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CHAPTER 1




Maria lay back on the king-sized bed in the master bedroom of the house she shared with Jermaine, legs spread wide, caramel thighs glistening under the soft golden light of the bedside lamp. Six months pregnant and glowing like she’d swallowed the sun itself, she was still the sexiest thing walking the South Side. Her belly was round and proud, skin stretched taut and shiny, dark nipples swollen and erect from the constant ache of arousal that pregnancy had gifted her. But the man who’d put that baby in her—her white accountant boyfriend Jermaine—was barely touching her anymore.

“Stress at work,” he kept saying, eyes never quite meeting hers.

Maria wasn’t stupid. She’d seen the late-night texts lighting up his phone, smelled the unfamiliar perfume on his collar, noticed how he came home smelling like office coffee and another woman’s pussy. The secretary. Always the fucking secretary.

She was starving. Her pussy throbbed every single day now, swollen, slick, greedy. Pregnancy had turned her into a walking wet dream—every brush of fabric against her clit made her hiss, every daydream about thick dick made her soak through another pair of panties. She’d burned through batteries on that pink rabbit vibrator, fingered herself until her wrist cramped, but nothing, nothing, scratched that deep, primal itch like real dick. Heavy, veiny, black dick that could rearrange her insides and make her scream in tongues.

“Damn you, pregnancy,” she muttered to the empty room, rubbing slow circles over her clit while staring at the ceiling. “Turnin’ me into a whole damn nympho.”

She needed to get out the house before she lost her mind.

That Saturday afternoon, Maria threw on a tight white sundress that hugged every curve—belly, hips, ass—and slid her swollen feet into sandals. She texted Simone: Girl come get me. I need air and I need to talk.

Simone pulled up in her cherry-red Charger twenty minutes later, locs swinging, gold hoops gleaming, already grinning like she knew exactly what was up.

“Pregnant and pretty as fuck,” Simone sang as Maria climbed in. “Look at you, mama. That belly got you lookin’ like a fertility goddess.”

Maria laughed, rubbing her round stomach. “This fertility goddess ain’t gettin’ fertilized no more. Jermaine actin’ like my pussy got teeth now.”

Simone sucked her teeth. “Told you that white boy was gon’ switch up once the belly dropped. They love the idea of knockin’ us up, but can’t handle the reality.”

They cruised to the Jewel-Osco on 79th, windows down, Megan Thee Stallion blasting. Maria spilled everything—how Jermaine barely kissed her anymore, how he blamed “tax season” even though it was damn near summer, how she could hear him jerking off in the guest bathroom at three a.m. like he was scared to touch her.

Simone listened, nodding, sipping her iced coffee. When Maria finished, she turned the music down.

“Girl, same shit happened when Harry knocked me up. I was horny twenty-four-seven. Pussy stayin’ wet, clit throbbin’ like it had its own heartbeat. Harry tried, bless his heart, but that man’s dick wasn’t hittin’ the right spots deep enough. Then I met this young nigga named Gregory at the laundromat. Six-four, dreads, tatted arms, and a dick so long it looked like it belonged in a museum. That nigga fucked me stupid. Had me talkin’ in tongues, toes curlin’, squirtin’ on his mama’s couch while she was at church. I ain’t never cum so hard in my life.”

Maria’s mouth fell open. “Simone! We in public!”

Simone cackled, loud and shameless. “Oh my bad, sis. Forgot we civilized.”

They grabbed a cart and headed inside, still giggling. Maria’s dress rode up her thick thighs as she walked, drawing eyes from every direction. She didn’t care. Let ‘em look. She felt powerful.

They were in the produce section debating between honey crisp and gala apples when Maria’s cart bumped hard into another one. She looked up—and damn near dropped her jaw.

He was tall. Painfully tall. Skin the color of dark walnut, arms thick like he bench-pressed refrigerators for fun, dreads pulled back into a neat bun, gold chain glinting against his black V-neck. He turned around slow, eyebrows raised, lips curved in an amused half-smile.

“My bad,” Maria said quickly, cheeks heating. “We were distracted.”

Simone was already grinning like a hyena. “Yeah, distracted by how tall you are, bruh. How tall is you?”

He chuckled, deep and smooth like aged bourbon. “Six-eight on a good day.”

Both women gasped, hands flying to their mouths in unison.

“You hoop?” Simone asked.

“Used to. High school, college. Blew my knee out senior year. Now I just fix pipes.”

Maria’s eyes dropped to his hands—big, veiny, calloused. Then lower, to the way his basketball shorts hugged thick thighs. She licked her lips before she could stop herself.

“A plumber, huh?” she teased, voice low and sultry. “So you know how to lay that pipe, right?”

He laughed again, this time louder, head tipping back. “Always, baby. Ain’t never left a job unfinished.”

Simone nudged Maria. “She like that.”

Maria swatted her arm. “Shut up.”

“I’m Malcolm,” he said, extending that big hand.

Maria took it, feeling the warmth, the strength. “Maria.”

“Simone,” her friend added, shaking his hand next.

They ended up shopping together. Malcolm reached everything on the top shelves without even stretching too hard. When Maria struggled to grab a jar of marinara, he stepped behind her, chest brushing her back, long arm extending over her shoulder. She felt the heat of him, smelled cedar and clean sweat, and her pussy clenched so hard she almost moaned.

“You good?” he murmured near her ear.

“Yeah,” she breathed. “Just… short.”

“You ain’t short, ma. You perfect.”

They talked the whole time—joking, flirting, roasting each other. He told them about growing up in Englewood, how he still played pick-up ball on Sundays, how he loved cooking Sunday dinners for his nieces and nephews. Maria told him about her job as a pediatric nurse, how pregnancy had her craving hot wings and ice cream at 2 a.m. Simone kept the energy high, tossing innuendos like confetti.

By checkout, Malcolm had both their numbers. “Should hang out sometime,” he said, eyes lingering on Maria’s round belly, then sliding down to her ass. “All three of us.”

Maria smiled slow and wicked. “I’d like that.”

He loaded his groceries into a black Tahoe and pulled off with a two-finger salute.

Back at the car, Simone turned to Maria like she’d just solved world hunger.

“Girl.”

“What?”

“That nigga was starin’ at your belly like it was dessert. And that ass? He wanted to bend you over the produce scale. You need to let him fuck you.”

Maria laughed, loud and disbelieving. “I’m pregnant, Simone.”

“And? Pregnant pussy is premium pussy. That nigga look like he know how to handle it, too. Call him over. Tell him your sink leakin’ or some shit.”

Maria shook her head, but the seed was planted.

Two hours later, she was back home, barefoot, toes painted red, belly out, pussy still throbbing. Simone was on the couch sipping wine. Maria stared at Malcolm’s contact.

“Fuck it.”

She hit call.

He answered on the second ring. “Maria?”

“Hey… um, I know this is random, but my kitchen sink started leakin’ crazy. You think you could come look at it? I’ll pay whatever.”

A pause. Then that deep chuckle. “I got you. Be there in twenty.”

Simone whooped. “That’s my girl!”

Twenty-two minutes later, Malcolm knocked. Toolbox in one hand, fitted black tee hugging his chest, basketball shorts low on his hips. Simone opened the door and damn near purred.

“Welcome to the pussy palace, big man.”

Malcolm grinned. “Y’all wild.”

Maria stepped forward, dress clinging to her curves. “Kitchen’s this way.”

He followed, eyes on her swaying hips. In the kitchen, Maria pointed at the sink. “Right there.”

Malcolm set the toolbox down, opened the cabinet, and leaned in. Simone handed him a cold beer.

He took a long pull, throat working. “So what’s really leakin’?” he asked, voice low. “’Cause I don’t see no water.”

Maria and Simone exchanged a look.

Simone spoke first. “My girl here is six months pregnant and her man ain’t fuckin’ her right. She need real dick. The kind that make you shake and cry, and forget your name. You look like you got the right equipment.”

Malcolm straightened, towering over them both. “That true, Maria?”

Maria nodded, biting her lip. “I’m so fucking horny I can’t think straight. I need it deep. I need it hard. I need it real.”

He stepped closer, big hand sliding over her belly, thumb stroking slow circles. “You sure? ’Cause once I start, I ain’t stoppin’ till you can’t walk.”

Maria shivered. “Then don’t stop.”

Clothes came off in a frenzy. Simone yanked Malcolm’s shirt over his head, revealing a chiseled chest and abs carved like mahogany. Maria dropped to her knees first, tugging his shorts down. When that dick sprang free—thick, veiny, eleven inches of dark chocolate—it slapped Simone’s cheek with a meaty thwack.

“Goddamn,” Simone gasped.

“That’s eleven inches of pipe, ladies,” Malcolm said, voice rough. “Suck it.”

They attacked like starved women.

Maria took the head first, lips stretching wide, tongue swirling around the fat mushroom tip, tasting salt and man. Simone licked the shaft, long wet stripes, then sucked one heavy ball into her mouth, humming. Maria gagged when she tried to take more, drool spilling down her chin, eyes watering. Malcolm groaned, hand cradling the back of Maria’s head.

“Look at you, pretty girl. Takin’ all this dick while you carryin’ a baby in that belly? Fuck.”

Simone popped off his balls with a wet sound. “My turn.”

She swallowed him deep, throat bulging, gagging loud and nasty. Maria licked the base, tongued the seam under his sack, then sucked both balls while Simone bobbed. Malcolm’s thighs trembled.

He pulled them up, sat on the couch, spread his legs. “Sit on my face, Maria.”

Maria straddled him backward, pregnant pussy hovering over his mouth. He gripped her hips and pulled her down. Tongue flat, he licked from clit to asshole in one long stroke. Maria cried out, grinding, coating his lips and chin with her cream.

Simone climbed on the couch beside them, fingering herself while she watched Malcolm eat Maria’s pregnant cunt like it was his last meal. He sucked her clit hard, then fucked her with his tongue, deep, sloppy, nasty. Maria came fast and violent, screaming, thighs shaking, cream gushing over his lips and dripping down his chin.

“Fuck, that’s good pregnant pussy,” he growled, licking her clean.

Simone dove in next, kissing Malcolm, tasting her best friend on his tongue. Then she pushed Maria onto her back, spread her legs, and ate her again while Malcolm stroked his dick over them.

Finally they stripped completely.

Malcolm stood, dick glistening, veins pulsing. Maria lay back on the couch, legs wide, belly high. He tapped that fat dick against her swollen pussy lips, teasing her clit with the head.

“Fuck this pregnant pussy and stop teasin’ me,” she hissed.

He pushed in slow. Inch by thick inch. Maria’s mouth fell open, eyes rolling. Simone knelt beside them, rubbing Maria’s clit, spitting on Malcolm’s shaft to help him sink deeper.

“Goddamn, this pussy grippin’ me like it tryna keep me,” he groaned.

He started slow, long deep strokes, letting her feel every ridge. Then harder. Deeper. Hand on her belly, feeling the baby move while he fucked her mama. Simone sucked Maria’s nipples, then licked her clit while Malcolm pounded.

Maria came again, screaming, pussy squeezing him like a fist.

Malcolm pulled out. “Look at all that cream.”

Simone moaned and swallowed him, tasting Maria’s juices, sucking sloppy and loud. When she popped off, she dove between Maria’s legs, lapping up every drop.

“Taste yourself, baby,” Simone purred, kissing Maria deep, tongues swirling with pussy and spit.

Malcolm grabbed Simone’s hips, bent her over the arm of the couch, and slid into her soaked cunt. She queefed loud on the first stroke. He laughed, spanked her ass hard, then started drilling.

“Take this dick, girl. Throw that ass back.”

Simone did, ass clapping, pussy farting, talking filthy. “Fuck me harder, big nigga! Tear this pussy up!”

He spanked her again, red handprints blooming. Maria watched, fingering herself, then crawled over and licked Simone’s clit while Malcolm fucked her.

Simone came hard, screaming, body shaking.

Malcolm pulled out. “Clean me, Maria.”

She sucked him greedily, tasting her friend, moaning around his length.

Then he flipped Maria onto her back again, spread her wide, and plunged back in. Deep. Hard. Relentless. Hand on her belly, whispering pure filth in her ear.

“This my pregnant pussy now. Gon’ keep this shit stretched. Gon’ fuck you every time Jermaine too busy. You hear me?”

“Yes, fuck, yes!”

He pounded harder, balls slapping her ass. Simone rubbed Maria’s clit, kissed her neck.

Malcolm’s rhythm faltered. “I’m ‘bout to nut, baby. Where you want it?”

“Deep,” Maria begged. “Fill this pregnant pussy up.”

He roared, slamming in to the hilt, cock pulsing, unloading rope after thick rope deep inside her. Maria came with him, crying out, nails digging into his back.

They collapsed in a sweaty, panting heap.

Simone kissed Maria’s forehead. “Told you runnin’ into him was a blessing.”

Maria smiled, sated, glowing. “Yeah. Best damn grocery trip of my life.”


CHAPTER 2




The first light of dawn filtered through the thin curtains of Maria's bedroom window, casting a soft, golden hue over the rumpled sheets where she lay alone. It was a typical Chicago morning in the hood—distant sirens wailing like forgotten lovers, the low rumble of the L train vibrating through the old brick walls of their two-story house on the South Side. Maria stirred, her caramel skin glowing against the white cotton, her six-month pregnant belly rising like a sacred mound under the covers. She stretched languidly, feeling the delicious ache between her thighs from yesterday's forbidden indulgence, a reminder of Malcolm's raw power and Simone's wicked encouragement. Her pussy still tingled, swollen and sensitive, as if her body was already craving more of that thick, unyielding intrusion.

Jermaine had slipped out before sunrise, leaving a scribbled note on the nightstand: "Busy day at the office. Love you."

Love? Maria snorted softly, crumpling the paper in her fist. The white accountant who'd once worshipped her curves now treated her like fragile glass, his touches hesitant, his excuses endless. She knew the truth—the secretary's cheap perfume lingered on his shirts, his late nights weren't just about spreadsheets. But right now, with hormones raging like a storm through her veins, Maria couldn't muster the anger. Instead, a deeper hunger gnawed at her, one that made her nipples harden against the cool air and her clit pulse with insistent need.

She rolled onto her side, hand drifting down to cup her belly, feeling the faint flutter of life within. "Morning, little one," she whispered, a smile tugging at her full lips. Pregnancy had amplified everything—her appetite, her emotions, her insatiable lust. What started as a spark had become a wildfire; she needed dick like air, deep and relentless, pounding away the frustration until she shattered. Yesterday with Malcolm and Simone had been a revelation, but now, in the quiet solitude, she yearned for something more intimate, just her and that towering god of a man.

Reaching for her phone, Maria typed a quick text: Hey, plumber. Sink's actin' up again. You free to come fix it? Jermaine's at work. She hit send, heart racing, then swung her legs over the bed. The wooden floor creaked under her feet as she padded to the bathroom, shedding her nightshirt to stand naked before the mirror. Her reflection stared back—curves fuller than ever, hips wide and inviting, ass plump and jiggling with each step. Her breasts, heavy with milk yet to come, swayed gently, dark nipples erect and begging for attention. She oiled her skin with slow, deliberate strokes, vanilla-scented lotion gliding over her belly, down her thighs, teasing the slick folds between her legs.

"You look like sex on legs," she murmured to herself, slipping into a loose silk robe that barely contained her, the fabric whispering against her sensitized skin.

Her phone buzzed: On my way. 20 min. Maria's pussy clenched in anticipation, a fresh wave of wetness coating her inner thighs. She moved to the living room, fluffing pillows on the couch where yesterday's debauchery had unfolded, the faint scent of sex still lingering in the air. The neighborhood buzzed outside—kids shouting on the sidewalk, a car stereo thumping bass—but inside, it was her sanctuary, soon to be filled with Malcolm's commanding presence.

A firm knock echoed through the house exactly twenty minutes later. Maria opened the door, her robe slipping slightly off one shoulder, revealing the swell of her breast. Malcolm stood there, all six-eight of him, dreads tied back, wearing a fitted gray tee that clung to his muscled chest and black joggers that did little to hide the impressive bulge beneath. His dark eyes raked over her, hungry and appreciative, a slow smile spreading across his full lips.

"Damn, ma. You glowin' this mornin'," he said, voice deep and gravelly, stepping inside and closing the door behind him.

Maria leaned against the wall, crossing her arms under her breasts to push them up enticingly. "Blame the baby. Or maybe yesterday's workout."

He chuckled, setting his toolbox down—a prop, really—and pulling her into his arms. His hands spanned her waist, thumbs brushing the underside of her belly. "Where's your man?"

"At work, cheatin' with his secretary, probably." She shrugged, but her voice held a edge of bitterness. "Don't matter. I got needs."

Malcolm's expression softened, one hand moving to caress her cheek. "You deserve better than that shit. Come here." He guided her to the couch, sitting first and pulling her onto his lap sideways, her legs draped over his thigh. His large palm settled on her swollen tummy, fingers splaying wide, tracing gentle patterns over the taut skin.

"How you feelin' today? Baby kickin' strong?"

Maria sighed, leaning into him, her head resting on his shoulder. The tenderness in his touch melted her defenses; it wasn't just lust—it was care, something Jermaine had forgotten. "Yeah, little one's active. Feels like they're dancin' in there. And me? Horny as hell. Pregnancy got me wantin' it all the time."

He nodded, his breath warm against her ear. "I get that. My sister was the same when she was carryin' my nephew. Said it made her feel alive, powerful." His hand continued its soothing caress, dipping lower to the curve where belly met thigh. "You look beautiful like this, Maria. Strong, sexy. Ain't nothin' more appealin' than a woman creatin' life."

Her heart fluttered at his words, a warmth spreading through her that had nothing to do with arousal—yet. "You really think so? Jermaine acts like I'm breakable now."

"Fuck him," Malcolm murmured, tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. "You're a goddess. Let me show you."

He captured her lips in a passionate kiss, slow and deep, his tongue slipping in to dance with hers. It was tender at first, exploratory, tasting of coffee and mint, but soon ignited into something fiercer. Maria moaned into his mouth, her hands fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer as his free hand cupped her breast through the robe, thumb circling her nipple until it pebbled hard.

Breaking the kiss, Malcolm trailed his lips down her neck, nipping gently at her collarbone before shifting lower. He untied the robe with deft fingers, parting the silk to expose her naked form. His eyes darkened with desire as he gazed at her belly. "So perfect," he whispered, pressing open-mouthed kisses along the swell, his tongue flicking out to trace wet paths over her skin. Maria arched, gasping, the sensation electric—his licks sending jolts straight to her core. He sucked lightly on the taut flesh, leaving faint marks, his hands holding her steady as he worshipped her pregnancy like it was the most erotic thing in the world.

"Oh God, Malcolm... that feels so good," she breathed, her pussy aching now, juices trickling down her thighs.

He hummed against her skin, the vibration making her shiver. "Love this belly on you. Makes me wanna take care of you, ma."

His kisses grew more insistent, tongue delving into her navel, swirling around it before licking broad stripes across the curve. Maria's hands tangled in his dreads, urging him on, her breaths coming in short pants as arousal built like a tidal wave.

But he wasn't done teasing. Sliding lower, Malcolm eased her legs apart, settling between them on the floor. Her pussy was on full display—swollen lips glistening, clit engorged and peeking from its hood, the scent of her arousal heady in the air.

"Look at this pretty pregnant pussy," he growled, his breath hot against her folds. "Already so wet for me."

Maria propped herself on her elbows, watching him with hooded eyes. "Eat it, baby. Make me cum hard."

He didn't need more invitation. Leaning in, he flattened his tongue against her slit, licking from her entrance to her clit in one long, slow stroke. Maria cried out, hips bucking as pleasure exploded through her. He savored her, lapping at her juices like nectar, his lips sealing around her clit to suck gently. Then, with expert precision, he slid two thick fingers inside her, curling them to pump against her sweet spot—that spongy ridge deep within that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

"Fuck, yes! Right there, daddy," she moaned, talking dirty as lust overtook her. "Finger that wet pussy. Stretch it for your big dick. You love how creamy I get, don't you? This pregnant cunt's all yours."

Malcolm groaned, the vibrations humming against her clit. He pulled on her engorged labia with his teeth, tugging lightly, the mix of pleasure and pain driving her mad.

"Hell yeah, I love this pregnant pussy," he admitted between licks, his voice muffled but fervent. "So tight, so sweet. Gon' eat it till you drench my face, ma."

His fingers pumped faster, scissoring inside her, hitting that spot relentlessly while his tongue flicked her clit in rapid circles. He alternated sucking and nibbling, pulling her clit lip between his lips to stretch it, releasing with a pop that made her whimper.

Maria's body tensed, thighs quivering around his head. "Oh shit, Malcolm! Don't stop... I'm gonna cum! Fuck, eat that shit!"

Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, pussy clenching around his fingers, cream gushing out in rhythmic spurts. She screamed, back arching off the couch, toes curling as ecstasy ripped through her. Malcolm didn't let up, lapping up every drop, his fingers slowing to milk the last tremors from her.

Panting, Maria collapsed back, but the fire in her eyes burned brighter. "Please, Malcolm... I need you inside me. Fuck me now. I can't wait anymore."

He rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a satisfied smirk on his face. "Climb on me, baby. Ride this dick."

Stripping off his clothes in fluid motions, Malcolm revealed his sculpted body—broad chest, rippling abs, and that magnificent eleven-inch cock, hard and veiny, pre-cum beading at the tip. He sat back on the couch, pulling Maria astride him. She straddled his lap, her belly pressing against his torso as she gripped his shaft, guiding the fat head to her entrance.

"God, you're so big," she whispered, sinking down inch by inch, the stretch exquisite, filling her to the brim.

Malcolm groaned, hands on her hips, helping her descend. "That's it, ma. Take all this pipe in that pregnant coochie."

Once fully seated, she began to rock, grinding slow at first, feeling every ridge drag against her walls. He thrust up to meet her, deep and powerful, their bodies syncing in a primal rhythm. Her belly bounced gently with each movement, adding to the eroticism, his hands roaming to rub it possessively.

"Fuck me harder," Maria demanded, bouncing faster, her breasts jiggling. "Pound this pussy, daddy. Make me feel it in my womb."

He obliged, slamming upward, the slap of skin loud and obscene. "This pussy grippin' me so good. Ride it, baby. Show me how much you need this dick."

Sweat glistened on their skin, the room filled with their moans and the wet sounds of her pussy swallowing him whole. Maria leaned back, hands on his knees for leverage, grinding her clit against his pubic bone, chasing another high.

But Malcolm wanted more control. "Turn around," he commanded softly, lifting her off him with ease. He maneuvered them into a spoon position on the couch, her back to his chest, one leg draped over his thigh. Sliding back inside from behind, he filled her completely, the angle allowing him to hammer deep. His arm wrapped around her, hand splaying over her tummy, rubbing soothing circles while his other hand found her clit, fingers circling it expertly.

"Oh fuck, yes! Just like that," Maria gasped, her ass pressing back against him. "Hammer this pregnant cunt. Rub my belly while you breed me."

He thrust relentlessly, long strokes that bottomed out, his cock kissing her cervix. "Love fuckin' you like this, ma. Feelin' that baby while I stretch you out."

His fingers on her clit moved faster, pinching and rolling the sensitive nub, sending sparks through her. Maria's hand joined his on her belly, the intimacy heightening everything—the way he held her, protected her, owned her in this moment.

"I want you to nut inside me again," she begged, her voice husky with desperation. "Breed me, Malcolm. Fill this pussy up. Make it yours." She rubbed her clit furiously now, matching his pace, her walls fluttering around him.

"Fuck, ma... gon' breed you good," he growled, thrusts turning erratic.

Minutes later, he buried deep, cock pulsing as he erupted, pumping thick ropes of cum into her pregnant depths. The warmth flooded her, triggering her own climax—she screamed, pussy milking him dry, cream mixing with his seed and leaking out around his shaft.

They lay entangled, breaths syncing, Malcolm's hand still on her belly. He kissed her shoulder, whispering, "You okay, baby?"

Maria turned her head, meeting his lips in a soft kiss. "Better than okay. That was... intense." She paused, vulnerability creeping in. "Malcolm, you make me feel wanted. Jermaine doesn't anymore. It's like he's scared of me now."

He held her closer. "You deserve to feel like that every day. I ain't just here for the sex—though damn, it's fire. I like you, Maria. The way you carry yourself, your strength. If things were different..."

She nodded, tears pricking her eyes. "I know. But this... us... it feels right. Just promise you'll come back?"

"Always," he murmured, nuzzling her neck.

They talked more—about his plumbing business, her nursing job, dreams for the future. It was real, relatable, two people connecting beyond the physical.

Eventually, they dressed. Malcolm knelt, pressing a final kiss to her tummy, tongue flicking out for one last lick. "Take care of our little one in there," he said with a wink.

Maria laughed, walking him to the door. "Drive safe."

As his Tahoe pulled away, she watched from the window, hand on her belly, a mix of satisfaction and longing swirling inside. She showered, hot water cascading over her curves, washing away the stickiness but not the memories—her pussy still pulsing faintly, nipples tingling under the spray.

Dried off and in fresh clothes, Maria called Simone. "Girl, you won't believe what just happened."

Simone answered on the first ring, voice eager. "Spill! Malcolm came over, didn't he?"

Maria settled on the couch, recounting every detail—the tender caresses on her belly, the passionate kisses that left her breathless, Malcolm's tongue worshipping her skin like it was holy. "He licked my tummy, Simone. Slow, wet licks that had me drippin' before he even touched my pussy."

"Damn," Simone breathed, already sounding heated. "Then what?"

"He went down on me, girl. Spread my legs wide, ate me out like a feast. Two fingers pumpin' my spot, pullin' on my clit lips with his teeth—had me talkin' dirty, beggin' him. 'Eat that pregnant pussy, daddy.' And he did, admitted he loves it. Made me cum so hard I thought I would block out."

Simone moaned softly over the line. "Shit, Maria. I'm gettin' wet just hearin' this. Keep goin'."

Maria described the fucking in vivid strokes—the way she straddled him, sinking onto that massive dick, riding him cowgirl until her belly bounced and her juices soaked his balls. "Then he flipped me spoon-style, rubbin' my tummy and clit while hammerin' deep. I begged him to breed me, rubbed my clit furious. He nutted so much, fillin' me up till it leaked out."

"Fuck, I need that dick again," Simone confessed, her breathing ragged—Maria could hear the faint slick sounds of her friend touching herself. "That nigga knows how to lay pipe."

Maria hesitated, then dropped the bombshell. "Simone... I think I'm fallin' for him. For real. It's not just the sex. He makes me feel... whole."

There was a pause. "Whoa, girl. That's big. You sure? With the baby and Jermaine?"

"I know it's complicated. But yeah. You wanna fuck him again too, huh?"

"Hell yeah," Simone admitted. "But if you're catchin' feelings, we gotta talk to him. Make sure nobody gets hurt."

Maria smiled, relieved. "Deal. Let's plan somethin' soon."

As they hung up, Maria touched her belly again, excitement bubbling. Running into Malcolm had been a blessing—and now, it felt like the start of something deeper.


CHAPTER 3




Jermaine Thompson had always prided himself on being the steady one—the white accountant in a sea of chaos, the man who balanced ledgers and lives with equal precision. But as he sat in his corner office on the 23rd floor of the gleaming downtown Chicago high-rise, staring at the spreadsheet blurring before his eyes, he couldn't ignore the storm raging inside him. It had started innocently enough, six months ago, right around the time Maria's pregnancy test turned positive. She'd been thrilled, her caramel skin flushing with joy as she jumped into his arms, but the morning sickness hit hard soon after. Nausea kept her in bed, her once-vibrant energy sapped, and their sex life? It dwindled to tentative touches and quick, unsatisfying encounters where he worried more about hurting the baby than pleasing her.

That's when Kendra slithered in. His secretary, twenty-five and ambitious, with platinum blonde hair cascading in perfect waves over her shoulders, sharp green eyes that missed nothing, and a body sculpted by endless hot yoga sessions—pert breasts straining against her silk blouses, a tight ass that swayed hypnotically in pencil skirts. She started with small things: a lingering hand on his shoulder when dropping off files, a compliment on his tie that carried an undercurrent of heat.

"You look so commanding today, Mr. Thompson," she'd purr, her voice low and breathy, making his cock twitch despite himself.

The first real crack came during tax season crunch. Late nights blurred into one another, the office emptying until it was just them under the fluorescent hum. One evening, as rain lashed the windows, Kendra leaned over his desk to point out a discrepancy, her blouse gaping to reveal a lacy black bra cupping her pale, freckled cleavage. Jermaine's eyes dipped, and she caught him, smirking.

"See something you like?" she'd teased, not moving away.

He should've shut it down. But Maria had snapped at him that morning over something trivial—hormones, he told himself—and Kendra's attention felt like a balm. Before he knew it, her lips were on his, soft and insistent, tasting of cherry lip gloss and forbidden promise. She dropped to her knees under the desk, unzipping his slacks with practiced ease, freeing his hardening cock.

"Let me help you relax, boss," she whispered, her tongue flicking the tip before swallowing him whole.

Jermaine groaned, head thrown back, fingers tangling in her blonde locks as she bobbed, gagging softly, saliva dripping down his shaft. She sucked like a woman starved, hollowing her cheeks, one hand cupping his balls while the other stroked what her mouth couldn't reach.

He came hard down her throat, guilt flashing briefly as she swallowed every drop, licking her lips with a wicked grin. "Better than home, huh?"

That night set the pattern. The affair escalated quickly, each encounter more lurid, more desperate. In the supply closet during lunch breaks, Kendra would hike up her skirt, no panties underneath, her shaved pussy glistening with arousal. She'd brace against the shelves, ass out, begging him to fuck her quick and dirty. Jermaine would slam in, the tight heat of her cunt gripping him like a vice, her moans muffled against his tie. "Harder, daddy," she'd gasp, her walls fluttering as he pounded, shelves rattling with each thrust. He'd spank her pale ass red, leaving handprints that made her yelp, then pull out to cum on her back, watching his seed drip down her crack.

Hotel rooms became their sanctuary. One afternoon, after a client meeting, they checked into a sleek Loop suite. Kendra stripped slowly, teasing him with glimpses of her lithe body—small, pink nipples hardening in the cool air, her clit piercing glinting as she spread her legs on the king bed.

"Eat me, Jermaine," she'd command, and he'd dive in, tongue lashing her folds, sucking her pierced clit until she squirted, soaking his chin and the sheets.

"Fuck, you're so much better than my ex," she'd moan, hips grinding against his face.

Then she'd ride him reverse cowgirl, ass bouncing, taking him deep while he gripped her hips, thumbs spreading her cheeks to watch his cock disappear into her slick heat.

"Cum on my face," she'd beg, kneeling as he exploded, ropes painting her pretty features, her tongue darting out to taste.

But it wasn't just the sex—it was the emotional pull. Kendra listened to his complaints about Maria's mood swings, validated his frustrations. "Pregnancy changes them," she'd say sympathetically, stroking his ego along with his dick. Jermaine rationalized it all: Maria was distant, her body changing in ways that intimidated him—the swelling belly, the fuller curves that made him feel inadequate, like he couldn't satisfy her anymore. Kendra was easy, uncomplicated, a white girl who mirrored his corporate world, far from the hood vibrancy Maria embodied. Yet guilt gnawed at him, especially when he'd come home smelling of Kendra's floral perfume, hugging Maria and lying about "overtime."

Today, as he packed his briefcase, Kendra slipped into his office, locking the door. "One more before you go?" she whispered, dropping her panties and bending over his desk. Jermaine couldn't resist, fucking her hard from behind, her pussy clenching as she came with a stifled cry. He pulled out, cumming on her ass, wiping it clean with tissues before zipping up.

"See you tomorrow," she winked, leaving him reeking of her scent once more.

Driving home through the bustling streets, Jermaine's mind raced. He loved Maria—her fire, her beauty—but the affair had become an addiction, a release from the pressures of impending fatherhood. Little did he know, his world was about to crack wider.

Pulling into the driveway of their modest South Side home, Jermaine noticed the lights on, the faint aroma of Maria's cooking wafting out. He stepped inside, loosening his tie, expecting the usual—Maria lounging, perhaps complaining about swollen feet. But she was different tonight. Glowing, radiant, her caramel skin flushed like she'd just run a marathon, a secretive smile playing on her full lips as she set the table. She moved with a sway in her hips, confident and satisfied, her sundress hugging her pregnant curves in a way that stirred something primal in him—jealousy mixed with arousal.

"Hey, baby," she said, pecking his cheek, but her eyes darted away quickly.

Jermaine inhaled, and there it was—a faint perfume, not her vanilla lotion, but something masculine, cedar and sweat, clinging to the air like a ghost. He glanced at the couch, pillows slightly askew, a throw blanket rumpled.

"You look... different," he said, voice neutral but probing. "Good day?"

Maria shrugged, plating spaghetti. "Yeah, just chilled. Simone came over."

He sat, watching her. The glow wasn't from rest; it was post-sex, the kind he recognized from Kendra's afterglow. "Smells like someone else was here," he said casually, but his eyes hardened. "That cologne... not Simone's."

She laughed, light but forced. "Babe, you trippin'. Simone got this new stuff, spilled it everywhere. We were gossipin' all afternoon."

Jermaine forked his food, not buying it. The couch held the imprint of bodies, and that scent? Definitely male. "Gossipin', huh? No one else?"

Maria met his gaze, unflinching. "Nope. Why, you jealous?"

He forced a chuckle, but inside, suspicion boiled. His own affair flashed—hypocrite, he thought—but the idea of Maria with someone else, especially pregnant with his child, twisted his gut. "Just askin'. Having fun with Simone tonight?"

She nodded, finishing her meal. "Yeah, girls' night. Stayin' over at her place."

"Cool," he said nonchalantly, kissing her forehead as she grabbed her bag.

But as the door closed, he paced, sniffing the couch again. Something was off—way off. He poured a drink, mind racing with images of betrayal, oblivious to how his own secrets mirrored hers.

In Simone's Charger, Maria exhaled. "Girl, I think Jermaine's on to me. He smelled Malcolm on the couch, grilled me about it."

Simone sucked her teeth, weaving through traffic. "Fuck him. That white boy out there fuckin' his secretary every lunch break, leavin' you high and dry? Nah, sis. You deserve that good dick. Live your best life."

Maria laughed, tension easing. "You right. He actin' all innocent, but I know his ass cheatin', too."

They pulled up to Simone's cozy apartment in Englewood—string lights twinkling on the balcony, the scent of incense welcoming them inside. The living room featured a plush bear rug on the hardwood floor, candles flickering, creating a sultry ambiance. Simone locked the door, turning to Maria with a grin.

"I'm already prepped, girl. Butt plug in, vibratin' low. Feels so good, stretchin' my ass, makin' my pussy drip."

Maria's eyes widened, arousal stirring. "Damn, you serious?"

Simone nodded, stripping off her jeans to reveal a jeweled plug nestled between her cheeks. "Hell yeah. Malcolm comin' over to fuck us both. You need one too." She guided Maria to the rug, helping her undress, oiling her pregnant body with slow, sensual strokes—hands gliding over her belly, teasing her nipples until they peaked. "Bend over, ma."

Maria got on all fours, ass up, pussy exposed. Simone lubed the plug, circling Maria's tight hole before easing it in—the stretch burning then blooming into pleasure, vibrating gently against her walls.

"Oh fuck," Maria moaned, the dual sensation with her pregnancy hormones making her clit throb.

Simone knelt behind her, spreading her cheeks. "Let me taste you while it buzzes." Her tongue dove in, licking Maria's pussy from clit to entrance, slow laps savoring the sweetness. Maria gasped, rocking back, the plug shifting with each movement. Simone tongue-fucked her deep, slurping juices, fingers rubbing her clit until Maria trembled, close to cumming.

A knock interrupted. "That's him," Simone purred, wiping her mouth. She opened the door in lingerie, leading Malcolm inside. He towered, eyes darkening at the sight—Maria on all fours on the rug, plug glinting, Simone joining her in the same position.

"Ass is on the menu tonight," Simone said, looking back with a wink, then kissing Maria deeply, tongues tangling.

"Now come fuck and breed our ass, daddy," Maria added, arching her back.

Malcolm stripped, his eleven-inch dick springing free, hard and ready. He knelt, starting with pussies—eating Maria first, tongue swirling her clit while the plug vibrated, fingers pumping her g-spot.

"This pregnant pussy so wet," he groaned, sucking her lips, making her cum with a scream, cream coating his chin.

Then Simone—lapping her folds, tongue delving deep, her queefs echoing as he fingered her. "Taste so good," he murmured, bringing her to orgasm, body shaking.

Shifting to asses, he removed Maria's plug slowly, the gape inviting. He spat on her hole, fingering it deep, then dove in with his tongue—rimming, probing, eating her ass like dessert while fingering her pussy. Maria moaned filthy, "Eat that ass, daddy. Get it ready for your dick." He alternated, tongue-fucking her hole until she came again from the taboo bliss.

For Simone, he pulled her plug, spreading her cheeks wide. Fingers first, scissoring her open, then his tongue—slobbering, spitting, rimming deep. "Love this tight ass," he growled, eating her out until she squirted, ass clenching around nothing.

Lubed and ready, Malcolm started with Simone—easing his fat head into her ass, inch by inch, the stretch making her gasp. "So big," she whimpered, but pushed back. He thrust slow then hard, doggy style, spanking her ass red, pounding deep.

"Breed this ass," she begged, cumming as he filled her, pulling out to cum on her back in thick ropes.

Switching to Maria, he was gentle—sliding in carefully, her pregnant body trembling. "Relax, ma," he whispered, thrusting deeper, hand on her belly. The fullness was overwhelming, pleasure bordering pain, but she loved it.

"Fuck my ass hard," she demanded, and he did—hammering, whispering, "Gon' breed this pregnant ass." He came deep, flooding her with cum, the warmth making her orgasm, pussy untouched.

Later, Maria pushed, farting out the cum onto Simone's tongue—Simone lapping greedily, sharing in a messy kiss. They sucked Malcolm clean together, throats gagging, tasting ass and cum, saliva stringing between them.

Exhausted, they cuddled on the rug, Malcolm in the middle. Maria spoke first, voice soft. "Malcolm... I'm in love with you. It's crazy, but you make me feel alive, wanted."

Simone nodded. "Me too. You're more than dick—you're heart, protection. We both love you."

Malcolm pulled them close, eyes misty. "Damn, y'all... I feel it too. From that grocery bump, I knew. We'll figure this out—Jermaine, the baby. I got y'all."

They shared kisses, laughter, promises—heartwarming bonds forming in the afterglow, a tangled love born from desire. Maria reflected, touching her belly, as sleep claimed them, the night holding secrets of deeper passions ahead.
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