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 The Story So Far...

Tim and Tina had always wanted
a baby, but they didn’t seem to be able to conceive. Through a
coffee catch-up with Nicole, Tina’s slutty friend, Tina got the
idea of finding a surrogate father - maybe it was that Tim’s sperm
wasn’t virile enough, or something like that.

The only catch? Tina wanted to
conceive naturally - which meant that she had to fuck another
guy.

They were serious about it -
and they even drew up a contract with terms of ownership of the
baby, what Tina and Tim were allowed to do during the course of the
“conceiving plan”, and a non-disclosure agreement for the
“contributing party”.

She wasn’t about to just fuck
any random guy off the street. It couldn’t be someone who would
reveal this kind of dirty secrets about them to others either - it
had to be someone they could trust. But Tina wasn’t only focused on
herself and Tim’s concerns. If she was going to have a baby, it had
to be a healthy one, and she wanted one that at least had some
semblance of good genes; Tim and herself had been the benefactors
of that, and she strongly believed it would be beneficial for the
next generation. It would also have to be someone with a good
background, because she didn’t want just anyone to impregnate
her.

While she was at it, she
thought she might as well enjoy it too - she’d be the one carry the
baby inside her for nine months, and if she had to endure a
mindless sperm depositing in her with no passion, then she might as
well have done it artificially. Tim didn’t quite agree with this,
but he saw no choice if they really took this path; he wasn’t in
any position to argue since he thought Tina would have to be the
one to deal with the difficult part of the whole plan anyway.

All that meant that there had
to be a selection process - in which, much to Tim’s chagrin,
fucking the men was part of, to ensure sexual compatibility with
Tina. So they had looked for people, met people, and Tina would
fuck them, with protection (at least most of the time - she broke
the rules a few times), before they made up their minds.

This carried on for a while,
till Tina decided on one lucky guy: Brad. Tim wasn’t as pissed as
he thought he would be; he actually liked the dude. He was
practically a copy of Tim, though in a different phase of his life,
in a different job, and with different goals. He started popping by
Tim and Tina’s place when Tim was at work, and Tim seemed to get
used to it - it was better that they were exclusive than for Tina
to be grabbing a couple guys a day.

But those were the limits to
their similarities; Brad had connections, and he used them rather
frequently. He got a friend to get them a place at a luxurious
villa, and invited another one to secretly tag along - so that he
could share Tina. Tina didn’t know it was planned, but she couldn’t
resist; how could she, after having so many different and new cocks
and so much sex, no one man could have satisfied any more, not even
Brad, even if she said he did. Brad knew it, and unlike Tim would
have, didn’t try to stop it - if anything, he set the stage for
everything to happen, and before long, Tina was fucking both him
and his black, very hung, and now very good friend throughout the
duration of the vacation.

Tina might have felt some guilt
after that, but she didn’t need Tim to know - and he wouldn’t find
out, not unless Brad decided to show the videos that they had made
with all the professional equipment they had, along with their
smartphones. But he’d promised her he wouldn’t, that those were
just for his viewing pleasure, so she believed him - they even got
down to the dirty again when he replayed some of those videos. Tina
knew she shouldn’t have fucked Dredd, even if she was allowed to
fuck Brad, but seeing the two of them ravage her, seeing herself
taking their dicks and their cum, and her gaping holes after each
session, somehow made her wet all over again, and she would pounce
on Brad and drain him dry.

Soon enough though, it wasn’t
Tina and Brad that were going away to literal fucking paradise -
that paradise was going to fall upon them.


Leaving on a Jet
Plane


Tim came home from work one day, now accustomed
to the sight of Brad’s Toyota Prius in their driveway. He sighed -
at least it was better than seeing a change in the car every other
day, sometimes more than once a day. With only one guy, there was
less to worry about, wasn’t there? And yet, he felt a pang of
jealousy at the fact that someone else was fucking his wife, and
going to put a baby in her eventually.

Then again, given that he had fucked Nicole,
perhaps he had no right to feel jealous.

It had only recently sunk in that every time
he looked at the child, he would remember that it wasn’t his. He
wondered if they should ever tell their child how he or she was
really conceived; what would the child think? Would he be disgusted
at them both? Or maybe just him, that Tim couldn’t “perform” when
it counted? Or worse, maybe he would think lowly of his “father”
and treat him like shit, and call him mother a whore.

Tim shook his head
violently, willing the thoughts to leave. We’ll just have to keep it from the child, he thought, and everything will be
ok. It did seem like a simple and viable
solution, but it didn’t clear away the nagging feeling that he
would remember this internal argument each time he looked at his
supposed offspring.

He sighed
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