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"Holy
shit," said Tammy as I unbuttoned my
dress.

All things considered, I'd
gotten off light. My parents had indeed totally lost the shit when
I'd finally confessed everything to them, about how right after
they'd told me I didn't have a choice about getting married, I went
out and got myself all pregged up as soon as I possibly could. But
I'd been right about how they'd been excited about the idea of
grandchildren. They didn't even seem all too sad about not having
the Smiths as in-laws. I guess a couple of months of dealing
closely with them for all the wedding preparations was enough to
make both my mom and dad realize that that family was kind of a
bunch of assholes. They never said "I'm sorry" but I could tell
they were sorry. That mattered a
lot.

Also, I'd been prepared for
Pastor Smith to make a big deal of it, but he hadn't said a word of
it to the congregation. I guess there was a certain amount of shame
in realizing that your teenage son was so fucking awful that a girl
would rather get knocked up by a stranger than get married to him.
We'd all agreed to not tell anyone about this, and on what should
have been my wedding day Jordan
Smith walked down the aisle with some sixteen-year-old from the
congregation. I heard her parents even had to sign a special waiver
since she was so young. I felt bad for her, I really did, but I
also reminded myself that I was really fucking glad it wasn't
me.

Weirdly enough, my parents
had also gotten off my case. Instead
of making sure they knew everywhere I went at every hour, they'd
given me a lot more freedom. I guess they'd figured out two things.
One, I never would have done any of this if they hadn't put me into
such a tight spot. And two, it wasn't like I could get any
more knocked up.

Even though she was more of
a "good girl" than I was, and she'd never gotten in with the "bad
crowd" I'd gotten connected to, Tammy was still my best friend. I
hadn't told her, though, because I'd promised not to tell anyone.
It wasn't that I didn't trust her. I just spent so long not
telling anyone because I couldn't
afford to have the secret out before it needed to be. But when I'd
mentioned that I was going to go bathing suit shopping before I
went for the summer to my Aunt Kathleen's in Idaho (before coming
back in a few months with a new "brother" or "sister" for my
parents to adopt) she'd been so excited about coming along that I'd
just had to bring her. And that meant sharing a dressing room.
Which meant finally revealing certain secrets.

"Yeah," I said, running a hand over my
belly. I always was a skinny girl, and I could wear clothes baggy
enough that no one would notice when I was dressed, but there was
no hiding it when I was naked. I had gotten fucked good and proper
and my army stud's cum had knocked me up. "I'm pretty fucking
pregnant."

"Holy
shit," she repeated. Her jaw was on the
floor.

"You want to touch?" I asked, turning my
belly forward.

She nodded and reached out, then ran her
hand along my belly. I shivered and my nipples grew hard as I
thought of all the times Mark had done that. Maybe he wasn't the
marrying type, like he'd said, but he told me he wanted to be there
when the baby was born and was even going to fly all the way to
Idaho if he had to. Like I said, I got lucky.

"Who's the father?" she asked.

"Guy you don't know," I said. "He's nice,
though. And really sexy. He lives just down the street from
me."

"So this
is really why
you're not marrying Jordan," she said. Her eyes were still wide. I
guess it was a pretty fucking big
surprise. "Me and the other girls thought it was because he'd
knocked up Lillian before he got to you."

Lillian, right, that was the name of the new
Mrs. Jordan Smith. "I don't know, maybe he did," I said. "But
that's not the main reason."

"So, how's it feel?"

I stretched my arms above my head, letting
her get a good look of both my big belly and my huge new breasts. I
was almost up to a D cup now, and those were a little harder to
hide under clothing. As soon as I could stop hiding my condition I
was going to show them off to everyone who wanted to see. Look out,
Idaho! "I'm horny all the fucking time," I laughed. "Part of it's
just the hormones, you know. They're going crazy. But part of
it's... I don't know."

"Tell me."

"It's like, everyone's looking at me, and
they don't even know what a giant slut I am. It makes me hot to
think they all thnk I'm just this nice, good girl, and they don't
even know about the night I snuck back home with eight different
guys's cum in my pussy."

Tammy clapped her hands over
her mouth. "Eight?"

I nodded proudly. "Told you. Giant fucking
slut."

"But you know which one knocked you up?"

"Yeah, the neighbor. His
name is Mark and he's got an amazing thick cock. Just fills me
right up. He was the only one I let cum in my pussy until I
was sure that I was good and pregged
up. Then I let him start inviting all his friends over. Sometimes
it was just two or three, and sometimes there were as many as
eight."

There was a knock on the changing room door
that made us jump. "Are you young ladies doing all right in there?"
asked the sales clerk.

"Yes, ma'am!" I called back. "Thank
you!"

We heard her footsteps retreat, then Tammy
lowered her voice to a whisper. "I want to try."

"But you're a virgin," I reminded her.

"Yeah, so?" she asked. "I've been wanting to
lose my cherry for a long time. And Brent is just too much of a
chickenshit to do it." Brent was her on again off again boyfriend
she'd been dating since they were both ten or so. He was nice
enough, I guess, even though he I know he thought I was a bad
influence. But when it came to dirty talk or breaking the law or
anything that wasn't something his uptight, conservative parents
would approve of, he was definitely chickenshit.

"Well, okay," I said. "But maybe we'll just
start with two. Mark's got a friend Steve that I really like. You
can come with me, and if you change your mind, I'll take them
both."

"Wow," Tammy grinned.
"You are a slut!"

"I'm a big knocked-up whore," I smiled. "Now
help me tie this bikini top."

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

Sneaking out at night was no longer an
option now that I was too fat and pregnant to climb down the
trellis the way I usually did. But Mark had knocked me up in broad
daylight that first time, so I thought if it was good enough for me
it could be good enough for Tammy. I even told my parents the same
basic lie I had that first time, that we were going to go to the
store and then to walk around the park. Exercise was good for me in
my condition, I told my mom. I don't know if she believed me or
not, but she let me go. She even told me to have a good time.
Sometimes I wondered what she really knew, but I knew better than
to ask. We were all going to get what we wanted.

Mark and Steve were sitting on Mark's front
step, drinking beer and shooting the shit. "Hi," I said, waving to
them like we were just casual friends at best.

"Hi," Mark said, waving. We walked up the
sidewalk to where they were. "Amanda, this is my buddy Steve."

"Hi, Steve," I said, reaching out to shake
his hand. Like I hadn't swallowed his cum and taken his loads in my
pussy more times than I could count. I liked Steve because he was
tall and had darkish skin, not quite black but definitely not
white. He was also polite and always clean, and as much as I loved
fucking all of Mark's friends, that wasn't true for all of
them.

"And this is my friend Tammy," I said, and
she shook both their hands. She was wearing a skirt and a shirt
that showed off some of her assets. I could tell from the way they
were grinning that they liked the way she looked. Tammy's always
been kind of a thick girl, hourglass shaped instead of skinny like
me. She was self conscious like that and part of the reason she
stayed with Brent as much as she did was because she didn't think
any other guys would like that. I was about to help teach her that
she was wrong.

"Hey, it's hot out here," Steve said. "You
ladies want to come inside for a minute, get a glass of
lemonade?"

"That'd be great," I said, wiping sweat off
my forehead. "Thanks!"

They led us inside just like they were nice
young men being neighborly to a pair of nice young girls. I didn't
give a shit what anybody in this place thought of me, not really,
but I also didn't want to make my parents suspect that Mark had
been the mystery sperm donor I still refused to name, at least not
until after the baby was born. I didn't want to give them a reason
to get him in trouble or to make me stop coming over.

When the door was shut behind us, though, I
wrapped my arms around Mark's neck and gave him a big deep kiss
with tongue. He grinned and grabbed my ass, pulling me closer. I
could feel his cock push against me through his jeans. "Hey, sexy
mama," he said.

"Hey, big daddy," I said. He laughed. At
first it was a joke but now it had started to be sexy. I liked
thinking of him not just as the guy I fucked regularly, but as the
guy who'd knocked me up. "So guys, this is Tammy, and like I told
you on the phone, she's a virgin who wants her first time to be a
good fuck from some sexy beasts. You know any?"

"Maybe," Mark winked at both of us.

"Hi," Tammy said with a wave. I'd thought
she might get nervous or chicken out, but when she got to my house
she was so excited she could hardly stand. She told me she'd
grabbed a cucumber from the fridge and fucked herself with it every
night since I agreed to ask Mark and Steve. So I guess she wasn't
going to chicken out now.

"You girls want beers?" asked Mark.

"Sure," I said, "but first I want to get
comfortable." I kicked off my sandals then pulled my dress off over
my head, letting it fall to the floor behind me. I wiggled out of
my panties in no time and took off my bra. The bra did a good job
of hiding how big my tits had gotten, but now that they were free
they hung so low they touched my big pregnant belly.

Steve wolf whistled. "You are one sexy
knocked-up lady, you know that?"

I laughed and kissed him too. "Gotta get
your fill of me now. My parents are shipping me off to Idaho soon,
and the next time you see me I'll be a skinny little girl again.
Nothing but me and a big flat stomach."

"That's fine," Steve tugged
at my nipples. "That just means you'll be empty enough to
give me a chance to knock you up
this time."

"You want to get knocked up again? That
soon?" asked Tammy.

I nodded and moaned as Steve
played with my breasts. "I feel so sexy like this. I don't think I ever want to not
be pregnant again. Just as soon as my womb is
empty, line up a bunch of cocks and let them try to squirt me full
again. Whoever does is the winner."

"Wow," said Tammy. She looked unsure about
things, but she also looked really turned on. Even though she'd
talked a big game in the dressing room, I'd always been aware that
she might chicken out. And that was okay, because being a big slut
isn't for everybody. But she looked like she was panting for it
already. I didn't think she was going to bail on us now.

Steve smiled over at her. "How's that pussy
of yours? Are you on the Pill?"

She shook her head. "My parents won't let
me. So, um, I guess you're going to have to pull out. Okay?"

"Okay, okay," said Steve. "Anything you
want." He looked back and winked at me. From the way she'd looked
so interested when I'd talked about getting knocked up we were both
pretty sure she was going to change her mind.

Mark came back with our beers and led us
into the bedroom, where I got right down on the bed. I only took
two drinks
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