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Introduction



All characters in this book are over 18 years of age. None of the characters are blood-related. This book features kinks and themes that may be offensive to some. The author doesn’t endorse the characters’ beliefs or behavior.

It contains instances of breeding kink, pregnancy, adult nursing, unprotected sex, pregnant sex, milking, degradation kink, humiliation kink, age gap, group sex, exhibitionism, reverse harem, menage sex, and lactation kink. Only read if you are comfortable with these themes.


Chapter 1



Nancy 

“So you’re the sexy housewife Peter keeps hidden at home,” says Dave, one of my husband’s work associates as he takes my hand and places a kiss on my knuckles, giving me a lusty look when he lets go. His blue eyes twinkle with an invitation for some naughty fun.

Dave is taller than my husband Peter. At least six feet in height. He has a clean-shaven face with preppy good-boy looks. He’s probably younger than me. But his boyish charm and effortless sex appeal make me warm up to him instantly.

But Dave isn’t the only one my husband brought home for dinner tonight. The other man is older than Dave, probably in his forties like my husband. He’s not as tall, but he’s broader with a burly, muscled frame. A thick brown beard covers his face, lending him a rugged, mountain-man-type look. His eyes are an unusual shade of hazel. I can’t help but stare at them.

“Yeah, that’s a pretty dress you have on. I’m Mark, by the way.” He wraps his arm around my slender waist and pulls me into a hug. When my breasts flatten against his muscled chest, my pussy warms in response.

“Ahem.” Peter, my older, sexy husband clears his throat. “Let’s have dinner, shall we? Nancy is a fabulous cook. She knows how to feed a man until he’s satisfied.”

He winks at me and my chest flutters at his innuendo. His gaze rakes over my outfit.

My red and white polka dot dress—which screams 1950s housewife—has a deep V-neck. My breasts are squeezed together by the tight bodice. They’re big, creamy, size D mounds, still filled with milk from feeding my one-year-old baby son. I left him with my parents tonight, saying we had important guests to entertain.

My nipples are swollen and the ache behind them is getting unbearable. I’m pretty sure I’ll start leaking when I’m serving my guests' dinner. That’s why Peter refused to let me pump or breastfeed for a day. My son doesn’t need my milk anymore, but I love feeling like a proper mama whose tits are filled with creamy goodness. Plus, it makes our sexual escapades so much fun.

Nothing gets my pussy wet like having a grown stranger suckling from my teats. Just imagining it has my core feeling hot and tight. I wonder which man will drink from me first—Dave or Mark.

I’m glad I left my son with his grandparents. We need all the privacy we can get for our naughty little adventure.

“I’ll be waiting to sample what you have on offer.” Dave’s arm brushes against my swollen breasts as he moves past me. My nipples immediately pebble into hard peaks at the forbidden contact. My arousal pokes through my dress. Of course, I didn’t wear a bra. Where’s the fun in that when I can have two grown men drooling over my tits?

The two men follow Peter into the dining room, leaving me alone at the entrance to our big house. I compose myself, knowing what’s coming. I slightly massage my breasts to relieve the pain from being too full of fluid. Then I scurry back into the kitchen to remove the roast turkey from the oven. It’s the main attraction of tonight’s dinner.

Usually, Peter, my husband, comes home alone after work. But today is one of those nights when he decided to give me a little treat.

“Be ready with your sexiest outfit.” He kissed my cheek before leaving for work in the morning. “I’m going to bring some men over. They’ll cream your pretty cunt while I watch tonight.”

My whole body burned with anticipation at his words. My pussy squeezed around emptiness, waiting to be filled.

People say being a housewife is boring. Not if you’re married to my husband. Peter is the vice president of one of the top media companies in the country. He’s a real man—solid, strong, and successful. Plus, he knows just how to make me feel good sexually. It’s one of the perks of being married to an older man who has a lot of experience.

Ever since he introduced me to hotwifing and being used freely by other men at his command, our sex life has become spicier. I look forward to the rare evening of completely letting go and being a slut. The slut that my husband wants me to be.

Being a slave to my forbidden desires liberates me.

Tonight, Peter brought two of his work associates home. They both are probably into group sex and likely already know about the arrangement Peter and I have.

I place the turkey on the table. The side dishes are already there—gravy, cranberry sauce, mash, roasted parsnips, carrots, and garlic-sautéed broccoli. It’s a traditional dinner—just the way my husband likes it.

“Please help yourself,” I tell Mark, bending low to give him an eyeful of my cleavage. My tits look bigger when they’re hanging. Gravity sucks them downward. They’ve gotten big and juicy after I started lactating. Though it’s painful now that they’re full of milk, I endure the discomfort for my husband’s pleasure like a good hotwife.

Mark squirms in his seat as I place a scoop of mashed potato on his plate. “Thank you, Mrs. Cooper.”

Peter gives me a pleased smile for acting like a hooker with his guests.

I serve him his favorite honey parsnips and place a kiss on his cheek. “Thank you,” I whisper in his ear.

Then I walk over to the final guest.

“Nice to meet you, Dave. Your cologne smells delicious.” I lean in to take a whiff of his musky scent. My husband’s eyes narrow with jealousy but there’s a fire burning in them. He’s turned on.

I used to think Peter was traditional. He was all about boring missionary sex and fidelity like all the other men who go to church. But a few months ago, when I begged him to use me after many sexless nights, he told me his biggest secret.

“I like a certain type of woman,” he said. “A slut. A hotwife who seduces men and puts herself out for any interested stranger. It turns me on to know that other men desire my woman and want to fuck her. And it’s even better when I can own her slutty body and let other men use her as their cum dump.”

Every filthy word coming out in his proper, cultured voice sent thrills through my blood.

I clenched my thighs together to lessen the ache in my pussy.

I was shocked by my husband’s admission, but also extremely pleased. Having grown up in a conservative Christian family where being sexually expressive and wearing revealing clothing was looked down upon as a sin, I pretended to be demure and pious all my life. At twenty-one, after graduating college, I found an upstanding older man who was wealthy and established, married him and became the perfect traditional wife who’d be waiting with a hot dinner when he came back from work.

But there was always a vixen within me waiting to be unleashed. A siren who wanted a strong man to take control of her pleasure.

I took Peter’s hand gently, not wanting to sound harsh or judge his kink. After all, I was more than enthusiastic. “You don’t mind me showing my tits and ass to other men? And you want them to use my body?”

“I want them to use your body because they can’t resist you.” Peter’s eyes were full of desire. One hand snaked under my dress, cupping my pussy. Moisture dripped down my channel, soaking my panties instantly. Peter had never gripped my feminine parts so passionately before. It was like this conversation had awakened a beast inside him. “At the same time, I want to own your whore cunt. Whatever I tell you to put inside that hole, you’ll obey me without protest. Even if I make you put another man’s dick inside that fertile pussy.”

“Yes, dear. Whatever you want.” My voice trembled at the words as my husband rubbed his thumb against my slick folds. “I’m your wife. Your property. My slutty body is yours to use as you see fit.”

With my husband’s encouragement, I started making bolder wardrobe choices. Peter is not a stingy man and he was only too happy to splurge on a new wardrobe for me. I bought vintage clothes with details like deep necks, slits at the waist, and itty-bitty skirts that would reveal my plump ass cheeks when I bent over.

“That’s the kind of look I love.” Peter stroked my hair, pleasure dancing in his eyes when I first wore a suggestive outfit. He took me out that night, and every time I bent and gave a peek of my ass to men, I could see Peter’s cock getting hard through his gray pants. He fucked me hard and rough when we returned home, unloading all his pent-up jealousy into my unprotected womb.

I got pregnant with our son that night. And Peter loved showing off my pregnant body the moment my belly grew. He would bend me over and take me hard every time I flirted with other men and they eyed my growing tits and bulging stomach.

Soon, he was letting other men use me, too. I’ve given quite a few men blow jobs in the last few months. Some have even stuffed me with their big dicks, letting me ride them to orgasm.

I play the role of the perfect housewife now, catering to my guests, topping up their glasses with wine, and filling their plates with more food. The dinner proceeds quickly. The men are scarfing down their dinners. None of them eat much. They know they need to be at their peak to fuck me.

“Aren’t you going to eat?” Mark asks.

“I’m already too full. It hurts, you know.” I grab one of my boobs through my dress and give it a hard squeeze. That’s enough for milk to ooze out of my nipple. A wet spot stains the front of my dress. The silence in the room grows tense as three pairs of lecherous eyes fix on my leaking tit. “Oops, looks like I’ve started overflowing.”

I relax my shoulders, thrusting my wet breast upward to my husband. “What should I do, darling?”

“She’s still lactating?” Dave’s eyebrows shoot up. “With tits that big, she must be making a lot of milk.”

I blush at the attention the young man is showering on me. He looks speechless and impressed at my milky dilemma. I suppose at his age he has never met a woman whose breasts are full of milk after giving birth.

My confidence surges when I notice the boner that’s tenting his pants.

My husband doesn’t miss it, either. He crooks his finger and beckons me to him. “Honey, be a good host and give Dave a taste of our very special milk. Show him your gracious hospitality.”

My heart flutters at my husband’s dominant tone. He commands me like he knows he owns me and that makes my pussy vibrate with need. No matter how many men I give myself to, Peter’s voice will always be my rock, reminding me that this kinky fantasy belongs to the two of us. There’s a sense of intimacy in sharing something so intense.

“Have you ever had fresh milk from the source, Dave?” I bat my eyelashes at my husband’s colleague, playing the role of a slutty housewife.

“I’d love to try.” Dave doesn’t utter a protest. His fingers are squeezing around his thick thigh. His mouth is open like he’s waiting to sink his teeth into a soft, delicious dessert.

Mark suddenly lifts his head up, too, interest peaked. The mountain man is more stoic than Dave but the tense lines bracketing his eyes let me know that he’s barely holding himself back from asking for a helping of my titty milk. He drops his spoon, waiting for me to move.

“Use her hot milky tits as you like.” My husband waves his hand at Dave. “Let me tell you, her breastmilk is creamier than any you’ve ever had.”

My nipples pebble into needy points under my thin dress. I love being praised, especially by a conservative man like my husband. Since I go braless, Dave notices my reaction.

“Go sit on his lap,” my husband commands. I obey him, planting my lush ass on Dave’s thick legs. He must work out to have strong legs like that. I move over his lap until his hard bulge is pressed against my needy pussy lips. I rub myself back and forth on his rod. Electric sensations explode in me every time the sweet friction of his cock brushes my wet folds.

I’m growing wetter with every passing second. Mark and Peter’s gazes are making me feel like a proper bad girl and Dave is moving his hips in rhythm to me, like he wants to thrust into my cunt raw.

“Like the smell of breastmilk?” I tease him, pushing my breasts closer to his nose and running my fingers through his golden locks. “You’re turned on by this, aren’t you?”

Dave raises an eyebrow before digging his finger under my dress and grabbing a leaking breast. He pulls it toward his face, smothering himself with my fat tit. Then he pulls the hard, dripping nipple into his mouth.

“Ah!” I scream in ecstasy when he takes a deep suck from my nipple like he’s drinking through a straw. My milk lets down, flowing from my boob in thick jets.

Dave suckles, making indecent sounds as he guzzles all the nourishment from my right breast. He massages my boob rhythmically, squishing my flesh to encourage more milk to flow to his hungry mouth. I love the hot suction of his adult mouth on my swollen tip.

The hot, sexy sounds of a grown man drawing liquid from my breast fill the air. Mark and Peter stop eating, their eyes fixed on the way I’m being milked in front of them. I relax and give in to the waterfall of sensations that are assaulting my pussy.

Every time Dave pulls at my breast with his mouth and soothes my swollen nipple with his tongue, I jerk in response. My pussy is creamed with my own slick. Moisture overflows down my thighs to paint a sticky spot on Dave’s pants.

The wetness doesn’t go unnoticed. Dave removes his mouth from my fleshy mound to raise his eyebrows at me. “You get turned on so easily. You must love having your breasts suckled.”

“Uh.” My pussy clenches hard when he bites my used nipple. “I like it rough. Just like that.”

Dave runs with it, biting my nipple again and again. The shock of pain forces my body to spray jets of white fluid into his mouth. At the same time, my pussy is drugged with a sense of power. Having a young, hot man salivating over my boobs is the ultimate power trip. I feel so desirable. Dave kneads my hips as if he’s dying to get in my pants.

When I mold my body to fit his, his hand ventures under my dress. My knees tremble when his masculine hand brushes over my pussy. I forego underwear for these encounters because Peter loves seeing me act like a whore desperate to get her pussy creamed. Besides, I’m impatient and I can’t wait for the underwear to come off.

“Shit! You’re bare down there.” Dave’s eyes are dazed when they meet mine.

“Makes it easier for you to take me, doesn’t it?” I add a rasp to my voice. Dave shudders. People underestimate the effect that a sexy voice has on getting someone off. A seductive whisper and moan is often more effective than nudity to turn someone on.

“Let’s see how hungry that cunt is after being stimulated.” Dave unzips the back of my dress. “Been dying to see your curvy body, Nancy.”

Dave tears my dress from my body, exposing my naked, fertile form to all the men in the room. My hips are wide and fleshy, my tits marked with white droplets of my milk. My stomach is still soft from my pregnancy. I jiggle my ass I rub my needy folds on Dave. The ache in my pussy has gripped my whole body. I need a release or I’ll burn up from the heat in my blood.

I’m so close to coming. I make growling sounds.

“You’re stunning.” Dave trails kisses up my thighs. The moment she reaches my pussy, he bites down on my fat pussy lips. I cry out. “Having a baby has made your body so thick in all the right places.”

“Please…” I breathe out. “I need my pussy used. I’m so empty and it hurts so much to have nothing inside me.”

My pussy is contracting with desire. A phantom ache laces my wet walls. I want to feel someone take me roughly and make me feel like a femme fatale so I can escape from the reality of being a housewife for a few hours.  

“Dave, stuff my wife with your dick,” my husband tells Dave. “Her cunt needs to loosen up for my cock. Two orgasms should do it.”

Dave grabs my legs and pulls them apart in a wide V. He spreads me out like a buffet so the other men can see me.

“Your pussy is wet enough to reflect the light from the chandelier.” Peter grins at me. Stretched over the table, my head lands right in front of Peter’s plate while my tits are now within Mark’s reach.

Mark wastes no time pinching my nipple. He gathers my drained tits between his fingers and begins massaging the fat mound of flesh. The sensation of having my boobs played with heightens the ecstasy gripping my core.

“What a pretty, shaved, pussy.” Dave runs his fingers over my public mound, caressing my swollen clit. “You’re a lucky man, Peter.”

I shiver with pleasure at his praise. I keep myself perfectly groomed and looking attractive for my husband and anyone he might bring home.  

“Use her cunt. It’s free for you both to abuse as you like—as long as you have a condom on. Only I get to breed this slut’s pussy. Isn’t that right, Nancy?”

I moan. Peter opens my mouth and inserts his fingers. I begin sucking my husband’s thick digits like an obedient wife. I know he wants me quiet. I love being used by men like I’m a cum dump. But Peter is the only one whose babies I will carry.

The crinkle of a condom wrapper filters into my ears. It’s music because I know what’s coming next. My pussy cries in desperation. The ache that’s making my walls convulse around empty air can only be sated once my walls have been painted with thick cum and my hole has been abused by three fat cocks.

A sting of disappointment registers in my chest when Mark’s hands stop kneading my breast.

But it doesn’t last long. My mind’s overloaded with the sensations coming at me from every direction. Peter’s salty fingers taste like heaven in my mouth. Dave’s cock bobs against my wet slit, angling to enter me. Mark has moved from where he was sitting. He comes over to the other side and then seizes my full breast.

“I always dreamt of sucking the breastmilk out of some sexy MILF’s tits.” He coaxes my breast with his fingers until beads of white release sit on my nipple, fat and juicy drops waiting for a man to taste them. He cleans my milky bud with his tongue, smacking his lips in delight. “God, you’re so gorgeous, Nancy. And your milk tastes so good.”

Pride sizzles through me. I love being praised. It turns me on even more when men tell me how sexy and feminine I am. How good I take cock and how wet and milky my breasts are, the way a mother’s should be.

When Mark’s teeth scrape over my leaking nipple, I scream out. The scream is blocked by Peter’s fingers lodged in my mouth, but it’s still loud enough to echo through our huge dining room. Mark’s teeth and tongue abuse my lactating udder, demanding my liquid. I spray tit milk straight into his mouth. He drinks it all down as if it’s nothing and continues suckling on my boob, draining my supply slowly. His soft beard caresses my skin, heightening the sensation of being milked. My groin heats up with sparks of desire.

“Love a bitch who screams.” Dave declares. I notice he has dimples when he smiles. When I was in college, I dreamed of sleeping with a hot frat guy like him. But being a conservative Christian girl who only wore modest clothes, I drove away such guys. Now I can live my ultimate fantasy. Marrying Peter and becoming a hotwife was the best thing to ever happen to me.

I’m drooling now, my saliva streaming down my mouth as Peter fucks the back of my throat with his fingers. My husband’s dominant, older man charm will never get less sexy. The way he lets me know who I belong to without having to claim my pussy or tits is the ultimate power move. My pussy leaks arousal, wanting to be filled with his seed and be a slut for him.

My eyes meet his. His gaze tells me he’s aroused. His dick must be hard under the table. Peter gets fucking turned on by watching other men use me so he stays silent for now.

There’s a spark of pain at my entrance as Dave plunges his long dick into my wet heat.

“Gonna sink my cock into your cunt until I bottom out. I’ve heard your pussy becomes looser after you give birth.” He coughs as his dick struggles to push its way into my narrow channel. “Man, you’re still tight, though.”

He pulls out, before using more force and popping his thick erection into my pussy for the second time. Then he begins to piston in and out with no consideration to my comfort. Like he’s using me. Like I’m his toy.

I enjoy every second, though. Even the milk discomfort gets swallowed up by the delight of receiving a man’s rod and knowing how badly he wants me. The intense desire radiating off Dave’s warm cock is enough to make my pussy water with lubrication.

The sound of Mark’s tongue lapping against my overflowing nipple coupled with Dave’s persistent, brutal thrusts carry me away from my dining room to heaven.

I’m swimming in an ocean of pleasant sensations. My limbs feel like jelly.

My pussy is assaulted by repeated jolts of electricity as his thrusts scrape over my G-spot. Heat crackles through my stomach, liquefying my cunt so it stretches easily to take Dave’s thick length. He stuffs me full, rough, and fast. Again and again. Until the friction tears my resolve into pieces.

I let go, yelling out in abandon as an orgasm grips me. The electric sparks in my cunt turn into a full-body shock that paralyzes my brain. All I can do is let the pleasure of climax swell inside me and claim me. It’s a dizzying sensation.

The best part is that this is only the beginning.

“Fuck, you’re unbelievably tight. No chick has gripped my cock this hard.” Dave’s voice turns hoarse. His grunts shrink to silence as his cock pulses in me. My cunt twitches around him, milking him hard, draining every bit of his resolve. I see his balls contract. He’s probably unloading his jizz inside the condom.

His breathing heightens. He stays lodged inside me for long minutes until his cock starts to go flaccid.

Mark, who has emptied my breast, lifts his head up. “That must be an impressive orgasm if Dave’s been silent for so long.”

Peter grins at me. That ignites my desire to please him. Every scrap of affection and pride from my husband feeds some needy part of my soul.

“I want more!” I exclaim, thrashing around like a brat. “I need another cock to stretch out my pussy. One’s not enough.”

The scrape of shoes makes a shiver run down my spine. I know those are Peter’s shoes. I’d know them anywhere. He moves deliberately and slowly, like a man who knows the world will wait for him.

He hovers above me, his eyes hard as stone. “Very well then. Let’s take this upstairs.”


Chapter 2



Peter

Nancy looks hot as fuck drenched in her own tit milk. Her cunt is pretty and pink like a virgin’s and the slick dripping from it only makes my cock harder. But I can’t take her yet. I’ll blow my load inside her immediately once I do. That’ll probably knock her up with another kid. My wife is far too fertile due to her young age. Her belly swells easily with babies. I want her to have another orgasm before I fill her womb with my seed and impregnate her.

“More.” Nancy pants, still clinging to Dave’s shoulder. Her eyes are glazed with pleasure. “I want you all to use my body and fill me up.”

“It’s Mark’s turn now,” I say, turning to my associate. Dave and Mark both work under me but they’re pretty senior members of the corporate team. An understanding passes between Mark and me. “Use my wife’s slutty body like it’s your fleshlight.”

Dave, whose cock has gone limp after pounding Nancy like a stallion, slumps onto the dining chair. I think it’s safe to say he has been exhausted by my hotwife’s insatiable sex drive. Sometimes, Nancy surprises me with how much of a slut she is. And that gets my cock rock-hard.

My family is old money. Marrying a conservative good girl who goes to church every Sunday was a given. Maybe because I’ve been around women who are pure and docile all my life, I only feel alive when I’m with a nympho. My sex drive is fueled by the challenge presented by a morally bankrupt whore whose pussy is a receptacle for any man’s seed. The excitement of being able to claim a sexually exciting and powerful woman is the ultimate high. Plus, seeing how much other men desire my wife makes me feel like I have something valuable. I suppose my ego loves having an attractive female as my wife.

I’m not about to dig into the psychological motives for being a cuckold, though. I love what I love and I’m not ashamed of it. Neither is Nancy. We own our kinks and we satisfy them in safe, mutually pleasurable ways.

“Let’s go upstairs.” I scoop up Nancy’s petite body in my arms. She’s small but impressively thick and curvy. She feels like a divine goddess in my arms. I want to bite down on her luscious tits and thick stomach but all her milk is mine for the rest of the week anyway. “I’m going to tie your promiscuous body to the bed, then Mark and I will pound that impure cunt until you’ve been filled and seeded.”

She nods, flashing an excited grin at me. “God, you’re turning me on now. I hope you can fulfill your promise.”

Her submissive side, drilled into her through years of oppression, rarely excites me. But tonight I am in the zone. My erect cock pokes into Nancy’s back.

Dave stays downstairs while Mark and I pad up the stairs to the master bedroom. I throw Nancy down on the big four-poster bed. Getting out the ropes that I bought last month, I tie her hands and feet to the frame of the bed. She’s spread-eagled in front of me and a stranger, her pink, wet pussy on full display.  

“You’ll look so pretty getting drilled into our marital bed.” I stoke my fertile wife’s hair. “Such a naughty slut.”

Her face is flushed but I can tell she’s excited. Her pussy is leaking slick. Mark sheathes himself with a condom, then gets between Nancy’s spread legs.

I stroke my cock, pumping it with my fingers as I watch his dick disappear into my wife’s hole. It comes back out, only to disappear into that wet slit again. He rocks in and out of her, slowly at first until she gets used to his girth.

“So good.” Nancy croons. “Feed me that thick cock, Mark.”  

Her encouragement sets something off inside Mark. He thrusts harder, grabbing her parted thighs. Her body bounces violently on the mattress as he shoves himself into her repeatedly. His thumb is on her clit, massaging her sensitive nub to make sure she comes quickly.

“You’re so tight and warm. No wonder you got men addicted to you.” Mark’s raspy voice dissolves into heavy grunts. He must be close. Just a few minutes in my wife’s cunt and he’s already losing control. Nancy is a fucking wet dream.

Nancy, who loves praise, beams with pride. Her pussy might be getting ravaged by Mark, but her gaze is firmly on me. She’s watching me give myself a hand job. There’s a seductive expression on her face as she mouths to me, “You’re next, Peter.”

My mind melts with ecstasy. It’s like she’s cheating on Mark with me. She’s watching me, desiring me while she takes him inside her.

My dick strains with impending release at Nancy’s unwavering gaze. The wet, violent noises of Mark’s balls slapping against her grip my groin with an invisible fist.

Nancy’s usually serious and responsible, always perfectly put together. She cooks and takes care of our baby devotedly. That’s why it means so much to see her act like a bimbo, yelling ‘fuck’ as she grinds against a stranger’s cock.

“Ah!”

I can tell from her scream that a powerful orgasm has slammed into her small body. Nancy always closes her eyes when she’s riding the waves of pleasure from her climax. Our eye contact is broken, and I’m able to focus fully on how her body is moving. Her back is arched and her pussy jerks against Mark as he, too, comes undone.

“Damn.” He collapses on her, his head between her breasts. He reaches out with his tongue and licks her abused nipple, picking up the last drops of her breast milk. “That was incredibly intense.”

His back muscles ripple under his bronze skin. He peels himself off her body, still panting. Sliding the used condom off his dick, he discards it in the dustbin.

“Go on, Peter. Fuck a baby into her like you said you would.”

The challenge in Mark’s voice triggers my male instinct to breed.

Finally, it’s my turn. I’ve worked myself up to the peak of arousal. Any longer and I might have started getting blue balls.

I don’t take my wife gently. She has already had some incredible climaxes so she can now lie back and just let me fill her with cum.

I can’t wait to unload inside her wet heat that has been used like a sex toy by two men in one evening.

Despite how tiring it must have been to come twice, Nancy is thrilled the moment I stick my erect pole inside her sore cunt. I press my hand on her flat midsection, growling with possessiveness.

My blood is hot with the need to mark and claim her after I’ve seen her act like a loose woman. Showing her who owns her, who owns her pussy, pushes me close to my ultimate unfurling.  

“I’m gonna give you a big belly,” I tell her. “Slutty little whores like you deserve to be impregnated and put in their place by their husbands.”

“Yes!” She squeals. “My womb has been so empty without you to fill it. Besides, sex is more fun when I’m swollen big.”

“What a hussy.” I slap her pussy. She whimpers. “You’re so horny at the thought of getting knocked up again.”

Gathering her breasts with her slim fingers, she presents the fat globes to me. “I like leaking milk all the time. Makes me feel like I’m a real woman.”

“You’re a real woman regardless,” I say. “But I know how much you like to nourish and take care of people.”

Nancy giggles. “You know me the best, Peter.”

“Relax and let me cream that unprotected pussy.”

My fertile wife stretches her neck like a sated cat. My control deserts me the moment I’m encased in her tight, welcoming warmth. Her pussy is a vortex. Every single time she squeezes me so hard, I’m done and ready to spill in two thrusts.

I last three today. But that’s all I can take before her greedy walls clamp around me and force my cock to flood her insides with my cum.

“It’s nice when your semen sprays on my walls,” Nancy says. “I feel like a good wife.”

“You’re the furthest thing from a good wife.” I laugh, enjoying this inside joke between us. “You’re a harlot who spreads her legs for any stranger and is always hungry for dick.”

She giggles, her husky voice settling in my chest like a disease. “And that’s why you love me.”

I smile.

That is exactly why I love my hotwife Nancy.


Chapter 3



Nancy

Seven months later…

It’s peaceful in our bedroom. Sensual jazz music plays in the background, making me feel relaxed. I stretch my body. My baby bump jiggles as my skin slides over it. I cradle my swollen stomach with my hands, stroking it lovingly.

Drawing circles around my navel, I bite my lip and meet the gazes of the three men in the room. All of them are erect and naked, turned on by my growing stomach and the white trail trickling down my bloated nipples. My milk started flowing the moment I glimpsed three bare dicks pointed towards me. Desperate to get into me.

There are three pairs of eyes watching me. They belong to Mark, Peter, and Dave. Dave and Mark are back tonight to witness my pregnant body and give me all the pleasure in the world. Peter and I agreed that the two of them are perfect for our dynamic. So he invited them to do me again.

Mark’s the first one to step forward. The other two men let him take the lead.

“Looks like those heavy tits need to be milked.” Mark’s calloused fingers feel gorgeous when they slide over my breasts. Milk strains against my engorged tits, ready to feed his thirst.

I cry out when his mouth latches onto my nipple with ferocity. He slurps my leaking milk, growing hungry as I spray more. The lascivious sounds of his tongue grinding against my hard bud make electric sensations writhe in my groin. Every time his silky tongue wraps around my leaking tip, my pussy clenches with ache. I want to be filled and dominated while I’m milked.

My cunt is hot, ready to take a dick. “Use my pussy,” I moan in Mark’s ear. “Milk me and fuck me at the same time.”

A sharp gasp leaves Peter’s mouth. “Yes,” he says between gritted teeth. “It’s time to use Nancy’s body as a cum dump. Tonight, there’s no need to bother with condoms since she’s already pregnant.”

My body tingles at Peter’s words. Blood trickles slowly into my ear. Having three men spray their hot, wet semen inside my pussy is an absolute turn-on. I want to feel used. I want to feel so receptive and feminine like men can’t help but release their seed inside my body and make me their pregnant bitch. Being thought of as someone’s belonging turns me on. It makes me feel desired.

Mark grunts as he peels his mouth away from my drained breast. “God, you’re so delicious. I’ve thought about you all these months. I’m so happy Peter decided to share you with us again.”

“It’s my pleasure, too,” I say. I’ve also pictured Mark’s thick beard tickling my chest as he suckles from me. Since our first hot night, I’ve often dreamed of feeling that prickly sensation on my chest again.

“Now sit on my cock,” Mark instructs in that gruff, Daddy voice of his. My thighs quiver when his thick cock brushes against my soft skin. My body is liquefying at the passionate gaze fixed on me. Mark knows how to make a woman feel desired.

My huge belly hangs low. Gathering up the big bulge in my hands so I can see what’s under me, I carefully seat myself on Mark’s bulging erection. The thick rod of flesh breaches my wet pussy with a loud pop.

My pussy sighs in contentment. Finally, I have a huge piece of meat inside me, stretching me out where it feels good.

I whisper, “You’re so big, I wish you were my baby daddy.”

“If I was, that baby you’re carrying would be huge. You wouldn’t be able to move with how big your pregnant belly was stretched,” he answers back, a flirty edge to his words. I know he’s just making all this up for me but he’s skilled at making a woman want him. “Don’t worry, though, I’m going to stretch your wet cunt nice and wide.”

“Uh!” Filthy sounds break free from my throat as Mark licks my other creamy nipple. A river of thick white liquid spills from my udders. He laps it all up, bouncing my fat, pregnant body on his cock.

I scream when the head of his manhood pierces my channel, tapping against my cervix. Blood rushes in my ears. Every single thrust is deep. As deep as his cock can go. With him hitting me vertically, my pussy can’t escape the length of his erection.

My insides are on fire. Every thrust brushes the edge of my womb where my baby is growing. It reminds me of my fertility, of how receptive I am to a man’s affections. Mark reminds me of how much men want me because of my young, ripe body, even when I’m stuffed with seed.

I cry out again and again as the rough sparks between his cock and my velveteen pussy walls swell into an inescapable pressure at the base of my spine. A powerful feeling pushes against my pregnant stomach from the inside, threatening to split me in two.

“Ah!” I yell. “It’s so intense.”

I’m riding his cock so hard, my nipple escapes from Mark’s mouth. My milk supply is all gone anyway. Only small droplets drip out of my empty boob.

Mark lifts my petite body with ease and turns me around the other way so my husband and Dave can watch my boobs bouncing as he rides me. I slide my hand down to my pussy, thumbing my clitoris.

The sharp arrow of pleasure that rips through me makes my body excited for more. Mark pulls me onto his cock once more and slowly pounds me. I’m so stimulated, my breasts heavy and big as they jiggle against gravity. My sore nipples are cold from the air in the room.

I wail, begging to come.  

“She’s screaming too much. Time to shut her up.” Peter taps Dave. “You know what to do.”

Within seconds, Dave is in front of me, his arousal hanging erect and proud. “Suck my dick, pregnant slut,” he says. We agreed on our roles beforehand. I knew I’d have to give him oral. Honestly, the more my senses are saturated, the better. I come hard when I’m being stimulated from as many sources as possible.

Dave inserts his dick into my open mouth, pushing it to the back of my throat. I gag, nearly spitting him out.

Mark wraps his arms around my big stomach. His rough fingers draw lines on my gravid belly, adding a new layer of soft sensation to the mix. The ecstasy flowing to my brain is like a clear signal. Delight pounds my brain every time Dave’s cock hits the back of my throat and Mark’s junk slides into my deepest core. My pussy is hurting with the need to climax.

I make blubbery sounds around Dave’s dick. The thick veins bulging on his cock are a rice texture on my tongue. He tastes salty. I lap up that taste, wetting his cock so it slides inside me easily once Mark is done claiming me.

“Dammit, your pussy is heaven.” Mark’s tense tone tells me he’s trying to hold back. But my pregnant pussy is a temptation like no other. I undo him with a few more squeezes, getting what I need—a thick spray of cum.

His hot semen paints my insides with a beautiful warmth, imprinting his lust onto my body. He floods my insides with rope after rope of cum. I feel the sticky wetness between my thighs when it oozes out, streaming down my fat thighs.

When Mark shoves his dick into me with all he has left, my pussy explodes like a firecracker, singing in pleasure.

My whole world is dark and blank for a few seconds. It feels like I’m floating in a warm ocean, my whole body carried by soothing currents. My brain surges with dopamine. This feels too nice for words. It’s an ethereal, otherworldly experience.

When Mark pulls out of me, claiming, “I’m done,” Dave also grabs his dick away from my mouth.

“It’s my turn to cream that wet pussy now.” He again picks up my body like it’s nothing. It’s pretty sexy feeling so feminine despite being seven months pregnant.

Gripping me hard by the hips, he impales me on his hard length. I cry out because the feeling of being taken while standing up is so intense. It’s good to not have to get into difficult positions given my pregnancy, but this is just too raw. Too hard. Too good.

There’s a pleasant buzz in my bloodstream, a throbbing in my cunt. My body demands more. It demands to be filled again and again until I’m too sore to walk tomorrow.

With every slow inch of his cock that Dave feeds me, he heightens the wonderful humming in my nerves. His cock scrapes over the sticky mess of fluids that Mark left in my channel. Due to the stickiness of the cum inside me, Dave’s penetration hurts less. He slides over my seeded walls easily. His bent head pokes over my G-spot.

My vision goes white. I didn’t expect to start feeling this high so quickly, but the second time Dave’s cock’s head kisses my G-spot, I’m spilling my slick on his hard erection, screaming at the top of my lungs.

“Yes, that’s the spot. You’ve railed me so good!”

My brain gets fuzzy when his cock brushes over that sensitive bundle of nerves, releasing all the pent-up tension in my body.

I surrender to the madness tickling my pussy. I yelp in surprise when I start spurting streams of milk from my breasts. As my orgasm builds, I keep shooting thin, pale jets of milk. I thought I was drained, but getting screwed so brutally has brought a fresh milk supply to fill my breasts. My body can’t stop feeding these men who give me what I need.

“Shit!” Dave cups my breasts, trying to save my precious breast milk from going to waste. Some of my liquid collects on his palms.  

But he can’t do anything when his body pulls him down to the depths of hell. His cock shoots hot liquid inside me. His fingers slacken. Milk trickles out from between his fingers, landing on the floor in fat, white drops.

My pussy squeals in delight as Dave starts dumping big loads in my feminine receptacle. Like I’m a dustbin where men all throw away their seed.

My body pulses with aliveness. The fact that I can take so much cum inside me and turn it into a big, pregnant belly in a few months makes me feel so powerful. My body is a birth-giving wonder, a gorgeous work of nature.

“That was so sexy,” Dave remarks when his orgasm has depleted his balls of sperm. “Never had a woman leaking milk from her tits when she comes. You’re such a temptation, Nancy. You’ve got me hooked on you.”

“That she is,” Peter agrees quietly from across the room.

Peter was hanging back while Mark and Dave got me revved up. He always takes me last and gets the best bit of me—my unprotected pussy.

“Looks like it’s your turn to deposit cum into her used cunt now, Peter.” Dave pulls out of me, grabbing me by my fleshy hips and passing me on to my husband.

I’m so small in contrast to Peter’s weathered, mature man frame. He’s a lot taller than me. Pretty sturdy for someone in his forties, too.

“On your hands and knees,” Peter commands without even touching me. “It’s time I rode that pregnant pussy and showed my slutty wife who she belongs to.”

I shift my body weight and slide down onto the floor. My heavily pregnant stomach bulges and hangs under me. God, I feel so sexy knowing I’m carrying a big baby inside me. That I’m so easy to breed. My cunt is a slut. A slut that loves being pregnant and swollen.

“Like a whore, you got knocked up in no time,” Peter whispers in my ears. “All your cunt is good for is bearing children and trapping a man’s seed.”

“Give me your seed, then,” I beg. “I’ll do my duty as your wife and carry all your babies.”

“All my babies? How many do you want to have?” My husband’s cock teases my entrance. My nerve endings light up with anticipation of being abused with another big cock.

“However many I can,” I reply. There’s a tenderness in Peter’s eyes when he gazes at me like he’s touched by my devotion.

Both Peter and I understand it’s something spoken in the heat of the moment. But despite the haziness clinging to my consciousness, I mean every word. I don’t mind popping out baby after baby. Being pregnant makes me feel sexier than anything. Watching milk leak out of my breasts and knowing grown men want to drink that milk gives me a sense of power. I constantly feel desirable and desired in this state. Now that I know how much I love being pregnant and worshipped as a fertile, lactating goddess by three men, I want to do it a hundred more times.

Of course, there are financial and practical considerations. I love letting Peter handle those. My job is simply to be a lustful hotwife and take dick in my cunt.

“Big words.” Peter tightens his voice. “Now ride my cock and we’ll see how much of me you can handle while bearing a child. Because you aren’t having any more kids if it’ll prevent me from pounding your needy pussy every day.”

His challenge triggers my pussy to release more slick, lubricating my channel. I can feel how full I am with Mark and Dave’s cum but Peter’s cock demolishes any thoughts from my head. The slight pain of being shoved into when my pussy is already sore from two dick-downs adds to the pleasure of the experience.

“You like me when I’m expecting,” I say with a naughty grin. “You love proving your dominance by shoving a kid inside my stomach every time I’m with other men.”

Peter cups my stomach, growling into my ear. “I want you to know that no matter how many dicks you take, it’s mine that’ll breed you. My seed is stronger and your body only wants to grow my babies.”

“Because I’m a loyal wife?” I laugh at the irony of that statement.

Peter wipes my mouth with his thick fingers. “I like you when you’re not loyal. I want everyone to know what a whore you are. When they see you walking around with a fat stomach, I want them to think of how you’re getting it good from your husband and god knows how many other men.”

“You’re so deep inside me.” My vision blurs as pain and delight swirl into one heady cocktail in my pussy. My voice is tearing up. My lungs are empty and forming words requires too much brainpower. My mind has shut down already, ready to be bathed in a glorious, all-consuming explosion of ecstasy. “I’m about to come.”

I’m so sexually aroused and dripping. Peter’s voice is pushing my need to another level. My pussy clenches, milking his cock, forcing him to release his seed and warm my channel from the inside out.

My antics don’t escape Peter’s notice. “My horny wife. Do you feel everything more intensely now that your belly is stretched out with my child?”

“Yes. Please keep breeding me,” I say.

My husband knocked me up good after he saw two other men railing me. Peter’s seed took in me instantly and I was pregnant within weeks. I’ll soon give birth to a beautiful son. That will put a damper on our sexual activities for a while. Tonight is Peter’s thoughtful surprise for me.

I’m so grateful he thinks of pleasure and I get to live this exciting, sexually taboo life of sharing my body with multiple people.

“You looked gorgeous taking two other men into your body. I couldn’t wait for my turn.” Peter’s breath ghosts my ear.

My husband rails me hard from the get-go, penetrating as deep as he can. My body bounces in rhythm with his thrusts. He goes slow at first but I am so close, I grind myself against him until he has no choice but to increase the pace of his strokes. Peter’s erection bottoms out in me, releasing a fresh stream of tears from my eyes. I love the overload of sensations. I can’t think, act, or even react. My body is being pleasured from all sides.

While my husband pounds my pussy, the friction of his length sliding in and out melts my brain. I can’t keep up with the waves of pleasure that lash at me.

But I’m not coming before he does. I activate my core muscles, gripping his shaft with my wet walls, squeezing them.

“Damn it…” Peter can’t last long when I’ve decided to take him. “You’re a devious little whore, Nancy. You’re already oozing semen from your slit but you want more?”

“I want more!” I affirm. “I want yours.”

Peter coughs. A second later, he unburdens himself, letting me take all the thick white jizz that his body has been making while watching two other hot men climax inside me.

There’s so much of it. He drowns my pussy in his batter. It leaks out from around his erection, dripping in thick streaks over my ass and my wet pussy folds. I enjoy the sensation of being filled to the brim, being used and shared by three men. My body snaps after being stretched to the apex of pleasure. The orgasm is quick but it’s powerful, slamming into every cell, drenching me in a drug haze of elation.

When the final echoes of my climax begin to ebb, Peter releases my pussy.

“All done.” Peter pats my seeded belly. “Well done, my sexy hotwife.”

“Thanks for letting us join in. It was a hot night.” Mark scratches his ear. They’re red at the tips. He’s blushing.  

Dave’s pulling his clothes on, too. “Nancy, thank you for letting us use your pregnant body. It was a big ask.”

“Not at all. I loved it.” I wind my arms around my husband. “Thank you, all three of you, for this beautiful experience.”

“It’s what you deserve for being such a devoted mother and wife all the time.” Peter crushes his mouth against mine. “Every time I see you acting all prim and proper at church, with our baby on your hip, I want to see this side of you.”

“I can’t wait for more.” I kiss Peter back with all the energy remaining in me, feeling his soft lips melting against mine. “Thank you for this wonderful present during my pregnancy. You treat me so well.”

“I can’t help it when you’re so sexy.” He kisses my bump. “Hope we have many more escapades together.”

I smile. Our fun, sexually adventurous life has only begun.
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