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  Chapter one
Fertility Frustrations and Flirtatious Sparks


Jenna slammed the pregnancy test onto the kitchen counter, the little plastic stick clattering against the granite like an accusation. Kevin stood across from her, shoulders hunched, his brown hair falling into his eyes as he stared at the single pink line that refused to double. 
"Two years, Kevin. Two fucking years of shots and charts and timed sex that feels more like a doctor's appointment than anything hot," she said, her voice sharp but trembling at the edges. Her full D-cup breasts heaved under her tight tank top, the fabric stretching over her curvy hips and thick thighs. She had dressed that morning hoping for good news, the denim shorts hugging her ass like a second skin.
Kevin rubbed the back of his neck. "The specialist said my count is low, Jenna. We knew this round might not take. We can try the next cycle, maybe look into IVF again."
"IVF costs money we don't have, and I'm not waiting another six months just to feel empty again." She turned away, gripping the edge of the sink, but her mind was already drifting somewhere dangerous. The frustration always twisted into something hotter lately, a dark ache between her legs that whispered about stronger men, thicker loads, and a belly that finally rounded.
Kevin stepped closer, his hand tentative on her lower back. "Hey. We'll figure it out. I hate seeing you like this."
Jenna spun around, her bright blue eyes flashing. The argument had left her flushed, and the heat between her thighs pulsed with something she had been too ashamed to name before. She pressed her body against his, tilting her head up with a bratty little pout. "Maybe we need to stop pretending your dick is enough to fix this."
His eyes widened, but she didn't let him speak. Her hand slid down to cup him through his jeans, feeling him twitch despite the tension. "Look at you, already getting hard while I talk about how empty I am. What if I need someone who can actually breed me properly? Someone who could pump me full until it takes."
Kevin's breath hitched. "Jenna, what are you saying?"
She dropped to her knees right there on the kitchen floor, unzipping him with quick fingers. His average cock sprang free, already half-hard. Jenna licked a slow stripe up the underside, her long blonde hair brushing his thighs. "I'm saying maybe I fantasize about it. About a real man pinning me down and flooding my womb while you watch. Would that turn you on, baby? Knowing your wife needs better seed?"
She took him into her mouth, sucking hard, her tongue swirling as she looked up at him with innocent blue eyes. Kevin groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. The shame in his expression mixed with unmistakable arousal, and that only made Jenna wetter. She pulled off with a wet pop, stroking him slowly.
"Imagine it," she whispered, planting the seed deeper. "Another man's cum leaking out of me. You cleaning it up like a good husband while I beg for more. I want to be bred so bad it hurts. I want my belly swollen and my tits heavy with milk because someone stronger finally claimed me."
Kevin's hips jerked forward. She knew she had him. The cuckold fantasy was out in the open now, and the air between them crackled with it. Jenna stood, kissing him hard so he could taste himself on her tongue, then pulled away with a teasing grin. "Come on. We're late for the neighborhood BBQ. Martin and Lila are hosting."
The Roland house next door was already buzzing with music and laughter when they arrived. Jenna had changed into a sundress that barely contained her curves, the thin straps threatening to slip off her shoulders. Martin Roland spotted them immediately, his 6'3 frame towering over the grill as he flipped burgers with casual dominance. His dark hair was tousled, intense brown eyes locking onto Jenna like he had been waiting just for her.
"Jenna, Kevin," Martin called, his deep voice carrying across the yard. "Grab a beer. Lila's inside with the salads."
Jenna felt the familiar flutter in her stomach as she approached. Martin had always flirted, but today the air felt thicker. She brushed past him to reach for a drink, her hip deliberately grazing his thigh. "Thanks for having us. We needed the distraction."
Martin's hand settled low on her back, fingers spreading wide. "Rough week?" His touch burned through the thin fabric of her dress.
They chatted with neighbors, but Martin kept finding reasons to linger near her. When Kevin wandered off to talk to another couple, Martin stepped in close, his voice dropping. "You look like you could use a real man to take your mind off things. That husband of yours doesn't seem up to the task of keeping a woman like you satisfied."
Jenna's pulse raced. She should have stepped back. Instead she leaned in, letting her full breasts press against his arm. "Maybe you're right. Kevin tries, but..." She let the sentence hang, her breeding fantasy from earlier still humming in her veins.
Martin guided her toward the side of the house, away from prying eyes. The moment they were hidden behind the fence, his large hand cupped her ass, squeezing hard. "This body is wasted on him. These hips were made for carrying strong babies." His fingers slid lower, slipping under the hem of her dress to trace the soaked crotch of her panties. "Fuck, you're dripping. Thinking about getting knocked up by someone who can actually do it?"
Jenna gasped as two thick fingers pressed against her clit through the fabric. She gripped his forearm, thighs trembling. "Martin, we can't..."
"You want it," he growled, leaning down to whisper against her ear. His fingers pushed her panties aside and sank into her wet heat with one smooth thrust. "I can feel how bad you need it. Next time I'm going to bend you over and flood this fertile little cunt until my seed takes root. This womb is mine now. I'm going to claim it, fill it, and watch your belly grow with my child while your husband thanks me for it."
She came with a choked whimper, clenching around his fingers as the whispered promise seared into her. Martin withdrew slowly, bringing his glistening digits to her lips. She sucked them clean without thinking, tasting her own desperate arousal mixed with the future he had just promised.
"Good girl," he murmured, adjusting the massive bulge in his jeans. "Now go smile at your husband. I'll be watching that ass all night, knowing it's already mine."
Jenna straightened her dress, cheeks flushed, the secret heat between her legs throbbing with every step back toward the party. The seed was planted, and Martin's claim echoed in her mind like a brand. She found Kevin near the drinks and slipped her hand into his, squeezing tight while the taste of another man's fingers still lingered on her tongue.






  
  Chapter two
Secret Kitchen Submission


Jenna watched Kevin's car pull out of the driveway, her fingers already itching at the hem of her sundress. She had barely slept after the barbecue, Martin's whispered claim echoing in her head every time she closed her eyes. His fingers had left her aching, and the fantasy of his superior seed had taken root so deep she could feel it pulsing between her thighs. Kevin had tried to fuck her last night, sweet and careful as always, but she had come thinking about the neighbor's thick cock instead. 
She couldn't wait anymore. With Kevin gone for the day at work, Jenna slipped out the back door and crossed the short fence into the Roland yard. Her heart hammered as she knocked on the kitchen door, the summer heat already making her skin damp. Martin answered in nothing but low-slung jeans, his muscular chest bare and commanding. Those intense brown eyes raked over her curves like he had been expecting her.
"Couldn't stay away, could you?" he said, voice low and rough. He stepped aside, letting her in. The kitchen smelled like coffee and something darker, something that made her clit throb.
Jenna swallowed, trying to keep her bubbly tone. "I just... needed to talk about what you said yesterday."
Martin didn't give her space. He crowded her against the island counter, one big hand sliding up her thigh under the dress. "Talk? Or beg?" His fingers found the soaked crotch of her panties and pressed hard. "You're dripping already, little breeding slut. Tell me what you really want."
She gasped as he hooked the fabric aside and sank two thick fingers straight into her wet pussy. Jenna's hips jerked forward, gripping the counter edge while he pumped slowly, curling against that spot that made her knees weak. Martin leaned in close, his breath hot on her neck.
"Say it," he commanded. "Tell Daddy what this cunt needs."
Jenna's head fell back, long blonde hair spilling over her shoulders. Her full D-cup breasts strained against the thin dress as she rocked on his fingers. The words tumbled out before she could stop them. "I want your seed. I want your superior seed, not Kevin's. I want you to breed me, Martin. Fill my womb until it takes."
He groaned in approval, adding a third finger and stretching her wider. "That's my good girl. Admitting you need a real man to knock you up. Your husband's weak load can't do shit. This pussy belongs to me now." His thumb circled her clit with ruthless precision, drawing wet sounds from her soaked folds. Jenna moaned shamelessly, the confession making her even wetter, her thick thighs trembling around his wrist.
Martin pulled his fingers free only long enough to free his thick cock from his jeans. It slapped heavy and veined against her stomach, the fat head already leaking precum. He rubbed it along her slit, coating himself in her juices, teasing her entrance without pushing in. "Beg for it. Tell me how bad you need this cock breeding you right here on the counter."
Jenna reached down, wrapping her hand around his girth, stroking the head so more precum smeared across her fingers. "Please, Daddy. I need it inside me. I need your cum so deep I can feel it for days. Fuck me, claim me, make me pregnant with your baby."
He notched the head at her opening, pushing just enough to stretch her, when the sound of a car pulling into the driveway froze them both. Martin cursed under his breath and stepped back, tucking his cock away while Jenna yanked her dress down with shaking hands. The near-miss left her empty and desperate, her pussy clenching around nothing, a thick string of her arousal and his precum dripping down her inner thigh.
"Later," Martin growled, gripping her chin. "When I finally breed you, there won't be any interruptions. Now get home before your husband starts wondering."
Jenna stumbled back across the yards, legs unsteady, the mess between her thighs cooling in the air. By the time she reached her kitchen, Kevin was home early, setting his laptop on the table. He looked up with a tired smile. "Hey, baby. You okay? You look flushed."
She didn't answer with words. Instead she pushed him down into a chair, climbing onto the counter right in front of him and spreading her thick thighs. The sundress rode up, exposing her glistening, swollen pussy still leaking from Martin's teasing. "Eat me," she ordered, her voice bratty and breathless. "Right now. I need your tongue."
Kevin hesitated only a second before leaning in, licking a broad stripe up her slit. He groaned at the taste, lapping eagerly while Jenna held his head in place. The mix of her own cream and Martin's precum coated his tongue, and he didn't know, didn't stop, just kept sucking and cleaning her like the good husband he was. Jenna rocked against his mouth, staring at the ceiling as she relived Martin's fingers and the promise of his load, her first open admission still ringing in her ears. The tension of almost being caught only made her crave the next time more.
She came with a soft cry, flooding Kevin's mouth with everything Martin had left behind, already planning how she would get back next door soon.,
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