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In Need Of Love

Kate Granger


Chapter One

Home Sweet Home

◆◆◆

I leaned on the doorframe long enough to know this wasn’t their first time. There is a familiarity between lovers that a girl can sense when watching them fuck. She wraps her legs around his waist perfectly, spurring her heels precisely where she knows the crease between his ass cheeks and thighs to be.

He groans like he’s fucking his favorite slut, something a husband can only do after the first time he cheated. Soundbites like, I missed fucking you or Let’s not leave it so long until next time, are also dead giveaways that your husband has cheated before.

I tapped on the doorframe and smiled, not willing to allow their infidelity to provoke my emotions overtly.

“Hi, Ben. Hello, Piper.”

“Oh fuck!”

“It doesn’t matter what you say right now, Ben, actions speak louder than words, and your cock is buried deep inside my best friend. I think that means we’re through.”

Piper hopped off my husband’s cock and leaped out of bed faster than you could smack a gnat. She looked ashamed but made no attempt to apologize or explain herself and ran, wrapped in a bedsheet with her panties and other garments in hand.

I stared at Ben, unsurprised by his infidelity and far less angry than I had expected to be. I was heartbroken, though, and he must have sensed that, looking apologetic but incapable of finding the words to smooth over a very awkward moment.

“What can I say, Madison?”

“Don’t apologize, honey… just lean into it. My… what stories you’ll have for your buddies later at the bar. Oh… hey guys, you should’ve seen it… the slut ran this way… the wife ran that way, and u-huh, man, it was so fucking funny.”

“Am I laughing, Madison?”

“I guess not, but I’m also fairly sure you don’t care either.”

“I do care about you.”

“Yeah, maybe you care you got caught, but not about me. I have to leave now, so go on and fuck yourself, Ben… or get your whore Piper back and give her the all-clear.”

“Piper is not a whore.”

“I’ll give you three days to leave my home. I think that’s fair.”

“It’s our home, Madison.”

“Prenup, babe. You came into this marriage with nothing, and you cheated; now… get the fuck out. Three days honey, after which you will be forcibly removed.”

I cried while driving to my parent’s home. Physically, ridding myself of a philandering husband was easy; mending the broken heart that Ben left behind would not be quite so simple. Piper called me six times while I drove, wanting to speak from the perspective of a woman and one-time best friend who probably thought her respectability was regained by being invisible and no longer impaled on my husband’s cock.

Yeah, it just happened, babe.

One minute we were doing dishes, the next, I was sucking his cock.

I think Ben is my one love.

I didn’t want to hear it, so I ignored the calls and messages. Eventually, I pulled over and blocked Piper’s number because there was no way that friendship would ever be rekindled.

Mom immediately knew something was awry when I made a direct line from her front door to my old bedroom via the stairs. She tapped the door gently once I had settled into screaming at and biting a pillow in fury and distress.

“Come in. It’s open.”

“Hi, Madison.”

“Mom.”

“Am I to understand that you are moving back into your old room?”

“Divorce beckons, Mom.”

“What about your ranch?”

“Ben has three days to pack up and leave. My ranch hands despise him anyway; they know what to do if he doesn’t leave. Work is slow because little else is happening except grazing right now.”

“It’s just you, me, and Daddy, then?”

“If that’s okay, yes.”

Mom snuggled into me like a warm, big spoon, wrapping her arms around my midriff. I felt a kick and giggled when she did.

“Even my baby disapproves of her Daddy.”

“With two weeks left until your daughter is born, Ben has been a foolish boy.”

“He won’t be at the birth, Mom. I’ll allow him as much access to his daughter as he wishes, but something tells me he won’t care, and we won’t see Ben again after this week.”

I fell asleep in Mom’s arms and woke up alone in the early hours, feeling dehydrated. After a drink of iced water from a thermos, I quietly explored downstairs, starting with the fridge, carving a sliver of delicious Jamón Serrano’s, hoping my baby would be a foodie like her Mom.

“Did you know the flavor development lies within its delicate aging process and the addition of one simple ingredient?”

I spun around, almost falling, but, as ever, he caught me gently, steadying me on my feet.

“Daddy! You surprised me.”

“Mom said you were home. It’s lovely to see you, baby girl.”

Dad hugged me carefully, avoiding my heavily pregnant belly.

“Ben is such an asshole Madison, but you knew that too late. Nobody saw his poor behavior coming, so I hope you aren’t blaming yourself.”

“That fact does not ease my broken heart, but yeah, Daddy, Ben is an asshole.”

“Was it Piper you caught him with?”

“Yes.”

“Bitch!”

“And former best friend. Don’t forget that.”

“Well… they both skipped town already. Your guys at the ranch called a couple of hours ago. They asked if they should rough him up a little on the way out of your front door.”

“What did you say?”

“I told them just one kick up the ass might be nice for me to remember him by.”

“I’m glad Ben left already. I can move on faster.”

“You take all the time you want and hang out with us, baby girl. You have a home here, another one of your own, and a great cattle farming ranch. With a baby daughter on the way, you should stay where you are loved.”

“Am I loved here, Daddy?”

“Of course, honey. I told you that when we first met.”

“My bio Mom says I was less than a year old when you told me how much you loved me, Dad. You know I can’t remember that.”

“You’re as much my daughter as the man who got your Mom pregnant.”

He pointed at my belly by way of a polite request, and I nodded my head, giving permission for Dad to stroke and feel my baby bump. A thin cotton T-shirt and sensible pregnancy panties protected my modesty, and I enjoyed a man who loved me unconditionally, sharing my special time.

He grinned when my daughter kicked, and I ticked off another happy moment amid a general turmoil of discontent. I tapped my head on his chest while my Dad cupped my entire pregnancy, holding the fruit of my womb as though wishing it were his. 

“I’m all fucked up, Daddy.”

“Why honey?”

“I have a stepfather who is feeling my belly right now instead of a husband. You are praying harder for a kick than Ben ever did, and you love me much more. I have your wife, my adopted Mom, who cares more about me than my real mother.”

“You met your real mother half a dozen times, and that was years ago. Don’t worry about her. Anna is your Mom. She loves you with all of her heart.”

“I didn’t ever meet my real Daddy, though.”

“Do you need closure with your biological parents because you are pregnant?”

“No. I don’t want either of them involved with my daughter.”

I saw sadness in his eyes and wrapped my arms around Brad’s neck. He was the only father who cared, having raised me from an age before I got out of diapers. It had been my stepfather’s idea for me to take over his ranch, something he gifted when I reached twenty-five years old; hence, it was protected by a prenup.

“I didn’t mean to stir up feelings of hurt, Daddy. You are the only father I want or need.”

“Anna has been a much better Mom than the loser who birthed you.”

“I know that too.”

“It’s sea salt.

“What is Dad?”

“The special ingredient that makes that Serrano ham so special. It’s sea salt. You never asked.”

“I already knew Dad… we’re both foodies.”

I hugged my stepfather tighter, feeling love exude from his soul. He wanted the best for me, and his comfort meant everything in my hour of need. I also, surprisingly, enjoyed the firm erection poking into my belly, passing it off as a biological response, feeling pleased I could have that effect on a man while very heavily pregnant.

If Dad was turned on by me, that was fine, but I worried when my pussy lips tingled, engorged, and dampness filled my panties. A tickle in my womb suggested my arousal was equally as significant as Brad’s.

He politely stepped away, embarrassed but still smiling, and I unintentionally glanced down at his cock. I felt even more aroused when I saw a thick hose outline pressing hard against the wool, cotton blend of his pajama pants.

I quickly glanced away, feeling burning cheeks. His eyes looked agog, and a surprised expression alerted me, so I checked what he had spotted on my T-shirt.

“Oh my god, Dad… I’m so sorry.”

“Are you okay, Madison?”

I quickly covered the leaky patches around my solid, red nipples that showed transparently through the thin cotton of my T-shirt, terrified because I had no idea what was happening.

“Mom!”

“Mom!”

“Oh fuck! Mom!”

Dad followed me as I waddled awkwardly like a majestic goose to my parent’s bedroom, where Mom was rolling out of her bed, looking panicked.

“What is it, Madison? Have your waters broken early?”

“Nooo… fuck! It’s much worse. Look.”

I removed my cupped palms, uncovering two swollen, aching breasts while shielding them from Dad’s view. Circles of leakage on my cotton T had grown since I stood outside the fridge with my Dad’s erection poking me.

“It’s your hormones, sweetie.”

“You mean my breastmilk has come already?”

“It’s preterm milk. Some call it colostrum. It is less sweet than the milk you’ll produce after giving birth because it's enhanced in nutrients and protein and lower in fats and lactose.”

“How the fuck did this happen?”

“Hormones, honey. Maybe the quarrel with Ben caused this.”

A thought occurred to me, and I gasped, then stared at my Dad’s cock. His pajama trousers tented enormously, even more than when we were downstairs, so there was no hiding from his shame. I glanced up at his face, and seeing his horror worsened mine.

Mom looked at Dad, then me, then stared at her husband’s cock, which was entirely reared and ready for action. She grimaced, frowned, and smiled with growing embarrassment before outright laughing.

“Oh my. I see precisely what happened.”

“What, Mom, what? What happened?”

“Calm down, sweetheart. Human, sexual biology, and chemistry are all that’s happening around here right now.”

“Are you saying I have the hots for my Dad? Holy fuck! That’s not normal.”

“Now come on, Madison. That isn’t fair. Biology doesn’t understand constraints like step or adopted parents. As far as your body is concerned, Brad is a warm-blooded male ready, willing, and able to satisfy and comfort you.”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“Your body is selecting Daddy as your nesting partner.”

“Holy fuck!”

I stared at my adopted mother, completely aghast amid a tumult of emotions, some terrifying, others highly arousing. Dad’s hard-on was still very evident, and, despite my rational brain begging me not to, I drooled, admiring the length and girth of a cock that had previously and forever been denied to me.

“Are your breasts aching right now, Madison?”

“I’m in such awful fucking pain, Mom.”

“That stinging and soreness will continue until you express your milk. It was the same for me after your brother and sisters were born.”

“I can’t express. I have no breast milk pump yet. I never imagined this could happen.”

As we all glanced at each other like the house was burning down, my Mom stepped closer, lifted my T-shirt, and held my right breast steady in both hands while she leaned in and clenched her lips around my nipple.

The moment Mom sucked felt outrageous in so many ways, but the instant relief felt palpable. I was rooted to the spot, staring at Dad’s face, which seemed a maelstrom of overwhelming emotions, wonder and delight.

He can’t be enjoying this.

“Mom… what the fuck are you doing!”

“I’m your adopted mother trying to help you.”

Anna pulled hard on my nipple, physically with her lips and through creating an immense vacuum with a tight seal and repeatedly hard sucking action. My milk squirted slowly at first, but relief rippled through my breast as it yielded an increased flow. I waved my hands around her head and cringed, not wishing to touch the woman who raised me while she expressed my milk.

She’s fucking swallowing.

Oh Christ, of course she would.

Otherwise, it might be wasteful.

I heard whimpering, then deeply pleasured moaning. I stared down at Mom, stunned to silence, noticing that, in no time at all, she had a steady flow going on my right breast. I wondered why she sounded so aroused and pleasured, and then, with a snap of my neck, a tawdry frown, and a pull on my bottom lip, I realized I was making the sounds.

“Oh my god.”

“Am I relieving the pressure, Madison?”

“Yeah, Mom. Could you move to the other side, please?”

“Of course, honey, but first, I have a question.”

“Oh god, Mom. You’re feeding on my breast; what possible question could you have that might clear up this moment?”

“When was the last time you made love?”

“Oh fuck! Umm… it was in my first trimester for sure, but I can’t precisely recall. Like most things Ben does, it was about pleasing himself.”

“You need proper loving, honey. Your body craves it, and your subconscious desires it, too.”

“Jesus Christ, Mom, what are you suggesting here? A vibrator?”

“No, honey. Like I said, Brad is ready, willing, and able. It seems to me your body already chose him.”

“My Daddy?”

“Yes. No man loves you more than Brad, Madison.”

“Fuck, Mom. That’s… fuck! No… it’s… oh my god!”

She gathered my left nipple between tight lips, sucked until it fully engorged, pulled, sucked more, and elicited a smooth, easing flow that made me shimmer with pleasure, ridding me of the aching relief that so damnably affected me. I tossed my head back, flicking it forward like an in-season broodmare whinnying, enveloping my mother in a blonde shroud.

I stared at my Dad and saw his beseeching eyes that locked in all the universe’s love solely for me. He moved closer, never averting his eyes from mine while my milk flow increased, aching subsided, and the woman I had called Mom for all but two years of my life sucked and swallowed my life-giving nectar.

My birth mother met Brad while she was already pregnant, then left me with him when I had just passed six months old. Anna met my Dad six months after that, and they fell in love, marrying before the year ended.

I was lucky to be parented by such incredible people who seemed about to become my lovers.

“Okay, Dad.”

“Okay, what, honey?”

“Make love to me, please. My body is right about this.”

“Are you sure, Madison?”

“I’m absolutely positive about you making love to me, but I’ve no fucking clue what comes after that.”

“Let’s take one step at a time, honey.”

“What should I do, Daddy? I haven’t been fucked in such a long time. I have no idea what might be the best position with my baby bump and all.”

“Lie on your back on our bed and wriggle until your ass is on the edge. Mom can feed on you, then feed you while I stand on the floor and take care of your pussy.”

“Mom’s feeding me?”

“Only if you want to.”

Anna slipped her mouth off my breast for long enough to allow me to get into position on my parent’s bed. My body exploded in a micro-orgasm, fluttering across every muscle and sinew just from the taboo of preparing for my father to fuck me. I crawled onto, then rolled over on a bed I had slept in as a child when frightened by a storm or the darkness of my bedroom.

My Dad was going to fuck me, and I had no doubt whatsoever about what he meant by Mom feeding me. I involuntarily shuddered in a rising frisson of excitement and anticipation as Anna got back on my breast, feeding off me.

When Dad kneeled and went down on me, I almost came right away.

“Brad gives great tongue, honey.”

“This can’t be right.”

“Don’t you enjoy cunnilingus?”

“Yes, but I never anticipated my dad giving it to me.”

“I can’t see he’s doing any harm. It would be different if Daddy did this to your sister. She is his blood, after all.”

“I feel lucky.”

“You are. Daddy is a wonderful lover.”

When my stepdad parted my hairy pussy with gentle, probing fingers, I squirmed at the lascivious thoughts flowing through my sleazy mind. My pussy felt wet when Dad’s flattened tongue lapped the entire length of my splayed wide open creamy furrow tickling from my anal whorl to the thick, rubbery clitoris that throbbed desperately.

I heard Dad swallow my cream while Mom pulled harder on my nipple, drawing out the proteins and nutrients that caused my bloated breasts to ache so badly. While feeding Mom, I thought of my baby, who would take over soon, easing my daily soreness when we joined in the natural beauty of breastfeeding.

In a moment of utter shame, I hoped feeding my daughter wouldn’t exclude Mom and Dad from enjoying my nectar whenever they wished.

I writhed on the bed in utter ecstasy, effervescent and trembling from head to toe with pleasure. I arched my back steeply, thrusting my baby upward as though bouncing on a trampoline. She kicked hard, and I felt we both enjoyed the ocean of hormones we bathed in.

When Dad clenched his lips tightly around the base of my sticky pink pearl, I orgasmed a tiny bit, enjoying the first love I had been offered in months. I rifled my fingers through Mom’s hair, floating on soft pillows of comfort and contentment as she drew my pre-term milk, purring like a cat.

Mom reached down my stomach, tantalizing me slowly with one hand, tickling my silken skin until her fingers slipped deep into my lady garden.

Mom stopped feeding momentarily and grinned at me, using an index finger and thumb to prise my swollen labia apart. The sleazy look in her eyes suggested she and I would have a very different relationship after today.

“Daddy needs better access to lick you properly, sweetheart.”

“You are right, Mom.”

“In what way?”

“Dad gives excellent tongue.”

“That he does. Brad is a fabulous lover you may enjoy for as long as you please.”

“It could be a while before I am ready to venture into another relationship, Mom.”

“The longer, the better, honey.”

I assuaged my moral dilemma, convincing myself that I was making love to my non-biologically related stepdad and his wife, nothing more. I wasn’t wholly convinced that there were any more sexual boundaries I would honor.

When my mother eased herself off the bed, undressing seductively in my full view while dad licked my pussy, I already felt completely at ease in my body, just from her single feed from each nipple. I watched her from inside a tawdry bubble filled with my torrid thoughts, knowing what was coming and that it would be my first lesbian moment.

Dad’s tongue dragged my clitoris from side to side, then around in a wide circle while it engorged fully like a baby’s pacifier. He sucked my trembling pleasure nexus into his mouth, pulling her clean from the protective puddle of skin. I exploded in a massive, much-needed orgasm with waves of pleasure lifting me, vigorously arching my back, taking me on a ride to heaven, all while staring deep into my mother’s eyes as she cocked a leg over my head, feeding me her perfectly shaven, cream glistening labia.

The sweetness of Mom’s sleazy veneer as I stripped it from her swollen pussy lips came as no surprise because, in masturbation and when sucking off my husband’s and other boyfriend’s cocks, I had tasted my creamy treat many times.

Anna’s hormones dribbled beautifully onto my tongue, feeding me a sweet nectar that elevated my senses. Mom’s arousal seared across my taste buds, spreading a burning deep desire into my soft tissues, throat, and tonsils as everywhere became coated by her essence. I was becoming hard-wired to want my mother’s most precious ambrosia more often.

When my body calmed from an immense orgasm, Dad stood gripped and handed my ankles carefully to Mom, who reached back and held them wide apart, avoiding my baby bump while presenting my slit to be fucked. She ground her pussy lips into my mouth, splaying them wide open, leaking more of her tawdry special sauce down my throat.

I had never seen my Dad’s cock in real life, but the swollen, firm glans that gently parted my fuck hole, then pressed against its seal, felt substantial. I enthusiastically wrapped my arms around Mom’s thighs amid feelings of love, comfort, and deep sexual satisfaction.

When Dad slid his cock deep inside me, it felt like he had come home to a place that was rightly his. I heard him groan and saw Mom’s head turn to watch the moment her husband was fully shared with a girl she considered a daughter.

Mom stared down at me, riding my face, beaming proudly.

“Now we are a proper family.”

“Mmm, hmm.”

I slid my tongue inside Mom’s pussy, and she pressed harder against my lips, rode my mouth faster, and seemed determined to cum and fill me when Dad did.

My stepfather’s cock slid balls deep inside a pussy that needed a real man badly. I orgasmed right away, riding waves of pleasured vibrancy as his body tuned perfectly into mine. I squeezed his cock, welcoming it into my pink cathedral, stretching wide at his command. I gasped but stayed on task, sucking my mother’s clitoris into my mouth, enjoying how she trembled all over at my command.

My tongue thrashed gently across her solid, quivering tip as I took my mother over the edge, joining me in ecstasy. Dad gripped behind my knees, easing his cock out while I shimmered in orgasmic delight.

When my father slid his giant cock balls deep inside me again, I squirted hard, battling to control my bodily functions while he took me, perhaps as he always should have. Brad fucked me hard, but carefully enough that it didn’t hurt. I imagined his cock to be seven, maybe eight inches long, with excellent girth to spread a girl wide and a perfect fit for my tight pussy

Mom squirted a small jet of unicorn pee that slathered my soft tissues, gagging my tonsils until I cleared and swallowed. She stared down apologetically, wide-eyed, and surprised by her lapse in control with a slightly embarrassed grin, so I lifted her ass, smacked my lips together, and smiled.

“More, please, Mom.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

Mom settled her pussy back onto my face, rocking back and forth, getting plenty of friction for her clitoris against my nose, almost masturbating. I sucked her swollen, cream-coated labia into my mouth, sloshing and cleaning them ahead of the coming storm.

Dad was grunting from the effort of fucking me hard. My pussy had stretched wide and throbbed from a cock given by a man who loved me. He bottomed out deep inside on every stroke, pressing my cervix, something I loved a guy to do, even if it ached the following day.

When Mom squirted another pee jet against the back of my throat, I swallowed her salty, sweet load, enjoying when she let go completely, and a raging torrent sluiced so wildly into my mouth that a few drops squeezed past my lips, dribbling across my cheeks before running down my neck.

Dad shot his semen deep inside me, and I wished my baby were his. I clenched my muscles, gripping his cock, squeezing hard to milk his semen into me as it twitched violently against my pussy side walls. My parents were orgasming inside me, one in my mouth, the other inside my birthing canal.

I couldn’t feel happier as pleasure wreaked ecstasy in my soul and rippled rejuvenation throughout my body.

I was ascendant as the three of us became one, and our orgasm united a family in my hour of need. Dad slid his cock out of my creamy hole, and Mom dismounted my face, kissing me quickly before she kneeled where Dad had stood.

When she parted my legs, stared hungrily at my cunt, then leaned forward, I frowned and held my father tightly, who lay beside me on the bed. Brad French kissed me while Mom prepared to enjoy a warm creampie, and I trembled in anticipation of the line about to be crossed.

“Let me take care of this baby girl.”

“Okay, Mom.”


Chapter Two

The Taboo Ranch

◆◆◆

Through the night, my Dad fucked me repeatedly while I licked Mom’s creamy slit as often as she fed it to me. I enjoyed every moment of my utter disgrace, even when sitting awkwardly on my mother’s face, feeding her my father’s semen.

While face-sitting or fucking, I stared into a full-length mirror in front, enjoying rocking back and forth, satisfied deep inside my pussy by a cock or tongue I never imagined would ever fuck or lick me.

When my father was sexually exhausted, I wriggled into my panties, holding on to his seed for as long as possible. As I lay in my parent’s arms in their bed, dozing off into a pleasant slumber, I wished my father had impregnated me rather than my cheating husband, Ben.

By morning, I felt like a new woman, sexually satisfied, reborn, and with my hormones under control, although my breasts felt sore and full. I lay alone in bed and knew Mom and Dad had risen early to prepare breakfast.

After showering, I chose sensible double-gusset lined panties and a beautiful maternity dress Mom bought me a few weeks ago. When dressed, I joined my parents downstairs, half afraid that they might reject me, but when Dad cupped my ass in his hands, pulled me onto an erect cock, and kissed me, I figured all was good between us.

“I was worried about coming downstairs, Dad.”

“What about?”

“You and Mom might have considered what we did last night disgusting.”

“Not at all. Making love to you was the best sex either of us had in ages.”

“I’m glad - it felt the same for me, too. I know our fucking was lewd, but breastfeeding you and then going down on Mom before you fucked me was incredible.”

“I wish we had done it years ago, Madison.”

“Me too, Daddy - I thought the same about this pregnancy. I wish my baby were yours.”

“We can raise her together, honey.”

I leaned over Mom while she griddled pancakes, kissing her on the cheek. She craned her neck and kissed my lips, grinning like a cat who got my cream.

“I must get to the ranch soon because the place won’t run itself even with great hands we have there. I must make it work commercially because I need revenue for my life, the kids I want, their college, taxes, and… well, you know.”

“We’re coming to help, honey, and Mom has a few profitable ideas.”

Dad helped me sit on a kitchen stool, holding my hand like he was my boyfriend. I felt excited by their offer of support, especially since it meant we could continue living together and fucking in even greater privacy from my siblings and our neighbors.

While Dad and I kissed and cuddled like newlyweds, Mom finished a pile of pancakes, brewed fresh, dark roast decaf coffee, and fetched several breakfast specials, including fruits, yogurts, and milk from the fridge.

I had questions, and Mom saw that.

“Spit it out, Madison.”

“If you come to live with me, how will that work?”

“How would you like it to work?”

“With all three of us sharing a bed and making love whenever we wish.”

She smiled, but terror at what I had said rose from the pit of my stomach as I replayed everything in my head. I trembled all over, and Dad noticed, holding me more tightly, stroking my daughter through an ever increasingly large baby bump. She stirred from her sleep, kicking gently, warming my heart.

“What do you think, Mom?”

“We’ll be an odd throuple, Madison, but at least we shall be a happy one.”

“I agree - umm, what were the ideas Dad mentioned you had?”

“Online OnlyFans and in real life paying clients, Madison.”

“Fucking what now?”

“Family fucking. That will be our OnlyFans account name. You, Daddy, and I will perform sex shows for the camera, paid for by subscribers who watch us remotely.”

“Are you fucking serious, Mom?”

“One hundred percent. We should start right away, too, because customers will pay extra to watch Mom and Dad fuck their heavily pregnant daughter.”

“I can’t believe you are saying this.”

“Adult breastfeeding on live stream is worth a fortune, too, honey. Also, we can take in paying clients who want to stay overnight at the ranch. Fucking Mom and daughter together is a common fantasy.”

“We’d be sex workers.”

“We’d be wealthy sex workers. You and I are fine-looking women. Dad’s in good shape, too. I estimate we could clear almost a quarter million dollars monthly once we get going.”

“Fucking what?”

Mom slid a massive plate of pancakes in front of Dad and me, then walked around the breakfast bar, kissing me with fiery lips and tongues entwined. I was electrified, excited, and aroused because female love was my newest experience, and I wanted more of Mom’s pussy to eat.

“I smell your pussy, Madison.”

“I only just showered.”

“You’re aroused, though, right?”

“Very turned on, yes.”

“May I check your state of arousal, please?”

“Check how Mom?”

“With my fingers.”

“Umm, okay.”

I gulped, then whimpered when Mom gently slid her hands between my knees, prising them open. She stared deeply into my eyes while stroking my inner thighs until one hand reached my damp gusset.

“It’s wet, Mom, and these panties have been on for less than fifteen minutes.”

“I know baby girl. Pregnancy and infrequent sex are not good bedfellows. Let me check how wet and sticky you are.”

Mom pulled one side of my panty leg seam open, slipping her fingers inside and gently stroking my swollen, damp pussy lips. She expertly slipped her fingers along my creamy slit, found my pussy hole, and slid two fingers deep inside me. I trembled vigorously in a heightened state of arousal, my nostrils flared, and I moaned and kissed her neck, enjoying how well Mom fingered my hole.

When she scooped out two finger loads full of my sticky cream, I gasped and eyeballed her in disbelief. I had never known how slutty my mother could be, but suddenly, her idea for selling our sex life on OnlyFans was very appealing. My mother retrieved her fingers, stared at the fully loaded, sticky, sweet cream coating them, and sucked both clean, never averting her horny gaze from mine.

“People will pay an absolute fortune to watch a mother do that to her daughter.”

“Let’s do it then, Mom. We can start an OnlyFans today and make the most of my pregnancy.”  

“Can I confess something, please, baby?”

“Go ahead.”

“I know it sounds a little dishonest, but I set up the OnlyFans account while you slept. It’s ready to go, and I have all the camera gear packed for your ranch, where we can have privacy to film indoors and out.”

“How did you manage all that? Wait - oh my god.”

“What is it?”

“You’ve done this before, Mom.”

“Only between Dad and me. It was lucrative, but this is next level.”

“Wow.”

Mom hadn’t stopped fingering my sticky, wet slit, and I wasn’t anywhere close to stopping her. While I ate pancakes, Dad kissed my neck, gently massaging my aching breasts. When I pulled up my top and unhooked the front clasp of my bra, both my parents knew what I needed, and they took a nipple each, quickly and soothingly getting right onto my creamy feed.

I felt so horny I could have fucked an entire battalion of front-line deployed infantrymen. Sex was my happy place; if ever I wanted proof of that, Mom’s fingers plowing my creamy, sticky slit were proof.

I fed my parents for almost ten minutes, exhausting my milk supply while easing the aching feeling in my swollen breasts that had plagued me since I woke. My orgasm wasn’t huge, and I desperately wanted cock, but my parents had other ideas.

While I changed my tawdry, hormone-soiled underwear and tidied myself, Mom cleaned breakfast away, and Dad pulled out his RAM 2500 truck. He was a rancher at heart, to the extent he lived the authentic life of one as honestly as possible.

Dad helped me climb into his truck and, given the access height into the cab, did the same for Mom.

My sprawling ranch was an hour away, through beautiful hills and woodlands. High on a plateau of perfect grassland, my ten thousand-acre cattle ranch, which was previously my Dad’s, looked picture-perfect when we drove over the ridge where it lay.

Amid the most beautiful scenery, Dad stopped the truck momentarily and gazed in every direction, his eyes filled with wonder.

“This is the most extraordinary place to raise kids, Madison.”

“Are you suggesting we stay here forever, Daddy?”

“The ranch has fifteen bedrooms, honey.”

“And who will help me fill them?”

“Me. If you’ll allow it.”

I gawped at him, realizing my father was being deadly serious. I trembled at the thoughts of Dad impregnating me, surprised that I was very much in favor of it. I couldn’t imagine a better man to fuck and grow a family with, except perhaps my brother. 

I had been gifted the ranch because my siblings had no interest in it. Also, both disappeared to New York the first chance they got. They earned well as lawyers with good companies and returned home infrequently because they loved city life. My siblings did not object when Mom and Dad suggested that the ranch become mine.

“I would like to raise children with you and Mom, too, Dad.”

“We should have plenty of kids, honey.”

“If you’d like, we can try for the next one as soon as I recover from this coming birthing.”

“It will be great for our OnlyFans too. Subscribers can follow the whole process.”

“I can’t wait, Daddy.”

I literally couldn’t wait to slide my throbbing pussy down my father’s thick, long cock and ride it until he squirted semen inside me because I desperately needed sex. My parents’ assessment that I hadn’t been getting enough loving and fucking was accurate because after last night’s sex marathon and Mom’s fingerbanging me this morning, I felt happier than I had in months.

As we approached the stunning main lodge-style house, I considered whether filling every bedroom was realistic. I knew of many women who became famous, having more than a dozen children, but it meant my being pregnant for an awful long time.

Six ranch hands, wearing jeans and cowboy boots, were stripped to their waist, enjoying the sun while they waited outside the house for our arrival to help unload. Mom nudged me on the shoulder and pointed at them.

“I invited the six most handsome guys to fuck you for your first OnlyFans broadcast, honey.”

“You fucking did what?”

“After they help with luggage, these guys are here to fuck you on camera, honey. A pregnant woman getting lovingly gangbanged is a winner. Subscriptions have been pouring in since we left home.”

“You’re not serious, are you?”

“It’s up to you, honey. Daddy will fuck you first, then the guys will plow your pussy one by one unless you get sore.”

“Why have you done this, Mom?”

“Your OnlyFans narrative is about a wife who is cheated on and denied love and sex for months by an asshole husband who fucked your best friend. Finally, she… you, get what you need in a homecoming to the ranch where she was born.”

“You are serious? I’m going to be gang fucked?”

“Yep - if you want to be. I can assure you each guy will treat you well. There will be no rough fucking inside your pussy.”

“What about my mouth?”

“I’ll keep that occupied.”

“How.”

She stared at me until the penny dropped, and I nodded my understanding and giggled. I watched the guys carry our luggage into the house, each sneaking a good look at me. They hadn’t seen me heavily pregnant, but from their looks, they approved. I assumed my team had already been instructed that they might be fucking me today, and to that end, I saw a couple of half masks hanging from their back pockets.

I felt disgustingly aroused, having soiled a fresh set of panties in the gusset of which my trembling pussy lips bathed in a sticky mess. I breathed far more deeply than a girl sitting in a truck ought to while watching a gang of men who all wanted to fuck me.

Mom gently touched my shoulder and smiled.

“You don’t have to fuck them all, or any, if you don’t want to, Madison.”

“I want to do it, Mom - I have missed being fucked for so long until last night.”

“Were Daddy and me an awakening of sorts?”

“Yes.”

The ranch hands set up all the camera gear in my parent’s old bedroom and donned their masks. Seeing little point in modesty, I undressed in front of them, as did Mom and Dad, followed by each guy until everyone was ready to fuck me.

They stared hungrily at my pregnant belly as though each one desperately wished their child were growing inside me. It didn’t feel lewd, although some primal sensations bubbled inside me.

I wasn’t sure what to do until Mom started the camera rolling, told me it was on live streaming, and hopped onto the bed, opening her legs wide, pointing at her pussy as though I ought to know what to do.

“Let the guys stuff pillows under your belly; you crawl onto the bed and come lick Mommy’s pussy.”

The gasp in the room at men shocked by my mother’s candid dialogue to accompany our family fucking, was likely echoed in bedrooms, studies, and living rooms around the world where paying subscribers gripped their solid cocks tightly or started plowing their creamy, swollen slits with expert index fingers.

I slowly crawled up the bed on all fours, wrapping my arms around Mom’s thighs before glancing at the camera, smiling, and burying my face in her fresh, sweet-tasting pussy. The men set about making me comfortable and easy to fuck from behind while I plowed Mom’s delicious, creamy crack with soft lips and a sturdy tongue.

I started dealing with Mom’s tasty, engorged labia by planting my flattened tongue on her puckered hole, licking like a labrador, enjoying the feeling I was being disgraced. As I licked the smooth, sensitive ridges around her anus that descended tornado-like into Mom’s back passage, I was surprised when one of the ranch hands prised her sphincter wide open with scrawny, talon-like fingers and thumbs.

His powerful grip helped enormously, giving me better access to Mom’s back passage, so I slid my tongue inside her tiny pink hole and licked her rectum, tickling the soft tissue walls and sensitive nerve cluster while she trembled, moaned whoreishly and writhed on the bed.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Dad moving around, panning with the camera, getting a close-up of a daughter licking out each one of her Mom’s holes.

When I was comfortable, having spread my knees wider and arched my back, someone else took control of the camera, and two more guys gripped one ass cheek each to spread me wide open, one sliding four fingers in a line up and down my slit like he was Springsteen playing guitar.

Mom lifted my chin on the end of her finger and smiled down

“Are you ready for your Dad’s cock, Madison?”

“I am.”

I knew the live sex show must be driving our online fans wild because I felt ashamed while, at the same time, overjoyed - they were getting some serious kink. I never had time to consider my feelings on the matter because my Dad stepped in from behind and slid his cock, balls deep inside my pussy so lovingly I shuddered and moaned noisily, even with a mouthful of sweet, creamy pussy occupying my lips and tongue.

Dad fucked me magnificently while I licked Mom’s creamy cunt as though she were honey from the comb. My ass was being splayed wide open by two firm hands while more guys tweaked my nipples, rolling them between an index finger and thumb. Once the men realized I was lactating, two squeezed their heads underneath me, one coming at my milk supply from either side. They clenched their lips tightly around my aching, solid, creamy teats and sucked hard, instantly drawing a healthy flow of my milk, easing and elevating me.

My orgasm was assured, with every erogenous zone expertly tended to and my father pulverizing my cervix with his engorged cock head. My pussy quivered vigorously, pleasured beyond belief, stretching wide to accommodate my father while milking him, clenching tightly on and off his gnarly shaft.

My entire body sensed there were six more cocks in the room lined up, ready, willing, and able to fuck me. I floated on clouds of hedonistic ecstasy, with my entire body shimmering like effervescent water, bubbling joyously.  

I orgasmed noisily while Mom squirted her pee down my throat. Someone got closeups of me swallowing her nectar shortly before they captured another cum shot of my father’s seed leaking out of my well fucked hole.

When the first ranch hand stepped up to replace my dad and used his cum to lubricate a fresh entry deep inside my fuck hole, Mom cuddled me, holding my head between her legs, even though she could take no more cunnilingus.

I was feeding milk to whichever guy wanted it, and there was no shortage of takers as my supply was slowly, pleasantly drained into reverent mouths and stomachs that I felt appreciated me. I felt like Mother Earth, feeding breast milk to men in exchange for having their semen planted deep inside me. When I was at least five cum loads into my gangbang and dribbling seed into a bowl on the bed, the excess that wasn’t swimming into my womb, I realized each man would fuck me at least once again.

If the live-streaming show looked half as good to my subscribers as it felt to me, we would be richer even than honest cattle wrangling could ever make us. Most of all, I was being sexually satisfied by a group of men I knew were treating me respectfully, revering the chance to fuck my hole and cum inside me. They handed my pussy off carefully between fuck buddies, one sliding his creamy cock out while the next quickly stepped up to do his duty and fill me.

Each man had a different rhythm, slamming their cock deep inside a sloppy cunt that it took ages to get enough friction from to make them cum. That desperate need to marinate my reproductive organs with their seed drove them hard to fuck me until they orgasmed, despite how creamy and slippery my hole became.

When the men were done fucking me, they stood away from the camera and focused it on my well fucked, semen-dripping hole. I examined the footage later, but what our OnlyFans subscribers saw while I rested at the end was ten minutes of me squeezing semen out of my red raw, ravaged, gaping wide fuck hole.

My pussy entrance looked and felt sore with glistening white semen flowing slowly, clearing the edges of my wide open sphincter before oozing across the pink flesh until a sufficiently large teardrop gathered and drooled down into the hastily placed bowl on the bed.

In the silence of the room, you could hear a pin drop. I found it relaxing and almost dozed off, enjoying how eased and satisfied my reproductive orgasm felt after such a monumental fucking. When the flow of cum from my pussy reduced almost to exhaustion, Mom rolled me over and pointed toward the camera.

“Smile at your fans while I pour this semen into a measuring jug.”

“Fucking what?”

“One of your fans paid a ten thousand dollar tip if we do this.”

“Oh, okay.”

Mom poured the contents of the bowl into a see-through plastic measuring jug which she placed the fluted lip of at my anal whorl, gently scooping more excess seed from along my slit. When she held it up for the online fans to see, allowing the semen to settle, she looked pleased with the result.

Mom carefully and proudly read off the result of my gangbang to our online fans and the ranch hands who helped fill me.

“So, we have forty-five milliliters of semen collected in the bowl, and I would guess that roughly the same amount is swimming inside you. All of the men shot their load inside you twice, with four, including your Dad, achieving three ejaculations.”

“Fuck. I’m a slut.”

“You’re an OnlyFans girl, honey, and a damn good one at that. In your first live stream, you got five thousand six hundred and twenty subscribers at six bucks per month.”

“Is that good?”

“Plus twelve thousand dollars and change in tips. I’d say that’s a good hourly rate for five shows a week, wouldn’t you agree, Madison?”

“Yeah, that’s good.”

When Mom held the plastic jug to her lips and stared squarely at the camera, grinning, I couldn’t believe what she did next. In three mouthfuls and gulps, my mother drank every drop of semen that had dribbled out of my pussy. When she finished devouring the men’s semen, looking like the cat that got the cream, they cheered while my mother ushered them from the room, waving goodbye.

“You fellas have work to do, and I have a daughter to clean up.”

With the bedroom door closed and my father relaxing in a leather chair, Mom spread my legs wide apart and kneeled in front, bowing her head into my crotch.

“I think the camera is still on. Mom.”

“Well, I hope they tip for bonus footage.”


Chapter Three

Hard Earned Reward

◆◆◆

Large sums of money quickly rolled into my OnlyFans account while I rolled into my bed in the master suite, clutching my baby belly with both hands. I felt highly emotional, recovering mentally and physically from an immense, enjoyable, but frenetic fucking session.

My belly was full of prime ranch hand semen, backfilling what Dad had already stuffed inside me.

Between that load of cum marinating through my reproductive organs and a live-streaming gangbang debut, my husband, Ben, was well and truly flushed out of my system.

He and Piper could go and fuck themselves.

Good to her word, Mom came into my bedroom and diligently cleaned my pussy with moist tissues, throwing them away, before applying aloe vera healing cream to my stinging sore labia as she would have done for any cut or graze.

I felt nervous and looked at my mother with tears welling in my eyes.

“Is Daddy coming in to see me, Mom?”

“Of course, honey.”

“I thought he might be ashamed.”

“Not in the slightest. Why don’t you sleep with Dad tonight? You need constant loving company, and he is such a kind man.”

“Do you mind loaning him to me?”

“I don’t mind sharing Daddy with you at all, honey. I’ll ask some of the ranch hands to join me in the spare room tonight. I need some company as well, and after watching you being fucked all day, I feel deeply frustrated.”

“Oh my. Will Dad allow that?”

“Of course - what’s good for the goose is good for the gander, Madison. Your father has always been a reasonable man in that regard. He fucks girls, I fuck boys.”

“I guess.”

She kissed me on the cheek and left the room. Ten minutes later, Dad arrived smiling, and I realized I had worried about nothing when he chatted and peeled off his clothes, looking like he was on a high.

He strolled into the bathroom, and soon, I heard water running.

“Are you taking a bath, Dad?”

“Nope, you are, with my help.”

“It’s been a while since you bathed me.”

“I hadn’t considered that. Time for some catching up then?”

“I always preferred you bathing me to Mom.”

He stood at the end of my bed, naked, completely relaxed in my presence, with both hands on his waist, grinning like the man who won the lottery. I realized my father was deeply into me when he lifted an ankle and began massaging a foot, pressing his thumbs into the pad just before my toes, easing my stress and pain.

“That’s nice.”

“Madison - If you’ll have me, I’d love to be a surrogate husband until your baby is born and for as long as you need afterward until you are back on your feet.”

“Are you serious? I would love that.”

“Mom’s moving a couple of your ranch hand guys into the spare room, so she’s happily engaged. We can shop for your baby, take the last few prenatal classes together, and be romantically involved.”

“What about the birth?”

“I will be with you every step of the way, sweetheart, including while you are in labor.”

“And will we make love often, Daddy?”

“Of course, honey.”

“I want you to fuck me daily on OnlyFans as well. We have two weeks to maximize revenues before this belly deflates.”

“Maybe we can fill you back up again soon. In any case, today’s viewers are hooked, and they will quickly become diehard fans. Just wait until I fuck you in the barn on a sex swing - episode, a roll in the hay.”

My eyes lit up, and my heart soared. I had worried about how to find romance again, raise my children without their biological father, and have more babies. There was also my divorce to handle, the ranch to put on a straight footing to profit from, and my flourishing OnlyFans account—a long-term proposition. 

“You have solved all my problems in an instant, Daddy.”

“I’ve loved you for a long time, Madison, and this arrangement also works for Mom. She wants a sexual adventure, and being with me constrains her a little.”

“I would love you to fuck me before bathing. Maybe in a doggy style so that I can rest on soft pillows.”

“I’d love that too, Madison.”

When he moved me into a position to be fucked, my Dad was so gentle with me that I wanted to cry because the tenderness and love he showed was precisely what I never got from Ben. Once I was settled comfortably on all fours with my knees spread wide apart, pillows were slid gently under the base of my stomach, and I was given another one to lean into.

“Are you ready for me to fuck you, Madison?”

“Please fill your little girl up with seed, honey.”

“Honey?”

“You are my honey now, Dad.”

“Yes, I am.”

Dad’s cock felt good when he slid it balls deep inside me. I knew when an expectant mother receives pleasure during sex and achieves orgasm, the baby benefits, although indirectly. My feel-good hormones surged, reducing pregnancy-induced hypertension while keeping diabetes at bay and ensuring my healthy pregnancy.

Being fucked also made me feel desired and cherished by my surrogate husband. It was a shame such genuine love came so late in my third trimester, but it was better now than never.

Dad fucked my sloppy, well fucked hole with gusto, starting slowly, making every cock stroke count, slowing at the end of my pussy tunnel so as not to press too hard against my cervix. He prised my ass cheeks apart gently with delicate fingertips, doing me slowly, driving his cock in and out of my birthing canal carefully and lovingly.

I sighed, slowly spread my arms wide across the cotton bed sheet, arched my back steeply, and pointed my cum filled cream bun higher so he could mount me.

I felt the seed inside me being fucked out, dribbling from my hole like Dad was pumping me dry with every stroke of his awesome cock. I was being fucked precisely how I most enjoyed it - being a slutty submissive.

Dad playfully slapped my ass cheek, and I wanted more but wouldn’t beg for a thrashing - at least not yet. 

“I love you, Madison.”

“I love you too, Dad.”

He rode my fuck hole harder, speeding up his stroke work with a pendulum-like action that plunged his cock deep inside me. I moaned and was amazed when Dad leaned in, reached around, and tweaked my nipples hard.

My nipple squirted, and I panicked.

“What the fuck!”

“It’s colostrum, baby girl.”

“My milk came early.”

“It happens. Don’t worry; this is a blessing.”

“Fuck - I will need to express my breasts from now on.”

“You won’t. I’ll deal with it.”

“Oh, please, fuck me hard, Daddy.”

I think the idea of me breastfeeding the man who bathed me as a child blew both of our minds, and Dad fucked me harder, which was just what I needed since my pussy was stretched wide and full of creamy lubricant.

I orgasmed hard and soaked the bed, but I didn’t care because now, I had a guy of my own. A real man had fucked me, a solid, stand-up guy who would be there for me no matter the challenges ahead.

I rolled over and begged Dad for a cuddle, beckoning him in. He duly provided it with excess love and tenderness. I stared into his eyes adoringly, with deep appreciation, because he chose to be there for me with unforced and unconditional love.

“Thank you, Dad.”

“Please stop thanking me, honey.”

“I haven’t had a man who was there for me like you are right now.”

“Mom and I were always standing by to help, but not in a romantic sense. It was hard to interfere while Ben was around, but I always knew he was an asshole.”

“Are you serious about wooing me?”

“Would you like me to do that?”

“Yes, but what about Mom?”

“It’s not your concern, baby girl.”

“I want you so much, but I don’t want to ruin things between you and Mom. It worries me deeply, Dad.”

My father smiled gently and soothingly, conveying to me a sense that I had nothing to worry about. But I did worry because I was on the edge of my normal life, clinging on by my fingernails after discovering my cheating husband and, in a short time frame after that, fucking more guys in one session than I ever had before marriage.

“Marriages evolve, honey. It’s happened to you in an explosive way and to Mom and me through more subtle means. Change and adaptation is good.”

“You have me, Dad.”

“And you have me - I promise I will never let you down.”

“I know.”

Dad cradle carried me to the bath, which was no mean feat given my size and weight. When he slipped me gently into the warm water, he leaned in and clenched his lips around one solid, red raw nipple, sucking hard, drawing my milk and easing the aching stress from my breast.

“Oh fuck - that feels nice.”

“I told you not to worry about expressing. I will always be around to relieve you, Madison.”

“You did say that, and it feels great.”

“I will look after you.

“I know that, Dad.”

He bathed me gently, just as needed, carefully soaping every inch of my body until I was clean and relaxed. Lavender candles flickered around the wall tiles while the aroma drew me to a soothing rest. I was cocooned by love.

After he dried me, Dad went to the kitchen and brought me a bowl of chicken noodle soup, crusty bread to dip in the broth, and a glass of water to hydrate me—it was the perfect meal for a pregnant woman as night drew closer. 

Dad’s words of comfort throughout the day echoed gently in my ears as I fell asleep, comforted in the arms of his big spoon. I couldn’t remember being so relaxed at sleep for years—actually, not since I married Ben.

In the morning, Dad woke me with pancakes, blueberries, and a glass of milk in bed. My breasts ached from the early arrival of my milk, but I managed to get through eating my meal. Once the food tray was removed, I was ready to bathe, but my father rested across my lap, removed a breast from my nightshirt, and leaned in.

Wordlessly, I cupped the back of his head and guided his lips onto my nipple as though it were the most natural thing in the world. The moment Dad sucked and drew my creamy sustenance, the aching in that breast eased.

I rocked him back and forth as gently as possible, adding to the joyous experience we shared as my Dad suckled on me, nurtured by my creamy bounty, pulling hard and noisily while purring like a contented cat.

“I want your cock, Dad. I can’t have you walking around with morning wood.

“Mmmm.”

His utter satisfaction was the best sound I could expect and the only one I wanted. My father rolled slightly sideways, exposing his crotch. When he changed over breasts, I realized we could kill two birds with one stone, milking each other, so I slid my hand inside the open front of Dad’s pajama pants, pulling his cock out.

He pulled hard on my nipple, and I pulled harder on his cock, wanking my Dad’s rock-hard shaft from the base. I loved it - a faithful, loving man to take care of, to wank off in the mornings, fuck whenever I wished, and to enjoy all day long.

My Dad’s cock trembled in my hand as I wanked him in short, sharp jerks until he squirted semen all over his head and my breasts. He chewed hard, draining me at the end, making weird, choking whining sounds like a desperate need was being fulfilled.

Being milked and returning the favor felt nice, and when his cock stopped twitching while Dad fed more calmly, I used my free hand to wipe up his mess, feeding myself his errant globs of semen.

When we were done, Dad led me to the bathroom, where we showered together, and he soaped me. He kissed me under the rain shower while rinsing off the suds.

“Are we doing OnlyFans today, honey?”

“We must, Daddy.”

“What scene do you think we should do?”

“The barn swing daddy.” 


Chapter Four

The Barn Swing Daddy

◆◆◆

I dressed in a white, light, stretch fabric maternity dress that hugged my baby bump suggestively. The fabric was sheer, almost entirely transparent, and I wore simple briefs with a nursing bra underneath, both easily seen by anyone looking. It didn’t matter to me since most of the ranch staff had already fucked me.

News about my stepdad and me being a fledgling couple spread quickly without raising a fuss. As I stood outside, drinking coffee and watching the sunrise, I saw some guys heading into the house carrying holdalls. Ten minutes later, they returned outside with my joyous-looking Mom, kissing her before they left for work.

She headed across to me, beaming from ear to ear.

“Your OnlyFans numbers are in Madison—you’ll easily make a quarter of a million bucks monthly.”

“I still think the revenues will ease off when my baby is born. We must get innovative to hold our fan’s attention.”

“Then you have a choice to make, honey.”

“Do you mean I should consider getting pregnant again, Mom?”

“Of course.”

“Who should I choose? I don’t want a guy who will fill me with seed and then not be there for my children. I want a real husband this time—someone handy around the place who I can cook for, clean after, and love endlessly.”

She eyeballed me for what felt like ages but was actually less than ten seconds. It felt like a crucial choice was needed for both of us. My heart raced, and my temples swelled while both palms were clammy. My body weakened, but I held onto the wooden rail at the front edge of my decking for grim death.

“Dad will be a good husband for you. He should get you pregnant when you are ready. He’ll stick around and be the stand-up guy you want.”

“Oh wow.”

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“What about you and him?”

“I have a couple of toys to keep me going. You saw them carrying holdalls into the house, moving into my bedroom. When I wear those two bulls out, plenty will replace them.”

“Are you giving up on Dad?”

“No, but it seems you need him more than I do. We must adapt, honey. You need a husband, and I have your perfect guy.”

“Dad hinted at a future for me and him. Well, that’s not strictly true; he wants me.”

“What’s holding you back, Madison?”

“You are, Mom. I can’t let anything come between us. You’d have to divorce Dad at some point before I could marry him.”

“Then we can fix that now—from here on in, Daddy is your man, and we can discuss the process of exchange later.

“Are you sure, Mom?”

“I’m done talking, Madison. The swing is ready, and Daddy is standing by to go first inside you. Let’s get to the barn and start streaming a new episode.”

“You need to be fucked by many bulls while pregnant, honey. It’s going to set up your OnlyFans audience nicely - we need men and women who want to follow your life story, not just be there for the sex.”

“I know.”

We walked hand in hand to the barn, a large wooden slatted structure painted bright red and built by my Dad. Inside, hay bales were stacked neatly, creating a nook in the middle of which a sex swing bed dangled from the ceiling by a steel cable.

The bed was almost a double in size, with a thick, padded velour mattress the same color as the barn. Two leg-cushioned ankle straps attached to the steel cable could be adjusted to raise or lower my legs and spread them wide open.

The bed looked comfortable, benefiting from being able to swing back and forth, hauling my pussy on and off whichever cock its turn was to fuck me.

Dad stood naked with a solid cock, enjoying a moment of passion. A young girl I knew very well was on her knees, sucking his cock. When she glimpsed me, the girl looked ashamed and stopped.

I smiled wryly, enjoying her demeaning position.

“Hello Piper. Have you left my husband already?”

“Yes. Ben is fucking useless. I came here to make things right between us.”

“You’re down on your knees where you should be slut.”

“I deserve that. I’m just warming your Dad up for you, as your mom commanded. I am sorry for what I did with your husband.”

“Whose idea was it for you to come apologize?”

“I called your Mom, and she said I could make amends per your wishes.”

“How?”

“By licking the cum out of your pussy every day after shooting. She also said I was to become your free-use slut, fucking anyone you deem fit.”

“And this agreement lasts until when?”

“Until you say I must stop, Madison.”

“Seems you are doing a great job so far - please continue, but rather than suck my Dad’s cock I want you to bend him over and lick his ass.”

“Fuck Madison. We are friends.”

“That’s not true. Okay, don’t do that. You can rim my anus instead.”

“You’re fucking joking.”

I strolled around the camera equipment, noting its enormous expense and complexity. The guy in charge smiled, loving watching my torment of an erstwhile best friend, now turned into a cheating whore.

“Get this on camera, please.”

“Do you mean for private viewing?”

“No. Let’s start the streaming now.”

“Got it.”

I slipped my dress off and saw Piper stare hungrily at me. We had been best friends for so long that she must have developed an attraction for me and my husband.

Perhaps Piper fucked Ben to get closer to me.

“What’s it to be, Piper?”

“What are my options?”

“If you want to be my free-use slut then you have to commit to it or leave now. Staying means moving into the house, doing as you’re told within reason, and paying back the debt for what you did. You can leave at any time.”

“What are my duties, though?”

“It starts with you apologizing to my fans before licking my puckered hole.”

“On live stream?”

“Yes.”

“And after that?”

“I’ll punish you how I see fit, Piper. That’s how free use works in this case.”

“You used to be kind.”

”I’m giving you a choice. You could leave.”

“I can’t. I am drawn to you.”

“Then pucker those lips, sweetheart, and kiss the ring.”

I wouldn’t be cruel to Piper, but she had to kiss the ring if she wanted my forgiveness. Her affair with Ben devastated me, and although it turned out well, for her to reenter my life meant a small price must be paid.

It was also an excellent viewing experience for my adoring fans.

“I have never rimmed anyone before, Madison.”

“Good time to start learning- oh, and if we do this, no sneaking your tongue into my pussy unless I say so. You can do that after I’m full of semen.”

“I’ll do it.”

Piper barked and looked like she had committed. That moment she crossed the line, my ex-best friend seemed happy, sighing, then smiling with an expression of total submission writ large on her face.

Piper was helped out of her clothes by my mother, who gave her a stinging slap on the ass, making her buck, squeal painfully, then smile and giggle.

My ex-best friend stood beside me in front of the camera, trying to hide her pussy with both hands cupped over her crotch.

“Commit fully to this, Piper.”

“Ok, Madison - you win.”

She relaxed, removed her hands, and exposed a beautiful, alabaster, smooth, hair-free pussy. I smelled sweet girly arousal, but there was no way to separate the aromas of our pussies - it could have been me.

I turned to face her and smiled affectionately because her submission meant we could get on with atonement rather than indulge in further quarreling. With Piper’s head bowed in shame, I raised her chin with one finger and kissed her, bringing hope to a sad slut who would be fucked more times in the next week by many different guys than she had done to date.

I disengaged my lips from hers, seeing desperation and desire burning in her eyes while her mouth pressed forward for more. I pointed at the camera and smiled at my fans.

“Why don’t you tell the folks at home why you are here, Piper?”

“Oh god, must I?”

“Yes. Only through obedience, love, and paying restitution can true forgiveness be granted.”

“Okay.”

Piper stared at the camera for ages, trembling, looking terrified, so I took her hand and squeezed it tightly.

“You can do this, Piper. Be a good girl. We can make things right between us, I promise.”

“I want to.”

“Then go for it. Let your true submissive nature come out.”

She gulped, squeezed the blood from my fingers, and whimpered.

“Oh my - sorry. Umm. Folks, I am here because I did something terrible to Madison and want her forgiveness. She’s my best friend, and I miss her.”

“Tell the audience what you did, Piper.”

“Okay. Folks, I repeatedly slept with my best friend’s husband.”

Sadly there could be no audible audience reaction, but I saw the poo pile, thumbs down, and broken heart emoji’s they responded with on the large monitor rigged for me to watch.

“I have offered myself as a free-use slut to Madison indefinitely, and now, today, here, I am commanded to lick her… ass.”

My stream lit up with positive emojis because the audience wanted to watch Piper pay her dues.

“See, honey, they want you to be forgiven too.”

“Okay, where are we doing this, Madison?”

“I’ll kneel on a hay bale while you kneel on the floor. Don’t rush this, Piper. Get your tongue deep inside my back passage and lick it lovingly. I will know if you are paying lip service to me.”

“I don’t know if I can do it.”

“You can do it for us, baby.”

My Dad helped me get into a comfortable position, using a large memory foam pregnancy pillow on the hay bale. He beckoned a ranch hand who was particularly gorgeous and with a perfect six-inch cock, pointing at my mouth.

The guy presented me with an uncircumcised cock head which I peeled back, licking the salty precum off his hidden swollen flesh. It tasted delicious and was the perfect accompaniment to Piper spreading my ass cheeks wide, planting the softest kiss on my puckered whorl.

When Piper’s warm, wet, flat tongue slid softly across the ridges around my anus, I rose to a frisson of excitement, my body burning from a happy hormonal overload. She may be a first-timer, but Piper was damn good at rimming a girl.

I relaxed, and she must have noticed, using her palms to hold my cheeks wide apart while thumbing my sphincter gently open, licking inside the pleasure whorl. I moaned, which caused me to choke when my ranch hands’ cock slid into my windpipe.

I stifled my noise so that I could enjoy the cock pounding my throat. When Dad sat beside me, I caught a glimpse of his face and saw undying love. Amid the most bizarre pornographic scene I could imagine, the man who wanted me didn’t care who knew we were together.

Dad reached down my belly into my crotch, fingering the swollen, creamy slit he had recently fucked. I was having my cake and eating it when Piper went all in, fully committing to pleasuring my back passage, squirreling her tongue deep inside my rectum, tickling. She hit a nerve cluster, igniting me, and I trembled like a leaf, wriggling to get comfortable and provide my Dad with better access to my swollen, drenched pussy lips.

One cameraman moved close, stepped away, and sidestepped around me, dipping and rising to get different action shots from varying angles. Piper was perfect, enjoying the new connection we had between a dominant mistress and her submissive lover. I wouldn’t push her too far; instead, I would encourage my new charge to enjoy her real sexual being, rekindling our friendship.

My ranch hand bull cupped my head but made no attempt to force himself; instead, he fed his constantly leaking, salty cock to me, withdrawing it so I could breathe when I tapped a leg.

Dad got into his stride, holding my throbbing pussy lips apart while dragging my solid, swollen, sticky clitoris from side to side. He grunted, and I knew the awkward positioning and his effort were causing discomfort, but he seemed happy to suffer for my pleasure.

Piper’s tongue reached deep inside my rectum, licking me in a way that confirmed her wild enthusiasm. I hoped the cameras got a close-up of her rimming me when the moment came that I orgasmed and soaked my father’s hand with unicorn pee.

My ranch hands cock jerked in my throat, and suddenly, somewhat unexpectedly, he unloaded a powerful rope of hot, salty semen, coating my tonsils. He withdrew his cock quickly, and I wanked the base, jerking out his cum while mine splashed everywhere from a trembling, orgasm-inspired pussy.

When I rolled over and looked down at Piper, she licked my Dad’s fingers clean. I felt happy she was brought to heal and that my disdain for her had vanished into nothing.

“Good girl, Piper.”

“I want to be better for you - for everyone.”

“Then clean up the mess my Dad made by fingering me. His cum is still inside me - see if you can find it.”

When my ranch hand and father each took an ankle, splaying me wide open, Piper bowed between my legs, grinning broadly before she moved her lips closer to eat my soaking wet pussy. She had done more than enough to convince me of her sincerity, and the numbers flashing up on my OnlyFans dashboard suggested my audience agreed.

From Mom’s expression, I could tell she was also happy. At least six ranch hands were undressing off camera while the swing I would be gangbanged on was tested for its safety to hold lovers fucking on its bed.

We were an odd bunch, but my friends and family were merging into a lifestyle business that would sustain everyone. I was happy, felt empowered, and enjoyed the way we worked together.

While Piper plowed her tongue up and down my creamy furrow, Dad kneeled beside me, and we kissed so lovingly that I forgot the camera was rolling.

“Can you make me pregnant after our baby is born, Daddy?”

“Our baby?”

“I want you to be this baby’s Daddy.”

“I want the same thing, Madison.”

“I love you, Dad. Will you do it for us?”

“Of course, honey. We can have as many kids as you want, but there is something you should know.”

“Go ahead, Dad.”

“Ben called me. He sounded desperate. Your cheating husband said he would do whatever it takes to get back together with you.”

“I’m sorry, Dad, but I have a new man in my life, and my unborn child deserves a better father than Ben. You can tell him I have a vacancy for someone to warm the bulls up with a blowjob, but that’s all.”

“I’ll let him know, honey.”
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Thank you for reading In Need Of Love. Please see details below for more of my work and consider leaving a review.
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Hotwife Hooker

Welcome to the rewrite. Those who bought the original can update their copy to this new one, without a further purchase.

The story is extensively rewritten, so I hope you enjoy it.

Emma needs money to buy a car for her husband. It’s not just about a BMW because she feels her and husband Steve deserve a life upgrade, and she has the body, mind and beauty to give them that easily.

Our naughty housewife can’t tell her husband that she has joined a hooker service, run by her friend Tiffany, who has quite a register of similar yummy mommies wanting money and a damn good loving while their husband’s are out of the family home.

Tiffany calls Emma. Four guys are willing to pay top dollar for our new Housewife if they can all enjoy her together.

First Class All The Way: Book One

Alice already has a shaky relationship with her boyfriend when she flies to Hong Kong to manage her company’s crucial sales call. With her flight delayed and no room at the inn when she arrives, a sleazy offer is made by a hotel receptionist scouting out beautiful women for a billionaire couple.

Will Alice offer a fuck in exchange for her room and board? She’s jetlagged, far from home, and in an open relationship.
What delights, thrills, and lewd opportunities does the Orient hold for a woman standing at the gates of a sexual adventure? Cirque de Fuck, sex clubs, and random bulls in need of a new girl in town flock around Alice like bees to honey.

My Wife's Italian Fuck Team

James married his perfect, beautiful bride, Tiffany - a couple bonded by love, but like so many young lovers, our Romeo and Juliet knew nothing of each other’s hidden sexual kinks.

On their honeymoon in Italy, a summer’s day drive through Tuscan forests excites the lovers, and they stop at a lonely quarry site, desperate to fuck.

But there are men watching the lovers, wanking, and hoping, Stallions ready to help a couple in need.

When James and Tiffany spot their audience, shock becomes something else.

Read on to find out what happens next.
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