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Chapter 1



Sex is a mind game, a dance of desire that plays out in the head as much as the body. It’s not just about the candlelight or the lace; it’s the whispered promises, the shared fantasies, the raw need to please and be pleased. For men, it’s often visual—the curve of a lover’s body, the way her eyes flutter, her hips sway. For women, it’s sensual, a deep dive into feeling, a focus on sensations that words can barely capture. That’s how it was with Lily and me.

We were in the throes of passion, not making love but fucking with an urgency that spoke of our trust, our love, our hunger. I was buried deep inside her, her hips tilting to pull me deeper, the tip of my cock brushing her cervix. Earlier, I’d watched her prepare, her fingers slick with K-Y as she coated herself, her eyes locking onto mine with a wicked, knowing smile. She’d lain back, legs spread, skipping foreplay entirely. “Just fuck me,” her body said, and I obliged, rubbing my length against her swollen clit, her lips wrapping around me like a warm embrace.

“I stopped taking my pill last month…” Lily’s voice was coy, her hips grinding against me as she spoke. “Wanna fuck my used, cum-filled pussy?” She reclined, arms above her head, demure yet provocative.

“Oh, God…” Her words hit me like a spark to dry tinder. The K-Y made her impossibly slick, and I pulled back, aligning myself before sliding deep inside. She arched, eyes fluttering shut, lost in the sensation. My mind spun with the fantasy she’d painted, and we rode it together—her teasing about being full of cum, maybe pregnant. I slowed, brushing my nose against hers, my voice soft. “Did you really go off the pill?”

She nodded, deliberate and slow. “Please, don’t pull out. I love fucking like this. I don’t ovulate until late next week.” Her legs wrapped around me, pulling me closer. “I just want to fuck… completely natural.” Her eyes pleaded, her hips moving in rhythm with mine.

“Oh, God, this is so good.” I matched her pace, savoring the reality, the raw connection. This wasn’t just fucking anymore; it was love, deep and unfiltered.

“What about babies?” I murmured.

“If it happens, it happens… naturally, lovingly.” She kissed me, smiled, then kissed me again, deeper. “But no pulling out… ever.” Her grin was pure mischief.

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

“Oh, God, yes.” Her eyes clamped shut, her hips bucking hard against me. “Would you kiss me while they’re cumming in me, getting me pregnant?”

That was it. We both shattered. She curled into me, pulling me deep as I spilled into her, my cock nudging her cervix, pulse after pulse. She held me there, smiling as our bodies calmed, our breathing synced. I collapsed, panting.

“Oh, lover, that was so good.” Her hand caressed my face, her smile soft. We kept moving together, gentle now, as our breaths steadied. Soon, we drifted into sleep, me still soft inside her, wrapped in her warmth.





The sun crept into the room, warming the early summer air. It was Saturday, my favorite kind of day. Lily slept beside me, her face peaceful, and I watched her for a moment before slipping out of bed, tucking my pillow behind her and pulling the comforter over her shoulders. She stirred, smiling in her dream, and I padded to the kitchen, quiet as a shadow.

The soft clinks of coffee-making roused her, and soon her arms slid around me from behind. I turned, pulling her close, my hands roaming her body. She wore only a short cami, her usual sleepwear, her skin warm against mine. I lifted my T-shirt, pressing my growing erection against her. She tilted her hips, nestling her pussy against me, a playful smile on her lips as she humped gently—our “hotdog in a bun,” she called it.

“Good morning,” I grinned. She was slick, ready, her warmth teasing me. “If you’re tundra, I’ll make a mess of your gorgeous bun.”

“Ooo… I’d like that.” She teased back, “But I’d rather you cum in me than on me.” She humped once more, then kissed me and pulled away, grabbing her coffee and heading to the deck.

By noon, we were sprawled on the couch, her iPad open to erotic stories. I sat behind her, stroking her as she leaned into me, her legs parting instinctively. Lily was beautiful, brilliant, erotic—three years married, and she’d never said no. She’d once confessed she slept without panties to be always accessible, a private challenge to be fucked in her sleep. Even dreaming, she’d open her legs at a touch, mumbling softly, lifting her hips.

“Oh! I like this one.” She humped against my hand as we read about a man pouring a friend’s used condom into his lover’s pussy. “Oh! That’s so hot…” Her legs spread wider, her head tipping back, eyes closed. I stroked her clit, and she arched, lost in the fantasy.

We teased and read until duty called—horses needed feeding. As we dressed, I remembered, “Don’t forget, Marcus and Claire are coming for the weekend.”

“Right,” Lily said. “I’ll grab wine and grilling stuff. Maybe rent some movies.”

I smiled, my mind already spinning with possibilities.










Chapter 2


Marcus and Claire were old friends, a vibrant couple we’d known for years. Marcus worked with me, and over late-night beers, he’d often grumbled about Claire’s insistence on condoms. He loathed them, but she refused birth control, making unprotected sex a nonstarter. Claire was stunning but could be… challenging, to put it kindly. So when Marcus called that evening with news, I wasn’t entirely surprised.

“Claire’s got a last-minute flight Saturday,” he said, his voice tinged with frustration. “Work thing.”

I paused, an idea sparking. “Why don’t you two have a romantic evening here? She can head to the airport from our place in the morning.”

He hesitated, then warmed to it. “That sounds great. We’ll see you next weekend.”

I hung up, my mind already turning. The thought of Marcus and Claire in our home, their own passion unfolding, stirred something deep. Lily caught my eye from across the room, her cami barely covering her curves, and I knew she’d be game for whatever was brewing in my head.

That night, I woke to the muffled sounds of Marcus and Claire in the guest room. Their suppressed moans painted a vivid picture—mutual climaxes, intense and quiet. I smiled, lying still as the guest bathroom door clicked shut. Marcus cleared his throat, the toilet flushed, and I waited. Earlier, I’d casually mentioned not tossing condoms in the toilet—our septic system was finicky. Now, an erotic thought took hold, my pulse quickening.

As Marcus’s bedroom door closed softly, I slipped from bed, careful not to wake Lily. My bare feet padded to the guest bathroom, and there it was: a used condom in the wastebasket, heavy with Marcus’s cum, still warm. My rational mind wrestled with the impulse, but desire won. I pinched the condom closed, careful not to spill, and tiptoed back to our room.

Lily slept, her breathing soft, her body curved under the comforter. I slid in beside her, concealing the condom in one hand, and pressed myself against her, my cock hardening as I caressed her bare skin. She stirred, rolling onto her back, her legs parting instinctively. A sleepy moan escaped her as I stroked her pussy, her warmth inviting. She blinked awake, smiling.

“Well, good morning,” she murmured, her eyes flicking to my erection. “I know where you can put that.”

“In a minute.” I licked my fingers, circling her clit, feeling her grow wetter. “I have a surprise. Marcus fucked Claire this morning…” I held up the condom, its contents glistening in the dim light.

“Oh, God…” Her eyes widened, her legs spreading further as she humped against my fingers. She glanced from the condom to me, her breath quickening.

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

Her mouth parted, and she nodded, lifting her hips. I sat beside her, rubbing her slick pussy, then held the condom above her. “Hold yourself open,” I whispered.

Her eyes locked on mine as she reached down, spreading her lips until her swollen cervix was visible, red and ready. I tilted the condom, and a thin stream of Marcus’s cum trailed into her pussy. “Oh, God… yes…” Lily’s hips rocked, her voice a low moan. I adjusted my aim, squeezing the contents into her, coating her cervix, filling her until cum spilled onto the sheets.

“Oh, lover…” She grinned, cupping her pussy to hold it in. “You filled my fertile pussy with Marcus’s cum.” I dropped the empty condom and knelt between her knees, my cock aching. She guided me in, and I slid into her effortlessly, her warmth enveloping me, slick with Marcus’s cum.

“Oh, love, this is so good.” Her pussy was a furnace, so wet, so full. His cum coated me as we moved together, the sensation unreal. “Oh, God, I’m full of cum, and you’re fucking me… pushing Marcus’s cum deeper.” She pulled me close, her clit grinding against me. “I’m going to have Marcus’s black baby.”

Her words sent her over the edge. She curled into me, climaxing hard, her pussy clenching around me. “Oh! Yes! Push his cum deeper…” She moaned Marcus’s name, and I lost it, erupting inside her, my cum mixing with his, spilling out as we rode the aftershocks. Her legs held me deep, our bodies trembling.

“Stay in me,” she whispered. “Grow soft and sleep awhile in me.” Our hips still moved gently, a soft fucking as we lay together. I rested my head beside hers.

“That was… incredible. I’ve never cum like that,” I admitted.

She smiled, shy now. “Can we do it again… soon, with Marcus’s cum?” Her voice was hesitant, vulnerable.

“You want a black baby, don’t you?” I teased, caressing her used pussy.

She moaned, humping my hand. “I’d love people thinking I fuck other men… lots of men.”

I leaned closer, whispering, “Would you feel Marcus’s big cock cumming in you?”

“Ohhh…” She clasped my hand against her pussy, rubbing it against her clit, lost in the fantasy.



Morning came, and Marcus drove Claire to the airport, promising to return for barbecue later. I found Lily in the bedroom, fresh from a shower, slipping into a sheer cami that stopped just below her navel, her dark nipples like tempting shadows. Her pussy, freshly shaved, was swollen and inviting. She held up two pairs of panties: a frilly g-string that would barely cover her clit and a transparent pink pair that hid nothing.

“Which do you think?” she asked, her voice playful.

“The sheer pair,” I said, stepping closer, my hands grazing her skin. “We’ll see your beautiful pussy.”

“I know…” She blushed, her voice soft. “I want that. You know how horny I get when I ovulate.”

She closed her eyes, moaning as I caressed her. She squeezed a dab of K-Y onto her finger, pressing it into her pussy, stroking her clit briefly before pulling on the pink panties. Her swollen lips bulged through the sheer fabric, her clit on display. She cupped herself, posing, until the sound of the front door broke the moment. Lily slipped on a short robe, leaving it open, and sauntered to greet Marcus. I followed, my heart racing with anticipation.

“Hi, Marcus, come in!” Lily stepped back, holding the door, her robe flaring to reveal her barely covered body.

“Wow!” Marcus’s eyes roamed her, lingering on her breasts, then her pussy. “Ohhh… yes.”

“You like?” She beamed, opening her robe wider, posing boldly.

“Oh, yes.” He grinned, stepping forward to kiss her cheek politely.

“Hi, Marcus.” I shook his hand, a strange mix of emotions swirling—excitement, arousal, no jealousy. Watching him lust for Lily was thrilling, especially after what I’d done with his cum. We followed her to the kitchen, her hips swaying.

I opened a bottle of wine as we chatted. Lily leaned against the counter, her nipples hard against the cami, her crossed legs making her pussy lips protrude through the sheer panties. Marcus couldn’t stop staring, and she reveled in it, her confidence electric.

“C’mon, let’s sit and relax,” she said, leading us to the living room. In the strategically placed mirror, I caught her settling on a chaise lounge opposite Marcus, her panties transparent, her swollen lips on display. She leaned back, demure yet inviting.

“Come here,” Marcus said, beckoning with a smile.

Lily stood, strolling to
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