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Chapter One

The towels in this hotel were amazing. Like rubbing my skin with a cloud. The marble and gold everywhere made me feel decadent. I didn’t know how Andrew could afford it. His car dealership was pretty successful, but I didn’t need all this; I’d have been fine with a motel. After all, I was here for a purpose—a mission—not a vacation. Still, it was nice to be clean. I felt like I would need a dozen showers later, before I went home to Stephen.

I had no idea what to wear. I should have thought of it earlier. After all, I’d been planning this for two months. I had four different outfits in my overnight bag, all the way from faded sweats to the crotchless, nipple-less red thing that I bought two years ago—the one that I was so embarrassed about that I hid it in the back of the closet, and never showed my husband.

It was such a fine line. A balancing act. I wanted…I needed…Andrew to be turned on…to think that I was beautiful. Otherwise, this would never work. He wasn’t a machine; I couldn’t just ask him to perform on cue. So that meant the sweats were out. But I also didn’t want to come off as a slut. Or, maybe I did. I had no idea what type of woman Andrew liked.

Maybe he was into big-titted bimbos. But probably not, since I his last girlfriend…Mary, or Margaret, or something…was an MBA. Not really the bimbo type—probably more of the whips and chains type. Oh god! What if that was the kind of stuff that Andrew liked?

I needed to calm down. There was a bottle of champagne chilling in the other room. Probably a good place to start…a glass or two to get the nerves under control.

* * *

Damn. He was right on time. I was nervous, and the champagne wasn’t helping, yet. Still, this had to happen—I couldn’t back out now.

“Hi, Andrew.” I said as I opened the door.

I’d gone with elegantly sexy—a cream satin split babydoll with black lace trim, matching panties, and a sheer wrap. The flush creeping into his face told me that I’d picked correctly. I looked down and saw that he had flowers in his hand, like we were going on a date. I had dressed in my lingerie because I wanted to be sexy for him, but it was just to get his best performance. He didn’t need to do anything in return…I was already a sure thing.

He’d come straight from work, and still had his suit on. It was nicely tailored, showing his broad shoulders and narrow waist. He reminded me so much of Stephen as he was five years ago. The two brothers were almost identical, with their sandy blonde hair, and ocean-colored eyes. That was what made this evening possible, after all.

He came into the room and gave me a brotherly peck on the cheek, just like he’d done a thousand times before. I smiled, sensing that I wasn’t the only nervous one here.

“Hello, Danielle,” he said. His rich, deep voice always sounded so reassuring, so confident. He remembered the flowers, and held them out to me. Pink peonies and white roses. I held them to my nose and inhaled their delicate scent.

Andrew looked around the hotel suite, nodding in approval at the furnishings.

“You didn’t have to spring for this place,” I said.

He turned to smile at me. “For you, Danielle, and for what we’re about to do, I thought it was appropriate.” He took off his suit jacket, and pulled at his blue-striped tie. He noticed the open champagne bottle, and headed for it. “You started early.”

He looked at me over his shoulder, and I caught his gaze lingering on my breasts. Normally, I would have closed my wrap over my exposed cleavage, but this wasn’t a normal night. Instead, I put a hand on my hip and pushed my chest out just a bit. He must have noticed me posing for him, because his smile turned to a grimace of embarrassment.

Damn. Great start.

I dropped the flowers on the coffee table and went over to Andrew. He was pouring a glass of champagne, and I waited until he took a nervous sip. I plucked the glass away from him and set it on the bar, then took both of his hands in mine, and looked up into his grey-green eyes.

“I know what you’re thinking,” I said. “And I’m thinking the same thing. But I want this Andrew. It will be good for us. For me, and for your brother…and for you.”

His laugh was bitter. “For me?”

“Yes, for you. Don’t you want to have a child, Andrew…don’t you want that feeling, that unconditional love, for a tiny new person that you helped create?”

He pulled his hands away. “A child that I can never acknowledge. That will never know that I’m their father.”

I wanted to cry, but I managed to hold it together. “We’ll know, Andrew. You and me.” He picked up his glass and drained it. “You know why I asked you to do this,” I said. “It’s for your brother. He needs this. And I want this.”

“He needs this?” he said. He set down his glass, and put his hands on my hips. “You’re fooling yourself, Danielle. Stephen doesn’t need this. He could care less. I’ll bet if he knew about his infertility, he’d be happy. This is for you, not him. Admit it.”

Now I was going to cry. My shoulders shook as I quietly sobbed.

Andrew stepped up and wrapped me in his arms. I buried my face in his chest. “It’s OK, Danielle,” he said. He held me until I stopped sobbing. “If you want a baby, then I want one, too. Because I want you, Danielle, I always have.”

I was so shocked that I stopped breathing. I had no idea he felt that way. He’d never been anything other than Stephen’s handsome, polite, friendly, younger brother. I thought it was me who had the secret crush. I’d been quietly lusting after Andrew for years now—ever since Stephen had become so depressed and distant.

I looked up at him and smiled at this new revelation. That was all the encouragement that he needed; his mouth descended on mine, and his arms wrapped even tighter around me.

I hadn’t felt really sexy, felt desired, for a long time. Even tonight, I’d played the part according to my plan, but it hadn’t been about my feelings for Andrew, or his feelings for me. It had been about the need I felt—the hole in my life that I wanted to fill with a baby. Hearing Andrew say that he wanted me lit a fire in me that I hadn’t felt for a long time. As I kissed Andrew back, a tingle spread through me, radiating out from my rapidly juicing pussy.

I moaned into Andrew’s mouth as his tongue invaded. He tasted fresh, like mint, and he smelled like soap with just a touch of cologne. I guess I wasn’t the only one who had prepared for tonight. His warm hand caressed my cheek, and he pull me in tighter. I wrapped both arms around him, and clutched at handfuls of his white shirt, pulling my body against his, feeling my breasts pressing into the hardness of his abdomen.

He brushed my wrap off my shoulders, along with the thin straps of my top. I lowered my arms and let everything fall. My breasts were exposed, which sent a shiver through me, and I gasped a little as my hard nipples scraped against the fabric of his shirt. His hands traced my spine down to the bare cheeks of my butt. He kneaded the firm flesh there, pulling my lower body into him, so that I felt the hardness of his hidden erection pressing against my stomach.

He clutched both cheeks in his strong hands, and lifted me off the floor. I hugged him tight, and wrapped my legs around his waist, pressing my soaked mound into him, rubbing my panty-covered pussy on his bulge. I put my head on his shoulder as he carried me toward the bedroom. I panted out little gasps of pleasure, as each step rubbed my needy pussy against his swelling cock.

We were in the bedroom, and he gently lowered me to the soft, white duvet. He mashed his crotch into my covered pussy a few times, making me moan, then stood up to unbutton his shirt. I got up, too, and immediately attacked his belt buckle. I had his pants down, and was staring at his hard cock before he finished half of his buttons.

He was longer than his brother, and much wider. My pussy tingled even more at the thought of having him inside me. I took him in my hand, and pumped a couple times, getting a feel for his size, then stuck out my tongue, and licked at the drop of fluid that had collected on the tip. The salty, earthy taste that hit my tongue was different from his brother, which suddenly made this all very real. Andrew was just getting his cuffs over his wrists, but he stopped to look down in appreciation as I took his broad, purple head between my lips.

I slid off the bed, and onto my knees, while Andrew finished with his shirt. He ran his fingers through my hair, and guided my mouth back to his straining cock. I ran my tongue all over his salty flesh, exploring every ridge of the first new cock I’d seen in eight years. He tasted wonderful, and his clean scent surrounded me as I took his dick deeper. He groaned as I swallowed the tip of his cock, wedging it in the back of my throat, and working my muscles to squeeze it tight.

I put a hand on his ass, so I could pull him into me. I used the other one to pinch both of my nipples, before sliding it down into my cream satin thong. My fingertips glided over my smooth mound, and found my waiting clit. I dipped down between my lips for a little girl moisture, then back up to swirl around my sensitive button. The shocks of pleasure coming from my pussy were driving me to suck harder on his beautiful, thick cock, and to cram more of it into my mouth. Andrew’s hands in my hair pulled me into him, and his hips drove forward and back in small thrusts.

One particularly powerful jolt from my pussy made me moan around my mouthful of dick, and pull him hard into me. I relaxed my throat and let him all the way in.

“Oh, shit,” I heard from above me. His hands clenched fistfuls of my hair, as my nose nestled in his dark blonde curls. My nostrils flared, as my air was cut off, but I held myself in place, and raised my eyes up to Andrew’s face. He looked down and locked eyes with me. The look of lust on his face was like a shock that ran from my brain, to my pussy. I rubbed my clit faster as I watched him watch me. Moisture flowed out of me now, making wet sounds as I worked my hand in my panties, and filling the room with the smell of my excitement.

I finally had to back off to get some air. I went after him again, but he reached under my arms and lifted me to my feet. I kissed him hard as his big hands went to my sensitive tits. He squeezed each mound, and rolled my fat, pink nipples between his fingers. He turned us as we kissed, until I was backed against the bed. He pressed firmly on my tits and I fell back onto the cool fabric.

I lifted my head to watch as he got the rest of his clothes off, admiring the firm muscles moving under his tanned skin. His tight abs flexed as he bent to remove his shoes, and cords of muscle rippled in his shoulders as he dragged his pants down, before kicking them across the floor. He climbed onto the bed, his large frame looming over me. I grabbed his dangling cock, still wet from my mouth, and pumped my hand on it. I never wanted to let it go.

He looked down at me, letting his gaze roam over my entire body.

“God, you’re so beautiful, Danielle.”

I tingled when he said that. Little flames of pleasure flared up in my nipples and my pussy. My channel flooded with moisture, and the smell of sex threatened to overpower the room.

“So are you, Andrew,” I said. “We’re going to make a beautiful baby.”

He leaned down for another firm kiss, then his lips and his tongue were roaming down my neck, over my chest, to my waiting tits. They were aching to be touched, with an intensity I’d never felt before. He got his large hand on one, covering it completely, squeezing gently while his palm rubbed over the hard point of my nipple. His lips found the other, circling all around the smooth flesh, teasing me by totally ignoring the sensitive peak. I shifted my shoulders, trying to present my erect nipple to his mouth, but he avoided me. Finally, I grabbed a handful his hair and pointed his mouth to the right spot. His tease did its job though, I hissed through my teeth as he gently nipped at the swollen nipple, and the tingle ran right down to my clit. His swirling tongue and sucking lips made me let go of his hair to grab handful of the duvet, as I arched my chest up to him.

He gave my breast one last tender kiss, before he headed south, working his way down my tummy. He wriggled his wet tongue in my belly button, which made me giggle. I finally had to let go of his cock, as he shifted down the bed to get between my legs. His fingers hooked in the sides of my panties, and I raised my legs in the air, as he dragged them over my hips and off. Holding my ankles, he spread me open, exposing my freshly shaved pussy to his gaze. I felt totally exposed—but very turned on—as I felt his eyes on my wet slit.

I was ready for him to put his cock in me; my pussy ached, waiting to be filled. But Andrew had a different plan. He put my ankles on his broad shoulders, and kissed down the insides of my legs, jumping from one to the other, sometimes nipping with his teeth, sometimes washing my skin with his broad tongue.

I knew where he was headed, and the anticipation was killing me. He painted circles with his tongue tip on the soft skin of my inner thighs, inches below my waiting slit, until I pounded the bed in frustration. He lifted his head from between my legs and grinned at me.

“Damn you!” I screamed at him. He blew me a kiss, and then dove for my soaked pussy. His mouth landed right on the plump lips, and his tongue wedged into my wet groove. I threw my head back and groaned. He had my legs pinned on his shoulders and his hands under my ass, lifting me up to his waiting mouth. I laid back, moaning loudly, and ran my fingers through his hair. I floated, feeling a warmth building in my belly as he worked his agile tongue deep into my hole. I couldn’t believe how sloppy-wet I felt down there; I could hear the moist, sucking noises as he slurped at my drenched entrance.

It had been so long since Stephen had gone down on me, I’d forgotten how incredible it was. Especially at the hands, and tongue, of a master like Andrew. The ball of electricity in my belly grew by the second, bringing me closer to the edge. I cupped both tits and pulled at my hard nipples. When Andrew covered my clit with his wet lips, and flicked at it lightly with his tongue, lightning shot through every nerve in my body.

“Oh, fuck yes, Andrew…yes!” I screamed as my muscles tensed, and I lifted my ass off the bed, pressing as hard as I could against his face. My legs trembled, and my hands clawed at the bed covers. Andrew rode the tidal wave of my orgasm, keeping his face glued to my pussy, setting off new spasms in my belly with very flick of his tongue. I had to grab his hair and pull him away before he killed me with pleasure.

As the tremors faded, my legs wouldn’t support me any more, and I sagged down into the soft bed. One leg still shook, and random spasms of pleasure rippled through my stomach muscles.

I just laid there, floating, oblivious to everything. All of my worries about Stephen, and babies, and my marriage just drifted away. I wanted to close my eyes, and sink into this comfortable bliss, but Andrew wasn’t about to let me.

The bed shifted under me. Andrew’s thighs moved between mine, spreading my legs wide. I smelled my own juices, just before Andrew’s mouth covered mine. His tongue drilling past my lips to swirl inside my mouth, making me taste my own pussy. I inhaled my musky scent as he kissed me hard.

His weight settled on me, and I reached down between our bodies to find his hard cock, bobbing between my thighs, just looking for a home. I wrapped my hand around the base, and aimed the blunt head at my still-twitching pussy. I looked up into his beautiful ocean-eyes.

“Yes…let’s do it, Andrew,” I said. “Let’s make a baby.”

He kissed me as I pressed the tip of his cock between my parted lips, seating the head in my waiting channel. He gripped my shoulders as he drove his hips forward, and for the first time in years, a cock other than my husband’s sank into my heated pussy. He came in, steady and relentless, until his wiry hair mashed into my clit. I felt so full, my inner muscles protesting in the best possible way at being forced wide.

I spread my legs as far apart as I could, as he drove into me. My hands swept over his broad back as he took me. I felt his hot breath on my neck as he nuzzled my ear. His length glided in and out of open pussy. I was so wet. I couldn’t remember the last time I wanted to be fucked like this. It was the most incredible feeling, having Andrew’s big body on top of me, waiting for him to fill me with his cum and make me a mom. I drove my hips up to meet him. I needed him to get as deep as possible when he seeded my fertile womb.

I clenched my inner muscles, trying to add to the sensations for Andrew. I heard a little gasp from him as he felt it, which brought a little gasp from me in return. My pleasure was completely tied to his at this point. I wanted to do everything I could to make him cum. I cooed in his ear. I put my hands on his hard butt and helped pull him into me. I lifted my hips to find the angle with the best friction. And when I heard his breathing change, and felt his cock pound into me harder and harder, I knew I was doing a good job.

His long shaft reached all new places inside me, as he stretched me wide. His powerful thrusts banged into my overheated clit. I was so caught up in pleasing him, though, that I didn’t notice my own excitement rising. I was feeding on my fantasies of getting pregnant; dreaming of parading around with my swollen belly, and flaunting my large, milky tits. I’d wanted this for so long; now it could be reality, if I could get Andrew to do his part.

“Oh, god, Andrew…yes…fill me please. Give me your beautiful baby.” I panted in his ear, listening to him grunt on each thrust, while trying to gauge his pleasure. He lifted up on his hands, hovering over me as his driving thrusts got more intense. His new angle hit something inside me that made me gasp, and my buried pleasure rushed to the front, demanding attention. I forgot all about Andrew’s needs for the moment. I let myself go, surrendering to the sensations, letting my new lover and his beautiful cock take me over the edge. One more deep thrust, and I exploded.

I wrapped my legs around Andrew’s waist, my arms around his neck, and clung to him as my entire body shook. My pussy clamped down hard on his invading shaft, and he grunted loudly in my ear.

“Oh, yes, baby,” I cried out, as he jammed his cock deep in my wet hole, and I felt him pulsing inside me. I squeezed him tight as my limbs trembled, and my belly twitched. I knew his warm cum was shooting out to flood my cervix and head for my fertile womb. I was getting everything I wanted at that moment, and I wished it would never end; that I could just roll through orgasm after orgasm, while Andrew filled my pussy with gallons of his cream.

Eventually though, Andrew’s cock stopped twitching, and his body sagged. My arms and legs relaxed, and I fell back onto the soft bed. I pulled Andrew down with me, and I nearly purred as his big body covered mine. He kissed my cheek, as I ran my hands over his sweaty back, and rubbed my smooth calves over his hairy legs. I felt so wonderfully full, and warm, and safe and happy. I found his mouth with mine, and kissed him hard.

“That was amazing, baby,” I said. “Thank you.”

He smiled down at me, and I felt a tingle go through my pussy. “Mmmm. Thank you, Dani,” he said in his rumbling, deep voice. “I never imagined it would be that good.”

I closed my eyes, and probably could have drifted off to sleep—warm, and protected, and full of cum—but I felt Andrew move away. He rolled off from me, and flopped onto his back. His departing cock unleashed a white stream from my gaping hole, and I put my hand over my pussy to keep as much as I could inside. The cool air hitting my sweaty skin mad me shiver, as I looked around the bedroom. I finally settled on stacking two pillows against the headboard, so I could get my hips elevated, and get gravity on my side. Andrew laid on the bed, propped up on one elbow, watching me and smiling.

He looked so cute. His hair was tousled, and his eyes were kind of sleepy and content. “Come here,” I said, summoning him with a crooked finger.

He got to his knees and shuffled over to me, which was exactly what I wanted. I reached out to take his softened cock in my hand. It was wet, covered in a slippery cocktail of our juices. I pulled him closer, and kissed the head of his dick, licking a lingering drop from the tip. Then I took the whole wrinkled package into my mouth, getting all the smells and tastes of our combined passion. I set about licking him clean; I wanted him again.

It took a little while, but he started swelling up under the influence of my tongue. His hand caressed my hair as I suckled on his growing shaft. When he smiled down at me, I felt a warmth in my belly, right where I imagined our baby was being conceived.

“God I love you, Danielle,” he said.

I almost choked when he said that. Everything had been so perfect, but then he had to bring the real world back in. I was pretty sure that I was in love with him, too, but I didn’t want to talk about love, I wanted to make a baby. I pulled off from his hardening cock.

“Please, Andrew,” I said, “let’s not talk about that tonight.”

His face clouded. “Why not,” he said. “I told you how I feel. And I think you feel the same way.”

“Andrew…I…it’s complicated, darling. I’m still married to your brother.”

I saw his fist clench. I didn’t know how things had turned around so quickly, but I was worried that I’d ruined everything. He was pissed, and he would get up and leave me here alone. I reached out to him, but he brushed my hand away.

“After everything we said, after everything we’ve done tonight, you’re really going back to him?” He was so loud, I’d never heard him yell before.

I turned away, staring at the wall, trying not to cry for the second time tonight. I couldn’t bear to lose him. I needed him as a friend, as a confidant, as an ally in my troubles with Stephen, and as the father of my baby. I’d wanted him for a long time, but my marriage to his brother had always stopped me. Now that we’d crossed the line into having sex, could I still use Stephen as an excuse to keep Andrew at arms length?

I didn’t want to push him away, but I might need to. I wanted this baby so such. I’d told myself that it was to save my marriage, but now I had to wonder if what Andrew said was true—did Stephen really care if we had kids? Would he go back to his old, sweet, caring self when he found out I was pregnant? Honestly, I didn’t know, but I thought I owed it to our six years of marriage to at least try.

I turned back around. “Andrew, I…” I couldn’t think of anything to say.

He scowled. I thought he would get up to leave, but instead he looked up and down at my naked body, making me feel very exposed. He wrapped his hand around his beautiful, hard cock and pumped it casually before looking me in the face.

“Fine,” he said. All of the earlier emotion, the passion, had left his voice. “I came here to do a job, and I’m not going to go back on my word. You want a baby? Let’s make a baby.”

Before I could answer him, Andrew swung his leg over me and straddled my chest. When I tried to push him off, he caught my wrists, and pinned my hands over my head. His hard cock dangled in front of my face, fluid from the tip smearing on my lips. I clamped my mouth shut and turned my head.

“Open up Danielle,” he said. “You need to get me nice and hard so I can fuck a baby into you.”

The cruelty in his voice stunned me. I couldn’t understand why he’d turned around so completely in his attitude; he knew what I expected when we first talked about this. I twisted my head from side to side, trying to avoid his swinging dick.

“Danielle,” he said. “Enough!”

I don’t know what it was, the command in his voice, or the threat that he might hurt me if I didn’t cooperate, but I stopped struggling, and let my lips part. He positioned himself, and then thrust the head of his cock into my unresisting mouth. He drove deep, right to the back of my throat, and it was all I could do not to choke. He pulled all the way out.

“Andrew, please.” I said, but then his cock was back inside my mouth, cutting off any protest. He didn’t go as deep this time, just driving in and out between my lips in a steady rhythm.

I didn’t feel good about this, or about what he said earlier, but so far, Andrew hadn’t walked out—he wasn’t abandoning me, or the idea of making a baby. I thought we might be able to work it out before tonight was over, if we could get past his anger right now. So instead of lying there passively, and letting him fuck my unresisting mouth, I wrapped my lips around his shaft and started sucking him. My tongue swirled around the head as it entered and left.

I glanced up at Andrew’s face, and saw a look of surprise at what I was doing. But then he saw me watching him, and he scowled. He yanked his cock out of my warm mouth, and let the wet shaft slide down between my tits. Neither one of us moved. I didn’t want to trigger any more reactions, so I kept my mouth shut.

Without a word, Andrew let go of my wrists, and moved off me. He reached under my back, and flipped me onto my stomach. The fluffy duvet was cool against my breasts and belly as I lay there, waiting for whatever happened next. Andrew got off the bed, but in a moment he was back. His warm, hairy thighs straddled my butt as he sat most of his weight on me. I tried to turn so I could look at him; to let him see in my eyes what he was doing, and go back to the intimate, loving way that we had been before. But his large hand pressed between my shoulder blades, mashing my breasts into the bed, and keeping me from turning around. He was acting more like his brother now, like my rough and sometimes cruel husband.

He gathered my wrists again, pulling my arms behind my back. Cool cloth wrapped one wrists, then the other, and then my bound hands were brought together, tied tight and resting in the small of my back.

“There,” Andrew said.

I had no idea what he meant. What did he think I was going to do, that he needed to tie my hands? I was getting worried now. I still trusted Andrew, which was why I wasn’t screaming, but I had no idea how far he would go.

He scooted back so he sat on my thighs. I felt the length of his cock resting in the crack of my ass. His big hands moved over my body, touching every inch of my skin, rubbing my shoulders, and down my sides, over the swell of my squashed breasts, over my hips, to end up on the smooth round cheeks of my butt. He squeezed each globe, pushing it around, pressing his fingers into the skin, while his heavy cock bounced around in the center crease.

He shifted a little on my legs, and his hands parted my ass, exposing the deep valley and the tiny crinkled hole to the cool air. I shivered. Was he going to fuck my ass? I wasn’t sure if I could let him go that far. Something warm and wet hit one of my stretched cheeks, and dribbled down in to the crack, and I realized that Andrew had just spit on my ass. His cock started moving then, sliding in the groove, getting slick with his spit, and gliding wetly back and forth over the sensitive skin. The head brushed over the pucker of my asshole, and I gasped at the sensation.

He pulled back, so his cock slid off my butt, and down into the junction of my thighs.

“I really do love you Danielle,” he said. His voice was tight, like he was clenching his teeth.

I opened my mouth to say something—to at least try to explain myself—when he shoved his cock between my pressed thighs, and right up into my pussy. I cried out into the bed covers, as his entire length speared into my channel. I was so wet and sloppy back there, and relaxed from my recent orgasm, that the fear of being hurt was greater than any actual pain. Being filled that fast and that hard was a shock, but it didn’t hurt. Andrew’s crotch slammed into my butt as he bottomed out and held there. I reached out with my bound hands, and managed to brush his abdomen with my fingers, but I couldn’t push him back.

“Stay still,” he said. “Just let me do this, and then it will be over.”

I was too stunned from the suddenness of his attack on my pussy to come up with a reply. I needed to tell him that I didn’t want it to be over; that I wanted him to stop and talk to me about his feelings, and about Stephen, and what I wanted for my future, but before I could get any of that out, he started rutting into me from behind. He drove hard and fast, his skin slapping wetly into my thighs and butt. My body rocked forward with every thrust, and it felt like the air was being driven from my lungs by his cock.

I laid my head down on the bed, following Andrew’s advice. I would let him do his thing, and then it would be over. He would leave, and I would have my baby. I was sad, but I wasn’t going to cry—there’d been enough of that tonight. I didn’t understand Andrew’s anger, and his sudden cruelty. I might have expected this behavior from Stephen; I knew he was capable of being both violent and cruel. I guess certain traits run in families.

Andrew’s large cock certainly had an effect on my pussy, even if it was only a passive hole for his pleasure. His size stretched my entrance so wide, that I felt the friction of every inch of dick rubbing past my swollen lips. He was also hitting a spot deep inside me that sent tingles straight to my clit. If I wasn’t being treated so badly by Andrew, I might actually enjoy this rough fuck.

After a while, laying there, absorbing thrust after thrust of Andrew’s powerful hips, I did start to enjoy it. Physically at least. I was being used, hard and rough, in a way that took my breath away with its intensity. I loved the masculine power that dominated me. Even having my hands tied started to turn me on.

I’d had small tastes of this feeling before with Stephen, but he could never match this intensity, and most times he simply devolved into cruelty. He’d never taken me like a man, like his brother was doing.

As my pleasure built I started to realize that Andrew really wasn’t being cruel. I didn’t think he would hurt me intentionally, not if he really meant what he just confessed. But he’d been wounded by my words. He felt stung by my half-hearted rejection, and he was going to punish me for it. He would pound my ungrateful cunt until he did his duty, and then leave. Too bad he didn’t know how much I enjoyed it.

“You. Know. That. Stephen. Is. Cheating. On. You. Right?” Each word was punctuated by a thrust of his cock. I was lost in the intensity of getting fucked, and almost didn’t hear him.

“No!” I managed to gasp out. “You’re just saying that because you’re upset.”

“Ha! Poor Danielle, always so loyal.” He leaned down, putting his hand on the back of my neck, pressing my face into the duvet while he whispered in my ear. “That’s what he said to me last week, when he asked me to cover for him. That ‘poor little Danielle’ was so trusting that she would never suspect.”

Oh, god. Last week Stephen told me that he and Andrew were going to the lake for a couple of days. Was that a lie? Was he really cheating on me?

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned into the bed covers. I didn’t know if I was cursing at Stephen’s betrayal, or moaning out my pleasure at Andrew’s hard pounding of my pussy.

My pleasure had grown beyond caring about Stephen and his betrayal. Andrew’s rough treatment had me turned on like never before. His large cock hit places deep inside me that Stephen could never reach. I imagined his giant dick piercing the entrance to my womb, and spewing out all of his cream deep inside.

I could tell from Andrew’s breathing, his guttural grunts, that he was getting close. He was going to fill my pussy for the second time, doing his best to give me the baby that I wanted so badly. I was almost there, too, just a couple more strokes, and I would cum on Andrew’s cock.

I realized in that moment that all of my reasons for wanting to get pregnant had changed. I didn’t want to do it for Stephen, or to save a marriage that I knew was a sham. I wanted this baby because it was Andrew who was giving it to me. This incredible man was giving me a part of himself to create a new life. I wanted this baby so badly now because…I wasn’t sure I could say it…because…

“I love you, Andrew!” I cried out, just as lightning struck my belly, and just as Andrew drove deep into me and unloaded his wonderful, baby-making cum at the entrance to my womb. I heard him gasp, either from his orgasm, or from my revelation, and his cock twitched inside me. I tensed and twisted, barely able to move under Andrew’s weight, and with my bound hands. My ass tensed, and my pussy squeezed down on the hard pole that flooded my depths with millions of wriggling sperm.

Andrew fumbled at my wrists, and suddenly they were free. His weight fell across my back as he covered me, still squeezing the last of his load into me. I felt his lips on my neck, and I turned my head to rub my cheek against his.

“I didn’t catch that last bit,” he said. “What did you say again?” His voice was back to normal, deep and warm.

I laughed, and everything was all right between us. Better than all right. I had a new future ahead of me, that included Andrew, his baby, and a whole lot more.

He eased his shrinking cock out of me as he got up. I quickly covered my pussy with my hand to keep everything inside. I wondered where he went, until my limp body was lifted completely off the bed. I yelped as I was spun around in mid-air, somehow ending up on my back, with my hips elevated on pillows, and my feet up on the headboard. Andrew knelt next to me, smiling. I reached out to trail my fingers down his leg, and his big hand swept over my stomach to end up cupping my breast.

“We have a lot to talk about,” I said.

“Mmm-hmm,” he nodded.

“I have a lot of questions about our future.”

“OK.”

“But right now, I just have one,” I said.

“What’s that?”

“Are you ready to go again?”
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