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Chapter 1: The Heat of the Night



Sex is a mind game. No matter how perfect the scene—candlelight flickering, silk sheets, or the way her lace clings to her curves—ninety percent of it happens in the head. It’s the whispers, the promises, the way she looks at me like I’m the only thing she needs. I’m a visual guy; I get off on watching her face twist in pleasure, her body swaying beneath me. But my wife, Elena, she’s different—sensual, lost in the feel of it, eyes shut tight as she chases that deep, unspoken rush. That’s how it’s always been with us.

That night, we weren’t making love. We were fucking—raw, urgent, like animals who’d been caged too long. I was buried inside her, her nails digging into my back as she pulled me deeper, hips rocking until I felt the tip of myself brush something primal inside her. Earlier, I’d watched her get ready—smirking as she scooped a dollop of lube and worked it into herself, her eyes locked on mine, daring me. No foreplay, just that grin and her legs falling open. I’d teased her first, sliding my length along her clit, feeling her swollen heat wrap around me.

“I stopped taking my pill last month…” Her voice was coy, playful, as she ground against me. “Wanna fuck my used, cum-filled pussy?” She stretched back, arms above her head, looking innocent and filthy all at once.

“Oh, God…” That was my kryptonite, and she knew it. The lube made her slick as hell, and I pulled back just enough to line up, then sank deep. She arched, eyes fluttering shut. My brain spun the fantasy—her, dripping with someone else’s cum, maybe even knocked up. We rode it together, thrusting hard for a few strokes before I slowed, nuzzling her nose, my voice low.

“Did you really stop the pill?”

She nodded, slow and deliberate. “Please, don’t pull out. I love this—fucking like this. I don’t ovulate ‘til late next week anyway.” Her legs hooked around me, pulling me in. “I just want it natural, completely.” Her eyes begged, hips moving in that rhythm that owned me.

“Oh God, this is so good.” I matched her pace, sinking into the reality of it, loving her with every thrust. This wasn’t just fucking anymore—it was something deeper.

“What about babies?” I murmured, half-teasing, half-serious.

“If it happens, it happens—naturally, lovingly.” She kissed me, grinned, then kissed me again, harder. “But no pulling out… ever.” That grin turned wicked.

“Can we still play the fantasy? Can I watch men cum deep inside you?”

“Oh God, yes.” Her eyes slammed shut, and she bucked against me, hard. “Would you kiss me while they’re cumming in me, getting me pregnant?” That broke us both.

We shattered together. She curled into me, pulling me deep as I erupted, pulse after pulse flooding her. I felt myself nudge that sweet spot inside, and she smiled as we came down, holding me there. I collapsed, breathless.

“Oh, lover, that was so good,” she whispered, stroking my face. We kept moving together, gentle now, catching our breath. Soon, we drifted off—me softening inside her, her warmth cradling me as we slept.

The sun woke me, spilling gold across the room. Early summer, Saturday—my kind of morning. Elena was still out, sprawled across the bed, so I slipped away, tucking my pillow behind her and pulling the blanket up. She stretched in her sleep, smiling, and I padded to the kitchen.

I tried to be quiet, but the clink of coffee cups and the smell of brewing beans roused her. She snuck up behind me, arms wrapping around my waist. I turned, pulling her close, hands roaming her bare skin. She wore just a short cami—her usual sleepwear—nothing else. I lifted my shirt, pressing my growing hardness against her. She tilted her hips, nestling me against her slick heat, grinning as she rocked against me like I was caught in her perfect little trap.

“Good morning,” I said, smirking. She was already wet, slippery from last night. “If you’re not careful, I’m gonna make a mess all over you.”

“Ooo… I’d like that.” She teased me, voice low. “But I’d rather you cum in me than on me.” She humped me a little longer, then pulled back with a kiss, leaving me aching.

I glanced down. Her cami barely reached her navel, and I’d left a shiny spot of pre-cum on her clit. She saw it too, pushing it between her lips with a finger, then licking it clean with a wicked smile.

“After breakfast, we can add to that,” she said, grabbing her coffee and heading for the deck.






















Chapter 2: Desire



It was nearly noon when we sprawled out on the couch, Elena’s iPad glowing between us as we scrolled through erotic stories. I sat behind her, my chest pressed to her back, one hand lazily stroking her as she leaned into me. She still wore just that short cami, her legs parting instinctively under my touch. I loved that about her—three years married, and she’d never once said no. She’d told me once she slept without panties to always be ready, a private game we played. Even asleep, she’d open for me—or anyone—with the slightest tease, mumbling and lifting her hips.

“Oh! This one’s good,” she said, her hips shifting against my hand as we read. “Oh!”

The story was filthy—a woman’s lover fetching a used condom from a friend and pouring it into her. “Oh, that’s so hot…” Elena’s legs spread wider, her head tipping back, eyes closing as the image sank in. I circled her clit, and she arched, soft moans spilling out.

We teased each other through a few more stories, then dragged ourselves off the couch to tend the horses. As we dressed, a thought hit me.

“Oh, don’t forget—James and Tara are coming this weekend.”

“Right,” she said, tugging on a shirt. “I’ll grab some wine and stuff for the grill. Maybe rent a couple movies too.”

I grinned. My mind was already spinning, dirty little ideas taking root.

James and Tara were old friends—a Black couple we’d known forever. He worked with me, always griping about the condoms Tara made him wear. He hated them, but she wouldn’t touch birth control and wouldn’t fuck without protection. Tara was gorgeous, but a handful—stubborn as hell, to put it nicely.

That night, James called. Tara had a last-minute flight Saturday, so I suggested they come anyway—have a romantic night here, and she could head out from our place in the morning. He paused, then agreed. “Sounds great. See you next weekend.”

I woke early that Saturday, the guest room creaking with muffled moans. James and Tara were at it, their quiet gasps telling me they’d both gotten off. I smirked, listening as the bathroom door clicked shut minutes later. James cleared his throat, the toilet flushed, and I waited. I’d warned him earlier—don’t flush condoms; they mess with the septic. My brain sparked, a wicked idea flaring to life. When I heard their door close, I slipped out of bed and tiptoed to the bathroom.

There it was, in the wastebasket—a fat, used condom, brimming with James’s cum, still warm. My rational side wrestled with the filthy urge bubbling up, but the urge won. I snatched it, careful not to spill, and crept back to our room.

Elena slept, gorgeous and unguarded. I hid the condom in one hand, sliding in behind her, my free hand roaming her skin as I pressed my hardening cock against her. She stirred, rolling onto her back, legs falling open with a sleepy smile. I stroked her pussy, and she rocked into me, soft and willing.

“Well, good morning,” she murmured, grinning as she felt me against her hip. “I know where you can put that.”

“In a minute.” I licked my fingers, teasing her clit until she was wet and open. “I’ve got a surprise. James fucked Tara this morning…” I held up the condom, letting her see the thick load inside.

“Oh God…” Her eyes went wide, legs spreading further as she humped my fingers. She flicked her gaze between me and the condom, breathless.

“Yeah…?” I raised an eyebrow, smirking.

Her mouth dropped open, and she nodded, lifting her hips. I sat beside her, rubbing her slick pussy, then held the condom with both hands. “Hold yourself open,” I said. Her eyes flared, and she spread herself wide—her swollen, red cervix peeking out. I tilted the condom, and a thin stream of cum dribbled into her.

“Oh God… Yes…” Her hips bucked, and I aimed better, squeezing the whole sticky mess into her. “Ohhh… yes.” She grinned as it coated her cervix, pooling deep, spilling onto the sheets.

“Oh, lover… You filled my fertile pussy with James’s cum.” She cupped herself, trapping it inside. I tossed the empty condom aside and knelt between her knees. My cock throbbed as I slid into her—warm, slick, so full of him. It was unreal.

“Oh, love. That’s so good.” Her pussy gripped me, James’s cum slicking my shaft as we fucked. “Oh God, I’m full of cum and you’re fucking me… pushing it deeper. Ohhh! I’m gonna have James’s Black baby.” She pulled me in, grinding her clit against me, and shattered—climax ripping through her. “Oh! Yes! Push his cum deeper… Oh James…”

I lost it, erupting hard, adding my load to the mix. Cum squeezed out around me, and we rode the aftershocks, slowing to a gentle rhythm. “Stay in me,” she whispered. “Go soft and sleep inside me.” We kept moving, soft and lazy, until I rested my head beside hers, spent.














Chapter 3: The Edge of Temptation


“That was… still is, incredible. I’ve never cum like that before,” I said, my voice soft against Elena’s ear as we lay there, bodies still tangled, my softening cock nestled inside her.

She smiled, shy for a moment. “Can we do it… again, I mean, soon, with James’s cum…” Her eyes flicked away, then back to me, uncertain but hungry.

“You want a Black baby, don’t you?” I slid beside her, my hand tracing her slick, used pussy. She moaned, eyes fluttering shut as she rocked against me.

“I’d love people thinking I fuck other men—lots of men,” she whispered, grinding harder.

I leaned in, my breath hot on her ear. “Would you like to feel James’s big cock cumming in you?”

“Ohhh…” She clamped my hand against her pussy, rubbing it into her as she moaned, lost in the thought.

“Lover, I really am ovulating, you know,” she said, her gaze locking with mine, serious now.

James left to drive Tara to the airport, promising to swing back for barbecue later. I found Elena in our room, fresh from the shower, dressing for the day. On warm weekends, she loved lounging around the house in next to nothing—a T-shirt and panties, maybe. I watched her slip on a sheer cami that stopped just below her navel, her dark nipples pressing against the fabric like little invitations. Her pussy looked swollen, freshly shaved, and smooth as a baby’s skin, lips hot
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