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Calcium Deposits

In Rob’s estimation, there was no dumber man alive than Ken Wallace. Letting his marriage to one of the sexiest, kindest women Rob had ever met end shatter due to his laziness was fucking insane. And for it to happen during and after his wife gave birth earned Ken nothing but his contempt.

The surge of envy Rob felt when their neighbors announced they were expecting amused him, but then again, he’d always had a thing for pregnant women. Watching Brynne Wallace go month to month with a slowly growing belly drove him to mad fits of horniness unlike any he’d felt since his teenage years. She was already a gorgeous woman, but pregnancy made her stunning, her big breasts and curvy ass even riper, her cheeks and chin thicker in a way that seemed both angelic and obscene to his perverse mind.

Brynne had the chic suburban mom look down even before the pregnancy. Cardigans and long-sleeve plunging tops, high-waisted jeans that might have been frumpy if they weren’t pasted onto her terrific ass and the hump of her fupa. A waist that was just this side of soft, not fat, not even all that overweight, just appreciably thick. Nails she got done like clockwork, jewelry that got attention where she wanted it, either on the fine bones her neck, her plentiful cleavage, or her hot-mom-next-door face, with her huge piercing eyes, long caramel brunette hair, and the slight smirk of her smile.

She could do so much better than her dope of a husband, but Rob understood her attraction to Ken. He had the suffering artist look to him, with soulful eyes, a naturally dark and stormy expression, a smile that must have knocked them dead by the dozens in his teenage and college years. And he really was an artist, both a painter and a writer, talented at both though not exactly successful at either. He was a likable guy too, genuine and earnest every time Rob talked to him, an intellectual who didn’t develop the hard callouses of so many like him. If anything, his intelligence left him a little soft, but that was a far better quality than its alternative.

What Rob couldn’t relate to was the man’s seeming inability to hold down a job. The first time Rob heard Ken and Brynne argue about money, he could sympathize. The economy was in a rough place, and it was hard out there for anyone who lacked the specialized skills to hold down a meaningful job. They even had a few beers about it when they bumped into each other at a bar they both frequented sometimes. Ken confessed he’d lost his job as a Q&A guy for an Internet provider, and wanted to know if Rob heard of anything available. Rob, being a lab tech for a big hospital, pointed him towards their administrative side of things, where Ken landed a job doing something in patient accounts. He didn’t last long. Rob got a text a couple months later from Ken’s supervisor letting him know his neighbor was out on his ass after having been late too many times.

As much as that annoyed Rob, it made Brynne go Cold War on her husband. She didn’t get mad. She got frosty. Rob’s girlfriend, Grace, told him she saw them come home from grocery shopping and Brynne walked right over and said hello while her husband got the bags out of the trunk and the backseat. When Grace offered to help, Brynne said with a deadly glint of good humor in her eyes, “No, he’ll get it. Or he gets going. His choice, but he’s going to start being useful.”

It wasn’t long before Ken got another job, and things warmed between husband and wife again. Rob and Grace both thought that was that, and Ken learned his lesson. Except he didn’t. The cycle repeated itself two more times during Brynne’s pregnancy and the months following the birth of their daughter. Their fights got louder and louder every time, and the Cold War went full-on nuclear.

The separation came three months after the baby, little Julie. The last time Rob saw Ken before the divorce was at Rob and Grace’s house, eating hot dogs during their 4th of July barbeque. He looked content, standing apart from everyone else, shoving food down his throat and keeping up a lively conversation. He was the model of a perfect guest while his wife sat apart from him, holding Julie and doing a bad job of holding her shit together. Grace later told Rob she got Brynne aside and asked her what was going on, and Bryne just shook her head and cried a half-minute’s worth of silent tears. Rob and Grace both knew what was going to happen, and it did. One day Ken was there, tossing down Grace’s baked beans and Rob’s slightly overcooked hot dogs and burgers, and one day he wasn’t.

Brynne and Julie disappeared for a couple of weeks. One neighbor said she was moving out. Another said she already had, but Grace and Rob figured that for bullshit, since there had been no movers or sign that she’d packed anything up herself. Yet another rumor started that Brynne moved in with a lover, someone she cheated on Ken with. Again, Rob and Grace rolled their eyes at that. Brynne wasn’t the kind to cheat.

Much like she vanished, she reappeared, her garage door open one day when Rob came home from work. Grace was over there in jeans, an old tee shirt, and a bandana wrapped around her head, holding back her shoulder-length blonde hair. Rob walked across their lawns to the garage, and gave his girlfriend a kiss and a squeeze of her tight little ass. Usually a year and a half deep into a relationship, he would be planning his exit strategy, but more and more they’d been dancing around the idea of a ring, and with Grace, it was a pretty appealing notion. It was more than her gorgeous looks, her tall thin frame, or the fact that she could fuck like a porn star. They moved together through life with a matching amusement and spirit. She was a kind woman, but more importantly to Rob, she liked to have a good time and she was ambitious enough to achieve that, traits he loved about her.

“What’s going on?” he asked. “Brynne’s really not moving, is she?”

“Doesn’t plan to. But she is boxing up Ken’s things.”

“So it’s more than just a separation?”

“She served him papers a week ago.”

“Ouch,” he said, unable to help a grin.

Her own eyes crinkled. “Such a shame,” she said with a mock sigh. “I volunteered to help. She’s inside feeding Julie.”

“What can I do?”

She pointed up towards a pair of bikes mounted high on the garage wall. “That black one needs to go. Beyond that, we’re taking down boxes, seeing what’s inside, and labeling them with masking tape. Anything that isn’t on the floor already needs to come down.”

“On it.”

He took the bike down and was starting in on the boxes when Brynne opened the inner doorway. Swaddled tight was Julie, contentedly feeding. Rob looked away instinctually.

“Hi Rob,” she said, stepping out and smiling. “Heard you out here. Thanks for helping.”

“Hey, no problem.”

“It’s cute how flustered he gets when you have your boob out,” Grace said.

“Thanks for pointing that out,” Rob said, drawing grins from both women. “Grace was telling me you served Ken papers. Sorry to hear he couldn’t get his act together, but I think you and Julie are going to be better off, if you don’t mind me saying.”

Brynne soured. “Maybe, eventually. Right now… well, it’s a lot. I’m scrambling for what to do when I have to go back to work in a couple months.”

“Sure, I get that. Sorry if I seemed like I was making light of the situation. A single mom, that’s never easy.”

“Thanks,” she said.

“Well, if you ever need a babysitter, we’re right there,” Grace said.

“Now that’s really appreciated. I might take you up on that. I’ve got so much going on already and we’re just getting the divorce started. It’s going to be a lot.” She brightened visibly. “But I’ve got family here and good friends like you. I will try not to take advantage of you.”

“Are you kidding?” Grace asked. “You couldn’t. Besides, I think we owe you.”

“What? How so?” Brynne asked, amused. She shifted the baby just as Rob happened to glance over, getting a peek at her big pink nipple for just a moment. He glanced away again in a hurry and hauled down another box.

“Ever since you announced you were pregnant, well… let’s just say Rob’s been very excited about the whole thing and I’ve been the recipient of his overstimulated imagination.”

He glanced sharply at her. “Jesus, Grace!” he said.

“Oh my God!” Brynne said, and laughed.

“Big time pregnancy fetish,” Grace said, and patted her boyfriend’s ass. “Every time we’d hang around you more than five minutes, he’d take me home and… whew. Best sex of our relationship this last year.”

“I can’t believe you told her that,” Rob said.

“Wait, it’s true?” Brynne asked.

“One hundred percent,” Grace said.

Rob sighed. In for a penny, he thought. “Yeah, I kinda have a thing for beauitful pregnant women,” he admitted.

“Good to know,” Brynne said, grinning. “Happy to have helped in some small way.”

“Oh, it was not in a small way,” Grace said. She held up a finger on both hands, approximating his length.

“Jesus,” Rob muttered, and chuckled.

* * *

They crashed through the door together, and Grace twirled to face him, grinning her mad devil’s grin. She loved to play up the brat sometimes, the fire-starter, and he loved it too, his hands going immediately for her ass and pulling her tight against his erection.

“What the fuck was that about?” he growled, squeezing her lithe little ass. She thought it was her worst feature, but goddamn, he loved it, the leanness of her, the athleticism. There was little in this world as sexy as the sight of her ass taking him deep.

“Sowing seeds.”

“Sowing seeds for what?”

Grace didn’t answer right away, but went right for the kill, dropping to her knees on the rug inside the door, grinning up at him as she unzipped his slacks. “I have a secret I’ve been keeping from you.”

The realization hit him hard. He’d suspected, but Rob didn’t want to press his luck. “She turns you on too.”

“Uh huh,” Grace said, taking out his cock and giving it a kiss along its underside.

“Fuck me.”

“I started to see things your way.” She kissed his dick again, lower this time, her hands wrapping around his clean-shaven length and stroking him. “How beautiful she was becoming, fuller and fuller. Those big tits getting even bigger. Mm, and that big ass. I fantasize sometimes about watching that bounce on your dick.”

“Or her, riding your face.”

“Yeah,” Grace moaned and pinned his hardening cock to his stomach, running her tongue down to his balls. “And now, tonight, I couldn’t stop thinking about her milk. Imagine it, baby. Imagine us sucking her big tits together. Drinking her milk together.”

“Fuck.”

“Imagine… mmm… imagine that cream trickling down her breasts.”

She tongued his balls, and he gripped her blonde hair, imagining it, imagining his girlfriend beside him as they licked and sucked at Brynne’s big MILF tits, their hands at her pussy, fingering her before he fucked them both.

“Imagine it making my mouth so messy,” Grace said. “Imagine it running down my chin. Down my body. Imagine licking it off me.”

“Fuck, ah fuck,” he grunted as she began to stroke him.

“I want to see you coming inside her. Making her drip you. Making her pregnant with your baby too.”

“Shiiiiit.”

“But that’s not my only secret.”

“What?” he asked, need making his throat sound like it had been filled with gravel.

But she didn’t answer, not right away. Instead, she ran her tongue back up his length, then sucked him down, fast and deep. He still gripped her hair, and drove into her mouth, tapping the back of her throat and drawing an “urk!” out of her. Christ, Rob had never been this hard this fast before, but he was like steel as he pounded into her mouth. She sucked him with mad delight, eyes sparkling as she stared up at him, breathing hard through her nose.

“What?” he asked. “What’s your secret?”

She came off him with a gasp, and moaned, “What if, mmm, what if I wanted to…” He shoved his cock back into her mouth, already grunting his affirmation, already knowing.

“Yes, fuck yes.”

She pulled off him, gasping as spittle wetted her chin. Still she kept talking, grinning, her hands sliding up and down his length, jerking him off against her face. “What if I wanted you… to breed me too?”

He grabbed her under the shoulder and pulled Grace to her feet. Quick as he could, he had her jeans down to her knees and he twisted her around and bent her so her ass was thrust out, her arms crossed against the door as she looked over her shoulder at him. He jerked down her plain cotton panties. She wasn’t just wet for him, but soaked. Perfect. He shoved his face into her cunt, his tongue going deep, his nose pressed against her asshole. She cried out as he fucked her with his tongue, his hand going to his cock while hers went to her pussy, playing with her clit while he ate her out. Her need roared like his own. Never had he made Grace come so fast as in those two or three minutes, her wail of pleasure surely loud enough to reach the neighbors through the open windows.

Rob didn’t care. He only cared about showing her how goddamn bad he wanted this, to see her pregnant with his kid, to breed her and their hot-as-fuck neighbor, and he stood upright, his cock slapping against Grace’s ass before he shifted and drove it into her pussy, fucking into her so hard he nearly knocked her head against the door. Words fled them, the sex animalistic, savage. He didn’t hold back because he simply couldn’t. His need to come inside his woman, his soon-to-be-bred bitch, wouldn’t be denied. But she was there too, crying out joyfully as she came again, head dipping low, throwing that tight little ass back against him, the ass he’d soon plump up when she was big with his kids, however many he could duck into her in their lifetime. Five, ten, a dozen, he didn’t give a damn. He wanted her pregnant and fat with his kids every single day of his life.

“Do it, come inside me, come in me like it’s a promise,” she cried out, “a promise you’re going to breed me, breed us, mmmm, make us pregnant, fuck, Rob, fuck, fuck, fffffuck, oh, fuck!”

“Grace, shit, here it fucking comes, gonna breed, ungh, gonna fucking put a baby in you and her, ah, fuck, ahhhh, fuck!”

He came, slamming into her, back and forth, back and forth. As much come as he’d ever created rocketed out of him, filling her quivering pussy. When he pulled out of her on accident, she collapsed to her knees, head dropping against the door, her laughter breathless and shellshocked. He pressed his cockhead to her blonde hair, wiping it off before gripping her under the shoulder again and lifting her. She spun around and kissed him, eyes dancing.

“Tell me all that was real and not just fantasy,” he growled, and for an answer, she grabbed his hands, and guided him to their bedroom for another round of practice.

* * *

Over the next couple months, Brynne was a frequent guest at their house while she worked out the new normal in her life. A little playful flirting passed back and forth from the couple and the newly single mom, but with Julie still so young and needing her full attention as well as the craziness of the divorce and trying to figure out what she was going to do when she went back to work, Brynne had a lot on her plate, and Rob and Grace respected that.

Grace was Brynne’s best friend in those days, making sure she came over for a few hot meals a week, something that wasn’t microwaved or cooked in a single pot. She babysat often too for the young mother, and once a week or so, she came over with the express purpose of tidying up or grocery shopping for her. Brynne tried to protest at first but that quickly changed to gratitude as the sleepless nights and endless back-and-forth with Ken took their toll.

Rob did what he could too, cleaning and sealing her rain gutters, helping her with a leaky faucet and a toilet that always seemed to run, and sneaking her car away while Grace had Brynne out shopping to get her tires changed and her oil replaced. That left Brynne crying with gratitude, an emotional response that left him feeling both a little embarrassed and fiercely protective of her.

It was that night, after drilling Grace until they were both sweaty, exhausted messes that they had what he later thought of as The Talk. The one that changed their lives.

“What do you want from her?” Grace asked in the stillness of the house.

He was spooning her, his hand on her thigh, rubbing it in slow circles. “Everything,” he said.

“Good. Me too.”

“Do you? Because I want her pregnant again too.” Grace’s response to that was to wiggle her ass back against him. He pressed his lips to her neck. “I want to come inside her again and again and again. I want to make the two of you have fucking litters.”

“Oh shit,” Grace whimpered.

“I want to see you sucking her milk out of those big tits. I want to drink it down too. I want to get you both side by side, asses in the air before I take them.”

“Yessss.”

“There are two more things. I want her and Julie here with us.”

She looked over her shoulder at him. “Living… with us?”

“Yeah. And I want you with a ring on your finger.”

“Rob… I’d say yes right now if you asked me.”

He pushed her onto her stomach, his cock between her cheeks. He leaned down and whispered in her ear, “I’m not asking. I’m telling. I want everything, Grace. And I’m a greedy guy.”

It was a week after that Brynne invited them to dinner.

* * *

Rob had no idea how the hell the thin straps of Brynne’s dress weren’t snapping. “Tight” didn’t begin to describe it. The classic little black dress did nothing to hide her curves, only emphasizing them, and she had so much to show off. Julie must not have been around, or otherwise it would have been a tee shirt and jeans, or sweats, her usual mom gear with the shift towards cooler weather. This was a date night outfit, and Rob was glad they’d dressed up too.

Brynne hadn’t quite lost all the excess baby weight, but what was left added comfortably to her curves. She’d been working out as regularly as possible being Julie’s caregiver, and the effort was appreciable, especially in her face and chin. Not that she’d ever been anything less than beautiful, but this was a woman transformed.

Her brunette hair was done back in a simple braid with tendrils framing her face, and she brushed one of these back, smiling wide. “Hey you two. Come on in.”

“Thanks,” Rob said. “You look gorgeous tonight.”

“He’s right,” Grace said. “Look at you. The block’s hottest mom.”

Brynne’s smile widened and a splash of color darkened her cheeks. “You both look tasty too. But come on in, the chicken’s seared and I just need to start the shallot sauce. I hope that’s all right for dinner.”

“Sounds perfect,” Rob said. “No Julie?”

“With her dad this weekend.”

“Mm,” Grace said, stepping inside and taking off her heels. “So we have you the whole weekend to ourselves. Good to know.”

“That you do,” Brynne said, practically purring as she eyed Grace in her gauzy cream dress, short enough to show off her long legs and a hint of her lightly tanned thighs. She took Grace by the hand and they led the way into the kitchen, Rob following, undoing a button on his suddenly too-tight shirt as he stared at their asses, Grace’s so slender, Brynne’s so curvy. They both looked over their shoulders at him, and Brynne giggled.

Three bottles of wine and glasses sat on the kitchen island. Brynne finally broke away from Grace to pour them each a glass. “I swear, I’ve been looking forward to a glass of wine as much as I have the company. No offense. I’ve barely touched the stuff since Julie was born, and then nine months before that.” She squinted. “No, longer, because I stopped drinking when we started trying.”

“Well-deserved then,” Grace said. “Along those lines, we have some news to share. We’re trying now.”

“For a baby?” Brynne asked, a glass of wine half-held out and forgotten about.

“Yes. You’ve… kind of inspired us.”

“Oh really?”

Grace took the glass and glanced at Rob. “Definitely.”

Brynne finished dinner, chicken in a shallot and mustard sauce that made Rob think Ken was doubly the dumbest man alive, because the food was amazing. They talked about little things, eyeing each other with the sort of energy a lion might have before it pounced on a gazelle.

When they finished the meal, Brynne gave a cute little pout and said, “Would I be rude if I said I needed to pump? They fill up so fast and get so swollen.”

Jesus, Rob thought.

“No, that’s perfectly fine,” Grace said. She gave him a look. “We’re fine with that, aren’t we, baby?”

“Yeah. Do what you need to do. Want me to go in the other room?”

The two women gave each other amused looks. “There’s no need to be shy around me,” Brynne said. “Sit. Stay.”

“Making me sound like a puppy,” Rob grumbled, but he took a chair again at the table.

Brynne left and returned a moment later with a breast pump and a bottle. “Maybe you’d like me to walk you through it, since you’re going to be needing to do this yourself, Grace?” she asked.

Now it was Grace’s turn to get flustered, and she sat up straighter, cheeks burning red. “I’d like that,” she said, staring at the breast pump, and then at Brynne. “If… you’d like that too.”

“I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t.”

The conversation’s subtext couldn’t have been clearer. Brynne crooked a finger at them, and they followed her into the living room, where she took the middle seat of the couch. They sat on either side of her, Grace’s hand resting on Brynne’s thigh. Brynne shivered at that, and smiled at her as she slid the shoulders of her dress down slowly. Holding the cups of her strapless bra over her breasts, she looked aside at Rob, and said lightly, “You’ll want to pay attention. To help her out when she needs it.”

“And you,” he said, his voice a low growl. “In case you need the help too.”

“Mm. Smart idea. So thoughtful.”

Slowly, she pulled the bra away from her breasts. Rob grunted his satisfaction at the unobstructed sight of her big pink nipples. Engorged and standing ready to be sucked, they were ringed by areolas as big around as a fist. And her breasts themselves were as big as his fantasies. It took him a moment to notice the nipples were slick already.

“They’ve been ready to be sucked all night,” she whispered, looking between them. “That’s why they’re already wet. It’ll come easily when I attach the pump. Sometimes though it’s more of a struggle and they need massaging.” She brought the shield to her nipple, and began to pump quickly, then slowed as her milk began to fill the bottle. “See how fast it came?”

“Fuck,” Rob grunted. His cock ached in his slacks at the sight of the milk filling the bottle, and he stroked himself through his slacks. Brynne and Grace watched, Brynne’s smile sweet and warm, Grace’s naughtier.

“When you say it might need massaging…” she said.

“Mm. Yes. Straddle my leg.”

Grace did, her dress pulling up to her panty line. She ground on Brynne’s thigh, making the other woman moan softly as she continued to pump. Grace didn’t need prompting. She took the other woman’s full, unattended breast in hand, kneading it gently, her mouth open as she stared at the milk beading and trickling down her breast.

“You can be a little rougher,” Brynne whispered. Grace’s fingers sank into her fat tit, making the milk jettison out for the briefest of moments. The tall, lithe blonde broke first, and dropped her mouth to the other woman’s breast as Brynne leaned back, eyelids fluttering.

“Oh, oh fuck,” she gasped, and the breast pump fell away, her other breast leaking milk that could be in Rob’s mouth in that very second.

He knew it was a setup, that the two must have been communicating about this ever since he told Grace his fantasy of the two of them sucking her milk just like this, but he didn’t care. Not one fucking bit. He stood up just long enough to drop his slacks and his boxers, the size of him making Brynne gasp, and then he was on her too, one knee on the couch as he bent to take her big nipple into his mouth, clamping down and sucking instinctually, his eyes closing in rapt pleasure as the warm stream erupted across his tongue.

Her hands went to their heads, clutching them close, her body rocking with pleasure. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, that’s what I need, suck them, suck my tits…”

“Mm,” Grace moaned, and sucked harder, rocking on Brynne’s leg. Rob reached out and yanked her dress up and over her ass. He found her thong, wanting her naked pussy against Brynne’s thigh. Grace pulled back long enough to drop the thong and kick it away, then did the same for Brynne and her itty-bitty bikini briefs, baring her thick, ripe pussy lips to them, as wet as her tits.

“You’re ours,” Grace panted, mounting the other woman again and rocking her pussy against her leg. “We want you in this relationship with us.”

“Oh fuck, oh fuck…”

Grace dropped her mouth to her breast again, and he lost himself to the pleasure of the milk, eyes closing as he sucked her big nipple. The two women moved together, Grace grinding on Brynne’s leg until the busty MILF slipped a hand underneath her and pressed two fingers up into her. Grace’s moan made him break away long enough to stare, milk dripping down his chin. He bent and sucked Brynne’s nipple again just long enough to fill his mouth, then brought it to her lips. Brynne didn’t even hesitate, kissing him back and sucking down her own milk greedily, her eyes sparkling.

Grace saw and pulled away, her own lips wet with the life-giving substance. Her eyes were dazed and she squirmed on Brynne’s fingers, already so close to coming from the heat of the moment. Rob stood upright, his cock at face level, and he slapped it against Brynne’s cheek, then her lips. She sucked him down, her eyes sparkling as she stared not at him, but at Grace.

“You slut, you can take so much more of him than I can,” Grace grumbled, and it was true. Her lips and throat were delicate things, but Brynne was made for fucking, and the angle was right for him to slide his cock into her throat. She took him with an “urk!” eyes watering at the sudden invasion of her throat. He pulled back and drove into her mouth and throat again, and again, and again, unable to help himself from a savage face-fucking, pounding into her mouth as her free hand went to her own pussy, rubbing herself furiously as she stared up at him with watering eyes. And Grace, Grace watched, mouth wide open, dazed delight on her face as she rocked on Brynne’s fingers. This was already hotter than they fantasized about. Brynne was theirs.

“You’re mine. Both of you. You are mine,” he growled.

“Urk!” Brynne choked out.

“Yours, oh God, we’re yours, we’re your good breeding sluts,” Grace whimpered.

Brynne came off him, spittle falling from her lips. “Fuck yes, yours, I’m yours, both of you, mmm, fuck, wanted you since the day we met.”

“Same,” Grace moaned, and twisted Brynne’s face to kiss her hungrily. Rob pressed his cockhead to their lips, and they took him between the two of them, lips running along the sides of him, their eyes sparking off one another’s. Brynne devoured one of his big, clean-shaven balls while Grace ran her tongue back up and down his length, rocking faster on Brynne’s fingers, so close now.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered, “gonna come for you, Brynnie.”

“Come for me, come on my fingers,” Brynne said, her voice nearly a whine of desperate need. Her eyes and face still turned towards Grace, she took Rob back into her mouth, the tip of him making her cheek bulge as he fought the urge to twist her head back and fuck her throat again, but he wanted this too, that connection between the two women like a wildfire.

“Bryyyyynne!” Grace cried out, and she dropped, her head rocking back as she came. Rob could contain himself no longer. He pulled his girlfriend off their lover, and both women stared up at him as he dropped back down to the floor, his eyes wild, his cock raging hard and in need of release.

He gripped Brynne by the shoulders and put her on her back on the couch. Then he straddled her, one foot on the floor, his knee beside her as he slapped his angry cock against her still-leaking tits. “Fuck!” he roared as he pressed his cockhead between her massive tits. She got what he wanted and gripped them tight around him, moaning and mewling up at him as he tit-fucked her milk-soaked breasts.

“Fuck my tits, fuck them while they’re slick with my milk, mmm.”

“I’m going to fuck you raw,” he growled, his cock moving faster between her tits. Grace slid around behind him and spread the other woman’s legs, putting one ankle up behind the cushions and the other on the floor so she could lean down and lick her pussy. Rob didn’t notice. He was lost in the moment, staring down at Brynne as she squeezed her tits around him, the vision of what he wanted crystal-clear in his head.

“Going to come inside you. Breed you just like Grace.”

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes, fuck me raw, fucking come inside me, get me pregnant again, get both of us pregnant, Rob, your pregnant personal sluts.”

“Going to get those asses up in the air, fuck you both like that.”

“Yes!” she cried out. “Fuck our asses! Oh, oh God, I want that big fucking dick in every one of my holes!”

“Mm, she’s so much dirtier than I ever realized,” Grace said behind them.

“You have no idea,” Brynne said, her voice on the verge of being a howl. “I’ll do anything you want. Anything. You want to share me, I’m yours to share. You want to fuck me, come over, walk in, and fuck me.”

“Fuck,” Rob groaned.

She ignored him and kept going as Grace licked her faster and faster. “Mmm, when you’re dripping his come from that pretty little ass, I’ll lick it right from you. Clean you up with my tongue. I’m your slut. Your whore. So fuck me. Fuck your desperate cock-hungry milk-dripping whore. Make me yours forever.”

“Fuck!” Rob roared, and he moved. Grace did too, pulling away and watching, slack-jawed and delighted, as he pulled Brynne to the edge of the couch, her legs dangling off and spread wide for him and his fat, angry cock. He slammed deep into her waiting cunt on the first thrust, burying himself to the balls, and Brynne wailed, “Yes! Oh, oh fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Fucking take me!”

Then she spoke little more, because Grace hopped on the couch, straddling her face and dropping her cunt on Brynne’s mouth. “Oh fuck yes,” she gasped, and clutched at Rob to pull him in for a long, lurid kiss. “Fuck her hard, baby.”

Her wish was his command. He sank into Brynne’s wet, warm pussy over and over again, driving her wetness out of her and making her legs kick like she was riding a bicycle. She clutched Grace even tighter to her face, fingers digging into her slender ass as she devoured Rob’s girlfriend. Her tits still dribbled milk, and when Grace saw where his eyes feasted, she played with it, drawing her fingers through the milk and bringing it to her lips, sucking them down.

“Fuck,” he grunted.

“Both of us, mm, both of us are going to be little milk sows for you, mmm, anytime you want it, Rob, yours to drink, right from our tits.”

He grabbed Brynne’s ankles and held her legs high and wide as he fucked into her harder, eyes wild, his breath coming in snorts like a bull’s. Grace saw, and knew he was right on the edge of losing control, her face lighting up.

“So big and so full from your babies, mmm hmmm, both of us, big and fat with our tits dripping for you, fuck, Rob, imagine it, imagine the two of us together in bed with you, big bellies pressed against you, our tits for you to milk.”

“Fuuuuuck!”

And from beneath Grace, Brynne whimpered, “Oh God, oh God!”

“We’re going to give you all the kids you want, you can keep coming inside our little unprotected pussies with that big fucking babymaker and destroy our bodies, wreck us, make us pregnant over and over and over and over again until we’re nothing but fucking breeding stock for you, Rob, mm hmm, break our little pussies, shatter our brains until we’re nothing but fuck-sluts ready to give you the next kid.”

“Oh, FUCK!” Brynne wailed, coming again, coming so fucking hard she squirted a little. Rob yanked out of her, his cock angry and glistening and throbbing for release. He was beyond thought now as he grabbed Grace and flipped her around until she was face to face with Brynne on the couch, the two of them kissing noisily as he positioned himself behind them again and slammed into Grace as hard and as fast as he’d ever fucked her, too close to hold onto control.

“Breed her, you have to breed her first,” Grace begged.

“No, her, her, you need to come in her,” Brynne said, her voice hoarse with need.

“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” Rob roared, and he slammed deep into Grace again and again, coming, coming, one shot firing deep into her, then two, three, and he was pulling out and shoving into Brynne’s cunt again, releasing again and again and again. She got the brunt of it, but when he pulled back, they both dripped him.

Brynne crushed her lips against Grace’s and the two made out for a long, languid minute as they came down.

“Did I just agree to be… breeding stock?” Brynne asked.

“Hell yeah you did,” Grace said.

“Did you say the words milk sow? Did I hear that?”

Grace cracked up. “Yeah, I got a little into it.”

“Fuck it, I’m in,” Brynne said.

“Yeah?” Grace asked.

“Yeah. M-milk sow.”

They both burst out laughing as Rob stood up to fetch a warm, wet washcloth, and were still giggling and making out when he returned to clean them. Brynne looked up at him with eyes shining with good humor.

“You’d better be ready to change a lot of diapers, big man,” she said.

* * * * *

Well, that one went off the rails, but in a fun way, I hope. Thanks for reading!
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