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I felt so ashamed and embarrassed as I drove home crying, trying to keep my car from careening out of control as I sobbed.  Pregnant.  Just fucking great.  As an added bonus, the father had disappeared leaving me to deal with this mess alone.  How was I going to break it to my mom and stepdad?  Would they kick me out of the house?  I had such a flow of emotions running through me that it's a wonder I made it home in one piece.

I had met Matt at a party during spring break.  I knew better than to get involved with anyone, much less have unprotected sex, but he was so hot that I got caught up in the moment and figured one time wouldn't hurt.  Yeah, right.  My luck that I got knocked up with just one night of indiscretion.  But I do have to admit, he was a good fuck.  The way he licked my pussy and fucked me silly was almost worth what had happened.  Almost.

Mom could tell something was wrong as soon as I walked through the door.

"What's wrong, baby?" she asked as she hugged me.

"You're going to disown me," I said blubbering into her shoulder.

"For what?" she asked.

"I'm pregnant," I said, bawling louder.

"It's ok," she said.  "Do you know who the father is?  Do we know him?"

I explained to her about spring break and how I was now alone to deal with this problem.  She reassured me that dad and she would be supportive and help me.  I dreaded dad finding out more than mom.  He was a strict, but fair parent and I figured he would go off the deep end when he found out.  But much to my surprise, he didn't.  He was soft and supportive, much more docile than I had expected.  For the first time, I felt like things were going to work out for me.

It was maybe a week after all of this took place that the first inkling of what was to come started to appear.  One night I was feeling rather horny, possibly from the vitamins I was given for pregnancy.  Ever since I got pregnant, it was like I had an insatiable sexual appetite.  Of course, this meant many a night fucking my dildo to satisfy myself.  But tonight, I had made the mistake of not closing my bedroom door all the way.

As I worked myself into orgasm, I heard a noise and stopped mid-stroke.  That's when I saw the door ajar and dad standing in the hallway holding his dick.  I didn't know what to do, so I just finished the job.  If he wanted to watch, then watch.  I was not going to be denied my orgasm.  Once I was satisfied, I rolled over and looked out the door.  Dad was gone, so I just rolled over and went back to sleep.

When I woke up the next morning, I remembered what had happened the night before.  I wasn't quite ready to deal with the awkwardness of dad watching me fuck myself.  I wondered if he had said anything to mom.  I timidly went downstairs and set about getting some breakfast, just waiting for the bomb to drop.

"Sleep well?" Mom asked.

"Not too bad," I replied as I looked at dad.

He just smiled at me and sipped his coffee.  I knew right then and there that he enjoyed watching me, and he was probably hoping to see me again.  I was a little more confident as I finished my morning routine.  I made up my mind that I was going to leave my door cracked at night so he could watch me if he wanted to.  I figured I owed him that much since they were going to help with my pregnancy.  It wasn't hurting anyone and I still got to be satisfied.

A few days went by, and almost every night I would see dad standing in the hallway watching me.  To be honest, it sort of turned me on knowing he liked watching me sexually satisfy myself.  It added to the horny feelings I had built up over the course of the day.  When Saturday rolled around, I was relaxing in the family room flipping through the TV channels when dad came into the room.  He sat on the chair next to me and leaned back, looking over at me.

Mom had gone to do some shopping, so it was just dad and I at the house.  I could tell something was on his mind, but he was reluctant to say anything.  I figured I would have to pry it out of him.

"What's up?" I asked.  "You seem like you want to talk to me about something."

He cleared his throat and leaned forward onto his forearms.

"I think we can help each other out," he said.

"How do you mean?" I asked.

At this point, the thought of us having sexual relations had not even entered my mind.

"Well, apparently you have an itch you need scratched, and I just happen to have the same itch," he said.

Then it dawned on me what he was referring to.  My evening masturbation sessions.  This was the first time I actually looked at him as just a man, and not my dad.  He was tall, muscular, with a mustache and dark hair.  His eyes were a very dark blue and he carried himself very confidently.  By all standards, he was a very attractive man.

"And what is it you had in mind?" I asked as if I didn't know already.

"Well," he started, "your mom and I have barely had sex for quite a while, and I need sexual relief just like you do."

I actually felt sorry for him at this point.  Why wouldn't my mom want to fuck him on a regular basis?  Surely, he turned her on.  In fact, I was getting turned on just sitting there talking about it with him.

"So, you would come to my room during the night and satisfy me?" I asked.

"Something like that," he replied.  "That is if you're willing."

I sat there and thought about it for a few moments.  It wasn't technically wrong since he wasn't my real dad.  I would get the bonus of having a real cock, and he would get laid once in a while.  Seemed like a good arrangement to me.

"I suppose that would work," I replied.  "But what about mom?  If she ever found out it would crush her."

"Then let's keep it our little secret, alright?" he replied.

With our arrangement in place, I continued on with my day, but started to think about dad in a whole new way.  I looked at him differently and saw the sexy man I had been living with for so long as a new lover, not a dad.  As the day wore on, I started to craving for night-time to arrive so we could have our first encounter.  I was nervous and excited at the same time.  I think the danger of getting caught added to the horny feelings I was having.

I think we both were nervous that first night as we tried to act normal during dinner and while watching TV.  I don't think mom suspected anything, and even if she thought something was off, she would have just chalked it up to my pregnancy.  As eleven o'clock rolled around, I yawned and announced I was heading to bed.

"Good night, honey," mom said.

"Night, daddy," I said to him.

"Good night," he replied.

All was well in my world, and soon it was going to get a lot better.  I went to my room and stripped down, getting into bed naked.  No sense putting bed clothes on if we were going to have sex tonight.  As I lay in bed waiting for his arrival, I couldn't help but play with myself.  The thought of having a real dick tonight got my juices flowing heavily.  I slid my hand down to my pussy and slid my fingers between my lips, feeling the hot and sticky juices flowing from my hole.

I didn't want to cum; I just couldn't help but touch my burning body.  My tits were swollen and aching for someone to suck on them.  I was about to give up on him showing when my door cracked open.  He closed it quietly, then slid under the covers next to me.  His breathing was irregular, and I'm sure he was as nervous as I was.  He gently kissed me as his hand slipped across my body, resting on my hip.

I pulled him closer and returned his kiss, probing his mouth with my tongue.  Right now, he was my lover, and I meant to satisfy him.  His hand moved to my tits and he started twisting and tugging my nipples.  I let out a soft moan as I welcomed his touch.  My hand went down to his cock and I clasped my hands around his nearly hard dick, feeling its length and girth.

I stroked him hard as he moved his mouth down to my nipples and sucked on them one at a time.  God did that feel so good!  I pulled his head into my chest, wanting him to suck harder, to relieve the pressure that had built up all day.  His hand slid down my belly and across my outer lips as he cupped my pussy with his strong hands.  He gently massaged my outer lips with his hand as he nibbled on my nubs, causing me to moan a little louder.

I moaned again and whimpered as his fingers parted my lips, sliding up and down my slit.  I grabbed his arm as his fingers slid inside of me, causing me to convulse slightly.  He slid his fingers in and out of me as my hips moved in unison with his plunges.  He pushed me onto my back and slid down my body, his tongue lapping at my flesh.  Chills ran down my body as tingles started to run to my pussy.  I longed to feel his tongue on me, and was not disappointed.

His tongue slid down the outside of my lips, then he sucked each one into his mouth as he massaged them with his tongue.  At last I felt his hot breath on my slit as he started to lick me up and down my slit.  I rubbed my nipples as he started to lick my clit, making me moan with pleasure.  It didn't take him long to bring me to orgasm as I felt the pressure building inside of me.  I exploded in an intense orgasm as I flung my arms out wide from my body and grabbed at the sheets as if they were going to help me endure the waves of ecstasy that swept over me.

As my orgasm subsided, he moved back up my body and started to get into position.  I pushed him back and sat up, leaning over to take him into my mouth.  I was still shuddering from the aftershocks as I sucked his shaft in and out of my mouth.  I could taste his pre-cum that was seeping out of the end of his rod.  I released his cock, then laid back down, ready for him to fuck me.

He slid his fat cock into my pussy and went deep.  He went deeper than any other man I had been with, and I loved feeling him fill me.  

"Fuck me, daddy," I whispered in his ear as he leaned forward.  "Fuck me hard, pound my pussy with your cock."

He started to fuck me hard right from the start, his dick going in and out of me with long, fast strokes.  I was panting as he continued to pound me, lasting longer than I thought he would.

"Oh, God," I said, trying to be quiet.  "Cum inside of me.  I want your cum to fill me up."

His body stiffened, and I felt his cock pulsing inside of me and knew he had started to cum.  I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him in tight to ensure he was as deep inside of me as possible.

"Oh, my God," I cried into his shoulder.

He relaxed his body and I knew his orgasm was over.  We lay there holding each other for a while before he left to go back to bed.  I smiled to myself after he left, knowing I was going to get a real cock anytime I wanted it.  Daddy was a great fuck, and I wondered why mom didn't have more of him.

# # # #

The next few weeks went by pretty fast.  Dad and I fucked almost every single night.  Pretty much the same thing every time.  He would eat me out, then fuck me.  But I knew he wanted more.  I just needed the right moment to give it to him.  That moment finally came one Sunday when mom announced she was going over to her sister’s for the day to help her with painting her living room.

Once mom had left, I walked over to dad and hugged him tightly.

"We get some time to make noise," I told him.  "Wanna fuck?"

He smiled at me and took me by the hand, leading me to my bedroom.  We stripped down, and I immediately went to work sucking his cock while on my knees.  I wanted to taste him, to have him cum in my mouth. I sucked him as fast and hard as I could, taking in his full length a few times.  I used my hand to stroke him as I sucked up and down his shaft, licking the underside with my tongue.  Soon, I felt his rod start to jerk and knew he was about to cum.  I plunged his cock deep into my mouth just as he exploded into an orgasm, shooting his spunk down my throat.  I swallowed everything he shot into my mouth, and sucked as much from his shaft as I could.

Now it was my turn.  I lay on the bed and waited for him to eat my pussy.  He started slow, then worked his way to my clit, ensuring my arousal was as high as he could get it.  I came hard as I quivered from the ecstasy and ran my fingers through his hair as his tongue continued to lick me through my orgasm.  He sucked on my clit a couple of times, causing me to jump and suck in my breath.  Now THAT was a different sensation!

With my orgasm finished, he got on the bed with me and held me close.  We lay there talking a bit and soon began to fondle each other.  His dick started getting hard again, and I knew we were in for round two.  He finger fucked me to get me worked up, then motioned for me to get on my hands and knees.  I did as he asked, burying my face into my pillow.

I felt something wet hit my ass, then his finger probing my anus.  I knew what he wanted, and even though I had not done anal before, I was willing to let him try it with me.  I felt the head of his cock pressing against my asshole, then as I opened up to accept his shaft, he started slowly working it into me.  I could feel his thighs pressing against mine as his hot breath sent shivers down my spine.  His dick went inside of my ass all the way, and he started pumping me with long, fast strokes.

"Play with your pussy," he told me.

I reached between my legs and began to rub my clit and slip my fingers in and out of myself as he pounded my ass.  I never thought being fucked in the ass would feel so good!  I was pushing my ass back into him with each thrust, helping him fuck my ass.  He pulled his dick from me, then slid it deep into my pussy and started to fuck me hard.  The headboard was slamming into the wall as I screamed with passion.

"Oh, God!  Oh shit!  Yes, fuck me hard, daddy," I screamed.  "Give me that big cock of yours, oh yeah!"

My tits were dragging on the blanket as he fucked me as hard as he could, creating tingles that went down to my toes.  I felt my orgasm building as he reached around me and started rubbing my clit.  

"Holy shit!" I exclaimed as the feel of his finger on my sensitive clit nearly sent me through the ceiling!

I came hard, flinging the pillows across the room as I whimpered with ecstasy.  He continued to fuck me hard all through my orgasm.  My pussy was becoming raw from his pounding, but I didn't want him to stop.  I wanted him to be satisfied.  I felt him tense up and knew his orgasm was coming.  He slammed deep inside of me and his cock pulsed as he came hard inside of me.  As his orgasm subsided, he leaned over me and kissed my back, sending chills down my spine.  We both collapsed from the exhaustion, breathing heavily.

We recovered from our encounter, then got dressed.  As I was about to leave the room, he pulled me close and kissed me deeply.

"There is one more thing I want," he said to me.

"What's that?" I asked.

"In about a month or so you are going to start lactating," he said.  "When you do, I want to drink your milk."

I agreed, but thought it was kind of weird.  Whatever tripped his trigger was fine with me as long as he fucked me.  We had developed a nice relationship, and even if I didn't want to admit it, I was in love with him.  I hadn't planned on that happening, but he was such a good lover and man that it just happened.

"I love you, daddy," I said as I kissed him again.

"I love you too, baby," he replied.

I don't think he fully understood what I meant, but someday he would.  Our time together was risky, and there were a couple of times we almost got caught.  But dad was able to explain away everything to her.  A few times we talked about their relationship, and I could tell he was heartbroken she no longer wanted him.  But her loss was now my gain, and I intended on keeping him for myself.

One night we were having some foreplay when I noticed some moisture on my chest.

"What's this?" I asked as I wiped it from my body.

"Milk," dad replied with a smile.  "I've been waiting for this."

He moved his mouth to my nipple and sucked it all the way into his mouth.  His hand began to massage my pussy, and the feeling of my milk flowing from my nipple just added to the erotic sensations I was feeling.  I had no idea that having milk sucked from me while aroused would cause such intense and pleasurable feelings.  Now I wanted him to suck my milk!

He moved from one tit to the other one, sucking me dry as he finger fucked me.  I didn't even need to touch his cock, it was stiff the whole time.  He fucked me hard again and I came with a force I had never experienced before.  He could suck my milk anytime he wanted!  I had a new fetish, and it was his as well.  We were now a great sex team!

As my pregnancy progressed, so did my milk flow.  Daddy would sometimes milk me and let the milk pool between my tits.  Then, he would titty-fuck me as his cock slid between my tits splashing the milk all over his dick.  He would shove his milk-covered cock into my mouth and have me clean the milk off it.  Once, he masturbated into the pool of milk, then mixed his cum with it, feeding me the concoction.  

When I finally had the baby, I knew we wouldn't be able to have sex for a while, but that didn't stop him from milking me, or from me sucking his cum.  My sex drive never diminished like a lot of women experience.  I guess it was due to his ability to keep me aroused.

One day, shortly after the baby was born, mom asked us both into the living room.  She wanted to talk to us.

"I've been doing a lot of soul searching over the last year or so and have come to a decision," she said.  "I am a lesbian, and I don't want to be married to a man anymore.  I know the two of you have been having sex, and that's ok.  To lie with a woman night after night and not have sex with her is more than any man can handle."

We were both stunned.  But that did explain a few things.  More shocking than anything was her acceptance of our relationship.

"How can you be so accepting of our relationship?" I asked her.  "I mean, I have been having sex with your husband for almost eight months now."

"I cannot judge anyone for doing what is right for them, just as I don’t expect anyone to judge me," she replied.  "If the two of you are happy together, then so be it.  I'll accept that and be happy for you."

Well, wasn't that just the weirdest twist anyone could have in their life?  We parted company, but mom and I are still close.  She and dad are friends, and there have never been any mean words said between the two of them.  Mom is living the life she knows is right for her, and I am living mine.  I'm sure outsiders think we are a bunch of inbreds, but I don't care.  I am happy, my family is happy, and we all get along.  What more could you want?

# # # #
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