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As Jim stepped into their bedroom, the flickering candlelight cast a warm, inviting glow over the space, bathing her in a soft, golden light that accentuated his wife’s beauty. She wore a new, lacy red lingerie set that hugged her curves perfectly, the cups of her bra lifting and shaping her breasts, the lace of her panties barely hiding her swollen mound. The scent of her arousal mingled with the aroma of the candles, filling the air as she panted softly, her heart pounding with anticipation. Her eyes locked on her husband, drinking in the sight of him, his muscular chest gleaming with sweat, his erection straining against his pants. He was every inch the man she desired, and tonight, she was going to have him again and again until they created the life they both so desperately wanted.

As Jim started towards the bed, Betty met him halfway, their lips melding together as she tasted his desire, her tongue dancing with his, tangling in a passionate embrace. Her hands roamed over his chest, feeling his strength, her nails scratching lightly as she clung to him. When they parted for air, she gazed into his eyes, her own shining with need. "Jim," she breathed, her voice barely a whisper, "I want you to fill me with your cum this weekend. I want to feel you deep inside me, making me pregnant." Her words were a confession, a plea, a prayer for the future they both craved. She guided him to the bed, her hands fumbling with his belt buckle, releasing his erection from his pants, freeing it to stand tall and proud before her. "I want to be your baby-maker," she whispered, her fingers wrapping around his shaft, stroking him gently as she knelt before him, her eyes locked on his engorged head.

With a hungry smile, Betty engulfed his cock head, her lips stretching around him as she took him into her mouth, her tongue flicking over the slit, tasting his pre-cum. She bobbed her head, her throat working him expertly, her hands pumping his shaft as she moaned around him. Her breasts swayed enticingly with each bob, her nipples hard and sensitive beneath her lace bra. The room echoed with the sounds of their passion: her wet noises, his grunts of pleasure, the rustle of her lingerie as she moved. She wanted to savor every drop of his essence, to keep him on the edge without letting him cum yet, saving his seed for their shared goal. Her hands stroked his balls, massaging them gently as she sucked, her tongue dancing around his tip, teasing him mercilessly. She looked up at him through her lashes, her eyes locked on his, knowing he was close, but not yet ready to let him release. She wanted to feel him inside her, wanted to be filled to the brim with his baby-making seed. She continued her ministrations, her pussy aching for his touch, her clit throbbing as she neared her own climax, but she held back, focusing on her husband's pleasure instead of her own.

As her lips brushed over his tip for the last time, she released him from her mouth, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. "Take me," she purred, her voice thick with desire as she watched him shed his clothes, her gaze devouring his naked body. She climbed onto the bed, her legs spread wide, her pussy bare and glistening beneath her, her clit swollen and wet. He knelt between her thighs, his eyes hungry as he studied her. "Taste me," she breathed, her hands clenching the sheets as he licked his tongue over her folds, teasing her entrance, driving her wild. His fingers parted her lips, probing her wet heat as he lapped at her clit, sucking it into his mouth, his teeth grazing softly. She bucked her hips, her moans echoing through the room as he ate her out, her thighs trembling from the pleasure. "Oh god, Jim," she gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, her body tense and needy as he brought her ever closer to the edge. "Make me cum," she begged, her hips rising to meet his mouth, her juices coating his face as he feasted on her most sensitive spot. His tongue danced, driving her higher, her orgasm building like a storm, her pussy clenching around his fingers as she shuddered, her cries filling the room. "I need you inside me," she panted, her body still trembling from her release, her womb aching for his seed.
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