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Erin and I had been best friends for two years, even though I was a guy and she was a girl. Had we both been single when we'd met we'd probably have become lovers. But I had been engaged to a woman who'd forgotten to mention her other boyfriend, and by the time I found out and sent her packing Erin was in a serious relationship of her own.

Erin was nine months pregnant. Her boyfriend, initially supportive, had flaked out and ghosted two months earlier. I too was currently single. We were hanging out together at Erin's apartment. We had just finished the takeout we'd ordered, and were relaxing with our third glass of wine.

“I don't know what it is,” Erin said. “I've been super horny lately. I've always had a healthy sex drive, but it's been just crazy the last couple of weeks. Maybe it's something hormonal. And of course with that idiot Jason gone I have no one to have sex with. It's not easy to hook up with someone when you're nine months pregnant. And I couldn't do much for a guy even if I met one. I was already starting to find sex uncomfortable when Jason bounced, and I wouldn't want to even try intercourse now, when I'm two months further along. And I can't give head cause of my fucking jaw.” Erin had TMJ, which prevented her from opening her mouth wide enough for fellatio on anything much bigger than a micropenis. “I don't think there's many guys out there who want a chick who's nine months pregnant sitting on their face. Especially if they know they won't be getting a fuck or a blowjob out of it.”

“You're really beautiful, Erin. A lot of guys would be delighted to have you sitting on their face.” I mentally slapped myself in the head as soon as the words left my mouth. I feared that Erin would think I wanted to get with her and be turned off. Or that she'd think I was a pervert. I certainly did want to get with Erin, and secretly had the whole time I'd known her. But the feeling did not seem to be mutual.

“Really?” Erin said. She hesitated a long moment, then said “How about you, Dave? Would you want me sitting on your face if you knew there wasn't going to be any reciprocation?”

“Um...well...if you wanted me to, I wouldn't refuse...”

“Hmmm,” Erin said. “I'm really horny right now. I'm incredibly tempted to take you up on that...”

“If you're serious, I'm willing.”

“I'm serious. I've been dying to have someone go down on me. It's been way too long...” She looked me in the eyes and smiled mischievously. “Let's do this.”

Erin really was beautiful. I hadn't been lying when I told her that. She was 29 years old, the same age as myself. She was of medium height and had a slender, athletic build, with long legs, a wonderful ass, and tantalizing C-cup breasts. Her breasts had gotten noticeably larger due to her pregnancy. She had a cute, somewhat elfin face with eyes the color of emeralds and hair the color of burning embers. She worked as a software developer at a small tech startup. She had an easy-going, adventurous personality and an offbeat sense of humor. I adored her.

We were in her bedroom. I was feeling excited but also nervous and awkward. I didn't want to fuck this up. I could tell Erin was nervous too. But her horniness overpowered whatever reticence she felt.

“You should lie down on the bed, I guess...” Erin suggested.

“Yes,” I agreed, and got onto the bed. I didn't bother to take my clothes off. There didn't seem to be any point.

Erin self-consciously began to disrobe. She was wearing a loose T-shirt with no bra underneath and light gray track pants. She pulled her T-shirt up over her head and let it fall to the floor. I watched in rapt silence. Her boobs had looked great before, but now, swollen with milk, they looked incredible. Her belly was of course huge. This was, I guess, a turn off for most guys, but for some reason I couldn't explain, I found it sexy. She smiled as she watched me admiring her.

She didn't wear shoes inside her apartment, but was wearing socks, and took these off next. Then she removed her track pants, revealing a pair of plain white panties. She hesitated a moment or two, then pulled these off as well and cast them aside. She had a trim bush the same fiery color as her hair. My cock stiffened.

Erin climbed onto the bed beside me and straddled my torso on her knees.

“Do you think you could...um...suck my breasts a little first? My nipples are almost as sensitive as my clit, and I love having them sucked.”

“Of course.” I would have given a week's salary to be allowed to suck Erin's breasts.

“My boobs have been...um...leaking breast milk,” she confided self-consciously. “They keep staining my T-shirts. You're probably going to get some in your mouth. I hope that's not too weird.”

“That's okay,” I reassured her.

She lowered herself onto her hands and knees, still straddling me. Her big belly pressed against my chest. She brought one of her tits to my mouth, teasingly dragging the distended nipple across my cheek and over my lips. Her wide aureole had contracted into puckered ellipses. Her nubs were the size of fingertips. I parted my lips, letting her nipple in.

Erin moaned softly as I began sucking. I felt warm wetness in my mouth. Erin's breast milk had a hard-to-describe but wonderful taste that was both sweet and sour. I gently squeezed her other breast with my left hand while running my right hand along the side of her rounded belly. Her moans became a little louder. Her milk continued to fill my mouth. I swallowed and continued sucking. After a few minutes she gently shifted and brought her other boob to my mouth, and I repeated the process.

“Oh God that feels good,” Erin murmured. “I want you to give me some kisses a little lower down now.”

She raised herself, removing her engorged nipple from my mouth, and moved forward on her hands and knees, until her big belly was above my face. I kissed her belly just below her navel. She murmured approvingly and crawled forward a little more, sliding her belly over my face. I gave her more kisses. She continued advancing, so that my caresses got lower and lower, until I reached her bush.

Erin raised herself so that she was upright from the knees up and shuffled a little further forward, so that she was straddling my head on her knees. Her kitty was now right above my mouth, just a finger's width away. Her big belly and the undersides of her jutting boobs largely filled my field of vision. The scent of her arousal teased my nostrils. She reached down and gently stroked my hair.

“Eat me,” she begged.

I showered her with slow, teasing kisses, moving over her inner thighs, her wide outer lips, and her cleft. My cock was so hard it bordered on painful, but I ignored it and focused my attention on Erin. I gave her slit a playful lick, then another one. She made a contented sound. I moved my hands up and ran them over her curvy thighs and ass. She slowly relaxed and brought her pussy down onto my face. I continued kissing and licking.

Erin shifted her position slightly so that her clit was against my lips. “Suck me,” she implored.

I sucked her. Her moans became deeper and louder.

After a short time Erin began slowly thrusting. She gripped my hair with both hands, as if she was afraid I would attempt to leave. Her thrusts gradually got faster. And more forceful. Her breathing got heavier. She was getting wetter, covering my lips, tongue, and chin with her cock-hardening nectar.

She abruptly let out a moan that could probably be heard two doors over and thrust hard, almost violently, several times against my face. A small gush of female cum squirted into my mouth. I happily swallowed it. Erin remained sitting on my face for a minute or so, then carefully raised herself off me.

“You okay,” she asked apprehensively. “I didn't mean to fuck your face so hard.” She smiled. “I got a little caught up in the moment.”

“I'm fine,” I assured her. “I'm dying to come, though. Any chance you could use your hand on me?”

“I have a better idea. What if I were to sit on your cock the way I just sat on your face and rubbed myself all over it without actually taking it inside me? I think we both might be able to come if I do that.”

“I like that idea. Let's try it!”

Erin undid my belt and fly and tugged my pants and boxers down. I arched myself up and helped her get them off. Then, to my surprise, she leaned down and kissed my newly liberated cock. “I can't take you in my mouth,” she said, “but I can still give you some kisses.”

It was my turn to moan with pleasure. She lavished kisses along the length of my shaft, from the head to my balls, slowly making her way up and down several times. She planted several loving kisses on the tip and took a little of it between her lips. I came very close to shooting my entire load into her mouth right then and there.

Then Erin surprised me by planting her big boobs over it. It felt heavenly. “Let me give you a little massage,” she offered playfully.

She squeezed her tits against my cock. I immediately erupted, despite my efforts to hold back. Jets of warm, sticky cum sprayed across the front of my T-shirt almost to the collar.

“Oops,” Erin exclaimed jovially. “Sorry, I didn't mean for that to happen!”

“That's okay,” I reassured her. “That felt amazing.”

“I still want to try out my idea,” Erin suggested. “If you want. I'll help you get hard again.”

“I'd like that.”

She smiled coyly. “Let's get rid of this T-shirt. It needs to be laundered. I'm not doing laundry till tomorrow, so you might have to spend the night.” I returned her smile. Together we peeled off the stained T-shirt.

Erin lay beside me, pressing her big belly and boobs against me, and we kissed. She rolled on top of me, pinning me against the mattress, and continued passionately kissing me. She kissed my throat, then slowly moved further down, kissing my chest and stomach. My cock recharged very fast. I feared that I was going to unintentionally come again as her boobs slid back over it, but I managed not to. Erin continued moving south. She bestowed more playful kisses over my cock and balls. Then she raised herself onto her knees and shuffled forward till she was straddling my hips.

Erin lowered herself onto my cock, squeezing it between her pussy and my belly. The soft, excited flesh between her outer pussy lips was pressed against the length of my shaft. She sat there unmoving for a moment, both of us savoring the sensation, before slowly moving her hips so that her cleft and the engorged flesh within it slid back and forth over my cock. It felt almost as though we were fucking. Which we were—just not quite in the traditional way. We both moaned with pleasure. Soon she was grinding herself more forcefully against me. I pushed my hips upward, meeting her thrusts. I could feel her increasing wetness all over my cock.

I suddenly felt myself spurting, spraying more cum across my own belly. Seconds later Erin came too, gushing onto my cock and groaning loudly. She fell forward, so that she was again lying on top of me. We held each other for a while.

“I'm still horny,” Erin admitted. “Any chance I can sit on your face again?”

“As many times as you want.”

She brought her pussy back to my face. “You may regret saying that,” she teased. She lowered herself onto my mouth. “I've been almost insatiable lately. I think I need another ten orgasms.”

She gripped my head and began thrusting.
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