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Even though I was Neveah's mother on her
birth certificate, and I'd always love her and take care of her, I
wasn't her mom. That was my mom. She and my dad had adopted my baby
the day after she was born, and they'd both loved having another
child to take care of. They'd always wanted more, I thought, but
they stopped after my little sister. This was my mother's chance to
be maternal again.

She was definitely young enough. She'd been
sixteen, almost seventeen, when she'd had my oldest sister, and
only twenty-one when she had me. That put her at barely over forty
when she found herself once more in the role of a mother.

Of course, it helped that I was basically a
live-in nanny with two big milk-filled titties at the ready
whenever she wanted a feeding. Still, as far as anyone was
concerned, Neveah was just my newest baby sister.

On the surface we were the perfect happy
family, except for how I, the wild child, had been engaged ever so
briefly to our church's pastor's son. He was married now, though,
to a girl two years younger than even I was. She seemed nice
enough, though I definitely hadn't gotten any baby shower
invitations from her. I wondered if that was more her doing or his.
It didn't matter, though. It wasn't my problem.

But as much as I liked taking care of Neveah,
my pussy felt empty. The doctors had told me to take it easy for a
while after the birth, and they'd ordered me on strict pussy rest:
no cocks, no dildos, no fingers, nothing. I had to bide my time and
be good.

It was the hardest six months of my entire
life. The whole time I'd been pregnant I'd been fucking a steady
stream of cocks wherever I'd been able to get them. The first had
been Mark, who'd knocked me up in the first place. Then had been
all his friends, whose balls were always full and dicks were always
at the ready to give my pregnant little pussy the creamy sperm it
craved. I'd even found and fucked a few local hotties when I went
to stay with my aunt and uncle before giving birth, when my belly
was way too big to hide from anyone.

I wanted cock now, and I wanted it bad. I was
hungry for it. I had fantasies all the time. I thought about
grabbing the checkout boy at the grocery and humping him right
there behind the register. I wanted to climb into the mailman's
truck and sit on his lap, bouncing up and down on his cock as he
drove around for his deliveries. I got wet when the waiter at the
diner came over to where my family and me were sitting and under
his pants his cock was close enough that I could have reached out
and grabbed it. There was a homeless guy at the intersection and I
thought about getting out and offering him twenty bucks if he would
just fuck me until this itch went away. My whole world seemed
wrapped up in my pussy and how it felt just so terribly empty. I
was more than ready.

Even Tammy didn't have time for me anymore,
not now that she was nursing twins with her new husband Steve. She
made a great mother, with a baby on each bare breast. She and Steve
were already talking about how many more they'd have. Funny enough,
one looked like him but one looked an awful lot like Mark. It was
hard to tell with babies, though, and I knew that Steve would love
them both the same no matter whose sperm had gotten Tammy knocked
up. She had been my constant source of non penetrative sex, though,
and now that she was gone I didn't know what to do.

I didn't dare go over to Mark's. He and I
would get together sometimes in the presence of other people, but I
knew the second I snuck over there I would be riding his cock until
I drained his balls dry making him shoot load after load into my
pussy. And I wasn't supposed to do that. So I stayed good and kept
my distance. For now.

"I'm going to the doctor tomorrow," I told
him as I stood outside his house. It was where I'd met him for the
first time, where I'd invited myself in before asking him to knock
me up to save me from a marriage I didn't want. It had only been
last December but it seemed like a whole lifetime ago.

"Going to come over after?" he asked,
trimming the hedges. He was sweaty and shirtless, and it was making
me cream my panties something fierce just to watch him.

I shook my head. "Dad's having some of his
business partners over for dinner. I've got to play the good
daughter. The day after, though?"

Mark grinned. "I'd love to. My dick really
misses being buried in that little pussy."

"My pussy misses being stuffed full of your
dick," I told him. I was going to have to go home and change my
shorts after this. We were out here in the sunlight and we looked
like two ordinary people having a normal conversation. Nobody
passing by knew that we were talking about how I was probably going
to get my belly pumped full of my second baby. I liked being a
slut, but I missed being a real life pregnant slut. I knew Mark
would do his best to make sure I didn't miss it for long.

"Want me to call anyone else?" Mark
asked.

I shrugged. "You want to call anyone
else?"

Mark wiped the sweat from his forehead. "I
was actually thinking I might like just having you all to myself
again, for a little while."

"That's so sweet!" I said.
I looked around to make sure no one was watching then blew him a
kiss. "You're a charmer and you have
a big dick."

"The better to knock you up with, my dear,"
Mark laughed.

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

I couldn't even wait until
I got out of the doctor's office. I was waiting in line to finish
up the last paperwork when I texted Mark and Tammy both in quick
succession. I was apparently doing fine down there and had been
cleared for fucking! I felt so relieved, and at the same time even
tenser than before. Now that I knew I could
get my pussy stuffed, it was all I wanted to
do.

But like I told Mark, I had this whole family
dinner thing. Apparently even though my parents were still fairly
young it was kind of weird for the people in his company, at his
level, to suddenly be a new parent again. So this was kind of his
thing to get the senior executives over, show them he's still a
good honest family man, all that. I don't know, maybe they thought
he'd knocked up some little slut like me on the side and was now
dealing with the consequences. I guess they didn't know how boring
my dad was.

So mom did all the work and
made an amazing dinner. She put an extra leaf in the table so
everyone could fit around it. At one end sat my dad and mom was at
the other. I was next to her so I could help take care of the baby
and my little sister Ginny, who was going to graduate high school
next year, was by dad. I think she suspected something about where
we'd really gotten Neveah from, and
I think she knew we didn't have a wayward second cousin named Mary,
but she never asked. I decided I would be honest with her if I ever
did, but only if she ever asked. I wasn't quite ready to have
competition for the title of family slut!

Four of dad's business
partners were there. I didn't even know what dad did, really, just
sold some kind of industrial part that apparently made him good
money. Mr. Deever and Mr. Banks were old as grandfathers, maybe
even great grandfathers, considering
that my own father technically had a grandchild now. They had white
hair and big smiles and talked to me like I was twelve years old.
With them, on Ginny's side, was Mr. Carlington, who was tall and
thin and very soft-spoken. He didn't say much except when Mr.
Deever or Mr. Banks asked him something, and then he responded
right away. A nice enough guy, I guess, but it wasn't my job to get
to know him.

No, I was seated next to Mr. Zane. He was
older than my father, I could tell by the gray that started at his
temples and pushed back through his dark hair. He had taken good
care of himself, though, and where the other men looked old, he
just looked handsome. He wore a three-piece black suit and a bright
red tie with a pocket square, sexy and fashionable. His hair was
kind of long and mane-like, long enough that I thought about how I
could run my finger through it and grab handfuls of it and make him
eat out my pussy.

Fuck, I was horny! And I needed to stop
thinking this about a guy who was two, maybe even three times my
age. And my dad's immediate boss! Mr. Deever and Mr. Banks were the
owners of the company, so I didn't think they made a lot of
decisions, and Mr. Carlington was obviously their personal
bookkeeper and assistant or something. But I'd heard dad talk about
Mr. Zane before, so I knew he was the kind of man dad saw every day
at the office. He was definitely off limits.

But there was no harm in fantasy, right? It
wasn't like I was paying attention to all the boring things they
were talking about. I only perked my head up when the conversation
drifted to Neveah, because that was something I could actually talk
about. We didn't talk about her much though, because a bunch of
stuffy businessmen aren't going to spend a whole dinner talking
about a baby.

"No, I never had children of my own," Mr.
Zane said in response to a question someone, I think Ginny, had
asked him. "My first wife and I were very excited about the idea,
but she passed in a car accident before we could even really
try."

"I'm so sorry," I said, and I really was.

Mr. Zane smiled at me. "Thank you, I
appreciate that. But it was a long time ago, and it took me a
while, but I've remarried since. We've been together almost ten
years now. It just doesn't look like children are in the cards for
the two of us, though."

"That's such a shame," said my mother,
feeding Neveah a little spoonful of some mush from a jar. "My
little girls are such a gift. Even when they misbehave." She gave
me a wry smile.

I pretended total innocence. "I'm a perfect
angel, mother!" I said.

She laughed and patted my
hand. "You are perfectly something,
darling."

"Did I," began Mr. Deever. He stopped and
cleared his throat and collected his thoughts. "Did I remember that
one of the two of you young ladies was engaged to be married?"

I raised my hand. "That'd be me. Not anymore,
though."

My father gave me the look that told me I was
wandering into dangerous territory. But I just nodded at him. I
knew we were playing the perfect little family tonight and I
already had the perfect answer.

"Oh dear," said Mr. Deever. "I hope
everything is all right?"

"Very all right," I said
with a smile. "We thought about everything and just realized that
we really just weren't compatible. Our parents were doing what they
thought was best for us by encouraging us to get married, and we
tried to see if we could make it work. But we thought, well, better
to realize this now than after a big
expensive wedding, right?"

"And a big expensive divorce!" laughed Mr.
Banks. The whole table laughed politely along with him. I wondered
how many wives they'd had between the two of them. Rich men like
that always seemed to have four or five exes each. I wonder if they
knew how many of those wives spent their marriages fucking the pool
boys, gardeners, handymen, security guards, drivers, and all the
other young dick that had reason to be around the house. I knew
this because Mark had a lot of friends who held jobs like that, and
they all had stories after stories of all the young wives they'd
stuck their cocks in while their old, limp dicked husbands had no
clue. It was enough to make you wonder how many of the rich kids in
those private schools had actually come from working-class
sperm.

"But I'm very happy now," I said, patting
Neveah's head. "I get to help take care of my new baby sister and I
spend a lot of time with my best friend. She and her husband just
had twins. So I keep myself busy taking care of babies."

I felt something bump my knee under the
table, and I looked down as Mr. Deever started talking again about
one boring thing or another. It
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