

Waiting For My

Neighbor's Husband

Women Waiting — Book 3

by Jennifer Alonzo

[image: ]


Copyright © 2015, by Jennifer J. Alonzo

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The material in this book is for mature audiences only and contains graphic content. It is intended only for those aged 18 and older.

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

Produced for Kindle by Gillies Publishing

[image: ]


Contents

Cover

Title Page

Contents

Chapter One

Also From the Author

About the Author


Chapter One

I needed a new phone.

Mine was wrecked. When did I get that crack in the glass? And what made that dent in the back of the case? And why was I just noticing these things now?

Probably because I’d stared at it for so long, waiting for Cassie to call.

I had a hand on my belly, rubbing at the soft skin. I knew what was happening in there right now. I knew that a tiny egg was drifting down through a tube, entering the expanse of my uterus, waiting to fulfill its purpose.

But its purpose would be to die a lonely death, washed away by my looming period, unless Cassandra called.

I should have been at the fertility clinic an hour ago. I’d done all the paperwork, researched all the procedures, and I was ready—ready to take the leap into motherhood. But I couldn’t do it without Cassie. I wasn’t strong enough.

I don’t know why she decided today, of all days, that it was a mistake; that we weren’t ready for a child. We’d talked about it for a year, almost as long as we’d talked about our upcoming wedding. I looked over at the thick binder our wedding planner had left, and felt tears welling in my eyes.

The things that she said this morning—she was so hateful. If she didn’t want us to have a baby, why hadn’t she brought it up before? We talked all the time, about everything. That’s why I loved her so much. She acted so strange earlier, when I tried to cuddle up to her in bed. She actually flinched when I touched her breast through her shirt. Then the insults started.

Why wasn’t she calling?

I’d left her at least ten messages. I didn’t know what else to say, but I wanted to call her again, just to say please, talk to me.

The phone rang, and my heart leapt. But no, it was the clinic.

“Hello.”

“Ms. Surkova? New Beginnings Clinic. I’m afraid we missed you earlier. We’re open for another twenty minutes if you can make it. If not, we can reschedule for next month. Of course there will be a fee for the missed appointment. Will we see you here today, Ms. Surkova? Ms Surkova?”

I was crying too hard to answer, so I hung up.

* * *

I had my face buried in a pillow, when I felt someone sit on the couch next to me. I spun around.

“Cassie?”

“Sorry, sweetie. It’s me. I used my key.”

“Kiara? Oh, my god, it’s so good to see you.” I feel into the arms of my next door neighbor, and cried on her shoulder while she stroked my hair.

“There, there, Annie. It’s OK, sweetie.”

“Cassie…left…me,” I sobbed in her ear.

“I know, baby, I know. We heard you fighting this morning, and Gabriel saw Cassie leave.”

I pulled back from her shoulder, sniffling. “You heard? Oh, I’m sorry Ki.”

She shook her head. “It’s fine, Annie. We’re neighbors; it’s comes with the territory.”

I smiled through my tears. “I don’t hear you and Gabriel arguing. All I hear is really loud sex.”

Kiara chuckled. “Yes, I know. I should close the windows before we start. You know how loud I get.”

If my face wasn’t all blotchy from crying, I might have blushed. “Mmm-hmm. But it’s fine if you don’t close them because it really turns Cassie on, hearing you…” Oh, god.

Kiara gathered me in as my shoulders shook, and the tears flowed again. “Come on, sweetie. It’s all right.” She pulled back to look at me. “Tell me what happened.”

* * *

“That bitch!” Kiara handed me a glass of red wine, then sat down next to me. “She really said all that?”

I nodded. “But she’s not a bitch, Ki. She’s just confused, I think. She—”

“Sweetie, if she said those things, then stomped out of here, and made you miss your appointment, I’m sorry, but bitch is the least of what I want to say.”

I saw her stormy face, her wrinkled brow, and I reached out to smooth my fingers over the creases. She gave me an odd look, then took my hand and pressed it against her cheek. I always loved the contrast of her dark skin against my pale. We were opposites in so many ways, which is probably why our relationship years ago was so turbulent. But even after we split, we’d been best friends as well as neighbors. We’d helped each other through breakups before.

Her eyes were closed while I caressed her cheek, and she looked so beautiful in that moment. She had on that floral perfume that I’d always loved, and the scent washed over me, reminding me of happier times. I don’t know what got into me, but I leaned in and kissed her.

Her eyes shot open. I knew I’d made a mistake. Shame and embarrassment flooded through me, and I tried pulling away. But Kiara held me close, pressing her lips against mine for a few seconds, before gently letting go.

She took my hands in hers. “Annie, I know you’re hurting right now, but I can’t do this with you. I’m married, sweetie.”

Of course I knew she was married—Cassie and I were bridesmaids at her wedding. But kissing her felt so good, when everything else today felt so bad. I squeezed her hands.

“I know, Ki,” I said. “I’m sorry. You’ve just always been there for me at times like this. Remember when I broke up with Tina?”

Kiara smiled. “Oh, yeah. I kept you in bed for a week to help you get over her.”

We were both laughing at the memory of that marathon romp. Kiara was such a giving lover. She’d kept me in ecstasy for days, until my pain had eased.

“But that was before I met Gabriel,” she said. “I really love him, Annie. I can’t do anything behind his back.”

“Well, tell him he can watch then.”

I said it as a joke. I expected Kiara to get a little chuckle out of it, nothing more. Instead, she got a far away look, like she was picturing something in her head. She dropped my hands, and reached for her phone.

“Ki! I was just kidding,” I said.

Kiara typed into her phone, and didn’t answer me.

“Kiara!”

“Hmmm?” She looked at me finally. Her phone buzzed, and she checked the screen. “Gabriel will be right over.”

“No! Kiara, it was a joke!” I couldn’t believe what she was suggesting. What I had suggested, actually, but she was the one who was taking it too far.

“Annie, relax,” she said. “You know Gabriel. You know how sweet he is. He’s worried about you too. He wouldn’t care if I took you to bed right now and fucked you silly, if it made you feel better. But I would care. I love being married to him, Annie, and I’ve made certain promises to myself.”

“Well then we don’t have to do anything. Text him back. I’m sorry I kissed you.” I was sweating now. This was way beyond what I expected when Kiara first appeared in my house.

“Oh, but I’m not,” she said. She pulled her red top over her head, showing me her firm tummy, and her large breasts—held up by a white lace bra that put acres of dark cleavage on display.

I couldn’t help it. Even haunted by thoughts of Cassie, our fight, our wedding, and our missed chance at having a baby, I was still turned on by Kiara’s body. Why didn’t I feel bad about cheating on Cassie? We were engaged, after all. But with the way she’d tried to hurt me, with the things she’d said this morning, I didn’t know if I’d ever take her back. Very deliberately, I took off my engagement ring, and laid it on the coffee table.

Kiara got to her feet, and tugged me by the hand toward my bedroom. I let myself be pulled along, watching her tight ass move inside her white capris. I don’t know if it was her half-naked appearance, or the hormones flooding me because I was ovulating, but I was horny for my beautiful neighbor.

When we got to the bedroom, I cringed. I hadn’t made the bed this morning, because of my fight with Cassie. The spread was half on the floor, and the sheets were wrinkled. Clothes were scattered everywhere. Kiara didn’t seem to care; she wasn’t a stranger to my rumpled bed. But Gabriel was coming, and I didn’t want to him to see my mess. I let go of her hand, and started straightening the bed. Kiara tugged the bedding out of my hand, and threw it on the floor. She stepped up and put her arms around me. She was a couple inches taller, so I looked up into her eyes.

“You’re so beautiful, Annie,” she said.

Her lips met mine, and I moaned as I melted against her. I got my arms around her neck, pulling her tight, and pressing our breasts together. Her hands drifted down to my ass, rubbing gently through my skirt. Her tongue wriggled between my lips, and into my mouth. Another moan escaped, as I opened up let her in.

Her hands travelled under my top, running over the bare skin of my back, and I felt a tingle start to build in my dampening pussy. I ran my pale fingers through her black hair, and held her to me while my tongue wrestled with hers. I breathed deep to inhale the scent of her perfume. I wanted to rip off all her clothes and jump into bed, but she seemed content to just stand in the middle of the room and kiss.

Something changed, while we held each other. Movement in the air, a new scent, a sound—something was different. Kiara pulled away from me, smiling over my shoulder, and suddenly I could feel Gabriel’s presence looming behind me. I stepped away, almost in a panic. My legs bumped into the mattress, and I fell back on the bed. Kiara’s husband towered over me, a smile on his handsome face. I blushed, embarrassed that he’d caught me kissing his wife.

“Baby!” Kiara leaped at him, and wrapped her arms and legs around his tall frame, leaning in to give him a hard kiss. His big hands gripped her ass, holding her off the ground. I saw the heavy muscles in his arms ripple under the dark brown skin. He broke away from his wife, and looked at me again.

“Hello, Annie,” he said. “I’m very sorry about Cassandra.” His voice was deep, and smooth, with that intriguing Jamaican lilt.

“Hi, Gabriel,” I said. “Thanks.” His words about Cassie should have upset me, but all I could think of was getting Kiara away from him, and onto the bed with me.

As if they’d heard my thoughts, she jumped down from his arms. When she leaned against him, she only stood up to his chin. Gabriel was one of the most imposing men I’d ever met. Tall, and muscular, with a beautiful, sculpted face, and a shaved head, he just filled up a room with his presence. But, he was also one of the nicest guys I’d met. He was mostly quiet, only speaking when he needed to, but he was very smart, working at a bioengineering firm as a research assistant. He was a rock, standing steady and unruffled in the middle of his wife’s hurricane personality, and I’d been so happy for Kiara when they got engaged.

She pulled him down for a kiss. “Why don’t you go get a beer, baby.” She smiled at me. “The two of us have already hit the wine.”

He kissed the top of her head, and patted her ass, then headed for the kitchen.

Kiara jumped onto the bed next to me. “OK, where were we?”

I had to laugh. “Oh my god, Kiara, what’s going on here? This is crazy.”

She pouted. “What’s so crazy? My husband’s here now, so I’m not cheating on him when I do this.” She put her hand on my leg, and ran it right up my thigh, under my skirt.

I brushed at her hand and laughed. She got her arm around me, and pulled me on top of her, our mouths meeting again. This time, there was no hesitation from her; the hand under my skirt went right for my panties, and rubbed my wet pussy through the damp fabric.

“Mmmm, little slut,” she said. “Look how wet you are.”

I blushed. She was always so blunt, especially when it came to sex. I liked to think I was pretty forward about it, but I was nowhere in her league. Instead of answering her though, I went after her tits. Her bra sprang open, and my mouth went right for her chocolate nipple. She’d dabbed her perfume between her breasts, and the scent swirled around me as I got my lips around her fat nub. She let out a groan, and arched her back, pushing her warm flesh into my mouth. Her hand snuck into my panties, and she went right for my clit. I jumped when her slick fingertips swirled over me. Her touch was so different from Cassie’s, so direct.

We rolled around on the rumpled bed like horny teenagers. I got on top, and straddling her hips. My top flew off, followed by my bra. Kiara’s hands came up to squeeze my tits, and pinch my hard nipples, while I went for the snap on her pants. I kissed the taut skin of her belly as I tugged her capris over her hips, and down her legs. My hanging hair tickled over her white thong, and down her thighs, as I got her pants off. I kissed my way back up her legs, the smell of her excitement getting stronger the closer I got. She groaned and ran her fingers through my hair.

I pressed my lips into her cloth covered mound, sucking at the damp fabric.

I lifted my head. “Little slut, look how wet you are.”

She smiled and pulled me up by my hair, so we were kissing again. I mashed my lips on hers, letting her taste herself. Her breasts mashed into mine as we pressed together. She tightened her hand in my hair as we got more frantic with our mouths and tongues, which had me breathing harder. Even after all this time, she remembered what I liked.

It was her turn to get on top. We rolled again, and she grinned at me from above, while tweaking both of my nipples, hard. I gasped, then sighed as she lowered her head to sooth the tender skin with her mouth. Working down my tummy, she ran her tongue in and out of my bellybutton, fucking the shallow hole with the wet tip. She knew how sensitive I was there, and I thrashed under her, caught between giggling and moaning.

She hooked her fingers under the hem of my skirt, and tugged the fabric down as she kissed down my stomach. I felt my panties pulling down at the same time, and lifted my hips so she could get everything off. The cool air hitting the moist lips of my exposed pussy gave me goosebumps. When Kiara came back up, she hovered over me, propped on her hands. Her heavy breasts hung down, her brown nipples scraping over my own tits. She was so beautiful as she smiled down at me.

“I missed this, sweetie,” she said.

“Mmmm. Me too,” I said. Thoughts of Cassie started creeping into my head, wanting her to be here, sharing this warmth with Kiara and me.

My sadness must have shown, because Kiara reached down and pinched my swollen pussy lips together, hard. “None of that,” she said, giving me a stern look.

I jumped at the sudden pain. “Bitch!” I yelled at her, half laughing, half serious. I surged up, taking back control. I got her hands pinned over her head, and went after her plump mouth. As we kissed, I sank down onto her. Every inch of my body touched hers; our legs rubbed together, our bellies and breasts pressed tight, and our hand roamed everywhere, squeezing and caressing. I felt free at that moment, like I could put everything behind me and just enjoy the warmth of another woman.

We ended up on our sides. Kiara’s fingers slid up my thigh, and I lifted my leg to give her access. She boldly ran a fingertip right up the center of my bare slit. I clutched at her shoulders as she dragged across my clit, and moaned loudly into her mouth as she sent two fingers questing up inside me. I thrust my pussy at her hand, trying to get her deeper. She made liquid, squishing sounds in my soaked folds as she drove in and out.

I reached for her as well, trying to return just a fraction of the pleasure she was giving me. I pulled her wet thong to the side, and slid a finger in to her tight hole. I ran my thumb over her prominent clit, and she pulled my hair as she gasped.

We got into a rhythm, our lips and tongues, fingers and pussies, all pulsing at the same time. My breath came faster, and my heart raced. Sparks shot out from my clit, through my nerves, every time Kiara’s fingers invaded my hole. She was breathing hard too, as I circled my fingers inside her wet channel. A flood of her juices ran out over my hand and down her thigh.

I wanted to cum. I wanted her to cum with me. But Kiara had other plans. She pulled away from my pussy, and brought her hand up to rub her wet fingers on my cheek. The smell of my excitement swirled under my nose, and I moaned. Kiara took that opportunity to shove her fingers in my mouth, coating my tongue with my musky juices. I grabbed her wrist and wouldn’t let her pull her hand away until I’d licked every finger clean.

Kiara kissed the tip of my nose, then moved down to nip at the smooth skin of my neck, on her way down to my tits. She used her teeth on my aching nipples; biting hard enough to let me feel it, then soothing the tender skin with her tongue. She cupped one breast, and squeezed hard, her cheeks hollowing as she took my whole nipple in her mouth. I felt a stirring in my belly when she did that, having her nurse at my breast like a big, rough baby.

She moved down my stomach, and I trembled in anticipation. I wanted her so badly. I needed her tongue, and her hands, and her body, to just overwhelm me, and drive all my memories of Cassie away. I spread my legs wide, stretching my pussy open, waiting for her. Her thick hair brushed the top of my mound, as she worked down my tight stomach. She took her time, kissing just below my belly button, and pressing her hands in little circles over the skin, like she was massaging my womb. I groaned in frustration, and she moved on.

Once she got to her target, she didn’t tease me. She planted her mouth right in the center of my swollen, wet lips and kissed hard. Sucking the folds of sensitive, slippery flesh into her mouth, she ran her tongue over every crease. My hands grabbed at the sheets, and I closed my eyes to concentrate on every flick of her tongue.

She got her hands behind my knees and lifted my legs so she could get to all of me. Her wriggling tongue travelled from my puckered asshole to the top of my shaved mound. I pulled on my breasts, tugging my nipples, sending shocks of delight down into my belly, building up a knot of pleasure that grew by the second.

She played me for quite a while; building me up with her tongue in my hole, or swirling over my clit, then backing off to kiss the inside of my thighs, or licking my outer lips with long, slow strokes. Eventually though, it got to be too much. My legs shook in her grip, as she pressed the flat of her tongue on my clit. Before she could back away again, I grabbed her head with both hands, and fucked my needy pussy against her face, driving myself over the edge.

The spasms started in my belly, and I cried out to the empty room. My back arched as all my muscles tensed. Kiara lapped up the juices leaking from me as my pussy throbbed. I finally let go of her head, and collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard.

Kiara’s head popped up between my thighs.

“Bitch,” she said, smiling.

“Tease,” I replied.

She growled, playfully, and pounced. I was so wiped out from my orgasm that I couldn’t defend myself. She pulled me down the mattress until my legs dangled off the edge. She straddled my head, facing toward my feet, and lowered her panty-covered crotch to my waiting mouth. I sucked at the fabric of her thong, slurping her juices as she ground against my face. She groaned, and pulled the fabric aside, uncovering her dark lips and their bright pink center. She settled her pussy onto my face with a sigh, and I went to work with my tongue.

“Come here, baby,” Kiara said. I couldn’t figure out what she was talking about—I was already here.

Until it suddenly hit me; Gabriel! Oh my god, was he in the room? Had he been watching us? Where was he? I stopped licking, and tried to push Kiara off me. I felt so exposed—I needed to cover myself if Gabriel was here. Kiara was too strong for me, though. She clamped her thighs tight around my head

“Unh-unh. No you don’t,” she said, and pinched my pussy lips hard, just like she’d done before.

I yelped into her wet folds. The pain cleared my head a little. I knew in the back of my mind that Gabriel was in the house—the only reason Kiara was in bed with me, was because her husband was nearby—I just didn’t know he was in the room. I freaked out thinking that a man was watching me. What was he doing? Was he masturbating, maybe? Getting excited by watching me eating out his wife? And why was she calling him over?

I ached with curiosity, but I couldn’t see anything, surrounded by warm, coffee skin. Kiara circled her hips, smearing her pussy on my face, then pressed down hard, urging me to keep going. I flicked my tongue into her pink center, and her body twitched. She moaned, but the sound was oddly muffled.

There was nothing else for me to do, but focus on my task. I held her ass in my hands, and pulled her pussy down to my mouth. I went for the kill, using every trick I knew. My tongue was alive as I teased her clit, her wet lips, and her constricting hole.

The muffled moans got louder, as I worked her pussy on my mouth. I centered a finger on her puckered asshole, and pressed at her tight entrance in time with my tongue. My fingertip slid through her ring, and her hips got frantic. I flicked over her lips, and her legs trembled abound my head. I sucked hard, pulling her clit between my lips, and when the tip of my tongue started running circles around it, she went off like a rocket.

I held onto her as she went wild above me, circling her hips, and mashing down onto my face. I wriggled my finger in her asshole, and tried to get my tongue deep in her channel when I could. Her muffled noises suddenly got very loud as she cried out.

“Oh god…oh fuck, Annie,” she moaned.

I kept at her with my mouth, trying to make it last, but she’d had enough. She rolled off me, panting, and I got my first look at what she’d been doing.

It was impossible to miss Gabriel’s large naked form, standing at the foot of the bed, between my dangling legs. It had been quite a while since I’d seen a naked man—pretty much since my first and only boyfriend back in high school. Funny that I didn’t remember that old boyfriend looking this…imposing.

Gabriel’s bulging shoulders and broad chest tapered down to diamond cut abs and a narrow waist, all of which drew the eye down to…the thing that Kiara held in her small hand; his hard cock. I’d seen enough porn with my gay friends to judge what I was seeing, and it was huge. Dark and shiny, with a round, coal-black head, and bulging veins up and down its length. It jutted out from him like a spear, just looking for something to stab.

Kiara panted, her trembling limbs barely keeping her up on her hands and knees in front of her husband.

“Oh…fuck, Annie…that was…oh, god, come here baby. I need you…cum for me…”

I watched in awe, as my former girlfriend opened her mouth wide, and swallowed the head of her husband’s monster dick. I thought her jaw would break, it was open so far. Her lips stretched tight around his width, and her pink tongue snuck out to lick at the bulging tube at the bottom. Gabriel’s eyes were on his wife, watching his cock disappear into her mouth. Her hand looked so tiny, rubbing up and down his shaft.

Spit leaked from the corners of Kiara’s mouth as she bobbed her head on her husband. He had a hand on her head, guiding her mouth. She pulled back, gasping for air.

“Mmmm, baby, are you ready?” she said, looking up at him. “I know we got you all excited. Are you ready to cum down my throat? I need to taste you.” She licked up and down both sides of his shiny-wet dick, then opened wide to take him back in her mouth. Her nostrils flared as she drove her head forward. I could only imagine taking that giant column of flesh into the back of my throat.

I watched, fascinated, as Gabriel took over. His arm flexed, as his fingers laced in Kiara’s hair. His hips moved, starting slowly, driving forward, penetrating my friend’s face with that giant spike. Kiara moaned around him, getting turned on by having her mouth used. I didn’t understand it on one level, but on another, I thought it was amazingly hot. I imagined all the times I’d grabbed a woman by the hair, and mashed my pussy against her mouth. What if I’d been able to shove it in all the way, spreading her lips, and driving into her throat. I shuddered, and my hand strayed down my belly to circle my wet pussy.

He thrust faster. Kiara’s whole body was pushed back by his driving cock. She hummed happily though, encouraging him. They had their eyes locked on each other, totally involved in their own pleasure. I was mesmerized by this glimpse into something I never imagined seeing. Low, rumbling noises came from Gabriel’s throat, and I thought he must be getting close.

A line of spit leaked from Kiara’s mouth, and landed on me, right above my mound. It shocked me like it was hot wax. I rubbed my fingers through the slippery puddle, smearing it down between the lips of my pussy, mixing it with my own juices.

I heard a loud grunt, and looked up to see Gabriel with his eyes closed, and his head back. “Ahh, yes beautiful…here it…unnh!”

He stopped thrusting, and held his cock deep in her mouth. The wide tube on the bottom of his black shaft pulsed, and I almost came at the thought of what was happening. He was spurting his cum down his wife’s throat. Kiara moaned in joy. Her hand squeezed his shaft, and her throat worked as she tried to get all of his stuff into her mouth.

His cock pulsed for a long time, but eventually it calmed down, and his rigid pole started to sag. Gabriel caressed Kiara’s hair. He had such an adoring look on his face, that it brought back a twinge of loss; I remembered all the times I’d looked down at Cassie the same way.

Kiara pulled away, and Gabriel’s shrinking cock fell down to slap against his thigh. She sat back on her heels beside me. Her eyes flickered to my face, to where my hand rubbed over my damp pussy, and then up to Gabriel standing over us.

She’d had her mouth closed the whole time, but then she brought up her hand, and spit a puddle of watery white liquid into her palm. I didn’t know why she’d wanted him to cum in her mouth, if she was just going to spit it back out. Too late, I figured it out.

“Kiara, no!” I tried to grab her, but she slapped her wet handful of sperm right on the spread lips of my pussy—my fertile, ovulating pussy. She shoved two fingers deep inside. When I tried to sit up, her other hand went around my throat, pinning me to the bed. Her dripping mouth came right down on mine. I choked as she gripped my neck, and then choked again as my mouth filled with slimy, salty goo. Kiana’s tongue thrust into me, swirling the thick, earthy stuff over my tongue. I was forced to swallow some of it, and nearly gagged.

I tried to pry her fingers out of my pussy, but she had always been stronger than me. She had three fingers in me now, pumping in and out. I could smell the musky odor of male cum as she kept her lips sealed on mine.

Her fingers finally pulled out of me, but she kept rubbing the wetness all around my entrance. Her mouth left mine, and she sat back, grinning at me.

“What the fuck was that?” I scrambled to my knees on the bed. I looked around to make sure Gabriel wasn’t going to attack me next. He sat in a chair against the wall, with his legs apart, and his long limp cock dangling between them.

“It’s OK, sweetie,” Kiara said. She grinned at me, like what she’d done was a good thing.

“It’s not OK! What were you doing? You can’t just rub that…that sperm all over me. I might get pregnant!”

“Yup. You might,”

“What?”

“I said yes,” Kiara said, getting off the bed, and padding over to sit on her husband’s lap. “You might get pregnant. I shoved Gabriel’s cum into your pussy, and you might get pregnant with his baby.” Gabriel was silent.

“But—”

“But what, Annie? Weren’t you going to go to the clinic this afternoon for exactly the same thing? To get some guy’s sperm shoved inside you?”

“Yes but that was…before.” I said.

“Before?” Kiara said. “Before what? Before Cassie walked out? So what if she’s gone? You’ve wanted a baby for a long time, Annie. You were ready to do it. Now. Today.”

I was ready. Or I had been ready. Now, I just wasn’t sure. I’d always pictured myself as a mom, but after getting engaged, I’d included Cassie in my family fantasies. And with her gone…

“I just don’t know if I’m ready to do it alone.” I said.

“Sweetie,” Kiara got up and walked toward me. I tensed as she got close, but when she gave me a hug, pressing her warm breasts against me, I relaxed. She took me by the shoulders. “You won’t be alone,” she said. “Gabriel and I will be right next door. We can raise our babies together.” She rubbed her flat stomach and gave me a grin.

“Ki! Really! Oh my god!” I hugged my best friend tight. “Why didn’t you tell me before?”

“There wasn’t a good time. I thought it would upset you after…”

“Oh. Yeah…maybe. But, oh my god! You’re pregnant?”

Kiara smiled at me, and over her shoulder, I saw Gabriel beaming.

She gave me another hug. “He’s a wonderful man, Annie,” she whispered in my ear. ”He’ll love your baby just as much as he’ll love mine.”

She backed away and went back to Gabriel. My mind was spinning. Ki was pregnant, that was so great. I was jealous, definitely, but what did that mean for me? She and Gabriel were offering something wonderful, but was I ready?

From the kitchen, I heard Cassie’s ring tone on my phone. I ran out, naked, and snatched it up. Looking at the text message, my heart sank. I walked slowly back into my bedroom. Kiara was on Gabriel’s lap, absently stroking the length of his hardening cock.

She looked up as I walked in. “Annie, what is it?” she asked.

“It’s Cassie. She wants me to leave the house for a while tomorrow so she can come pick up her things.” My shoulders shook as I started crying again.

Kiara was there in an instant. “Baby. It’s OK. Really. She not worth it. She’s a selfish little bitch, who doesn’t know what a great thing she’s giving up.”

I didn’t have anything now. My whole future had vanished in a single day. My fiancée, my wedding, my baby; all gone.

Well, maybe not all.

“Ki, I think…no.” I turned to her husband. “Gabriel…I think I’d like to take you up on your offer.”

Kiara squealed and clapped her hands. Gabriel got a big smile on his face.

“Annie, are you sure,” Kiara asked.

I hesitated for a moment, but then I nodded. “Yes, Ki, I’m sure.”

Gabriel rose out of his chair, his presence dominating the room again. He towered over Kiara and me.

“But,” I said, as I looked him up and down, “you have to be gentle. You’re only my second man, ever.”

“I promise,” he said in his comforting, deep voice.

Kiara was already arranging things. She led her husband to the bed, and had him lay in the middle. It seemed like he filled the entire surface. Then she took my hand, and steered me to one side. I crawled on, approaching this giant of a man cautiously. I touched his chest, feeling his warm skin, running my hands over the sharp angles of bones and hard muscles—so different from the soft bodies of women. I trailed a finger through the sparse hair on his chest, and circled one of his tiny nipples.

Kiara was on his other side. She gave her husband a kiss, then took his big hand in her small one, and placed it right on my breast. I flinched, but stayed where I was. His warm hand was so huge. The skin on his palms was rough, and scratched as he rubbed it over my sensitive nipple. It wasn’t totally unpleasant.

I moved up, almost having to climb his body to get to his face. His hand moved around to my back, as I leaned in to give him a kiss. He smelled different than girls, that’s for sure. His soap, his cologne, even his sweat smelled different. And he tasted different, but not in any bad way. Even his lips, as I kissed him gently, were more…raw. The stubble on his chin tickled me. This was going to be an adventure.

Kiara leaned in, and suddenly I was in the middle of a three-way kiss. Gabriel pulled me close. There was no arguing with the strength in his arms—I moved where he wanted me to go.

I touched his body, fascinated by the size, and firmness, of every part. His tongue tickled my lips, and I opened my mouth to let him in. His thick tongue overwhelmed me, filling my mouth. I felt my pussy tingling.

I couldn’t understand it; I wasn’t attracted to men at all. After my disastrous time with a boyfriend in high school, I’d discovered that my real attraction was for girls, and I’d never looked back. Even the fact that men were needed to make babies hadn’t changed my mind. I’d known since the first time I dreamt of getting pregnant that it would be done in a clinic somewhere. Cold and impersonal, but necessary for the result I wanted.

Now though, here I was, draped over an enormous black man, kissing him passionately, and getting turned on by his perfect male body. This was all Kiara’s fault of course. She’d found a great guy, and being the good friend that she was, wanted to share him with me; let me see all the positives that she saw with men. Telling me that Gabriel got her pregnant was the real push that I needed—I would do almost anything to have what she had.

Kiara plucked my hand off Gabriel’s chest, and moved it down his body. I knew where we were headed, and I tensed up as she wrapped my fingers around the hard shaft of Gabriel’s cock. I broke our kiss to look down at my hand. My skin looked so pale, and my hand looked so tiny, trying to circle around that standing black pole. My experience years ago with skinny, white, high school junior Josh MacAllen, and his skinny, white, high school dick, had been nothing compared to what I was about to go through.

Kiara’s hand joined mine, teaching me. The feeling was fascinating; soft warm skin, that slipped and slid over a column of stone. She ran my fingers over the round head, and across the leaking tip. I smeared the liquid over his skin, getting it slick, thinking it was just like I would do with a girl. With the added lube, Kiara and I pumped faster on his dick, and Gabriel moaned. He was always so quiet, unlike most women, so I felt a rush of pleasure that I’d gotten him to make a sound. I squeezed harder and worked my hand faster to see if I could do it again.

Kiara got to her knees, and lowered her mouth over the broad head, getting another deep moan from her husband. I watched her lips stretch wide around him, and her pink tongue dart out to lick at his dark skin.

She lifted her head, breathing hard. She grabbed me by the hair, and pulled me to her for a kiss. “Come here,” she said. She dragging my head down with hers, until the wet tip of her husband’s cock was between our lips. The same masculine scent rose around me, and the earthy taste of him was on my tongue. I nibbled and licked at his smooth skin, with Kiara doing the same on the other side. We moved from the base to the tip, and then Kiara’s hand in my hair had me opening wide to take the end of his cock into my mouth.

The taste that had been so pungent on his skin flooded my mouth. I was forced down over the spongy, round head, and I opened wide, not wanting to hurt him with my teeth. My tongue explored everywhere, even running into the little slit at the end. Kiara let go of my hair, and Gabriel’s big hand took her place. He pulled me down on him, gently but firmly. The entire head was in my mouth now, and I locked my lips around his shaft, behind the ridge, and sucked hard.

I panicked when he thrust deeper, afraid that I would choke. But Gabriel knew my limits. His hand forced my head down until the tip of his dick kissed the back of my throat. Just enough to let me feel it—to imagine what it would be like to take him deeper—but not enough to trigger my gag reflex. One we had that limit established, thing got a lot easier, and more fun. I wrapped both hands around the base of his dick, and moved my head up and down, giving my second ever blow job. I thought of my gay friends, and the stories I could tell them later.

I didn’t know how long the blow job portion of things usually lasted—I knew that I could lick a girl’s pussy for hours, but that wasn’t quite the same. I didn’t want Gabriel to cum yet; I needed him to shoot his stuff in a different place than my mouth.

My jaw started to ache. I was just about to pull off from his cock, when a pair of hands slapped down on my upturned ass, and Kiara’s tongue buried itself in my pussy from behind. I screamed around my mouthful of dick, almost biting my future baby’s father. I managed not to, but I stopped moving on him, overwhelmed by the sensation of her smooth face between my thighs.

My brain had been so busy absorbing these new experiences, I hadn’t realized how turned on I really was. An ache built in my belly, growing rapidly with each swipe of Kiara’s tongue. When she spread my cheeks, and licked at my crinkled hole, I moaned around my mouthful of black dick, and thrust my ass back at her. She swirled around the sensitive skin, then lowered her head to attack my pussy again. Wet, slurping noises came from behind me, as she sucked at my flooded channel.

At the urging of Gabriel’s strong hand, I resumed my bobbing motion, moaning around his cock. Every time Kiara licked somewhere new, my hands clenched around his shaft. The end came when she got her fingers on my clit, and rubbed it furiously while sucking on the sensitive spot between my ass and pussy.

My back arched, as my stomach muscles clenched. I let go of Gabriel’s cock, lifting my mouth off him to scream out my pleasure. Ki had her hands on my bucking hips, keeping her tongue in place as much as she could. My arms gave out, and I laid down on Gabriel’s flat stomach, keeping my ass in the air, as the shockwaves rolled through me.

Finally the spasms stopped, and I pulled back, panting. I sat on my heels, getting my dripping pussy out of Kiara’s reach. She knelt up behind me and wrapped me in her arms, kissing my neck, and pulling at my nipples.

“Oh, god, Ki. I need him now,” I said. “I need him to give me my baby.”

Kiara kissed my cheek. “Mmm, sweetie. We’ll give you your baby.” She tried to guide me onto Gabriel, to straddle his thighs, but I wanted something different.

“No,” I said. I laid down on the bed, with my knees up and my legs spread. I tugged at Gabriel’s arm, trying to pull him on top of me. “Like this.”

Kiara smiled at me, as her husband got to his knees, his big body looming over me. I rubbed my pussy, feeling how wet Ki had got me with her wonderful tongue. Slippery enough to take that monster cock, I hoped.

I looked up at his handsome face as he wedged his hips between my legs, spreading me even wider. His tree-trunk arms came down on either side of my head. I had a moment of delicious anxiety thinking he would fall onto me and crush me into the bed. Instead he flexed his arms and dipped his head down to kiss me. He settled onto me like a heavy, warm blanket. His chest crushed my breasts, our bellies met, and his wonderful, baby-making cock settled on top of my smooth mound.

My breath whooshed out as I took his weight. I knew he held most of it off me, but I felt surrounded, and pinned to the bed. I wanted him to take me. I wanted it primal. That’s the way a man and a woman should make a baby.

He moved his hips. His big shaft slicked back and forth between my wet lips, spreading my leaking moisture onto his cock.

I moved my lips to his ear. “Fuck me, Gabriel,” I said.

Kiara knelt next to us. She grinned when she heard me. She reached between her husband’s muscular thighs and took hold of his cock. “Here it comes, Annie,” she said. “Here comes your black baby.” She wiggled the tip of Gabriel’s dick between my lips, seating the head in my tight channel. I reached down to grab his muscular butt and pulled.

This wasn’t the first time something large had been shoved in my pussy. I’ve taken my share of girl-fists and giant dildos. But the feeling of Gabriel’s big cock stretching my pussy wide, and moving into my tight hole, was more incredible than anything I’d felt before. I threw my head back and moaned, long and loud, as his monster cock pushed aside my inner walls to make room inside me.

He pulled back, leaving me empty, but came driving back to fill me deeper and stretch me wider than before. I dug my fingers into his broad back as every nerve in my body lit up. Inch after inch of his dark cock slid through my sensitive entrance, sending shocks of sensation through me.

One more thrust, and he was all the way in. His curly hair rubbed over my exposed clit, and I moaned in his ear. He pulled back again, then started driving into me with a steady, determined rhythm. His muscular body was like a giant wave crashing into me, over and over, driving me into the mattress. All I could do was hang on, clinging to him like a life preserver.

I was being bred by this big man, totally dependent on his pleasure to give me my baby. I opened myself to him, trying to create the hottest, wettest, tightest hole possible, to make him spill his seed into my waiting womb. I squeezed my inner muscles, and heard a satisfying grunt from Gabriel, as he felt my efforts.

I wasn’t worried about my own pleasure at the moment. I was on a mission. But Kiara couldn’t let me get fucked by her husband without making sure I enjoyed it. Her hand moved to the place where Gabriel and I were joined. She ran her fingers over his cock, and my stretched lips, finding all the sensitive spots that she knew from experience. I felt another deep groan rumble through Gabriel’s chest as his wife fondled his thrusting dick.

Her wet fingers found my clit, and I felt another climax building inside me. Gabriel’s driving cock was hitting places that lit up my nerves. My hard breathing rasped in his ear. My hands clutched at his sides. I knew I could cum at any second. Still, I was more worried about getting my baby, than I was about my first ever orgasm on a man’s dick. Kiara took the choice away from me though, by finding my wrinkled asshole with her slick finger, and pressing inside.

The feeling of being penetrated in both holes took me over the edge.

“Oh, fuck…oh my god!” I cried out. My whole body tensed. I strained against Gabriel’s solid weight. My calves wrapped around his thighs, and my fists pounded at the mattress. My pussy contracted over and over, squeezing down on his plunging cock. I heard him suck air through his clenched teeth, and his strokes got shorter, and more frantic.

“Please…do it,” I said. “Please…in me…”

“Ahhh, yes, Annie,” my new lover rumbled in my ear. He drove in deep, kissing my cervix, and held himself there as he unloaded his warm cum at the entrance to my womb.

His big body sagged on top of me, crushing my chest, and making it hard to breathe, but I didn’t care. I thought my head would explode as I felt his cock pulse inside me. This was it. I was doing it. Getting pregnant. Becoming a mother. Growing a tiny human inside me. I wrapped my arms and legs around my baby’s father, clinging to him as I accepted every drop of him inside me. Ki massaged his heavy balls, milking every bit of cream into my womb.

Gabriel stopped pulsing in me, and the pressure on my inner walls lessened as he started to deflate. He lifted his head to smile down at me, and the crush on my body eased as he propped up on his elbows. I lifted my head to give him a kiss.

“Thank you, lover,” I said.

Kiara stretched out next to us, and I turned my head so she could give me a kiss as well.

“And thank you, lover,” I said to her.

She beamed at me, obviously pleased that her plan had worked.

Gabriel lifted off me, and I whined as his comforting weight disappeared. Cool air rushed in, raising goose bumps on my sweaty skin. He pulled his shrinking cock out of me, leaving my pussy gaped open. I put my hand over it to stop any of his precious fluid from leaking out.

I felt incredibly relaxed, and my eyes starting to droop. I was jolted awake by Gabriel’s arms moving under my legs and shoulders.

“Put her over here,” I heard Kiara say, all business.

I was lifted off the bed, and spun through the air. Then Gabriel laid me down again, with my butt on a pillow, and my legs high on the wall.

“Good,” Kiara said. “That should help. It’s a good start. I think you should do it at least one more time, OK baby? Just to make sure.”

I heard Gabriel chuckle.

I floated on a blissful cloud, as Kiara laid a blanket over me. My hands ran lazy circles over my belly, imagining what was happening inside. I closed my eyes to savor everything.

Reality crashed back down on me, when my phone rang. It was Cassie’s ring tone. I groaned and tried to roll over, so I could get up to answer, but Gabriel’s large hand on my shoulder stopped me.

“Stay,” he said.

As much as I wanted to just lay here, I needed to talk to Cassie. I needed her to tell me why. I opened my mouth to protest.

“Shhhh. It will be OK, Annie,” Gabriel said. His hand covered mine, resting on my belly.

“Hello,” Kiara said. “No, you ungrateful little bitch, it’s Kiara…shut the hell up and listen to me, I don’t know what the fuck you were thinking, but…” Her voice faded away as she left the room.
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