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      I’ve been cheating on my husband for months now, and the poor sap doesn’t suspect a thing. I should probably feel guilty, but I don’t.

      It’s not that I don’t love my husband. He just doesn’t do it for me sexually.

      I have a breeding fetish. It’s not that I really want a baby or anything like that. I just want the man I’m fucking to want to impregnate me. I want him to be all growly and possessive and go crazy over the thought of knocking me up.

      Nothing gets me hotter.

      And, Max…well, Max gets that. Max loves the thought of filling me up with his seed.

      “Gonna nut in you so hard, there won’t be any way you won’t get pregnant with my bastard child,” he grunts in my ear just before he released a torrent of cum deep inside me.

      The aftermath of Max's climax is a moment heavy with the scent of sweat and sex. As he collapses beside ne, his breath still ragged, I can't help but enjoy the smug satisfaction that washes over me. His words still echo in my mind, a delicious promise that stirs something primitive inside me.

      I reach over to trace the line of Max's jaw, watching him turn to look at me with those dark, intense eyes. "You really mean that, don't you?" I whisper, biting my lip slightly as I feel another wave of arousal just from his gaze alone.

      "Yeah," he replies, his voice low and husky. "I do."

      It’s intoxicating, hearing those words. It makes me feel wanted in a way that I haven’t felt in years. It’s not just sex. It’s more—raw and real.

      We lay tangled together for a few moments longer before I force myself to get up. Glancing around, I find my clothes scattered across the floor of the cheap motel room we've taken to using for our clandestine meetings. As I dress, I keep replaying Max’s words over and over in my head.

      “You sure you can handle the consequences?” I tease lightly as I zip up my skirt.

      Max sits up on the edge of the bed, rubbing the back of his neck as he watches me dress. His eyes, dark and promising, never leave my body. “Baby, I can handle anything as long as it means having you like this,” he says, his tone serious despite the playful glint in his eye.

      I smirk, sliding into my blouse and buttoning it up with deliberate slowness. “Is that so? You’d better be ready then. Because I might just take you up on that offer someday.” The implications of my words hang heavy between us, mingled with the stale air of smoke and musk.

      Max stands, crossing the room in two strides to pull me against him. His hands roam over my back, firm and insistent, as he dips his head to capture my lips with his. The kiss is deep and consuming, leaving me breathless and leaning into him for support.

      “Don’t tease me,” he murmurs against my lips. “You know I’ll give you anything.”

      I push away slightly, fixing him with a steady gaze. “Even if it changes everything?”

      “Especially then,” he assures me, his voice thick with desire.

      I nod slowly, my mind racing with the possibilities of what we are venturing into. It’s reckless and wild, but so is everything about us. As I pick up my purse and sling it over my shoulder, the thrill of our agreement adds an extra sway to my hips. I flash him one last daring smile before heading towards the door.

      As I step out into the chill of the evening, the outside world feels eerily quiet compared to the storm of emotions raging inside me. The streetlights cast long shadows on the pavement, mirroring the dark, exciting secret that now pulses through my veins like a second heartbeat.

      Driving back home, the streets are nearly empty, giving me too much time to think. Every red light is a reminder of the stop I should have put to this months ago. But with every green light, my resolve weakens, fueled by the intoxicating mix of fear and desire that Max ignites in me.

      I pull into the driveway, and for a moment, I sit in the car, gathering courage or perhaps stalling for time. The house looks serene and unsuspecting as ever—a stark contrast to the turmoil inside me.

      Inside, my husband is waiting up for me, sitting on the sofa with a tired smile that tightens my chest with something akin to remorse. “Hey babe,” he says as he stands to greet me with a kiss that’s soft and sweet and oh so different from Max’s possessive, demanding ones.

      My husband pulls me into him, and I feel his hard cock in his pants.

      I don’t deny him either. Maybe it’s a testament to what a dirty slut I really am, but I thrill at the thought of my husband unknowingly sliding his cock inside my pussy that’s already lined with another man’s seed.

      He whispers sweet nothings, his hands roaming with a gentleness that contrasts sharply with Max's fervor. His touch, familiar and safe, pulls at something deep within me—a part of me that still clings to the vows we made. But as he leads me towards the bedroom, those vows feel like chains tightening around my chest.

      In the bedroom, he undresses me slowly, with care, his eyes filled with love and desire that I know I don’t deserve. As he slips inside of me, his movements tender and loving, a pang of guilt pierces through the haze of arousal. I close my eyes, trying to push away the images of Max, trying to be present with the man who trusts me wholly, not knowing I could shatter his world in a heartbeat.

      But it’s too late to pull back now. I'm too far gone. My body betrays me as it responds to my husband's touch, climbing towards a climax that feels like a betrayal because I’m not getting off to my husband. I’m getting off to knowing that I cheated on him.

      When my orgasm washes over me, it leaves a bitter taste in my mouth. He finishes shortly after, a content sigh escaping him as he collapses next to me, oblivious to the storm raging in my heart.

      Lying there in the dark, him wrapped around me in peaceful slumber, the weight of what I'm doing becomes crippling.

      But still I don’t stop.

      I can’t

      I’m back at Max’s house the next day. He’s eating my pussy and calling me a filthy whore that he can’t wait to breed.

      The words roll off Max's tongue, a mixture of degradation and adoration that sends chills down my spine. He grips my thighs with iron strength, his fingers digging into my flesh as his mouth works fervently between my legs. The contrast between this raw, primal passion and the gentle love of my husband only hours before is staggering.

      Max's heady declarations are intoxicating, reinforcing every reckless decision I've made since we started this dangerous game. His hunger for me feels like a validation of the wildness inside me that I rarely let surface. But here with him, I allow myself to drown in the pleasure, in the forbidden.

      His hands travel up to hold my hips still as he devours me, his tongue relentless. The building climax is fierce and overwhelming, threatening to rip through me with an intensity I can barely stand. Gasping, I clutch at the sheets, buckling under the exquisite pressure until it crashes over me in waves of electric pleasure.

      I try to catch my breath while Max rises up, his lips glistening and a satisfied smirk playing on his face. He hovers over me, his eyes dark pools of lust. “You’re mine,” he states firmly, each word a nail sealing my fate further.

      The raw ownership in his voice should scare me—perhaps part of it does—but it also thrills me, stoking the fires of my desire even more. His body presses down against mine, the weight both comforting and overwhelming. I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him closer, silently urging him on.

      Max doesn't need any further encouragement. He positions himself at my entrance, and with a swift thrust, he's inside me, filling me completely. The sensation is so intense it almost hurts, but it's the kind of pain that only heightens the pleasure. He starts to move, slowly at first, then gaining momentum, each thrust deeper and harder than the last.

      His hands are everywhere—grabbing, squeezing, exploring. They map every curve of my body as if he’s claiming it all for himself. And in this moment, I am his completely.

      The room fades away until there's nothing but the sound of our bodies slapping together, his grunts mingling with my moans. The familiar guilt tries to creep into my mind, but it's drowned out by the flood of pleasure that Max is driving into me. I am lost in this world we've created, where right and wrong blur into irrelevance.

      Suddenly, Max's movements become more urgent, desperate even. He grabs my hair and pulls my head back slightly, exposing my throat. His breath is hot against my skin as he whispers, "I'm close, you fucking beautiful thing." The words are crude but they strike a chord within me, pushing me towards the edge once again.

      He thrusts with a ferocity that borders on painful, each movement designed to take us both over the brink. My nails dig into his back, drawing lines of fervor as the tension builds to an unbearable pitch. Then, with a loud groan that echoes through the room, Max reaches his climax, his body shuddering against mine in powerful waves. I follow closely behind, my own orgasm ripping through me with such force that for a moment I can't breathe.

      We collapse together, a tangle of sweat and satisfied limbs. Max's breath is heavy against my neck, and for a fleeting second, the world outside this room—with its expectations and consequences—doesn't matter.

      And that’s when I feel like I’m being watched.

      I look up and
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