking my phone every thirty seconds to see if Jason had contacted me.


It felt like far too long, but eventually my phone gave the soft "ding" sound that told me he'd sent a message.


Meet you at the beach.


I pushed it in my pocket and walked down the path we normally took, only to find him there, waiting.


"I had to see you," he said, pulling me close and kissing me passionately.


I wanted him then and there. His erection pressed through his clothes and I could feel its heat radiating through me. "Fuck me," I begged, grabbing at his clothes, trying to pull them off without thinking about it at all.


"Let's go somewhere private," Jason whispered, and took my hand. He led me down towards the beach, but to my surprise, veered up the road in the other direction.


Honestly, I didn't care where we were going. He could have been leading me to a fiery pit of horror and I would have happily gone, just to be with him where we wouldn't be caught. But he led me to a cave instead, one that I hadn't noticed when we walked along the shore before. I had no idea when or how he'd found the time to do it, but the inside was lined with candles and he'd brought blankets that I recognized from our huts.


"How's this?" he said, his cheeky smile revealing how proud he was of his setup.


"Very sexy," I answered. He took me into his arms and we kissed, his face illuminated by the flickering candles. We undressed each other slowly, taking ages even though we were only wearing light summer clothes.


I wanted to savour every moment — and clearly, so did he.


He kissed me the entire way down my body, starting at my lips, working down my chin, my neck, the space between my breasts. I let my head drop back as I enjoyed the sensation and the sound of waves rolling up to the beach. Jason made his way down my stomach, circling my bellybutton with his finger and continued down to my freshly-waxed pussy.


"This is beautiful," he said, kissing the skin around my clit, making me want him to lick me there.


I moaned, pushing my pelvis forward, trying to encourage him, but he chuckled and kept kissing around it, working his way down my inner thigh.


"That's so mean!" I protested, but he kept going at his own pace, until I couldn't stand it anymore. I spread my legs apart and reached down, fingering myself while he kissed me.


He touched my hand and steered it away gently, replacing it with his tongue, flicking it against my clit as I leaned back against the rock and moaned. Next, I felt his finger rubbing the outside of my slit, coating it with the wetness that seemed to be pouring out of me.


"You're soaking," he murmured, as his finger slid inside. He moved it slowly at first, in time with his tongue, then added another finger and moved them faster. I felt them plunge into me, widening me, preparing me for his cock.


The idea drove me wild. I pushed my pelvis out as far as it would go, letting the rock support my weight.


All I wanted to do was fuck him.


Jason seemed to have the same idea. Even though he was crouching under me, I could still see his stiff cock bobbing as he moved and everything about it was enticing — the stiffness, the thick girth, the delicious curve that looked like it would feel incredible inside me. He stood up, smiling, and grabbed my hips, rotating me so he was standing behind my sandy ass.


"Bend over," he said, his voice hoarse with desire. I obeyed and felt him adjust his feet and angle his cock against my swollen pussy, leaning forward as he eased inside me.


Maybe we should have used protection, but after so trying and failing to get pregnant for so long, I told myself it didn't matter — nothing would happen this time either. Besides, his cock felt so hot, so big, so silky smooth inside me that the last thing I wanted to do was cover it with rubber.


Jason was fully inside me now. He grabbed my hips as he thrusted, plunging deeper and deeper, filling me as I held the rock and moaned. Then, as if sensing what I needed, he reached around with one hand and began to rub my clit furiously, even faster than before.


The dual sensations cascaded through me and I closed my eyes, focusing on nothing but how it felt. Every single movement felt better than the last — and it wasn't long before an orgasm began to swell inside me.


"That's it, let it out," he growled. "Come for me."


I couldn't hold it back if I wanted to. I was moving against him now, my breasts swaying, my thighs moving without me being aware of it. My entire body wanted him deep inside me, striking that exact spot that was going to make me lose control.


And then it happened — the biggest orgasm I'd ever had. Everything — knowing how bad we were, being filled by his cock, hearing the roar of the ocean, feeling the wetness on his hand as he played with me — it all took over and an intense wave of pleasure filled my entire body.


Jason grunted as my pussy clenched around his cock and I knew he was coming too — he ground his body against my butt, filling me as far up as he could with hot white cum. I stayed still, holding him inside me, never wanting to let him go, but then his cock began to soften and our bodies released each other.


Jason wiped sweat off his forehead and leaned back against the rock next to me, panting.


I sat on the blanket — my legs finally couldn't hold me up anymore. An intense feeling of relaxation drifted over me and I smiled.


"What's so funny?" Jason asked.


"Nothing," I said. "I'm just so happy right now."


And as we stayed there in comfortable silence, listening to the ocean sigh, I realized it was the first time in ages I'd really, truly enjoyed sex.


Why was I putting so much pressure on myself? I closed my eyes, remembering the last time Dan and I had been this turned on. It was at least a year ago. From now on, I vowed to myself, I'd take the pressure off and just enjoy every moment.





OF COURSE, I didn't get the chance.


After we came home from our holiday, I started to feel sick. At first, I thought it was guilt from fucking my husband's best friend — but then I started to realize it might have been more than that. I bought a pregnancy test from the supermarket and when those two lines appeared, I sat there staring at it in shock.


How could this possibly be? We'd only fucked twice, and surely being in the ocean would have prevented this the first time.


I expected Dan to put two and two together and realize the baby mustn't be his, but to my surprise he never questioned it. Instead, he simply burst into the biggest grin I've ever seen and began preparing the house for the baby.





I STILL SEE JASON SOMETIMES, although he still lives interstate.


His son's beginning to look more and more like him and I'm waiting for either him or Amy to notice, but so far neither of them have said anything. Just like Dan, they seem happy to accept things the way they are.


And that's the way I like it.
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