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Valerie pulled her stockings up, carefully, one leg at a time. Ladders just would not do. Tonight is the charity dance, held once a month for local causes at the Valley Hall at a town they can barely remember the name of, 600 miles from home. 

Valerie was determined to look as cute as possible, because tonight was a special night. James, her husband, had to bring her a man to satisfy her desires, since he was unable to. She wanted a baby. Bad. James was infertile, it seemed, for no discernible reason, which made Valerie angry, angry in a way that she knew wasn’t fair, but that she still felt acutely. She didn’t have the time or desire to marry someone else, nor the inclination to be satisfied being childless. She knew what she wanted, and after many nights talking, weeping, and compromising, she and James had come to a solution. They were going unorthodox. 

The solution was a thrilling game devised over more bottles of wine than they could count. It had taken five months to figure out the details, but both being meticulous planners, they now had a concrete plan. A plan that got them both so hot that after every planning meeting, they would have passionate sex on the spot. 

Tonight, James had to find a man for Valerie. A strong, kind, attractive man who would provide the semen they needed to get Valerie pregnant. Valerie would fuck this man and make him come inside of her, hard, so the semen shot straight up to her cervix, her orgasm contractions slurping the semen up into her womb. She would need to be attracted to him – immune systems and all that. It wasn’t necessarily going to be the easiest thing they’d ever attempted, but they thought it could work. 

All Valerie’s tests had come back healthy, so she didn’t think she’d have any trouble getting pregnant. The agreement was that this little game would go on every month when she ovulated until Valerie was pregnant. They would try for one year at the most.  

James and Valerie could only have sex once each month after the man James chose had penetrated and ejaculated into Valerie, against a building or in a bathroom at a dinner party. James and Valerie would have sex to make sure the semen went right in, her orgasming again for good measure. James would fuck the other man’s cum into his wife to make a baby, but was forbidden from ejaculating into her – that would cause sperm competition, which they didn’t want. James had to come somewhere else. That was the deal. 

James had been thinking hard about it, Valerie could tell. He had that preoccupied look in his eye, trying to figure out how this would work, who might be at the party. He was determined to get it right. He had a job to do, and he had every intention of doing it well. He adored Valerie, and wanted to have a family with her more than anything. His infertility humiliated him. 

Valerie was pleased at James’ dedication, and as she applied blush, she called out.

‘James, darling, please come here.’ 

Her dimples appeared as she smiled warmly at him as he entered their bedroom. Her eyes sparkled and her lips glistened with gloss. 

James walked over to where Valerie sat at her dresser. She held out a stockinged foot, and James dutifully knelt down, and after kissing her foot tenderly, slipped Valerie’s shoe onto her foot. He then gently placed it back onto the carpet, taking her other foot and doing the same. 

Valerie whispered, ‘Thank you’, before turning back to her make-up. James stood up, his erection visible, and walked out, picking up his coat and the car keys on the way. Valerie glanced at her reflection once more, satisfied, and smiled wryly. Tingles of excitement butterflied out of her belly, her labia plumped and moist of its own volition. She was ready. 

James drove. In the car, he leaned over and put his hand on Valerie’s thigh, as if to say, ‘here we go, partner!’ She moved it up to her panties, pushing his fingers up underneath the fabric so they were rubbing on her damp slit, which parted easily to let his fingers push into her. She moaned. She was already so wet with anticipation, but she had to calm down – she needed to save her orgasm for the stranger, even though she felt that even her dress shivering across her lips would set her off. 

She pulled James’ hand away from her crotch, tidying her dress back up. She took a deep breath as they pulled into the parking lot. 

The Valley Hall building was old, and really quite pretty, though a little run down. People dressed in their finery walked into the building through the main entrance, wives holding their husband’s arms, singles with friends, giggling, grand old men unsteady and slow on their feet. Valerie scanned the crowd, looking for the outline of strong shoulders, a good jaw, long legs. 

They were in a colonial town where people weren’t particularly sophisticated, but the statistics were good for health, low crime, high incomes and good education, and this part of the world was lush, had plenty of outdoorsy opportunities, and a solid birth rate. 

Those attending this event tonight would be the middle and uppers of the town. It wasn’t a place for junkies or those with low IQs, the poor, or the uneducated. It had been hard to wrangle invites, but eventually Valerie had sweet-talked the co-ordinator into sending through tickets – they were posing as journalists. The story that would really be written remained to be seen. 

James and Valerie didn’t leave anything to chance.

Once inside, the scent of mingling perfumes, freshly-pressed shirts and shampoo filled their nostrils. They smiled, introduced themselves as they went in as journalists, saying they were covering this event for a city paper they knew nobody would have ever heard of. They got themselves some champagne and scanned the room. 

‘Well darling, what do you think?’ James asked, smiling to the room as they both stood against a wall examining the crowd. Nothing would be happening for quite some time, so there was no hurry. 

Valerie smiled broadly at her husband, and without skipping a beat said, ‘I like him.’

James knew immediately who she was talking about without looking directly at him. He’d spied him too. He was handsome, but not overtly so; he was a decent height (about the same height as James); and held himself well. They didn’t need any kind of Adonis – they just needed a healthy man who looked similar in features to either Valerie or James. This man’s black hair and blue eyes fit the bill. He could have been James’ cousin, at a push, Valerie thought. 

Valerie was a beauty, that was for sure, and in a small town like this, new beauties didn’t walk through the door every day. While this event attracted folks from neighbouring towns, nobody recognised Valerie and James, so it wasn’t hard to spot people looking at them and whispering, just a little, discreetly of course. This curiosity was good, as it made it easy for Valerie to catch the eye of this man and give him a small, shy smile. He had no idea what was in store for him tonight. 

They drank champagne and socialised, and then when it was time, the charity dancing games began. 

They were all lined up under instruction from the host, and had to dance in a line with a partner, then swing around to the music, and swap partners. It was very primary-school-esque and probably quite exciting for some of the ladies and gents who were interested in one another. It gave Valerie an opportunity to get close to the man, to smell his neck, to feel the texture of his hands, his breath on her, to feel the energy of this man, who by now they had met officially – his name was Charles, which somehow seemed fitting. Dashing. Charming. Full of strong swimmers. 

Valerie didn’t know what James was going to do, but it was James’ job to get Charles’ hard-on into Valerie’s vagina, to thrust and thrust until he came. Until she came. The thought made him feel breathless. Get it together, he thought to himself. 

This was not going to be quite as easy as one might think. The games were structured, most people there knew each other already, and while it was pleasant and fun, there wasn’t a lot of drunken debauchery going on, of the kind Valerie and James were used to in the city. The kind that would make it much easier to sneak the man outside and seduce him. At the rate they were going, they’d be following him home. 

The band started up for the next round, the musicians red-faced farmers, and a woman in a chequered skirt playing the fiddle. The crowd seemed flushed and gleeful, several drinks in and loving it, the party loud and full of laughter. The grandmothers and grandfathers, the uncles and aunts, the business owners, the university students, the well-to-do of the town, boogied down to tune after tune. This was clearly a highlight of their month, with no sign of self-consciousness to be seen. It was a pleasure to behold. 

Valerie danced briefly a few times with Charles. His voice was deep and gentle, his smile wide. His eyes sparkled when he looked at Valerie, and took her into his arms to dance, and she could tell he thought she was attractive. The feeling was mutual. Valerie’s heart raced. He really was quite beautiful, and seemed to actually be a sweet and kind man, which she felt good about passing on to her unborn child, should this man be the one. The thought of getting pregnant from this man, tonight, made her crotch pulse. 

The dancing went on for half an hour, and every time Valerie had the opportunity, she teased Charles a little bit more until on the very last dance, she could clearly see his erection, and she brushed past it with her thigh. Charles’ mouth was slightly open and his pupils were large. She had him. 

She pushed her breast up against him a little further, almost arching into him involuntarily. He felt it, but didn’t respond – she was a married woman – but Valerie knew he had felt it, liked it. She imagined that his cock had stiffened just a little. She lifted her eyes to his and gave him an imperceptible wink before twirling off to her next partner. 

Now Valerie had Charles’ attention, James swung into action.

Valerie looked on in fascination. They hadn’t talked about what James would do – that was up to him entirely based on what was in front of them, and while they were obviously working as a team, it was part of James’ challenge that he must present the opportunity for Valerie; she had to take it. James had to be nearby, watching, so he could immediately penetrate Valerie after the man had, which made the logistics interesting. They were both privately questioning the process, but stuck to the plan for now – in theory it had worked, and it could in practice. 

Miraculously very soon after the dancing stopped, before Charles had a chance to come and find Valerie to thank her for the dances, James was leading Charles out to the carpark, on what premise Valerie did not know. On his way out, James glanced at Valerie with a tiny nod of his head. She made her way over to the entrance, wondering they were doing. Charles could see her following, and he looked from James to Valerie, his eyes lingering on Valerie’s face. He was more smitten than even Valerie could believe; she could see it in his face. 

As she neared the door, she could see the two men looking at what seemed to be a very beautiful car – Charles’? It all made sense now. Valerie held her champagne glass tighter, trying to be inconspicuous, looking out into the cool darkness at the grassy carpark full of shiny cars, pretending to be nonchalant. She looked interested in a huge, busy flower arrangement on a comparatively small, plain, delicate table, but she was thinking about Charles’ cock, and him pushing her up against that lovely, shiny blue car and penetrating her. Impregnating her. Making her plump and full and ripe. 

James and Charles walked around the car some more, as men are wont to do, and Valerie watched. There was nobody around. Charles glanced up at her again and again, until she felt it was time to do something about it. She walked over to the two men, and without pause, walked up to Charles and smiled at him. Then, she gently reached out and put her hand on his crotch. Charles looked over at James in surprise, but James just smiled at him. 

Valerie could feel Charles stiffening through the silky fabric of his suit pants. His penis was thick, she could tell, but until she liberated it from his pants, she wouldn’t know for sure. With her eyes locked onto his, she unzipped him, reaching into his underwear to pull out his penis, which by now was gathering girth and length, filling with blood. 

Charles had a look of surprise and pleasure on his face, his mouth slightly open, his eyes locked on Valerie’s. Valerie began to stroke Charles’ penis until it stuck straight out from his pants, getting his cock good and hard. 

Then, when Charles was clearly getting into the swing of things, moaning, she pushed herself against the car door, her back on the cold metal, pulling Charles towards her. She lifted up her skirt, pulled aside her knickers, and guided Charles’ cock into her very wet pussy, much to his surprise. He looked at James once again and in response, James simply undid his fly, let his big dick flop out, and started to touch it. Charles’ expression was comical, and both Valerie and James smiled.

Charles’ cock felt divine inside Valerie. His cock was so thick it spread her open, her legs lifting off the ground, wrapping around Charles’ waist, pushing into her deeply, him moaning at each slippery slide. The thrusts were deliberate and achingly delicious, Charles plunging into Valerie, his whole cock inside her, and James enjoying the spectacle more than he anticipated. 

James stood behind Charles, and Valerie looked at him through her gasps, him stroking his cock, her finding it increasingly sexy. She liked how much watching her fuck someone else turned her husband on. It turned her on even more. James had an impressive penis and it was driving Valerie wild to see her husband stroking himself while another man pumped away at her, nearing climax. She knew she was going to come soon, but she needed Charles to come at the same time for maximum fertility power, so she thrust the tiniest bit harder, and faster, and it worked. Charles started to come, she could tell by his moans and his facial expression, then Valerie started to come, and James, behind them, having the hardest time not coming at the sight of his wife orgasming with this stranger, this man who may be the true father of their child. His child. 

Valerie’s orgasm made her head spin, and she clutched onto Charles as the sensations subsided, prickling out from her clitoris into her limbs. She slowly let her floppy legs sink to the ground next to Charles’ feet, trying not to let a drop of his precious semen dribble out of her before she could catch it. Charles slowly withdrew his rapidly diminishing penis from her body, his nostrils flared, eyes glazed. He swallowed, and quickly pulled up his pants, straightening his hair, as if it had all taken him wholly by surprise and he had no idea what had just happened. 

Charles seemed embarrassed of his actions, despite enjoying it immensely, and didn’t know what to do now that it was over. Valerie was very pleased, extremely pleased, but now wanted James to come and push his beautiful cock into her so they could seal the deal. 

Valerie held her hand across her vagina to catch the drips, and then said to Charles simply and kindly, ‘You can go. Go back to the party,’ which he did, seemingly gratefully. Once Charles’ back disappeared inside, James opened the car door, the one now smeared with semen and pussy juice, and lay Valerie back on the bench seat in the rear. 

Valerie slipped her semen-soaked fingers into James’ mouth as he mounted her, and she lay back and opened herself wide, letting James into her already-sopping pussy. James moaned as he licked her fingers and pushed his enormous, hard cock into her body, pushing the semen right into her cervix, giving her exactly what she wanted, exactly what they’d planned.

James moaned into Valerie’s ear, his pants filling her with pleasure, both at the joy of having her beloved husband forcing the semen further into her body, and the fact that they had pulled it off - together. She came again, harder this time, imagining the sperm getting sucked into her womb, all of it, every drop that remained in her vagina. At her shaking orgasm, her small cries filling the car, James quivered, but quickly pulled himself out of her and came all over her dress instead. 

They both collapsed into laughter. They’d done it! 

They unfurled themselves, and quickly jumped into their car and drove back to their hotel, laughing incredulously the whole way. 

They said it simultaneously: ‘I can’t believe we just did that!’ then burst out laughing. 

James whispered with a wide smile, eyes on the road, ‘Jinx!’ then reached out to hold Valerie’s hand the whole way home. 
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