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I didn't know what to expect when my mom sent
me over to the Smiths's. I don't even really think she was thinking
about how weird it might be. Mom's not like that, she doesn't hold
grudges so she tends to think that nobody else will either.

I thought they might be angry. Pastor Smith
and Mrs. Smith had been ready to be my in-laws, after all, and to
marry off their only son Jordan to me. Of course, that had been
before I'd revealed to them that I was knocked up and five months
gone, by someone's sperm that had nothing to do with their family.
They'd gotten him a wife soon enough after, a little
sixteen-year-old whose parents were also members of the
congregation. From what I had heard, everything was going just fine
for their family.

Which is why I didn't know what to do when
Mrs. Smith asked me in, offered me a cup of tea, and broke down
sobbing.

I stared into my tea. "Um," I said, "I'm
sorry but my mom just wanted me to drop off those papers..."

Mrs. Smith shook her head and scrubbed at her
eyes with the back of her hand. "I'm so sorry, Amanda, I just...
well, we've had some news."

"Some news?" I asked, sitting up straight.
This sounded serious.

Mrs. Smith nodded and sighed. "Lillian's
expecting."

I waited a minute, but she didn't say
anything else. I was puzzled. This was good news! ...Wasn't it? "Is
everything okay?" I asked.

"She's fine," Mrs. Smith said, using her
apron to wipe her face. "She's fine, she's very excited, so is
Jordan, so is my husband, but I... And look at you, you're
expecting again yourself, aren't you?"

My jaw nearly dropped. I was
only three months along and had only barely
started to show in the loose clothes I wore. I had
gotten approximately a gallon of sperm pumped into my pussy by Mr.
Zane, my dad's boss. Some of it had even happened while whole
office buildings of people were watching out their windows as I
took his load with my naked tits pushed up against the window. "How
did you know?" I asked.

"I can just tell," Mrs. Smith gave me a small
smile.

I frowned. "Wait... did you know the first
time?"

"Of course," she said. "And
I didn't blame you. I knew I had to pretend to be surprised when
you finally told us, but it was only playing pretend. I was engaged
to Arthur when I was only sixteen, and I would have done
anything to get out of it. I wasn't as
smart as you, though, so I didn't think of getting with another man
before my wedding day. Also, my family wouldn't have been as
understanding as yours has been."

"It was a different time, I
guess," I said, and she nodded. "But I want
to be pregnant," I told her, rubbing what would
soon be my big pregnant belly. "The baby's father is going to adopt
after I give birth, and we're all excited. So why are you
sad?"

Mrs. Smith gazed out the
window and sighed. Her expression looked so sad, so lonely. I only
had to look at her for a few seconds before I understood. "Oh," I
said, "you wish it was you who was
going to have a baby."

Sniffling, Mrs. Smith nodded. She put her
hands over her belly. She was a pretty woman, not even forty, with
big soft breasts and lovely brown hair. I knew she'd gotten married
and had Jordan even younger than I'd been when I'd gotten pregnant
with Neveah. But he'd been her only child. It had never occurred to
me that it hadn’t been by choice.

I scooted closer to her on the couch until
our knees were touching and put a hand on her shoulder. "You can
talk to me about it," I promised. I remembered how she'd never said
much during the time I'd been engaged to Jordan, at least not
around me. I'd always thought she was kind of mean, just sitting
there all the time, silently judging everyone. But seeing her like
this made me realize that she must mostly just have been so sad all
the time.

Mrs. Smith sighed and stared out the window.
She had pretty, full lips. It was a good thing that Jordan had
taken after her looks, instead of turning out like his pinch-faced
dad. He may have been an asshole, but no one was going to say he
wasn't a handsome one. "I shouldn't...." she said.

I gave her back a comforting stroke. "I
promise that whatever you say to me won't leave this room," I said.
"Come on, obviously I can keep a secret." I patted my belly again
to make my point.

"Do you promise?" asked Mrs. Smith.

"Cross my heart and hope to die."

Mrs. Smith took a big long sigh, but I could
tell she was about to give in to the rare chance of having someone
she could talk to. Finally she sighed once more, but nodded. "What
I'm about to tell you could be a disaster for my husband's
reputation, so... please."

"I won't tell a soul. What's on your
mind?"

"He does his husbandly duty," Mrs. Smith
said, though the way she said it didn't make it sound like the fun
kind of fucking I enjoyed with all of my male friends. "Sometimes,"
she added, "though not very often. He's never been very excited
about sex. He says that he's got his passions for the Lord's work
and that he doesn't want to be distracted by fleshly things. So
about once a month, maybe, I lie there while he..." Mrs. Smith's
cheeks went red. "Oh, this is so embarrassing, I can't possibly
talk about it."

I squeezed her shoulder again. "It's just
fucking, Mrs. Smith," I said, smiling as her eyes went wide to hear
me use such language. "If you can do it, you can talk about it. I
won't be scandalized. You probably wouldn't believe some of the
things I've gotten up to."

Though her cheeks were still
bright and flushed, Mrs. Smith nods. "Well, all right, I'll try. So
once a month, I lie there and he... he seeds
me, but nothing comes of it."

I made such a face.
No wonder I didn't like Pastor
Smith! And no wonder his son was such an asshole, if that was the
attitude his dad had raised him with. "And no orgasm for you?" I
asked.

She shook her head. "I've read about them in
books, but....."

Read about them in books!
This was the saddest thing ever. "That's not what sex is supposed
to be. When it's done right, everyone has a good time. Otherwise, why bother doing it?"

"I don't know," Mrs. Smith said. "But he
thinks he's supposed to, so once a month, almost like clockwork, he
gets his... his prick, I guess, gets hard, and he decides to take
care of it with me. And then he rolls over and falls asleep."

This was worse than I could have imagined! No
wonder she was so silent and sad. It was one thing if she wanted
her womb filled but was having a good time trying, but another if
she wasn't even enjoying the process! That was almost the worst
thing I could think of. I thought about almost being married to
Jordan, and how my life would probably have become something like
that, instead of the wild array of fucks it had become.

And to never have had an orgasm! I'd had two
already that day just by myself, once in the morning as I woke up
and lay there in bed, and another with the shower head between my
thighs. Even before I'd started fucking, I'd figured out how to
give myself pleasure and never been shy about taking it. But it
didn't seem like Mrs. Smith knew a single thing about it.

"Is he seeding you on your safe days?" I
asked. When she looked confused, I continued, "You know, either
right before or right after your period, when there's nothing there
for his sperm to knock up?"

She shrugged. "Sometimes. Sometimes not. It
doesn't matter, really. I have a very regular cycle and sometimes
he decides to have sex with me almost exactly two weeks away from
when I had my monthly. That doesn't matter. No matter how much I
want it, his seed in me has never worked."

Wait a minute, something didn't sound quite
right there. "Never?" I asked.

I saw Mrs. Smith's gaze grow
distant and realized there was a story to be had and she was about
to tell it to me. "This is the part you must never
tell anyone else," she said. She couldn't even
look at me as she talked. "But Pastor Smith is not Jordan's
father."

At first I didn't know what
to say. But it made a weird kind of sense. Jordan looked like his
mother, sure, and it was plenty easy to assume that he'd just taken
after her side of the family. There were parts, though, where he
didn't look like his mother or his
father. I'd never really thought too hard about it, I guess,
figuring it was just one of those things that happens with
genetics, some recessive traits shared by relatives I'd never met.
He did look like Pastor Smith,
though, enough that I never would really have suspected if she
hadn't said anything.

"Have you ever told anyone this story?" I
asked.

She shook her head. "How could I?"

"Well," I said, taking her hand in mine, "you
can tell me."

Mrs. Smith took a deep breath, and this was
the story she told:

------------

Sixteen-year-old Janet Thomasson was going to
be Janet Smith by the end of the day, and she was miserable.
Sitting in her white wedding gown in the parlor, she tried not to
cry and ruin the makeup the nice people had spent so long putting
on her. They had all been very nice, everyone who'd come together
to put this wedding into place. She'd been born into poverty
already, and then her father had been killed in a car accident when
she'd been only fourteen. So when the Smiths had spoken to her
widowed mother about the possibility of marrying Janet to their
oldest son Oliver, Janet's mother had jumped at the chance to give
her pretty middle daughter a good life.

But Janet didn't see it like a good life.
Janet saw it like a prison. She'd been just fine living with her
mother, helping to take care of her siblings and cousins. Her two
older sisters had gone off to the city to find jobs and husbands,
so Janet had become a sort of mother to all the children in the
family. The last thing she wanted was to be married off to someone
she barely knew.

Oliver wasn't a bad man, at
least. Some of her friends had bad men for fathers or stepfathers,
and Oliver wasn't like that at all. He was twenty-two already and
almost done studying to be a pastor, just like his father and
grandfather all the way back to the Pilgrims. He was just so
boring. He never even really seemed to pay
attention to her when she was around.

There was a knock at the door and she
straightened up. "Come in," she said, hoping she seemed perfectly
normal and happy. Like a bride should be on her wedding day.

The door pushed open and she felt her heart
flutter. In walked Caleb, Oliver's younger brother, who was nothing
at all like his fussy, studious older brother. Instead of devoting
himself to his studies, he'd left school the day he turned eighteen
and joined the army. Now he was twenty and all filled out from army
training and so handsome he made Janet's heart flutter. He was
Oliver's best man, but instead of wearing a tuxedo, he looked sharp
in his dress uniform. "Hi," said Caleb. "I was just supposed to
come in and check in with you and see if you needed anything."

Janet shook her head. "No, I'm fine, thank
you." She smoothed her dress. "I'm ready to go when everyone else
is."

"They'll still be a little while," Caleb
grinned. "Some flower arrangement fell over or something, and
they're getting it fixed. I think so, anyway. I don't really do
flower arrangements."

Despite her terrible sadness Janet laughed.
"Neither do I," she said. "And I feel silly in such a big expensive
dress, too."

"You look gorgeous, though," said Caleb.

Janet blushed. "Thank you, but you don't have
to lie."

"I mean it," said Caleb. He stepped inside
the parlor and the door shut behind him. Janet's heart began to
race. She couldn't believe she was alone in a room with a man she
wasn't related to! All her life she'd been told never to do that.
She didn't want anyone questioning her virtue.

But she took a deep breath and calmed
herself. It didn't matter. This was her husband-to-be's brother and
she was in her wedding gown, after all. She was about to become
Mrs. Oliver Smith. She was still a virgin, of course, even if she
wouldn't be one after tonight.

She didn't like to think
about that, though. She knew her older sisters and the other girls
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