
        
            
                
            
        

    
Pregnant for the Jeffersons

By: JC Winchester


I watched as Andrew and Lilly pulled out the driveway in their minivan and chuckled softly to myself just like I do every time I wish them a good night. Of course, I made sure to keep a straight face when I said it, and fought my desires to widely smile when they returned home slightly disheveled and usually reeking of alcohol and sex. But damn, did I ever want to just have the chance to tease them once or twice about it.


Not that I could blame them at all for going out to swinger parties and they only went a few times a year. Whether they had another couple or two on the side, I didn't know and didn't pry. Hell if it wasn't for that the fact that Lilly tended to come home with the delicious smell of pussy on her and that I had caught an ex-boyfriend of mine cheating on me by going to that group, I probably wouldn't have suspected a thing. I would have passed off Lilly as just them taking the chance to fool around without the risk of their son interrupting.


God though, I really wanted to say something, at the least to offer to be their unicorn. The mythical creature in swinging, the bisexual girl looking to roll with a couple without having the sudden surprise request of having a boyfriend 'watch or maybe join in'. I quietly chuckled to myself over the air quotes in my head. Damn, to be their unicorn I'd do just about anything, and a few things I'm sure I haven't thought of yet.


I've been babysitting for them since a few weeks after their little boy was born. I still always remember that desperate night, the plea for a babysitter to give them a couple of hours break just so they could get out and feel like adults for once. Truth be told, I'm fairly certain I didn't charge those first couple of nights, just the look of relief on their faces was often enough of a reward.


Babysitting grew into friendship, by the time I was off to my first semester at the local community college I spent more time at their place than I did my own. I think if they had offered me a bed there, I probably would have moved right in.


It wouldn't have been a hard decision; my family was on the fringe of shattering. If a sheet of plate glass represented my family, it was a heavily chipped and spider webbed sheet, held together by sheer desire to not be alone. My mother was an alcoholic and my father a workaholic. When they were apart they were somewhat tolerable, but together it was like a powder keg waiting to go off. The relaxed atmosphere of the Jefferson's house was a welcome presence, as was Andrew's home cooking.


Lilly was my shoulder to cry on when I had guy, and later girl, relationship problems. Andrew helped tutor me through trigonometry. I helped out with their toddler, which I always felt was a pretty fair trade off.


A couple of years ago they started to take their late night trips. The first couple were only a few hours, just after dinner till shortly before midnight. They would come home smelling of sweat and sex, with mysteriously clean clothes on that they hadn't been wearing when they left. I knew better than to ask and when I figured it out, it just gave me a little smile to know they were at least having their fun.


After checking in to ensure their five-year-old was still tucked away in bed, I sauntered down to their living room and flopped on the couch to catch up on the new fall tv lineup. They were usually gone until the wee hours of the morning and more than once I'd gotten a phone call at four am drunkenly asking me if I'd mind staying till the afternoon. Of course I generally didn't, the kid was easy enough to keep happy until then and I had college textbooks to buy.





As the shows rolled into the late night lineup I began to wonder what they were up to. Just a little game I'd like to play with myself, wondering if they'd found someone to hook up with or if they were hanging with some of the other regulars, or perhaps they were busy tearing up the dance floor, It wasn't like they were an older couple. Lilly had been a senior while I'd been a freshman in high school. Judging by the photos the group had posted in their forum, photos that I had used to prove Johnathan, my ex, was cheating on me with the group, most of the group had a decade or two on them. Plenty of the group members were closer to retirement age.


Inevitably the thoughts turned towards fantasies of my being the one they were playing with. I was never sure which one I'd prefer, Lilly or Andrew. Of course, really, I was just greedy and would want them both, which in my mind always worked out the way they wanted it. They were a couple after all, so it made sense to me.


My fantasies had often led to the temptation to explore their bedroom, to see if they had any toys or other paraphernalia that would lead to hints about their fantasies. But, I had too much respect for them for that. Instead, I liked to dream up my own fantasies.


The first time I had dreamed it, they were tame and fueled by a couple of videos I had seen of the couple catching their babysitter doing something naughty. After a few minutes of debate the wife shows the babysitter how to please a man. For a girl of 18 that was more than sufficient a fantasy, in particular when rubbing my pussy while seated on their couch, imagining suckling Andrew while Lilly guided me.


Soon I began to grow curious just how she would taste on my tongue and the fantasies would change to include her catching me first. Seducing me in the kitchen. Letting me feast upon my first pussy before her husband pounded me from behind.


The fantasies though, that always came back. The ones that soon came to dominate my desires. They were the ones where it wasn't just a one-night tryst. No, they were the ones where I became a part of the household. Where every night I got to cuddle in bed with them. Satiate their sexual needs. And soon, the thought of carrying a baby for them. The desire to let them knock me up grew enough that soon I stopped taking the pill, just in the offhand chance the opportunity ever occurred. I stopped dating for fear of getting knocked up, not the easiest thing to do in college but I feigned off an interest in my classes over romance.


Just recalling how I'd gotten to this point had me sopping wet. My hand drifted of its own accord to my jeans, unbuttoning them and sliding down the zipper to grant them entrance. Past the soft cotton of my panties they slid to my waiting pussy. Two fingers found my clit and began to gently rub it, soft and tender like I hoped Lilly would be.


My eyes closed as I rubbed myself. I let my free hand slide up my shirt and push a breast free of its bra cup. With practiced moves I pinched my nipple, working it stiff and hard while my fingers rubbed over my clit. Gently I began to moan out the scene, acting it out in my mind and softly speaking my parts.


When the need to cum built to an uncontrollable point, I lifted my rear just enough to shuck my jeans and panties. Without wasting a second I plunged two fingers into my soaked pussy, working the inside as my thumb worked my clit. I writhed and groaned on the couch till finally release came over me.


A soft throat clearing cough brought me back to reality. Slowly I opened my eyes to find Lilly and Andrew standing in front of me. Andrew had one eyebrow raised while Lilly looked on at me with an amused smile on her face.


"So, I think we need to have a little chat about this. Jeri, if you wouldn't mind," said Andrew as I remained frozen on the couch, only at the last second gaining enough awareness to pull my clothes back on.





"Knock me up."


I couldn't believe those words had come out of my mouth, and from the looks on their faces, neither had they.


"Want to be sure I won't leave you, then knock me up. Breed me. Make me part of the family. Just promise me that you'll still fuck me even as my tummy gets round and swollen with baby," I blurted out even as I could feel the crimson coloring my cheeks.


They stood, stunned. The only thing that moved was the tenting in Andrew's shorts. God, he had a nice one from what I could tell. Just perfect to breed me. Fuck me, that was supposed to be a secret of mine but hell sometimes secret fantasies are meant to come true.


Lilly took a long blink and slow breath before speaking, "Well, that would certainly mean you were sticking around, wouldn't it dear?"


I just nodded, still in disbelief at myself and my actions, but feeling my pussy growing damper with every passing moment as I thought about all the things I'd love them to do to me. Just the idea of stroking their heads as they nursed off my swollen breasts sent shivers up and down my spine.


Lilly let her tongue roll over her lips as she looked at Andrew, a little smile playing on her lips as she gazed upon his lower half.


"Well Andrew, darling, what do you think? You keep saying you'd just love a live in girlfriend," she teased.


"That was fantasy," he said, then paused while working his jaw, "But it is an interesting idea and the bed is a little on big side."


"Thomas could use a little sister too. We had been talking about that," Lilly followed up while sliding against her husband's side. Her right hand drifted down to let her fingers caress along the outline of his cock. She leaned in, her lips almost touching his ear she whispered softly, "Go ahead. Knock her up, for me. Make her our little slut."


If his cock wasn't hard before, it now strained at the fabric of his shorts. I could easily see the mushroom head, achingly close. My fingers moved of their own volition, finding the hem of my shirt to pull it over my torso, tossing it somewhere in the room. Where I didn't care, so long as I wasn't hindered by the clothing at all. My bra followed suit, letting my breasts bounce just lightly upon my chest. They were large and full with only a little sag to them, more due to the size than anything else. A little smile played upon my lips as I watched his eyes fixate upon my chest.


"Andrew," I purred softly, "Like what you see? Do you like my tits? Want to play with them? Fuck them? Coat them in your cum? Knock me up baby and they're all yours and Lilly's to play with. You can lay your head in my lap and suckle away all you want when they're heavy and full of my milk. Just bend me over, fill me with your cum, and they'll be all yours."


All he could do was lick his lips. I could see he was still fighting the internal struggle, the one to only have one mate. Society and its ingrained rules. But his wife had other ideas. Her lips remained near his neck, letting her heavy, horny breaths lay upon him to let him know how turned on she was. Lilly's right hand reached down to undo his belt and shorts, letting them fall freely to the floor. Into his boxers she reached, her hand drawing out his cock into the air, letting me gaze upon it for the first time. With the most gently, short strokes she began to pump him while whispering in his ear.


"Oh baby, I'd forgotten how much you loved pregnant women. I'd forgotten how much you used to delight in coating my swollen tummy with cum. Take her darling, knock her up, make her tummy swell so you can coat that one too. Do this for me, give me a playmate, and I'll let you breed me again," she purred into his ear."


When I glanced down from the scene to undo my jeans, I found at some point my hands had worked of their own volition, and now my jeans and panties were puddled about my feet. I stepped forwards and kneeled before the pair, my mouth achingly close to his cock to let my breath caress over it.


"May I?" I asked as demurely as I could.


All he could do was slowly nod.


I glanced up to Lilly and watched the delight dance across her face as my lips parted to let the head of his cock enter my mouth. Gently I held him on top of my tongue, just suckling softly and rubbing the underside of the head while holding in the delight coursing through my body. So entranced I was with the taste and feel of his cock in my mouth that I didn't notice Lilly kneel down next to me.


"God, I just love watching another woman suck him off," she said in a breathless whisper, "Second only to watching him fuck another woman. Though, I may have to change that when it's breeding my new sister."


A shiver went down my spine as I heard that, going straight to my clit. I moaned loudly in pleasure and reached down to grab her hand, only to put her hand at the back of my head.


She bit her lower lip as a grin spread over her face. Her fingers entangled themselves within my hair, gently grasping the back of my skull before she pushed and guided me over his cock. Each stroke pushed me further down until I could feel the head at the back of my throat. Lilly kept that depth over several strokes, then gave one forceful one, pushing my head forwards until my nose was buried up against his groin. I gagged, just a little, but managed to hold him in and was treated to the smell of his musk having filled my nose when she let me back off his cock.


'Very nice," she purred, "But we shouldn't waste this load on your mouth dear. There will be plenty of time for that in the future. Get down on all fours my lovely sister, I want to see you bred."


I let his cock slip from my mouth and watch it bounce slightly, dripping with my saliva. The fat mushroom head was mesmerizing, swollen a dark red, almost purple in color. His skin stretched taut from how hard he was, his balls swollen and full of cum, ready to fill my fertile womb.


It felt like a dream as I lowered myself down onto my hands, then let my head drop down so that my rear waggled in the air. I could feel Lilly's fingertips glide along my spine just before she leaned in to place a kiss upon my tailbone.


"Such a gorgeous sight," she said, just above a whisper.


"Indeed, but I can't breed her just yet," he replied in an equally soft voice.


My body began to stiffen as the fear of rejection coursed through me. So close, yet so far. I could feel the tears beginning to well upon my eyes when the caress of air over my pussy brought me back. A second later I felt a tongue roll from my clit, over my pussy, and gently caressing the crinkled skin of my rear.


As his tongue settled to working on my pussy, my hips rocked of their own volition. He alternated working my clit, then tonguing as deep as he could reach in my pussy. It was more than apparent he had no qualms about getting his face covered in pussy juice and immediately I felt a jealousy towards Lilly for having a husband who enjoyed eating pussy that much. A second later I grinned as I realized that she was willingly sharing him with me.


I shivered through a small orgasm from his tongue working my clit and sighed in contentment. When his tongue left my pussy, I braced myself, knowing what was about to come. I swear though, he was purposely teasing me, taking his time to get himself settled behind me. Andrew rubbed the head of his cock up and down my slit, soaking it in my pussy juices. He even pressed it up against my rear, not enough pressure to enter but enough to draw out a little moan.


Lilly softly chuckled. "Oh, stop teasing the poor thing dear."


I felt the gentle caress of the back of her hand glide over my rear as she reached for his cock. Her fingers pressed against my pussy lips when she guided him to my dripping hole. One finger teased the inside of my lips before she pushed the head of his cock between them.


"There you go dear, the proper hole for breeding our little one," Lilly purred. Seconds later I heard the sound of her licking her finger clean.


"Oh, thank you hun," he said in a playfully annoyed tone.


I would have laughed, except Andrew chose at that moment to sink his cock down to the root in me. I'm no virgin, certainly no stranger to the feeling of a cock filling me up, but this was the first time I had one without a condom, and it was a man I'd fantasized about for the last couple of years. Especially though, was the knowledge that his cock was going to fill my fertile womb with cum. To fill me with his seed while Lilly watched him breed me.


My forehead pressed against the backs of my hands as Andrew fucked me. His thrusts sent shock waves through me. How long he fucked me, I couldn't tell you. How many orgasms I had, I don't know. All I know is that it felt gloriously wonderful when I felt my womb fill with his cum. To know that he had chosen me to bear him a child, to know that I was tied to this couple forever. And to know that as far as I was concerned, the night was just beginning.


When Andrew slipped out my pussy, I collapsed on the floor as the weight of what had just happened hit me.





When I came to, I was curled up in their bed. Lilly was alongside of me, gently running her fingers through my hair. I kept my eyes closed as I just savored the feeling of her fingers rolling through my locks. Comforting and soothing, a feeling I could easily get used to. Their scent filled my nose, I could tell Lilly was sopping wet and wondered what else they had done after I passed out. Then I wondered how delicious she would taste upon my tongue.


"Mm, how long was I out?"


"Oh, about ten minutes hun. Gave us a little startle there. Feeling okay?" Lilly asked, using her motherly tone.


"Never better," I said as my hand drifted to my tummy, "Never better."


She watched my hand drift down towards my stomach and gave me a little smile. "You're serious about this, aren't you?"


"Of course. Aren't you?" I could feel my nerves begin to rise again.


"Uh huh. Just, making sure before Andrew gets his heart set. You know he's been smitten with you since you walked through the door."


"And what about you?" I pulled myself up to snuggle against her nude form and let my eyes begin to wander.


She smiled with an amused tone. "I just wanted to make sure you weren't about to steal my husband. We weren't swinging then so any woman he was interested in was competition."


"And now?"


"And now I wouldn't mind sharing him so long as he shared with me. I'm a little too fond of pussy not to agree to it. We've, um, roleplayed the idea of sharing you."


I felt a little blush warm my cheeks. "I've thought of the two of you as well."


"We noticed." She flashed me a grin as she referenced what they walked in on.


"But, well, I've never been with a woman before."


"First time for everything. But it's worth it. Natural. Just hours of sex when it's done right. Maybe steal you away for a weekend to a hotel and break you in properly."


The heat of my cheeks was nearly matched by the dampness of my pussy from her comment.


"I uh, I think I'd like that."


"Then we'll do that. But this weekend, let's grant your request first." She flashed that grin again and let her hand come down to drift over my stomach. "Soon to be full of baby. Nice and round." Lilly's hand drifted up to cup a breast. "And these are soon to be full of lovely milk. I just can't wait to suckle on them and help relieve the pressure for you."


I couldn't help but groan a little at the thought of caressing her hair while she nursed. The feeling of her fingertips sliding down over my stomach sent little pin pricks of energy through my skin. I writhed about as she cupped my pussy, two fingers coming to slip between my lips.


"You know there were mornings we could come home and smell your pussy in the air. I always wondered just how often you had to masturbate to do that. Sadly, you never did leave a pussy soaked dildo for us to find."


"Some nights all night long," I admitted, my mind more on grinding softly against her hand.


"Mmm, to think that all this time we never would have had to leave our home to have our fun," Lilly sighed wistfully, "We'll just have to make sure to spend as much time as we can to catch up on what was lost."


I nodded slowly in agreement and snuggled in until I could reach her breasts with my mouth. They were creamy in color, topped with tan nipples that had beckoned to me long enough. I reached in, parting my lips to let one enter my mouth. With a pleased moan I began to suckle upon her while my hips returned to grinding against her hand.


"I'd wondered how long you were going to be able to hold out," Lilly said with an amused chuckle.


I didn't respond, my thoughts were too full of the ideas of savoring this for as long as it lasted. There were so many fantasies to live out, so many desires that I'd had for years. No time to waste indeed. I swapped between her nipples, ensure they got equal treatment from my mouth. A hand caressed along her side and down towards her rear to cup her ass I'd so often gazed at wrapped in denim. Her nipples grew firm in my mouth, tasty and fun to flick with my tongue. Ever so softly I'd nibble upon them, listening to see how well each new trick pleased Lilly.


Her fingers slid into my pussy, the tips pressing against the inside as they softly rubbed me, working me, till they found that spot. I buried my head in her chest as my moans filled the room. My hips bucked against her hand, coating her in my girl cum.


I didn't even waste a moment. I needed it. I wanted it. With a gently nudge I pushed her fingers from my pussy then wiggled down the bed. My hands guided her onto her back, her thighs spread wide for me, exposing my first pussy up and close. I wish I could say I took the time to admire it as I should have, but I couldn't wait. I dropped my head and immediately ran my tongue from the bottom of her slit, over the puffy lips, over her clit, and up to her tummy in one smooth, satisfying motion.


Lilly shivered with a groan. "Are you sure this is your first time? I was really timid my first pussy."


"Uh huh," I muttered out as I brought my mouth back to her delectable pussy. Not really, she knew I'd had a couple of girlfriends, but my first time with her pussy and that's all that mattered to me. One lick and I was addicted, that moan it had brought was spellbinding. There was no time for talking, only time to enjoy that I had fantasized about for so long. I lapped happily away at her pussy, focusing on her clit, but taking my time to enjoy the entire experience. The feeling of her puffy lips flattening against my tongue, the joy of the warmth as my tongue was enveloped when slipping between her lips, and the happy moans when I returned to her clit. It was everything I'd hoped for and in many aspects, so much more.


How long time passed, I don't know. I was just entranced with my task at hand. Her cum rolled over my tongue, her thighs squeezed upon my head as she rocked in orgasm, and her moans treated my ears to her pleasure. It was intoxicating, enough so that I never noticed Andrew walk into the room and take a seat to watch us. When I glanced up he was stroking his cock while watching with a smile on his face.


"Go," she whispered, "Put on a good show for me. Go let my husband breed that pretty little pussy of yours, Jeri."


I could only slightly nod to her as I rose up from the bed and made my way over to Andrew. I threw one leg over his lap, straddling him, and lowered myself down till his cock sheathed itself within me. It felt warm, comfortable, like it belonged buried within me. My hands fell to the tops of his shoulders, gripping lightly as I began to bounce upon his shaft. I was slow at first, warming myself up to his girth. The curve of his cock was just enough to stretch me and rub my insides in the most exquisite ways.


His hands were light on my hips, more just there to enjoy the ride. My eyes were closed as I focused solely on the bouncing and the feeling of his cock rubbing my pussy. Just the blissful feeling of his cock rubbing my insides, preparing to fill me with another load of cum.


When my legs grew weary of riding, he spun me about on his cock until I faced Lilly. I leaned back upon the chair and lifted myself up just enough to give him room. His grip on my hips grew tight as he shifted himself on the chair. Moments later he was lifting himself up, driving into me with sharp, strong thrusts.


Lilly was seated on the bed, leaned back and lewdly displaying herself without a care in the world. Her fingers were lightly rubbing her pussy, teasing herself without trying to make her body cum. It was the smile on her face that I focused on, content with the sight before her.


When his thrusts slowed, I moved to the floor on all fours. My rear was high in the air, my head on my hands to offer him easy access. It took Andrew only moments to line up and fill me back up with his cock. I moved my hips in motion with his, groaning happily each time he slammed up against my rear.


It was pure bliss, the constant, smooth motion of a man who knew what he was doing and the soft caresses of his wife's hands over my body. She let her fingers roam about me, pausing to tease a nipple hard or to caress my clit enough to push me over the edge. They were always on the move, sending little lightning bolts of energy surging through my spine.


If the moment could have lasted forever, that would have been perfect. And yet, the ending was ever so much more satisfying as Andrew drove his cock into me and flooded my fertile womb with his cum yet again. Lilly held me fast in place, giggling to me that she was making sure it stayed within me. In response, I arched my back, holding my rear and pussy up high as if I were guiding his cum into my womb.


The emptiness of his cock leaving me was something I wasn't quite prepared for. At that moment, all I wanted was for Andrew to fuck me over and over, to flood my pussy with his cum all night long. Instead, to satiate the emptiness, I turned around and rolled my tongue over his cock, cleaning our combined cum off of him. Lilly stroked my hair as I gently suckled him till he began to soften. After placing a gentle kiss to the head of his cock, I turned and pressed my lips to Lilly's, sharing the taste of cum with her.


She gave me a little smile and held me as I felt the strength begin to sap from my body as it relaxed from the thorough fucking. The pair helped me to my feet and gently guided me towards their bedroom, graciously letting me take the center spot of the bed so that they both could snuggle against me.





The morning sun coming through the blinds woke me up. Without opening my eyes, I began to stretch as normal, musing on the lovely dream and how it had left the insides of my thighs feeling damp when I felt a shifting on the bed. Cracking one eye open, I noticed Andrew to one side of me, still asleep. I let my hand drift down between my thighs and feel the sticky, damp lips.


My tongue rolled over my lips as I realized that it hadn't been a dream. I snuggled deeper into the sheets as I listened to the couple snooze and plotted how I was going to wake them. After all, Andrew had some work to do.





Four months in and my stomach was really starting to show. The doctor had told me it was normal, even to expect it, but I still hadn't quite been prepared for the day when my taut little tummy didn't appear that way in the mirror. I should have guessed since hands seemed to be spending more time rubbing over my stomach but perhaps I'd been in denial. Either way, I could distinctly see the bump in my tummy now, and more noticeably feel the difference when I bent and moved about.


The biggest change I had noticed though, was that my morning sickness was waning and in its place was an insatiable desire for sex. Lilly and Andrew had been kind during those first couple of months when I was too queasy to do much other than enjoy their company in bed. Now I was the one with much time to make up for.


The couple had taken the day off, wanting to celebrate my being able to eat again. Thomas was scheduled for kindergarten and then being picked up by his grandmother, who had surprisingly been rather excited at my new addition to the family. Lilly and Andrew had just given knowing smiles to each other. Secrets about this family I didn't know yet and figured they would tell me in time. For now, though, the promise of a good meal and some quality adult time with my two loves was more than enough.


We went out to an early lunch at one of my favorite college hole-in-the-wall's. Not huge on the inside but they made a killer pizza and the small pitchers of craft beer were more than reasonably priced. Just a nice place to chill and have some adult talk. And maybe jealously watch as they each had a small pitcher of beer while knowing I couldn't touch it till after I was done breastfeeding. Which quickly lead to the image of Lilly's head in my lap with my nipple in her mouth. I didn't notice I was wiggling on the wooden bench until Lilly looked at me with a raised eyebrow, heating my cheeks a bright red.


"Mmm, I remember that stage in pregnancy," she said mischievously.


"Hm? What stage is that?" Andrew asked, having missed the exchange.


She dropped her voice a couple of octaves, "The feeling better so now she's horny as a goat stage."


"Oh." He hid his grin with a sip of beer. "So that means the we shouldn't dawdle here for too long."


"No, no, this is nice," I protested, weakly, but it's the attempt that matters.


Lilly just chuckled and finished off the swallow of beer left in her glass. "Oh I think we can let her have a little more fun here. A girl's gotta eat and keep her strength up if she's going to be able to handle any other activities. But first, I need to use the bathroom. Care to join me Jeri?"


Anything to get my blushing face out of the public eye. I just nodded to her and made my way through the room to one of the two bathrooms. The rooms only had one toilet, but they were large enough for a couple of people to stand inside of them. I stepped over to the sink to splash some water on my face.


Once inside, Lilly locked the door behind her. Instead of going to the toilet, she came up behind me, placed a hand on my waist and spun me around. Her hand moved up to my shoulder to pin me against the wall, her lips coming to lock against mine, and her free hand dropped to the waistband of my pants. Practiced fingers quickly undid the fly and slipped in, pushed aside my panties, and found my clit. She rubbed her fingers in a tight circle, quickly pushing me over the edge.


I let out a soft groan as my body slumped with relief.


Lilly withdrew her fingers, smiled at me, then licked them clean before going to take care of the rest of her business.


I waited until she was done washing her hands to button my pants back up, taking note at how tight my stomach was against them. She flashed me a little smile and offered me her arm, which I gratefully took.


Andrew raised an eyebrow as we walked back to the table. "One of these days I'll have to figure out what women really do in the restroom together."


"Oh, you know dear. Women stuff," Lilly said with a firm nod. I just smiled and tucked into the pizza that had been delivered while we were gone.


Andrew shot us both a glance, playfully squished his face into a mock glare, then grabbed himself a slice. "I guess some secrets aren't ever meant to be shared."





I cannot say how blissful it was just to come home to a quiet house without a kid in it. If there was a nap in it, I'd almost say that would-be heaven. But my lovers had something much better in store for me. Upon the bed was a new set of wrist and ankle cuffs, the ropes traveling underneath of the mattress to join all the cuffs together. They both chuckled as I squealed in delight and clasped my hands together, turning to both of them with a broad grin.


I'm not necessarily a sub, or at least I don't think of myself that way, but I fucking love the idea of being tied up and used for someone else's pleasure. In particular, for the pleasure of Lilly and Andrew.


Andrew just smiled at me. "Well I guess she just might like it."


"Indeed." Lilly leaned in and placed a soft kiss on her husband's cheek. "Thanks for setting it up love. Shall we strap our dear little Jeri in?"


"Lets. Strip little one. Show us that lovely pregnant body of yours."


I swear I set a record for stripping. Within moments of the order, I was nude and getting ready to jump on our bed. Yet, I waited, with my head slightly bowed.


Lilly took my right hand in hers and walked me to the bed. She gently pushed me onto the bed and guided me into position. My back was flat on the bed, arms and legs spread out to let her fasten the cuffs about my wrists and ankles. The cuffs were a black leather with red straps sewn into them. They were wide, covering much of my wrists and ankles. Playfully, I tested away at the strands and the cuffs, making it seem as if I was trying to break free of my confines.


'Very nice. I like this idea of yours," Andrew said as he looked over Lilly's handiwork.


"Indeed. It lends itself to so many ideas. You know, like eating her beloved pickled beets just out of reach," Lilly teased while reaching into a nightstand drawer.


My eyes went wide, completely caught off-guard at her statement. "Wait, what!? All this just to steal the preggo's necessities!? You evil fiends!"


"And don't you forget it," Lilly chuckled as she pulled out a large, pink feather.


"Oh fuck no," I yelled playfully as she waved the evil tickle device overhead.


"No, not tonight at least. Negotiations and all that first," she sighed while reluctantly putting away the feather.


Andrew was just standing at the foot of the bed, shaking his head a little at the two of us. "Obviously, someone enjoyed watching her movie a tad much."


"Oh you have no idea hunny. But that movie was just the tip of the iceberg. Once Jeri and I found some of those serious toy sites." Lilly shuddered with delight.


"Mmm and I do look forwards to them, but for now we only have so much time before our fun must end for the day. And I don't know about you but I would so hate to waste a temptingly delicious pussy just waiting for a tongue or two."


Andrew didn't even wait for Lilly to respond. He slid over the bed, his head dropping to let his tongue caress over my pussy lips. I'd learned over the last couple of months that while he was more than willing to eat pussy and knew how to, he just had a thing for pushing his tongue up deep into a pussy and lapping away at the insides. With his tongue buried in my pussy, Lilly leaned over to work the tip of her tongue over my clit.


My back arched as if it were hit with lightning. I grabbed at the ropes holding the cuffs in place, yanking at them, tugging to be free. I wanted to reach over and pull Lilly's pants down. I wanted to grope her pussy, to share in giving the pleasure. Instead I received it and fuck they were good at giving.


By the time they left my pussy alone, I was drenched in my cum, my back was sore from arching, and my wrists had a new appreciation from being bound. All I wanted at that point was to be a giver, to feel one of them cum because of me.


Lilly grinned, her hand coming to caress over my hair. "So nice to have you right where I want you."


She rose long enough to shuck her pants and panties, then crawled over the bed to place her legs alongside my head and lower her pussy down towards my face. I buried my tongue into her pussy, lolling it back and forth over her lips, flicking it over her clit, and deep in to coat my tongue in her flavor.


Andrew's hands slid under my ass, lifting me up to guide his cock into my needy pussy. As he began to fuck me, Lilly leaned over and kissed her way down to my tummy, taking her time to kiss and lick over the swollen skin.


Lilly ground herself against my face, coating my chin in her cum and guiding my tongue to every needy spot. Andrew was wasting no time, with long, powerful strokes that sent shocks through my body. Every moment was pure bliss till we collapsed in a pile of sticky cum and well fucked souls.


Gently I tested the cuffs, feeling the soreness of my wrists and smiling at little at it. ''d been a little hesitant when Lilly had drooled over them on the toy website. Damned glad she'd overridden my concerns. I swear these two knew me better than I knew myself. Fuck, it was a nice feeling knowing that.





I cuddled into my two lovers. It was an arrangement that had taken a little convincing between the two at first, more because Lilly wanted to be in the middle, but once I was assuredly pregnant they had conceded to my requests. Lilly had playfully pouted then threatened that she was going to get pregnant just to claim the middle spot. I'm fairly certain Andrew was still just elated to have two women in his bed.


Wrapped up with Lilly against my front and Andrew pressing to my back, his cock gently nestled against my rear, it was a moment of contentment I'd quickly grown adjusted to. Not that I would be able to keep this up for long as my tummy swelled in size. It would make for an interesting adjustment, like all the adventures I was soon to have with trying new positions. My hand rubbed over my tummy lightly, thinking of all the fun to come.


The End


Part 2 coming to an ebook store near you!





About the Author


JC Winchester has been writing erotica since 2003 and discovered a choose-your-own adventure erotic story site, Chyoo. He enjoyed the challenge of adding onto other's stories, blending his own voice in with theirs. But before too long he was called to serve his country and put down the pen. Nearly a decade later an old friend challenged him to join a Survivor themed writing contest on Literotica. It sparked his muse and before he knew it the stories were rapidly flowing, helping him to place 4th that year. Since then he has slowed down his pace to focus on combining his love of the outdoors and for writing. When not writing he can usually be found outside trying some new adventure or coaxing his horses into believing they really don't need to eat as much as they do (probably will never happen but he can wish).


Website: http://www.jcwinchester.com


Twitter: https://twitter.com/JagFarlane


Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/JCWinchesterAuthor


Blog: https://jcwinchester.wordpress.com


MeWe: https://www.mewe.com/i/jc.winchester



cover.jpg
4

Pregnalit for the
Jetfersons





