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Chapter 1

Brady saw movement in the kitchen and looked up from the box of files he was sorting through. His work friend was craning his neck to see too.

Brady watched in anticipation until his wife went to the fridge and saw she wore a dress that clearly had the hem taken up. It was a breezy frock, elasticated around the top of her chest then billowed out from there. It used to come to mid-thigh but now barely covered her butt.

Heather bent to get something from the fridge and both men saw her pussy from behind. “Oh yeah nice!” Kyle called out and she tugged at her hem in the back. But of course it was too short.

She glared back teasingly. “That’s for sweets, you have to eat your dinner first, didn’t your mother teach you anything?”

“Ha ha,” Kyle laughed and grinned across at Brady. “I think I’d better go say hello to your wife man, that okay?”

Brady gulped and nodded. His friend went into the kitchen and Heather squeaked but the sound was cut off. Brady shifted to the end of the couch where Kyle had been and craned his neck to see around the corner.

His work colleague was kissing his wife passionately. He had her bent backwards and was taking her lips whilst feeling her tits through her dress. He groped from one to the other.

She grabbed his arm as he felt down over her belly and up under the front of her dress and cupped her pussy.

Kyle’s hand was fully under the hem. Heather clung to his arm but wasn’t trying to push it away. His arm flexed and she squeaked, whimpering into his mouth. His arm flexed and relaxed, flexed and relaxed, his hand moving slightly up and down as his fingers squelched in her pussy.

Brady watched mesmerised. Heather rested her head on the other man’s shoulder and stared back at him.

She gathered the hem of her dress and lifted it so Brady could see her being fingered. She let him watch for a minute then slithered down to her knees and started undoing Kyle’s pants.

Kyle rested back against the kitchen sink and let her. He smirked over at Brady. Brady gulped and nodded to him.

Heather took Kyle’s cock from his pants and squeezed and pulled on it. It firmed quickly.

She took the head into her mouth and moaned as she bobbed her pretty head and sucked on him.

Kyle’s fingers that were inside her were obviously wet and creamy looking. Her eyes rolled to them. She took his cock from her mouth and took his hand and sucked his fingers.

The men thought it was her own juices she was cleaning. She knew, of course, that she was full of cum from her secret lover and it was his cum she was sucking off this other man’s fingers.

Heather took Kyle’s cock back into her mouth and resumed bobbing and sucking and bobbing and sucking. He held the back of her head and crouched a little so he could use his hips and thrust through her hand.

Brady watched his work friend fuck his wife’s mouth with measured thrusts and snarls of pleasure when he would have been probing her throat.

He watched as his own cock hardened in his pants, with a desire to see his wife take a load of cum.

“Nya fuck yes!” Kyle groaned and held still with his hips rolled forward and his cock as deep as Heather would allow it.

She let go of his shaft and held the head and a few inches of cock inside her mouth. Her face was red and her eyes were watery. The exposed portion of Kyle’s cock was pulsating. Powerful jets of his semen spurt into the back of Heathers closed throat.

Kyle came hard and flooded Heather’s mouth. She did a big swallow and moaned her pleasure and acquiescence as she continued to suck the remaining spurts and dribbles of cum from Kyle’s balls. She cupped and nurtured them as they emptied.

Brady slumped back in the lounge and let his wife and work friend kiss and cuddle in an intimate moment.

At dinner they sat on the same side of the table and Brady watched them being friendly and touchy-feely, carrying on like a couple of teenagers after their first fumble and poke in the back seat of a car.

The guy fingered his wife again later and kissed her passionately on his way out the door. Brady fucked her as punishment but she laughed and didn’t seem to get off herself.

The next morning he was up early to let Kyle in to carry on with their work research project. Heather came from bed in a sleep-t with nothing under it and flashed her pussy again.

She squealed and laughed as Kyle grabbed her but was seriously in a hurry as she was going to be late for work.

When Heather got home that afternoon, Brady saw her take their young yard helper into the pool house. He watched from the laundry window and saw her bent over the young guy’s lap sucking his cock.

This was the third time she’d done it. She took only five minutes and came out wiping her mouth, clearly having just swallowed another load of cum from someone more virile than Brady.

He was definitely feeling that. He had a low sperm count and his wife needed more. He wasn’t sure where she was up to with her ovulation timing exactly. He wondered if she was going to let either Arnie or Kyle cum inside her soon.

She showered and came from the bedroom in a short frock again. Kyle was onto her immediately, kissing her and feeling her up in the lounge room amongst the boxes of files. And this time, right in front of Brady.

She got on her knees in front of Kyle sitting on the couch. “Oh yeah baby,” he encouraged as she worked his pants down and pulled them from beneath his butt and all the way to his ankles. “You thirsty again, are you?” Kyle taunted her.

Heather shook her head, biting her smile.

She reached back to a drawer beneath the coffee table and turned around with a condom.

“Oh fuck yes,” Kyle groaned.

Brady held a hand over his mouth and stood watching.

Heather bit the foil pack open and rolled the condom on his work colleague’s cock. She had kept the end loose for filling, like she knew what she was doing. More than just the bubble, she left a good inch or so loose and available to be filled.

“Yeah, good idea that,” Kyle smirked.

She glared defiantly. “Keep talking and I’ll leave you to do this yourself.”

Kyle grinned and zipped his lips. Heather straddled his thighs and held his cock upright. She positioned it and drew a breath as she sunk down onto it. Her eyes widened and her cheeks flushed pink. “Mmm that’s so big.”

The skirt of her frock had draped to cover her. She started rolling her pelvis and wanking Kyle’s cock the with suction of her pussy. She lifted her frock and pulled it off over her head.

“Oh fuck yeah, much better,” Kyle groaned and stared at her tits swaying and jiggling as she rode him.

Heather was squirming and grinding and thrusting to rub her clit against the base of his cock.

She’d had an orgasm half an hour ago when being serviced by her secret lover and was on the verge of another within minutes.

She held the back of the lounge and rode her husband’s work friend’s huge cock, thrusting her tits and wobbling them in his face.

Her orgasm hit and she ground down onto him and squished and squirmed as it exploded through her body.

Kyle felt her cunt contract and throb around his shaft. He kept her pulled down hard over the base of his cock and rolled his pelvis, moving back and forth through her clenching vagina, making her moan and convulse.

When the woman had slumped post orgasm, Kyle flipped her over onto her back on the lounge and fucked her in front of her loser husband. He knew the guy was fucking a young intern at work and deserved this.

Kyle pounded the woman and slammed hard into her, blowing his load and filling the condom she’d so lovingly rolled onto his meat.

Heather was a ragdoll beneath him. He finished himself off and pulled out before leaking and risking getting her pregnant. He sat back on the end of the lounge and she spun around and put her pretty head in his lap.

“Oh fuck yes,” Kyle groaned as this beautiful woman held the base of the condom and sucked it and his cock into her mouth. The condom looked particularly creamy but it was all her juices, right?

She sucked his cock and licked the condom clean. She was biting him and smiling up as she used a pointed tongue and played with the bubble of his semen on the end of the sheath.

He could see why she’d left so much spare sheath on the end now. She sucked the bubble into her mouth and moaned as she played with it.

She was feeling his balls and would stop playing with the condom to give them kisses and suck on them too.

“Oh yeah baby, that’s it,” Kyle snarled as she sucked him in earnest. She was holding the base of the condom in place and bobbing her pretty head sucking him off.

He was hard again and his balls filled quickly, his load surging and making the woman moan as it throbbed in her mouth.

His cock was still within the condom and now he had pumped two full loads into it.

Heather held his cock and played with the bubble, moving it around with her tongue. “Mmm so much yummy sperm,” she cooed up at both men. “Should I?”

“Oh fuck baby, should you what?” Brady groaned standing there still holding his mouth.

“Should I drink it?” she asked and sucked the bubble again. “Do you want to see me?” she taunted Brady.

“I want to see you,” Kyle smirked.

She glared at him. “Shut up you or I won’t!”

Kyle zipped his lips again. Brady gulped and nodded.

Heather pinched the very tip of the condom and bit and tore it with her teeth, then quickly took the white bubble into her mouth and frowned as she sucked it.

The contents gushed and flooded under her tongue. She held it there and sucked the split condom dry then opened her mouth and showed the men the big gooey puddle she was moving around with her tongue.

Heather did one huge swallow and nearly gagged. The guy’s cum tasted so strong, but she manufactured a smile, nonetheless, and Kyle cheered her whilst her husband manufactured a smile too.


Chapter 2

Heather

I had been fucked five times by the man next door now. He was my dad’s friend, someone who had known me all my life; one of the respected members of our church congregation.

I called my mother and told her what I was doing and why. I was relief-teaching a kindergarten class on Friday and worked up the courage to face my parents in person. They were home when I called around after work. Mum looked excited but Dad was sullen.

“As long as you’re sure you know what you’re doing sweetheart,” my mother encouraged.

“Yeah. I’m sure Abe knows what he’s doing,” Dad grumped, making me smile inside.

Mum glared at him. He glared back. “What? I bet he’s enjoying himself,” he muttered.

“Hmm, I certainly hope he is,” I defended. “It certainly feels like it when he’s having me, but it can’t be all about what I need, that wouldn’t be fair. So far I’ve had to rush off each afternoon. But I have more time today and he can take me to bed properly.”

“Oh heck!” Dad groaned anxiously.

Mum rolled her eyes at him. “Oh calm down Herbert.” She took my hands and drew me closer. “So this is all natural then, we weren’t sure if there was some kind of collection and artificial, you know?”

“No Mum. Mr Forsyth’s helping me out naturally. He’s wonderful about it too. He’s very attentive and makes it nice for me. He’s only taken me to bed one time so far though, so today will be the second time with him on top between my legs, which feels really exciting.”

“Oh my gosh!” my father groaned with his hands on his head and his eyes looking tragic.

“Oh don’t take any notice of your father, the old stick in the mud,” Mum went on supportively. “I think it’s wonderful that everything is natural, the way it was intended. I mean out of wedlock is um..!”

Mum grimaced and raised her brows. “But apart from that, I’m pleased to hear you’re being mindful of Mr Forsyth’s needs in return sweetheart. I mean, of course you would be.”

I nodded and glanced at my father, enjoying making him squirm. “Oh I make sure Mr Forsyth’s finished each time, even when I’m in a hurry I let him have me for as long as he needs to. At least for a few more minutes after he’s ejaculated.”

“Oh I see,” Mum exclaimed, fanning her face. “I imagine that would help with drawing his umm… like help with the whole process.”

“Huh, I’ll bet that’s what he’d be saying!” Dad grumbled. He was calming a little now though, accepting defeat.

“Does he try and tell you things like that darling? Saying he should keep going after he’s done the deed?”

I grimaced guiltily. “Yes I suppose he does. But I don’t mind. Like I said, it has to be about his needs too, and I want him to enjoy it. I’m going to keep visiting after I fall preggers and that’ll be all about him enjoying me. I’m going to let him continue having sex all the way through my pregnancy and after that as well, when I bring the baby round to visit.

“This is only the beginning. I’m going to owe Mr Forsyth so much for helping me get preggers. I’ll be paying him back for ever,” I smiled and waved my goodbyes on my way out the door.

I walked across the lawn to Mr Forsyth, who was waiting at his door. He pulled me into a kiss and felt for my tits. I turned and backed against him. This was the way he always started things since he fucked me from behind each time.

“Um, would you like me in bed today Mr Forsyth? I can stay for a few hours and you can have me any way you want.”

“Oh yeah love, come on then,” he said and swept me up into his arms. He was tall and strong and carried me easily. The back of my dress fell away from my pussy and the air caressed my wetness.

I’d gotten wet talking to my parents about our mature-aged neighbour fucking me for his pleasure as much as for my need to get pregnant.

I was placed on the bed and my dress was stripped off over my head. I hadn’t worn panties but I’d kept my hem stretched down so Dad didn’t see.

Mr Forsyth stripped his shirt and stepped out of his pants. He crawled over me all hairy and naked, his swollen cock pointing straight out and upward a little, the perfect angle to slide into me as I spread my legs beneath him.

He kissed me passionately, his tongue swirling around mine. He was on his elbows holding my head in his hands. He lowered between my legs and his chest hair touched my nipples, making me catch a breath.

“I’ve already ovulated Mr F, this is for you today. You can fuck me for your own pleasure.” I whispered into his ear, teasing with his own words from previous times, “I’ll bring you my wet pussy to enjoy and you can stick your big dick in it.”

“Aw heck love, you drive a man crazy.”

“Uh huh, you can stick your big dick in me and my dad’s going to know when he sees my car parked out front. He’s going to be watching out his window for as long as I’m here and know you’re fucking me.”

“Nya fuck,” the older man groaned and speared me. I flared my hips and arched up off the bed. He pulled back and skewered my belly with his huge cock.

“Uh huh, huh… huh, huh huh,” I panted as he thrust hard and screwed me. He was holding the top of my head and pulling back and keeping me in place to slam into and grind against.

He fucked me solidly for a few minutes then slowed his thrusts and resumed kissing me. “So you know you’ve ovulated Heather?”

“Um yes, I’ve been taking my temperature and I can tell anyway. If you’re going to get me preggers this month you already would have.”

“Okay, and when will you know?”

“Um, I’m due for my period by next weekend, so about a week yet. If I’m late I’ll do a test and see. Uh huh, huh you’re so deep like this,” I moaned.

“Yeah I’ve held back once. It’s building again. Oh that’s tight,” Mr Forsyth groaned.

“Uh huh, will you tell my dad I’m a good fuck? I want to be a good fuck for you.”

“Oh love, you’re a fantastic fuck; this tight little church girl cunt,” the man groaned into my ear and thrilled and surprised me with his filthy talk.

“Stand close to me after the service again on Sunday, okay? Wear a dress I can feel you through.”

“Uh huh I will. Uh huh, huh, I’ll stand close and hold my bag so no one can see again.”

“Uh fuck yeah love, bring me your wet little church girlie cunt to play with in front of everyone,” Mr Forsyth groaned and sped up his thrusts.

I orgasmed. My church girl pussy was throbbing around a huge cock that surged back and forth through it. I kept my legs spread wide and clawed the powerful back of the man fucking me for his pleasure.

He let out a roar my dad would have heard and slammed into me, his toes digging into the mattress and his body taut as his cock throbbed and shot jet after jet of semen against my cervix.

I could feel every detail or imagined I could. Surely I was already pregnant to him. But I loved the thought of him pumping more of his sperm into my belly.

I spent all evening there and Mr Forsyth took me to bed and fucked me again before I left. He was spent though. That had been six days in a row and he needed a rest over the weekend. So we agreed to see each other again at church on Sunday.

I went home to find the place in darkness. Brady hadn’t text me but one had dinged on my phone after I’d gone to bed saying he was staying in the city for the night. Apparently he’d been caught up in meetings and had too much to drink. He’d sleep in his office, since it was a Friday night, and he would make his way home in the morning.

I had smelt perfume on him and on his clothing a few times through the week. Kyle had been reluctant to say much too, and I thought he might have known something.

To be honest I didn’t mind the idea of my husband having an affair, if that was what he was up to. It made what I was doing with Mr Forsyth a little less wrong, I figured.

Brady arrived home on Saturday morning dishevelled and hung over. There was a lipstick mark on his neck he mustn’t have noticed. It was under his collar. I saw it when he took his shirt off.

There were scratch marks on his back and that did make me flush with a little burst of jealousy.

I didn’t confront him and when he awoke in the afternoon he was his normal self. We went shopping and spent the evening together. It was nice. And it was good to have a break from sex with other men.

I’d been giving our pool boy blowjobs all week but had told him to stay away over the weekend and we’d see about continuing our fun together next week.

On Sunday my husband took me to church as usual. The sermon was appropriately about adultery, but I already knew I was going to hell and so did Brady.

Even if he wasn’t having an affair, he was encouraging me to and letting his friend fuck me.

Kyle had grabbed me a few times through the week when picking up Brady to drive him to work. He’d kissed me and groped my boobs and got his hand up my nightie a couple of times and was asking Brady to invite him around to fuck me again.

After the service I approached beside Mr Forsyth in the circular gathering outside the church. I stood by his side and a little behind him with my large handbag at my waist. I wore an ultra-thin cotton dress.

He touched my pussy with his pinkie finger again, the same way he did the first time. That sent tingles rushing all through me. It was so intense standing there with everyone talking about good wholesome things.

My dad was across from us this time. He stared straight at me. I bit my lip and tried not to wiggle too obviously. He looked down at where he must have noticed Mr Forsyth’s arm moving behind my bag.

When dad glanced up again I blushed and gave myself away, unable to stop from squirming as a middle finger pressed the fabric of my dress into my naughty church girl cunt.


Chapter 3

Heather

I visited Mr Forsyth again on Monday after work. I wore that same dress for him and he pushed it up my back as he bent me over his dining table and fucked me.

I only had twenty minutes. He had cum inside me within ten and I remained lying over his table whilst he enjoyed a slow deep after-fuck.

I had shopping to do and missed Arnie completely that day, but I came straight home from work on Tuesday and led him into my house to the spare bedroom.

“Are you a virgin Arnie?” I asked as I undressed.

He was pulling off his clothing. He nodded and blushed embarrassingly.

“That’s okay, it’s fine. There’s no danger of getting me pregnant this week, so when it starts to happen, you can just let it and cum inside me, you don’t have to worry about that.”

I scooted back on the bed. He crawled after me trying to kiss my lips. I let him a little; we hadn’t kissed before. “Okay enough mouth kissing, you need to go down and lick me to get me wet. Do you know what it’s like when a girl’s wet for you?”

The young man nodded. “I’ve fingered girls before.”

I giggled and pushed his head down, spreading my legs and guiding him to my pussy. He licked into me and groaned his excitement. His tongue was going in deep and he was probing and searching curiously with it.

I spread my pussy open and directed him to the spot. “See that little nub there Arnie? Lick that.”

He licked my swollen clit and I whimpered. His eyes widened and he stared up at me and did it again.

“Uh huh, huh, like that,” I moaned, biting my lip and smiling down at him.

He got the idea and lashed with his tongue. I reminded him it needed to be more pointy so he did so and swirled around my little button, making me wiggle and pull his hair.

“Mmm that’s good Arnie. You can finger me while you do that if you want.”

He inserted his middle finger and moved it in and out. I kept my pussy lips spread and kept a firm grip on his hair to keep him focused on my clit.

He added a second finger and I stared down at him.

“Is that okay?” he asked.

I nodded and gulped. “Yes, but no more than two. And keep licking while you do it.”

The young man pressed his lips over my clit and continued rolling his tongue around whilst staring up at me and fucking me with two fingers.

My orgasm built slowly, filling warm tingles from my head to my toes. It was going to be a nice deep one.

It was on the verge when I pulled the young man up my body and guided his cock into me. It was stiff and he was urgent in his jiggling and thrusting.

I stifled my moan and remained silent when my orgasm hit and thumped through me. I crushed my young lover to me and held on as he arched taut and groaned his release.

He was balls deep inside me and throbbing urgently.

I bit my smile against his ear and relaxed my legs wide open as he resumed thrusting and fucking me.

“Uh huh, keep going Arnie. Fuck me again.”

That was on Tuesday. Arnie came inside me twice but I knew it wasn’t his baby.

On Wednesday Brady text that he’d be late home again and Kyle called in on his way home. He apologised for not bringing my husband with him. He stopped short of saying why exactly but he didn’t need to.

My husband’s work colleague was tugging me to him in my doorway. I decided to allow him to have sex with me and to do it without the condom this time.

Kyle took me into his arms and kissed me back into my lounge room. I was naked beneath my dress.

He had his hands up it feeling my back and rubbing down to squeeze my butt and peel my cunt open with his fingers.

“Take me to bed Kyle. You can fuck me and cum inside this time if you want.”

The man swept me up into his arms and carried me to my bed. He stripped his clothes and lifted my dress off. I scooted under the covers and he got in with me and spent a few minutes sucking my tits before covering me and thrusting between my legs.

I clung to him and dug my nails into his back keeping my legs spread wide whilst he fucked me. Again this was before I knew I was pregnant. But when he slammed into me and emptied his balls his sperm would have encountered my egg already fertilized, I was certain.

Kyle stayed for dinner and took me back to bed afterwards. He fucked me a second time and flooded my belly with more of his sperm, leaving me all warm and content. He was clearly unable to stop smiling as he left to go home to the spare room his wife had him sleeping in.

So that was Wednesday. On the Thursday I waved to my dad at the lounge room window as I walked up the footpath to Mr Forsyth’s house opposite.

Mr Forsyth was all banked up after waiting three whole days without masturbating. I had to be home soon so he did me bent over his dining table. I rested on my elbows and peered back at him humping me. He was boned up on his blue pills and spearing me nice and deep.

“Nya fuck yes!” he snarled and jiggled against my butt as his cock throbbed and his big old balls clenched up tight and pulsated as they emptied into me.

I’d taken that fucking for his pleasure, rather than my own, remained bent over his table dutifully. When he finished I held my pussy closed, kissed his cheek and left him slumped in a kitchen chair with his pants around his ankles and his still stiff cock in his hand.

I had only been ten minutes. My dad was still there at his lounge room window. He looked down at where I had a hand up the front of my skirt holding my pussy closed. I had left my panties in the car.

He watched me open the passenger door and shield myself from the rest of the street as I stepped into them and pulled them up.

I straightened my skirt and did up a button on my blouse. I did a little wave at him and got in my car and drove away.

On the Friday of that week I had taken the day off to go decorate the venue for my dad’s 60th birthday party tomorrow. When I arrived, the winery manager was there ready to help me.

As promised I’d worn a dress he could see down the front of and no panties when he held the ladder for me to hang decorations.

He had already grabbed and kissed me and felt me up when we met and negotiated the price for the event.

After flashing him for an hour as I got the decorations done, I let him bend me over the back of a couch and he mounted and fucked me.

Of course he was there for the party the following night, and I let him have me again. He fucked me over the desk in his office that time.

I went back to the party with my pussy full of his cum and sopping my panties.

Everyone from church was at the party of course, including Mr Forsyth.

“Yes. I’m late. I’m going to check tomorrow morning,” I told him. “I picked up a home pregnancy test this morning but I hadn’t had a chance to do it yet.”

I got tipsy and danced all night. Brady left early to see to ‘work commitments’. Mr Forsyth gave me a lift home and when he pulled up in my driveway, I leant across and unzipped him.

“Oh love,” he groaned and stroked my hair as I sucked his cock. He hadn’t taken a pill and didn’t get fully erect but he came nice and hard. I moaned my pleasure as I swallowed for him.

“Mmm I’ll tell you tomorrow at church if I’m pregnant. You have to wait until then!” I scolded and left him with is spent cock in his hand again.

Brady didn’t come home that night and wasn’t there to take me to church in the morning. He turned up during the service. I knew he’d been with another woman but I couldn’t stop smiling as I thought of the result of my home pregnancy test.

I didn’t tell my husband during the service. I wanted to tell the man who had gotten me pregnant first.

After the sermon I approached beside and a little behind Mr Forsyth again. I wore my thin cotton dress and positioned my handbag so he could feel me discretely behind it.

He started with his pinkie finger and played with my clit. My dad was across the other side of the circle watching, aware of what was happening. Mr Forsyth rubbed more firmly into me and opened my naughty church woman cunt. Of course I didn’t qualify as a girl anymore.

He felt deep into me and I was so wet and turned on. I clung to his arm and squirmed down against his fingers. “I’m preggers Mr F. The test was positive and I know you’re the daddy.”

“Oh love,” the man groaned and gripped my cunt harder.

“Uh huh, I’ll come round after church and you can fuck me again,” I breathed into his ear and extracted myself from his hand.

My husband had motioned to the car. I followed him and got into the passenger seat. We hadn’t really talked since he had friends to catch up with on church days and we always separated after the sermon.

I looked at him. “I’m pregnant Brady.”

He blinked and his jaw sagged.

I bit my lip and blushed guiltily.

He smiled slowly. “So it could be either Arnie or Kyle’s. We don’t need to know whose, right?”

“No, it doesn’t matter who the father is Brady, it’ll be our child,” I said, not lying but not disclosing the truth either.

Brady nodded. He was blushing guilty too and drew a breath. “I mean it doesn’t really matter, does it? Nothing of what we’ve been doing matters, opening our marriage, now that you’re preggers, right baby?”

“No, none of it matters. I agree,” I told my husband. “All that matters is that we’re going to have a baby. That’s the only truth that counts, the rest is all little white lies that don’t matter,” I uttered into our kiss.

** The end **
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