
        
            
                
            
        

    
Pregnant by the Wrong Man

By Ruby Beauvoir


Copyright © 2019 Ruby Beauvoir

The right of Ruby Beauvoir to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which in it published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


Keep In Touch with

Ruby Beauvoir

Join Ruby’s mailing list, for news, and alerts and a FREE story when you join!

Sign Up Today!

Check out the the latest releases from Ruby Beauvoir!

See What’s New!


Pregnant by the Wrong Man

It was kind of a cruel joke that my most fertile time of the month – the perfect opportunity for my husband and I to try for the baby we’d been hoping for all these years – hit at the same time as the family reunion, up in the Poconos.

“Listen, there’s no way I’m having sex up in my parent’s house,” I told my husband, as we packed up the Prius for the long drive from Long Island to Scranton. “You can hear everything through the walls of that place.”

“Jesus, Ruby,” Ted, my husband, complained. “We’ve been married for five years now. We’ve been trying for a baby for two. I think your parents have probably accepted the fact that you’re not a virgin anymore.”

I thumped him on the arm.

Of course, I realized Ted had a point, and I pondered that as I sat in the passenger seat some time later – watching the vista of New York City disappears into the distance behind us.

But the fact was; I might be a 29-year-old woman now – independent, assertive and successful – but going back to that old Victorian mansion somehow always made me feel like a kid again. Meadow Wood, as my great grandfather had called it when he built the house in the late 19th century, was the last place in the world to put me in ‘the mood.’

Many hours later, when we finally rolled up the driveway towards my parent’s house, that familiar feeling hit me. Looming through the trees were the tall, imposing spires of the gothic house, and the taller they looked in the distance, the smaller I felt sitting in the passenger seat.

It was about three in the afternoon by the time we rolled up, and it looked like plenty of other people had already arrived.

My sister’s enormous Yukon SUV was parked beneath the shade of one of the pine trees, and her four kids (all rambunctious blond boys) were busy chasing each other around the garden. As usual, Sandra’s husband had decided to come separately, in his equally large and obnoxious Chevy truck, and that normally pre-empted at least two or three heated arguments they’d have in which one of them would pack up their stuff and tell the other they were “driving the fuck home” only to turn around and come back thirty minutes later with a bunch of gas-station flowers and a half-hearted apology.

The other car in the driveway, though – that give me chills.

It was an old seventies muscle car – a Pontiac Firebird. I knew it belonged to Luke – a family friend who was practically like a brother to us.

Nearly six years younger than me, Luke had practically been adopted by my parents after his real parents – who’d worked in my dad’s factory in Scranton – had died in a car accident.

Tall and dark – looking very different to our family’s fair complexion – Luke’s path in life had been very different to ours. There was always something lonely and brooding about him growing up. It was probably a result of his parents dying at such a young age - and even though my father had made sure his employee’s son was well-looked after growing up, making sure he came to every Thanksgiving and Christmas, Luke’s angst and frustration showed with the path he took after graduating and, in his words, “getting the fuck out of this shithole.”

These days, Luke lived in a studio in Philadelphia with one of a string of tattooed, slutty-looking girlfriends. My relationship to him was purely a phone-call-at-Christmas one; with the annual family reception the sole, awkward, face-to-face exception.

Ted rolled our Prius to a halt and turned to me. My handsome husband – clean cut, respectful and loving – patted my knee tenderly.

“It’s going to be okay, honey,” he promised me. “Just two days and we’ll be back home.” And then he winked and gave my knee a squeeze. “And you never know. If the mood’s right, maybe we can make sure your fertile cycle doesn’t go to waste?”

I wasn’t sure if the expression on my face was a frown or a smile, but I sneered: “Oh, you old romantic, you,” and pulled his hand off my knee rather pointedly.

Climbing out the Prius, I led my husband under the shade of the old trees and greeted my family.

Mom and Pop came and gave me a hug, and I squeezed them with a burst of love and affection. I missed spending time with them, and as I saw my mother’s increasingly wrinkled face, and my father’s thinning white hair, I realized that each and every summer I came up here was sacred; and each one without a grandchild for them felt like a slap in the face.

Then my sister and I gave each other air kisses, and I let her husband squeeze me. Frank was a big, muscular man turned sloppy from too many years drinking and eating junk food. He looked at me like he still thought he was hot shit, even though his stomach was so big I could barely get my arms around him.

And then there was Luke.

As usual, he was keeping out of the action – sitting on the swings we used to play on as kids, looking tanned and toned in a black, sleeveless t-shirt. His hair was down to his shoulders – sleek and black – and his eyes smoldered with intensity as he saw me.

“Hi, Ruby,” Luke said dryly, and I forced a hug out of him – feeling the solid bulk of his muscular frame and smelling the rich, deep scent of testosterone and cigarettes. “It was nice of your parents to invite me out.”

From the other swing came a skinny-ass brunette girl covered in tattoos – the latest in Luke’s long line-up of transitory girlfriends.

“This is Candy,” Luke jerked him thumb in her direction, and I resisted the temptation to respond: “But of course she is.” Candy seemed sweet enough (no pun intended) as she offered a tiny hand for me to shake, and I decided to withhold judgement before I labelled her a skank.

“Hey, Luke,” called our dad. “Why don’t you help Ted and Ruby up to their room?” With a shrug of his broad shoulders, Luke nodded in agreement – and swaggered over to our Prius to help Ted with our bags.

Meadow Wood was just as I remembered it – those creaking porch steps, and the dark, cool hallway that used to echo with the sound of our laughter as my sister and I used to chase each other around the bottom floor. The curved staircase was lined with old family portraits and pictures, and they stared down at me somewhat accusingly as I followed my husband and Luke upstairs.

“These two are free,” Luke jerked his thumb at the two doors on the first floor landing. “Pick which one you guys want. Candy’s going to sleep in the other one.” Luke slept in the house – practically like one of the family - but Mom and Pop were strict about Luke’s girlfriends not sharing a room with him – kind of ironic, since the air of sexuality that oozed off him, and the overtly ‘hot’ chicks he dated, should have left them no illusions that he was sexually active.

“I guess we’ll take this one,” Ted shrugged, picking the room on the left. Luke threw our bags on one of the two beds in the old, dark bedroom and then stood framed in the doorway – brown eyes smoldering from beneath his thick, swooping fringe.

“You guys need anything else?”

“Nah, we’re good.”

And then, just like that, he was gone – the sound of his heavy steps on the creaking staircase reverberated around the old house. Ted and I were left alone.

“Jeeze,” Ted shrugged with a smile. “That kid hasn’t got any friendlier in the last year, has he?”

“Luke?” I shrugged. “I don’t know. He’s just kind of a sad person. It must have been tough for him, growing up without his mom and dad.”

“Yeah, but he had your mom and dad looking out for him,” Ted stepped over and gave me a hug. “And he had you and your sister as friends growing up. He was pretty damn lucky – so I don’t know why he’s milking the ‘dark and brooding’ thing so much. Trust me, right now it will get him all those hot little girls like Candy, down there – but as soon as he gets older? Women get tired of that shit real quick.”

I laughed, half out of annoyance, and half because I could tell there was a kernel of truth to what he was saying. Not that it mattered – Ted had changed focus anyway.

“Hey!” I squeaked, as his hand squeezed my ass through my sun dress. He laughed, and bent his head to kiss me on the neck (which automatically makes me swoon.) I giggled, and leaned up to kiss him hotly on the mouth. “What’s making you so frisky all of a sudden?”

“You look sexy in that dress,” Ted winked. “And maybe it’s your pheromones or something – it being your fertile period.”

Ted squeezed me close, and suddenly I felt something hard and insistent poking me through the thin material of his pants. “What’s this I’ve found?” Wickedly, I reached down and gave this cock a squeeze. Immediately I felt a needful throb between my legs.

“C’mon,” Ted murmured in my ear. “Let’s get a quick one in, while everybody else is downstairs.”

I beat my fists against his chest – but even as I protested – “no, no – they’ll hear” – I could feel my panties getting damp.

“Hey, look,” Ted pointed at the open door, to the other bedroom across the hallway. “That one’s got a king size in it, and it’s on the other side of the house, so they can’t hear us.” He grabbed our bags and headed through the door. “Let’s switch rooms. C’mon!”

Giggling, I followed him into the opposite bedroom and kicked shut the door.

Immediately, Ted embraced me and kissed me desperately – pulling down one of the spaghetti straps of my sundress and pulling out my breast. He squeezed it, even as his lips crushed mine.

“Here,” scooping me up like I was weightless, he threw me onto the bed. “Spread your legs.”

“No, no, no!” I protested – but Ted was already kneeling down on the floor between my legs, and reaching up under my dress. A moment later, I felt his fingers curl into the waistband of my panties and pull them down. “No, no!” And off. “Ted!”

He forced open my thighs and buried his face between my legs. For a moment, I was paralyzed with self-consciousness – the fact that I wasn’t shaved down there, and couldn’t be fresh after spending three hours in the hotbox of our car. But as soon as I felt Ted’s long, firm tongue slather between the lips of my pussy, I groaned and threw my head back – all thoughts of self-consciousness disappearing as my whole body shuddered in pleasure.

Ted’s tongue parted the lips of my cunt – licking from top to bottom like a warm, wet, delicious wave of pleasure. Then his tongue started swirling around my clit, and I just flopped back onto the bed, lifting my hips to sluttily present a better angle for him to lick me.

“Oh, God,” he groaned, pulling away for a second to catch him breath. “You taste so fucking good.” And then he dove back in again; pairing his tongue with two fingers that slipped inside me like my cunt was melted butter. Within seconds, his tongue and questing fingertips had me on the brink – and then I moaned and shuddered as he tipped me over the edge and I gushed wetly into my husband’s mouth – climaxing with incredible intensity.

“Oh, fuck,” Ted pulled his mouth away, and started tearing at the buckle of his pants. “I’ve got to have you, now.” He wrenched out his throbbing erection and started to clamber on top of me. “You are so fucking gorgeous.” But at the moment I felt him grasp the root of his straining cock and press it against the wet and welcoming lips of my pussy, we suddenly heard a shrill cry throughout the house of: “Simoooone!”

Ted froze, poised to thrust inside me and fill me up with his thick, delicious cock. But then it came again.

“Simoooone? Honey? Are you up there?” And then the thud, thud, thud of heavy footsteps creaking up the stairs.

It was my mom.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Ted clumsily tried to stuff his enormous erection back into his pants. I pushed him off me and flipped down the hem of my dress. We’d just about made ourselves decent when there was the ‘knock, knock, knock’ on the door and – as my mother had always done, ever since I was a child – she came barging in.

Mom stood in the doorway, watching me brushing down the front of my dress, and Ted clumsily zipping up his pants and buckling his belt. She asked sweetly: “Oh, I’m sorry? Was I disturbing something?”

Red-faced, I hissed: “What do you want, Mom?”

“I was just wondering if you were coming back down? Pop’s about to fire up the grill.”

Rolling my eyes, I grabbed Ted’s hand and led him from the room – a noticeable and frustrated bulge still in the front of his pants.

***

As happened at every family reunion, the neighbors came around – and there were a lot of them.

The Hendersons from down the road, and the Seamons from across the river. Plus about five or six families from Pop’s factory, with assorted kids and spouses. By six o’clock, the back yard was lit up with garden lights and Steely Dan was playing from the stereo in Luke’s Firebird (t-tops open, and windows down.) Beer flowed, shots were poured and things got happily, comfortably, Poconos crazy.

I’m not going to lie – I wasn’t in the mood.

For a start, I wasn’t drinking. Ever since Ted and I had planned for a baby, I’d been keeping my alcohol consumption to a minimum – and during my fertile period (especially when I had a feeling we were going to make good on it, like we almost did before Mom burst in) I didn’t drink a drop. That affected my mood at these events. Not to sound like a raging alcoholic, but I often found it difficult to get merry with a bunch of virtual strangers when I didn’t have a nice beer-buzz going on.

And secondly, I really just wanted to drag Ted upstairs and finish what we started…

But sadly, that didn’t seem to be on the cards. As soon as the neighbors came around, my father broke out the whiskey and before he knew it, Ted was scissored between Dad and Frank downing shots of Johnny Walker.

I stuffed my face with pulled pork and corn on the cob, and chatted to Sandra long enough to placate my sister for another year. Her kids were rambunctious, but kind of adorable – all little blonde clones of her, but with Frank’s natural husky build. I threw a ball with them for half an hour or so, and helped them set up the tent they’d be camping out in that night.

But as the sun began to dip behind the trees, I started to get bored and tired – so with a hug and a kiss, I announced to my parents: “I’m going to bed.”

“No way, no way,” Pop started to protest – but Mom, bless her, laid a hand on his arm and said: “Let the poor girl rest.” I should have been grateful, but I immediately realized that Mom’s sudden concern for my health was probably because she’d assumed (since I wasn’t drinking) that I was pregnant. I’d been going through that preoccupation of hers since my first boyfriend - but at least with Ted, having been married for all these years, she could at least be pleased about the idea.

I couldn’t be bothered to be mad. Instead I kissed Mom goodnight, and found Ted on the other side of the yard. He was doing shots with Frank and looked like he was already pretty merry.

“Hey, Babe!” His voice wasn’t slurring yet, but I could tell it wouldn’t be long until it was. “You goin’ to bed?”

I kissed him wetly on the mouth. “Yes.”

Then, with a squeeze of his crotch, I reminded him: “We’ve got that big bed upstairs, and Mom and Pops are going to be out here ‘til midnight or later. If you can tear yourself away, we could make good on what we started earlier.”

Ted’s response was less than overwhelming.

“Oh, yeah, right on,” he nodded, and kissed me on the cheek. “I’ll be up soon, babe.”

Punching him playfully on the arm, I rolled my eyes and headed inside.

***

The house was cool and dark, but I enjoyed the peace and quiet as I stepped inside. While the music still echoed through the walls, it was like stepping into another world.

The wooden floorboards began to creak beneath my feet. Mom and Pops hadn’t bothered to turn on the lights, and in the early evening the house was bathed in shadows. I paused at the foot of the stairs to drink in the site of my old family home – the place I’d spent my childhood growing up in. It gave me chills.

And then I heard it.

The giggle.

For a moment, I had another cold chill – wondering if this was some kind of ghostly manifestation. But then I got a fucking grip and listened again – and this time heard the distinctive murmur of hushed voices.

Kicking off my flats, I crept silently around the corner and peered into the kitchen – and saw the broad, solid bulk of Luke’s back.

He was leaning against the kitchen island, and had no idea I was watching him. For a moment, I opened my mouth to speak – but then I saw something else… A sudden bob of sleek brown hair appearing, and then disappearing just as fast, underneath the counter.

I sidestepped slightly so I could get a better view – and then froze.

Once I’d shifted my view, I could see that Luke was slumped against the kitchen island, and kneeling down in front of him, bobbing her head, was his girlfriend Candy.

My mouth grew very dry as I narrowed my eyes to focus in the darkness. My cunt suddenly quivered.

I could see it clearly now. Luke’s jeans were open, and pulled down halfway over his tight, tanned backside. From between his legs emerged a thick, throbbing cock as veined and solid as a tree root – and his girlfriend was in the midst of worshipping it with her mouth.

I bit my lip as I watched. I knew it was wrong – that I should have turned away, and headed upstairs as planned – but I couldn’t help myself.

Candy’s plump red lips were stretched into a wide ‘O’ shape as she swallowed the head of Luke’s enormous cock. Her slender fingers massaged his egg-shaped balls. As her head bobbed, the pretty girl’s cheeks puffed out. She was struggling to breath, and saliva dribbled down her chin.

Luke seemed to be in ecstasy – his head thrown back and his eyes half-closed. With one of his big hands, he stroked Candy’s bobbing head. With the other, he gripped the granite counter top until his knuckles turned white.

“Oh, fuck me,” Luke eventually murmured. “That’s so fucking good.”

“Mmmmmpgh,” Candy nodded enthusiastically, her head bobbing up and down faster. “Mmmph.”

I stood there, frozen – willing myself to leave, but desperate to stay. My mouth was dry and between my legs was increasingly wet. I wanted to see it through to the end – to see Luke’s face warp in pleasure, and to see Candy’s throat bulge as she desperately struggled to swallow his load.

But before that happened, Mom struck again.

“Luke? Luke? Are you in here?”

Her voice reverberated around the kitchen. Mom had snuck in through the back door – she’s like a ninja sometimes – and was peering through the darkness to try and make out who was in there. Thank goodness she didn’t have her glasses on, or she might have got a better view of Candy scrabbling away on her hands and knees like a scalded alley cat, and Luke desperately zipping up his pants.

“Excuse me!” He snapped. “Do you mind?”

“Oh, sorry dear,” Mom clearly did not mind one bit, and continued talking: “My husband needs some help getting the fire pit lit. Can you go out and help him?”

“Yeah, yeah – whatever.” Luke rolled his eyes and followed his girlfriend into the dining room. “Give me a second.”

The house is arranged in a way that meant all I needed to do to hear what happened next was turn my head, and take one step closer to the stairs.

I could hear Candy giggling, and Luke whispering at her to “shut up.”

“Oh God, the old broad walked right in on us.”

“Shut up,” Luke repeated. “Listen, I have to go out and help Pops with the fire pit. Why don’t you go upstairs and…” there was a wet smooching noise, which I can only assume was them kissing, “…wait for me.”

When there was the smack! of lips being pulled apart, I decided I’d heard enough – or, at least, I didn’t want to meet Candy on the stairs and have to explain what I was doing standing there spying on them. Instead, I grabbed the bannisters and pattered up the stairs in my bare feet – standing on the sides of each step so the creaking of the old staircase didn’t give my presence away.

***

I flicked the lights on.

The bedroom Ted and I had chosen (the second one we’d chosen, actually – the one we’d skipped to when we were looking for a bigger bed) had once belonged to Sandra, when we were growing up. The walls were still painted pink, and the mirror over the dresser still had some torn and tattered remnants of flower stickers plastered over it.

But instead of her tiny twin-sized bed, Mom and Pops had replaced it with a huge, wrought-iron king-size – and the fluffy comforter and enormous pillows looked crisp and welcoming as I peeled out of my clothes.

Typically when I visit my parents, I wear pajamas, or a flannel nightgown. As demonstrated earlier, my mother had a tendency to burst in unannounced at the most inappropriate of times, and that meant I never really felt comfortable naked. Even in the apartment Ted and I shared, I still wore a t-shirt and panties to bed.

But watching Luke and Candy fool around downstairs (and remembering my aborted encounter with Ted earlier) had made me feel butterflies in my stomach; and I was hopeful Ted and I could continue where we left off when he eventually staggered up to bed. With that in mind, I lifted up the covers and slithered inside absolutely naked.

It was blissful. The cotton was crisp and starchy, and felt delicious against my bare skin. I snuggled up and curled into a little ball – listening to the thump-thump-thump of the music through the walls, and the comforting creaks and groans of the old house.

Finally, with a yawn, I flicked off the lights and settled down to try and sleep.

But my mind was racing. As soon as I closed my eyes, I suddenly had visions of what I’d witnessed just a few minutes earlier – of Luke lounging back against the kitchen counter while his deliciously slutty girlfriend sucked his straining cock. My pussy throbbed and instinctually, I snaked my hand across my naked belly and clamped it between my thighs.

God, it was wrong to feel aroused by what I’d seen – Luke was like a brother, as all; and I had been spying on them… But it didn’t stop me imagining what Candy must have felt; to have that big, thick, satisfying cock inside her mouth. I very rarely gave Ted oral sex – it just never excited me greatly – but now I suddenly felt my mouth water at the thought.

I rolled onto my side and parted my thighs a little – just enough to give the hand clamped between them a little room. Then, biting my lip, I traced a path between my pussy lips with a fingertip. It felt amazing, and I shuddered as my body responded.

In my mind, I was imagining everything about the encounter I’d just witnessed.… I imagined myself in Candy’s fuck-me boots. The feeling of the floorboards beneath my knees. The warm, heavy weight of Luke’s balls in my hand. The feeling of my mouth stretched wide, and the warm, musky smell of his crotch.

And then, juxtaposing my memories of Ted with my fantasy of Luke, I imagined what it would be like to suddenly feel my mouth flooded with hot, salty wetness as I pleasured Luke beyond the point of no return – to make him detonate with my tongue, and to eagerly swallow each powerful spurt. Normally, I merely tolerated swallowing Ted’s cum (it was easier than having to spit it out or wipe it up) but as my fingertips circled my clit, and my breathing grew deeper, I found myself almost craving the taste and sensation.

I licked my lips, imagining them being coated with Luke’s cum. Meanwhile, my fingers worked between my legs – my wetness making the motion absolutely frictionless. I groaned. Normally it took me a long time to cum, but within seconds, muffling my squeak of pleasure with a pillow, I climaxed – a sharp, searing explosion of pleasure that then radiated luxuriously through every fiber of my body.

Afterwards, I just lay there – bathed in a combination of satisfaction and shame. Then I closed my eyes, rolled onto my tummy, and that was the last thing I remembered…

***

I don’t know how long I’d been asleep, but it was dark when I heard the door open.

The music was still thump-thump-thumping outside, but the room was practically pitch black now, so the sun must have sunk hours earlier. Half asleep, I raised my head and looked at the silhouette in the doorway, then let my head flop down onto the pillow. It was Ted, I realized – finally coming to bed.

I heard the zip of his flies, and the rustle of his pants hitting the floor, and then a cool wash of air as he lifted the covers and slipped into bed beside me.

I was lying on my side, away from him, and groaned in pleasure as I felt Ted’s warm, smooth skin slide against mine as he embraced me in a hug. He was naked too – so it was clear he’d had the same thoughts I had earlier; about finishing what we’d started before the party.

I kept my eyes scrunched up tight as I luxuriated in the sensations: Ted’s big, heavy hand running up my leg, and over my hip, and then across my belly to cup one of my breasts. Then his lips gently kissing my neck, and his breath hot in my ear.

Instinctively, I pushed my hips back – pressing my bottom into his crotch. I was not disappointed. Something firm, and hard, and unyielding poked me in my rump, and as I wiggled the bare skin of my ass against it, it throbbed deliciously. At the contact of ass-and-cock, the mouth near my ear let out a deep, sexy groan.

The big hand left my breast, and slid down to my backside, parting my cheeks. A moment later, I felt the electric sensation of thick, masculine fingers exploring my wetness. I was still dripping from masturbating earlier, so with a little pressure his fingers sunk inside me like a hot knife into melting butter. They then slid out- to rub circles around my engorged clitoris, and to make my cunt flood with hot, wet need.

I couldn’t wait any longer. Rolling onto my tummy, I lifted my ass into the air and spread my thighs. Presenting my wet and hungry cunt like an animal in heat, I felt his weight on my back as he crawled on top. His swollen cock pressed insistently against my wetness, and I snaked my hand under my body, between my legs, so I could grasp his deliciously throbbing erection and aim it. A moment later, he pressed his hardness against my wanton pussy and I pushed back my hips, to swallow his length inside me.

God, it felt heavenly – like a bottle-rocket exploding between my legs and filling me up with hot, delicious hardness. I groaned into the pillows as his hips began to undulate; sinking his cock balls-deep inside of me, and delivering insistent pressure everywhere that felt incredible. After just a few thrusts, my whole body shuddered as I surrendered to an orgasm.

His weight crushed me to the bed, and his hands stretched out to curl around my wrists – pulling my arms taut. I suddenly realized that this level of dominance and passion was a first for Ted – he was normally so sweet and loving in bed, whereas at the moment it was like I was a bitch in heat, and he had to have me then and there.

Which, in itself, was a wildly sexy thought – but made even more so as I felt kisses on my throat again, and then teeth sink gently, but firmly into my shoulder. I groaned, and lifted my hips up higher – allowing him to thrust deeper inside of me. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I felt his cock throb and swell and fill me with his seed; and the knowledge that I was at my most fertile – eagerly awaiting impregnation – was deeply and profoundly erotic to me. We were fulfilling nature’s most fundamental duty – fucking, like mating animals, and it was amazing.

And then a thick lock of his hair covered my face.

He was still lying on top of me, crushing me to the bedspread as his hips ground against mine. His mouth was at my ear – breathing hotly against my neck. Our cheeks were almost pressed together, mouths just inches away from a kiss.

But it suddenly occurred to me that Ted didn’t have long hair.

And that realisation suddenly snapped me out of my erotic stupor faster than a bucket of cold water.

Even in the post-orgasmic glow – even as my body responded in its most needful, primal ways – I suddenly realized how this actually felt all wrong.

Ted was slight – his weight could never crush me to the bed quite as powerfully, or pleasurably, as I was crushed now. His hands were slender – definitely smaller than the large mitts that had squeezed my breast and fingered me so pleasurably. Ted wasn’t so big, so strong, or so dominant. Even the cock, sliding deliciously in and out of me right at that second, was thicker, and harder, and every bit more satisfying than I remembered Ted’s being.

I wasn’t making love to my husband, I realized. I was fucking Luke.

I didn’t know what to do. I was absolutely paralyzed as the full extent of what was happening hit me. I was lying face-down in bed, being fucked – no other word for it – by another man.

For a moment, I wondered how this had happened. Was he raping me? Had he planned to sneak into my room and have sex with me? He’d never shown even the slightest interest in me before; not through all the years he’d spent hanging around my parent’s house.

Although we were unrelated, we’d treated each other almost like siblings growing up – and I couldn’t imagine that being different now.

Besides, Luke had a sexy (if kind of slutty) girlfriend waiting for him right that second.

And that’s when it hit me. It explained everything. We’d switched rooms.

So Luke hadn’t planned this encounter. It had just been an accident. He’d actually come into the room expecting to find Candy waiting for him in bed, not his stepsister.

But with the lights off, and after a couple of shots of whiskey, there was no reason for him to think that the sleeping, naked woman under the covers wasn’t the same sleeping, naked woman he’d expected to find. Especially when she responded to his touch so…. eagerly.

I groaned in despair – but Luke must have mistaken it for a groan of pleasure, because he started fucking me harder, and deeper, and faster.

Oh God, what was I going to do?

I knew I should have pushed him off me right then and there. I should have switched on the lights and screamed his name and let him know what a terrible mistake he’d made (we’d both made.) But I couldn’t bear the thought of facing him. The humiliation. The awkwardness. It was the sort of thing that could tear us apart forever.

But what alternative did I have? Just to lie there and let him fuck me? Hope he didn’t notice that it wasn’t his slutty girlfriend he was pounding from behind?

The worst part? That saying and doing nothing actually seemed like the most attractive option.

After all, if I was lucky, and if Luke behaved anything like Ted, he’d finish and roll over and fall asleep like clockwork. Then, I knew, I could escape the room in the darkness and pretend all this had never happened.

There were a million things wrong with this plan – not just morally, but also functionally.

What would happen if Ted finally dragged his overdue ass upstairs, and found his bed – and his wife – already ‘occupied’?

What if Candy came looking for her boyfriend, and found him balls-deep inside her host’s daughter?

And worst of all – something I only realized as Luke groaned hotly in my ear – was that when Luke finally did ‘finish’ it was going to be inside me – deep into my fertile, unprotected pussy at the peak of my fertility. Luke wasn’t wearing a condom, and by the animalistic way he was pounding me, it seemed clear he had no intention of pulling out.

God, I needed to stop him. I needed to say something.  But now my fear of the consequences of being discovered was being matched by something else – something deep and primal burning between my legs. Just the thought of his big, strong man cumming inside me – filling me with his potent seed – suddenly excited me.

I’d been trying for a baby for two years with Ted – and failing. Sluggish sperm had been the fertility expert’s assessment, and Ted and I had agreed to consider IVF if we hadn’t got pregnant by the fall. I wanted a baby so badly, to complete our little family, that sometimes everything I did or said was accompanied by the tick-tick-tock metronome of my biological clock.

And now here I was being bred by a big, strong, virile man – somebody who I loved like a brother, who I’d grown up caring for.

Somebody, I realized, who could give me a strong, healthy baby if I let him unload himself inside me.

And what else could I do? How could I ignore the most primal instincts of my body? To be fucked. To be bred. To be impregnated.

Oh, shit… I realized I was about to cum again.

And I did – uttering a deep, shameful, pleasurable sob into the pillow as my pussy hummed in pleasure and tightened around Luke’s straining shaft. It was the stimulation needed to tip him over the edge; and as I lay pinned beneath him, he crushed me to the bed and sunk his cock as deeply into my depths as our bodies would allow.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” he groaned, as his dick throbbed, and swelled, and flooded me with hot spurts of his seed. I felt myself flooded with wetness and, like the mindless, fertile animal I’d suddenly become, I came again with a deep, satisfying shudder and a wave of pleasure that made every cell in my body sing.

For a moment, Luke lay on top of me, both of us joined wetly at the crotch. Then, kissing my shoulder, Luke pulled his softening cock from my tightness and half-rolled, half-flopped onto the bed beside me with a deeply satisfied groan of pleasure.

Within seconds, his breathing grew deep and even. He was asleep.

I groaned, and struggled to close my legs. I was shuddering, shivering and throbbing from a mixture of sensual satisfaction and the deepest, darkest, most heart-rending shame.

It seemed to take an eternity before I got my shit back together, and finally felt strong enough to pull back the covers, and slip out of bed. I landed on the creaking floorboards and started searching desperately for my panties and my shirt.

A moment later, I was dressed – enough to still be decent if I ran into my mother, at least. Tip-toing across the room, I opened the door, slipped into the corridor and shut it with a ‘click’ behind me.

And then flopped back against the wall.

Staring up at the ceiling, I dragged in whooping lungfuls of oxygen, stars flickering before my eyes. What had I done? What had I let happen to me? Oh, God…

***

Like a cold shower, rationality came pouring over me.

I had to deal with this. I had to control it. And the first step towards doing that was just three feet in front of me – in the doorway to the bedroom Ted and I had originally planned to spend the night in.

I crossed the corridor, and opened the door.

It was dark inside – only the light of the garden lights outside filtering through the windows. In one of the two large beds, a lump stirred beneath the covers. I instinctively knew who it was: Candy.

She was that girl who Luke had really expected to find beneath the covers when he’d slipped into my room – and from the long, lean legs sticking out from under the blankets, it was clear she was as naked and ‘ready for action’ as I had been.

I crossed the room in two long strides, and touched her bare shoulder.

Candy stirred.

“Luke?” She rolled over, and through bleary eyes focused on me. For a second, she was mortified – yanking the covers up over her ample, naked chest. I pressed my fingers against my lips to murmur “sssh” and then stroked her arm to reassure her.

“It’s Luke,” I whispered, jerking my head in the direction of the doorway. “He must have got confused. He climbed into our bed instead of yours.”

For a second, Candy just stared at me. Then her eyes widened, and her lips curled.

“Oh,” she giggled, “I’m so sorry. He must have had one too many shots.” She pulled back the blanket – revealing her gorgeous, slender body with an infuriating lack of shame. “I’ll go get him.”

“No, no,” somewhat flustered, I scrabbled around for one of her discarded t-shirts, and averted my eyes while I handed it to her. “You go and join him. I think he’s out cold.” I looked around the room. Ted clearly wasn’t here – and no doubt Candy would have let something slip if he’d made a mistake as dramatic as Luke had done. “I’ll go and find Ted and we’ll sleep in here, instead.”

Candy pulled the t-shirt down over her disgustingly delicious cleavage. She turned to me, all pouty lips and dramatic eye-shadow. “Are you sure?”

I forced a laugh: “It’s fine. Go.” I pushed her out of bed. “You never know, you might get lucky…”

Giggling, Candy crossed the room, slipped through the door and was gone. I flopped onto the bed as soon as I heard the door click shut – listening intently for any sound that might reveal whether my plan had worked or not. The fact that I heard nothing – that Candy must have slipped into bed with Luke without waking him – was almost certainly a good sign.

But where did that leave me?

If left me with a pussy full of my brother-in-law’s sperm, and no husband in sight. So rather than close my eyes and try to sleep – to try and pretend none of this had happened – I was forced to scoop up a robe Candy had discarded on the floor, and step back out into the corridor.

Wrapping the super-short kimono around myself (even Candy’s night attire seemed kind of slutty) I crept down the creaking stairs and out into the warm night air.

Outside, the crickets were chirping, and while the sound of Steely Dan continued, its origin had been transferred from the stereo of Luke’s Firebird to my dad’s old turntable. Overhead, garden lights still twinkled, and I could hear voices in the back garden; heated and passionate and amplified by the shots of whiskey and the bottles of beer that Pops was always quick and eager to hand out to visitor’s and friends.

Pop was still holding court out back, at the head of our long picnic table. The neighbors and friends who were still there – the ‘long haulers’, as my mom nicknamed them – were listening to his stories as they slurped their drinks and knocked back their shots.

Dad was in the middle of one of his more colorful stories: “So this dame is naked, right? And then me and the boys walk in…” But he immediately fell silent as I stepped around the corner into view. Even now that I’d grown up and left home, he was careful never to be too vulgar around ‘the kids.’

Pop and his friends stared at me expectantly.

“Hey, sorry to disturb you, Pops,” I raised my hands in apology as I stepped up. “I was just looking for Ted. Have you seen him?”

The table of drinkers erupted into laughter.

“That lightweight?” Pops howled. “He passed out about an hour ago.” My father jerked his arthritis-riddled thumb towards the corner of the garden. “He’s behind the tree. You might want to go and check that he’s still breathing.”

Pops friends guffawed with laughter when they heard this, and my cheeks were red as I walked away (and made even redder by the realization that at least a couple of Pop’s old drinking buddies were checking out my ass as I left – barely covered by the tiny kimono.)

***

But their laughter had faded by the time I rounded the house to the old tree, and I saw my husband lying beneath it.

His head was covered by an old sombrero  - the ‘sombrero of shame’ as Pops referred to it. It was a tattered old relic he’d eagerly ‘crown’ the first person to pass out with at each of his annual parties. I stepped over to my slumbering husband and, with a frown, determined that he was indeed “still breathing.”

For a moment, I was pierced with a sharp, stabbing burst of anger. I realized that this whole situation – of me potentially getting knocked up by my oblivious stepbrother – could have been avoided if Ted hadn’t chosen to down some shots with my dad and pass out under a tree, instead of finding his way back into bed with me.

But at the same time, that anger focused me; and I suddenly knew what I had to do.

The fact was, primal parts of my brain were still churning powerful, instinctual hormones throughout my body; and a war was raging in my conscience.

I’d just fucked another man. I’d just let him explode inside of me, at the peak of my most fertile period of the month. I knew there was every chance that he’d just made me pregnant, with the baby that Ted and I so desperately craved.

But I also knew, in the cold light of day, that I’d never be able to process the guilt of knowing what I’d done. Despite my desperation for a child, I’d already been considering where the nearest pharmacy was, and how quickly I could get my hands on one of those “Plan-B” morning-after pills to ‘take care’ of this problem before it even became one.

So that slutty, needful, lizard-brain part of me was simultaneously considering what I’d need to do to keep this hypothetical baby – and I’d already outlined a plan.

I was still at my most fertile period of the month – and if I had sex with Ted at this exact moment, his sperm was just as likely to make me pregnant as Luke’s was. And even if that wasn’t true (and after two years of trying, the logical part of me knew that it wasn’t) I knew that if I’d given Ted an equal chance of making me pregnant, my biological clock couldn’t let me take the morning-after pill just in case.

It was twisted logic, and it was deliciously wrong – but it worked. Fucking my husband would be like a cheat code; overriding my morality, and letting my fertile body make the decision for itself.

So, with a quick glimpse over my shoulder to confirm that none of Pop’s friends could see me, I lifted the short hem of the kimono, hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and yanked them down, over my knees. A moment later, I was kicking them aside; feeling the cool breeze on my bare ass and pussy.

I knelt down beside my sleeping husband and started unbuckling his pants.

He mumbled something, and moved to push the sombrero from his eyes, but I pushed it back in place and hissed: “Relax.” Then, digging into his pants, I pulled out his flaccid cock and balls.

The whiskey and beer didn’t help – but with my skilled fingers, I soon managed to get Ted sporting a respectable erection. Holding his hard-on by the root, I swung my thighs over his hips and straddled him; the hardness his cock pressing against my sloppy, cum-filled cunt.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Ted groaned, waking from his stupor as I lowered myself onto his cock. He managed to brush the sombrero away - and his eyes grew wide as I sunk down into his lap. Effortlessly skewering myself on his erection, I listened to Ted groan: “You’re so fucking wet.”

I placed my hand over Ted’s mouth to stop him talking, and focused on grinding my hips into his instead - to work his hardness as deeply inside me as possible.

I didn’t want to hear him speak. I just wanted him to feel my wetness envelop him. I knew it was wrong, but it turned me on how Ted had no idea that it wasn’t just my arousal dripping down his balls – that it was also the load of cum Luke had deposited in me earlier.

Finally connected, cock-in-pussy, we fucked.

I knew that Ted was still drunk, and that he might have trouble cumming, so I focused on my own needs. I rode him like a rodeo pony – rocking my hips back and forth and grinding my clitoris against Ted’s bony pubis. It felt good, and I could control every movement to maximize my pleasure. Within minutes, I was working myself to orgasm; hoping that Ted could stay hard just long enough to bring me off.

But as it turned out, I had nothing to worry about.

Ted was clearly not as drunk as I thought – and so, as my own pleasure increased, I felt his cock grow harder and firmer inside me.

His hands slipped beneath the hem of my kimono. Soon, Ted was grabbing the cheeks of my backside – helping rock me back and forth on his straining cock. It was magical – after years of marriage, he knew exactly how to work our bodies together to make us both feel good. With his guiding hands driving my hips against his, I felt myself getting closer to the edge - to a delicious explosion between my thighs.

Groaning, I lifted my hand from his mouth, so I could sink my teeth into my fist. Biting down hard, I climaxed at the exact moment he murmured: “I love you.”

As my pussy tightened in orgasm, Ted threw his head back and groaned too. My climax had triggered his – and I could feel him grow and throb deep inside me. I was flooded with hot spurts of wetness, as Ted unloaded himself into my spasming cunt. He groaned: “That’s so fucking good” and his excitement was enough to make me climax a second time.

We continued working our bodies together until the shuddering intensity of climax passed. I flopped down on top of my husband, raggedly gasping for breath. His arms encircled me, and I felt his stubble against my cheek as Ted kissed me; his chest heaving.

“Wow,” my husband murmured. “What a way to wake up.”

I shivered, suddenly aware just how dishevelled my hijacked kimono had become, and how I’d be displaying my bare ass to anybody who cared to walk around the corner. Giving Ted a quick kiss on the lips, I hustled him to sit up: “C’mon. Let’s go inside.”

“What’s the hurry?”

“Pops could come around the corner at any moment. You want him to see us like this?”

Groaning in agreement, Ted clambered unsteadily to his feet, zipping up the front of his pants. I stood up too, and adjusted my kimono until it covered most of my near-nakedness. A couple of seconds later, I found the panties I’d discarded earlier and pulled them on. They neatly wiped up the rivulet of hot wetness dribbling down my thighs – the evidence that in less than twenty minutes, I’d allowed two different men to cum inside of me.

“C’mon,” I ordered Ted, wrapping my hand in his. “Let’s go inside.”

***

That night – or what remained of it, anyway – we spent in the spare bedroom we’d originally chosen; the one across from Luke and Candy.

As soon as we’d crept upstairs, I’d explained the situation to Ted (obviously leaving out certain key details) and told him that we’d have to switch rooms yet again. He just laughed when I told him about Luke’s mistake, admitting: “Maybe it was lucky I fell asleep under that tree. Otherwise Luke could have walked in on us while we were in the middle of something.” The wink Ted gave me was unnecessary and slightly cheesy. “Can you imagine that?”

I’d shivered, remembering the significance of what had happened instead.

The following morning, as the sunlight poured through the open windows, I was happy to wake up and find myself curled in Ted’s comforting arms. For a moment, I lay there and pretended that what had happened the night before had just been a dream – a figment of my imagination. Ted’s kisses on my neck were soft and reassuring and I could almost – just about – imagine that everything was as pure and simple as it had been when we’d first arrived at my parent’s house.

Until Ted’s hand curled around my body, and came to rest on my belly. It was a very intimate, very loving gesture – one that filled me with emotion.

Ted murmured in my ear. “Last night was amazing.” He rubbed my belly. “Do you think we got you pregnant?” He paused. “I have a good feeling about it this time.”

My fingers snaked in his, and for a moment my own hand rested against my tummy. Suddenly, and with disconcerting certainty, I got a feeling that Ted was absolutely right – and this tummy was going to be growing a lot bigger in the coming months.

“Maybe,” I whispered, and shivered.

The End
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