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  Chapter one
Anniversary Tease


The candlelight painted the bedroom in warm golds and deep ambers. Timmy Martel sat on the edge of their bed with his hands clasped between his knees. His heart thudded against his ribs as he watched his wife prepare herself. Five years of marriage tonight, and the air felt thick enough to choke on. 
Lucy stood before the full-length mirror with her back to him. She had just stepped from the shower, her skin still dewy. The black lace lingerie she chose clung to every curve like it had been poured over her. The bra pushed her full, heavy breasts up into two perfect swells that threatened to spill with each breath. The matching thong disappeared between her thick thighs, framing the wide hips that had always made his mouth go dry. Her long chestnut hair tumbled down her back in loose waves. When she turned slightly, the candle flames caught the flush already blooming across her chest.
God, she was beautiful. And he was... Timmy. Slim, boyish, kind-eyed Timmy who had never once made her scream the way he knew she needed.
She met his gaze in the mirror. A small, knowing smile curved her sensual lips. "You've been quiet all evening, Tim. Thinking about what I promised you?"
His throat clicked when he swallowed. "Yeah. The special anniversary gift. You've been dropping hints for weeks. I just... I don't know what it is yet."
Lucy turned fully now. The lace whispered against her skin as she walked toward him. Each step made her breasts sway. She stopped between his spread knees and placed her hands on his shoulders. The scent of her vanilla body lotion mixed with something warmer underneath. Something that was already her.
"It's life-changing, baby." Her voice dropped to that husky whisper she used when she wanted to unravel him. "I've been thinking about what we both need. What I need. And I finally decided how we're going to celebrate five years of you loving me so perfectly."
She pushed gently. Timmy let himself fall back onto the mattress. Lucy climbed over him, straddling his lap with deliberate slowness. The heat of her pussy pressed against the front of his slacks through the thin lace. She rocked forward once, grinding down, and he felt his modest four inches twitch helplessly inside his pants.
"Lu..." The nickname came out strained.
"Shh." She braced her hands on his chest and rolled her hips again in a slow, filthy circle. The lace dragged over his growing bulge. "Feel that? That's all you ever give me, Tim. That little twitch. That sweet, quick pulse. I love you for it. I do. But tonight I want more than sweet. I want to be ruined. I want to be claimed so deep it changes everything."
Timmy's hands found her thick thighs. His fingers sank into soft flesh as she continued the lazy grind. Her breathing had already grown heavier. Each roll of her hips made her breasts strain against the lace bra. He could see her nipples, tight and dark, pressing against the fabric.
"What are you saying?" he whispered. Part of him already knew. The dark part that got hard at the thought of his own failure.
Lucy leaned down until her lips brushed his ear. Her chestnut hair fell around them like a curtain. "I'm going to let another man get me pregnant tonight, Tim. A real man. One who can stretch me open and fill me with thick, potent seed. That's my anniversary gift to both of us. I'm going to conceive with superior cock while you support me every single step."
His cock jerked hard beneath her. She felt it. A soft, wicked laugh vibrated against his neck.
"There it is. That pathetic little twitch again. You know it's true, don't you? You've never been able to stay hard long enough to really fuck me. Never been able to go deep. Never given me the kind of load a baby needs." She sat up and kept grinding, slower now, more purposeful. "Say it, baby. Tell me your little dick isn't enough."
Timmy's face burned. Shame and arousal twisted together so tightly he could barely breathe. "It's... it's not enough, Lu. I know that."
"Good boy." She rewarded him with a harder grind, letting her wetness soak through the lace and dampen his slacks. "His name is James. I found him through a very discreet app. He's thirty-five, tall, built like a god. Nine inches, baby. Thick. The kind of cock that makes your wife forget her own name."
She reached for her phone on the nightstand without stopping the motion of her hips. Her fingers flew across the screen. Then she turned it toward him.
The first photo made Timmy's stomach drop. It was Lucy in this very lingerie, taken in their bathroom mirror just days ago. She had pulled the bra cups down to expose one heavy breast, pinching her nipple. The caption beneath it read: *Ready to be bred?*
The next image was worse. Or better. A tall, muscular man with a shaved head and intense dark eyes stared back at him. James. Shirtless. The thick outline of his heavy cock clearly visible down the leg of his grey sweatpants. Lucy had sent him a heart-eyed emoji in response.
"Look at him, Tim. Really look." Lucy held the phone closer while she rocked against his twitching bulge. "He's going to fuck me tonight in a hotel suite. He's going to pin me down and pump me so full of cum I'll be dripping for days. And you're going to wait here like a good husband, knowing every drop is better than anything you've ever given me."
Timmy stared at the photos until they burned behind his eyes. His cock was leaking now, a small wet spot forming on his slacks. Lucy noticed. She dragged one finger through it and brought it to her mouth, sucking slowly.
"Pathetic and perfect," she murmured. "I love how hard this makes you."
He tried to thrust up against her. Tried to take some control. For one desperate moment he rolled them over so he was on top. Lucy let him. Her legs parted willingly as he fumbled with his zipper. When he finally freed himself, his modest erection bobbed between them, already glistening at the tip and flushed dark red.
"Please, Lu. Let me try. Let me be inside you tonight."
Her expression softened with something like tenderness, but her eyes stayed hungry. "Okay, baby. One try. Show me what you've got."
Timmy pushed the lace thong aside. Her pussy was soaked, lips puffy and shining. He rubbed his small cock against her folds once, twice, then slid in. The familiar wet heat engulfed him. For five glorious seconds he felt like a man. Then Lucy clenched around him deliberately and moaned another man's name under her breath.
"James..."
Timmy groaned and thrust faster. His hips slapped against her thighs. The candles flickered. Her breasts bounced with each desperate movement. But it was already ending. He could feel that familiar tightening at the base of his spine after less than a minute.
"No, Tim. Not yet." Lucy planted a hand on his chest and pushed him back. His cock slipped out of her with a wet sound, bobbing angrily in the air. "You don't get to cum tonight. That's not what this is about."
She slid up the bed until her back rested against the headboard. Then she hooked her fingers in the thong and pulled it to the side again, exposing her glistening pussy.
"Come here. Use your mouth. And listen while I tell you exactly what's going to happen when I leave."
Timmy crawled between her thick thighs like a man in a trance. The scent of her arousal was overwhelming this close. Sweet and musky. He leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly up her slit. Lucy sighed and threaded her fingers through his short brown hair.
"That's it. Good husband. Lick me while I talk about the man who's going to breed me." She tugged his hair to guide him. "James is going to start by kissing me like he owns me. Deep. Possessive. His tongue in my mouth while his hands squeeze these tits you love so much."
Timmy groaned into her pussy. His tongue circled her clit with the careful, gentle strokes he knew she liked. Her hips rolled against his face.
"He's going to suck on my nipples until they're aching. Then he'll finger me open. Three thick fingers, Tim. Stretching me. Getting me ready for a cock that actually fills me." Her voice grew breathier. "God, I'm so wet just thinking about it. Can you taste how excited I am?"
"Yes," he mumbled against her folds. The word vibrated through her. Lucy's thighs trembled.
"Keep licking, baby. Flatten that tongue. Yes, just like that." She held him tighter against her. "When he's ready he'll put me on my back and push that massive cock inside me. I'll feel every inch, Tim. Every vein. He'll bottom out against my cervix and stay there while he tells me I'm going to take his baby."
Timmy's own cock throbbed painfully against the mattress. He wanted to touch it so badly but knew she would stop him. Instead he licked faster, sucking her swollen clit between his lips the way she liked.
Lucy's breathing hitched. "He's going to fuck me raw, Tim. No condom. Just skin on skin. He's going to pound me until the bed shakes and my legs won't stop shaking. And when he cums... fuck... when he cums he's going to flood me. So much cum. Potent, superior seed. He'll hold himself deep while it pumps straight into my womb."
Her words were getting choppier. Her thighs clamped around his head. Timmy could feel her getting close. Her pussy fluttered against his tongue. He licked harder, desperate to push her over.
"I'm going to get pregnant tonight, Tim. James is going to breed your wife on our anniversary. And you're going to thank him for it. You're going to thank him for giving me what you never could."
Her back arched. A low, keening moan built in her throat. She was right there, trembling on the edge. Then, suddenly, she pulled his head back by the hair. Her chest heaved. Her pussy glistened inches from his soaked face.
"Not yet," she panted. "I want to cum on his cock first."
Timmy whimpered. His cock was purple and leaking steadily now. Lucy reached down and wrapped her fingers around it. Her hand looked so much bigger than his shaft. She stroked him slowly, torturously, using her own wetness as lube.
"Look at this poor little thing. So eager. So useless for breeding." She twisted her wrist on the upstroke, thumbing over the sensitive head. "I'm going to edge you until I leave. Then you're going to stay here aching while I get fucked properly."
She worked him with expert precision. Bringing him right to the brink, then stopping completely until the orgasm retreated. Again and again. Each time he got closer. Each time she stopped sooner. Her dirty words never stopped.
"James is going to mark me. Maybe cum on my tits first. Or my face. Then he'll fuck me again. And again. Until I'm so full I'm bloated with it. Until my belly looks pregnant already. That's what you want, isn't it? To raise another man's child while knowing every orgasm I had came from his superior cock?"
"Yes," Timmy gasped. Tears of frustration pricked his eyes. "God, Lu, please..."
She gave his cock one final slow stroke, then released it entirely. It slapped wetly against his stomach, angry and denied.
Lucy slid off the bed. She peeled the soaked lingerie from her body and replaced it with a tight crimson dress that hugged every curve. No panties. The outline of her hard nipples showed clearly through the fabric. She slipped on strappy heels and grabbed her phone.
"James is waiting at the hotel. Suite 1408. I'm going to let him claim me now." She leaned down and kissed Timmy's forehead with surprising gentleness. "I love you, Tim. That's why I'm doing this. So we can both have what we really need."
She paused at the bedroom door. Candlelight still danced across her skin.
"Don't follow me. But if you do... make sure you stay quiet. I want you to hear what a real man sounds like when he breeds your wife."
The front door clicked shut behind her. A few moments later he heard her car start in the driveway.
Timmy lay on their marital bed with his aching, denied cock still twitching. The taste of her was still on his tongue. The scent of her arousal clung to his face. His mind spun with images of James pinning her down, of thick ropes of cum flooding into the womb he had never been able to reach.
He stumbled to the window just in time to see her taillights disappear down the street.
His hand drifted toward his cock. Then stopped.
Should he follow? Should he sit here and suffer like she wanted?
The torment felt endless. And somehow, shamefully, perfect.
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