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Chapter 1



The gym smells like rubber mats, metal, and the faint metallic tang of sweat that never quite leaves the air no matter how hard they scrub. I swipe our new premium membership cards at the turnstile—black, sleek, heavier than the basic ones—and feel a tiny illicit thrill as the gate beeps green for both of us.

As a yoga instructor for the past six years, I’ve spent thousands of hours guiding bodies through flows that sculpt exactly the kind of physique I now carry: 5’6” of lean, powerful muscle. My strong legs come from endless warrior sequences and deep hip openers; my round, athletic ass from hundreds of glute bridges and chair poses that leave my students dripping and begging for savasana. Full C-cup breasts that still sit high thanks to relentless core work, long chestnut hair pulled into the high ponytail I wear for every class so it doesn’t whip my students in the face during sun salutations. Green eyes that have learned to read every micro-adjustment in posture, every held breath, every hidden desire to push just a little further.

Nathan trails a half-step behind, phone already in hand, scrolling through emails even though it’s Saturday morning and he promised me “quality time.” I don’t say anything. I’ve stopped expecting him to be fully present lately. Teaching yoga has made me hyper-aware of bodies—mine, my students’, and now, painfully, the growing distance in our own bed. Vanilla sex twice a month, always the same rhythm, always ending with him satisfied while I lie there still aching for something deeper, harder, more consuming.

Instead I adjust my ponytail and scan the sprawling floor ahead.

That’s when I see him.

He stands near the free-weight racks like he owns every square foot of this place. Six-four at least, shoulders so wide they make the regulation black polo stretch tight across his back. Dark skin gleaming under the fluorescent lights, arms thick with corded muscle that flexes casually as he reracks a pair of 100-pound dumbbells like they’re toys. Darius, the name stitched in white over his left pec reads. Head trainer.

My stomach does a slow, unfamiliar flip.

As a yoga instructor I praise perfect form every single day—alignment, control, power. But nothing in my classes has ever prepared me for this. The way his compression shorts hug those powerful thighs, the obscene, heavy outline of what has to be a massive cock even while soft. Heat prickles low in my belly, sudden and unwelcome, my yoga-honed core clenching involuntarily.

I tell myself it’s just professional appreciation. My eyes linger anyway.

Nathan bumps my shoulder lightly. “You okay, babe? You’re just… standing there.”

I force a smile, bright and practiced. “Yeah. Just taking it all in. This place is huge. Perfect for adding some real strength work to my yoga practice.”

He nods, already looking toward the cardio section. “Treadmill sound good? Side by side like old times?”

“Sure,” I say, but my gaze flicks back to Darius. He’s talking to a client now, deep voice carrying just enough that I catch the low rumble of it. Commanding without shouting. The woman he’s coaching laughs too loudly, touches his forearm for a second longer than necessary.

I swallow.

We head to the treadmills. Nathan picks ones near the windows; I choose the row that gives me a clear diagonal view of the weight floor. My legs churn into a steady run, quads and hamstrings firing exactly the way I cue in my power-yoga classes—strong, controlled, sculpted from years of holding poses most people quit after thirty seconds. Sweat beads between my breasts, soaks the waistband of my leggings. In the mirror ahead I catch my reflection: flushed cheeks, green eyes bright, lips parted, ponytail swinging. I look exactly like the confident instructor my students idolize. But inside, I’m quietly starving.

Forty minutes later we’re both glistening, breathing hard. Nathan wipes his face with the bottom of his shirt, exposing the soft little roll above his waistband. I used to kiss it during partner yoga sessions we tried early in our marriage, teasing him that it was “extra cuddle material.” Now it just reminds me how different our bodies feel—mine carved by daily flows and teaching, his softened by long office hours and weekend cycling that never quite matches my intensity.

“Think I’m gonna hit the sauna for a bit,” he says, already drifting toward the locker rooms. “You coming?”

“In a minute. I want to check out the class schedule first.”

He nods, distracted, and disappears.

I don’t go to the schedule board.

Instead I wander toward the training desk, pretending to study the promotional flyers. Darius is there now, alone, logging something into the tablet. Up close he smells like clean sweat and cedarwood cologne. My pulse thuds in my throat—exactly the same rhythm I feel right before I drop into a deep backbend in front of thirty students.

He glances up. Our eyes lock.

“New member?” His voice is bass, smooth, vibrating through my ribs the way a deep OM does, only ten times more commanding.

“Yeah. Just signed up today. Premium package.” I sound breathier than I mean to. “I teach yoga full-time, so I’m hoping to balance that with some serious strength training.”

He smiles—slow, knowing. “Good choice. Yoga bodies respond beautifully to heavy loads.” His gaze travels down my body for half a second—professional appraisal, except it doesn’t feel professional at all. “You already have the foundation. Strong legs, tight core, that round ass built for power. We’ll just… deepen it.”

My clit pulses at the way he says deepen, low and deliberate. I cross my arms under my breasts, suddenly hyper-aware of how hard my nipples are against my sports bra.

“I—maybe. I’d like that. The consultation, I mean.”

He pulls up the scheduling screen. “What’s your availability?”

“Pretty flexible. Mornings, evenings… whenever my studio schedule allows.”

His eyes flick to mine again. Something dark and hungry flashes there before it’s gone. “I’ve got an opening next week. Tuesday, 7 p.m. After regular hours. Quieter then. Better focus—no distractions while I correct your form.”

The implication hangs between us, thick as the humidity in my hottest vinyasa class.

“That works,” I say too quickly.

He taps the screen. “It’s booked. I’ll text you a reminder.” He pauses. “Gotta put your number in.”

I give it to him. My fingers tremble slightly as I type it into his phone—fingers that have guided hundreds of students into proper alignment now shaking because of one trainer’s proximity.

He saves it under “Elise – Yoga Instructor, Premium.” Then he looks at me again, voice dropping even lower. “Wear something you can move in. I like to see proper form… and I like to break it.”

Heat floods my face, my chest, between my thighs. My yoga-trained pussy clenches again, already slick inside my leggings.

“I will.”

He nods once, already turning to the next task like he didn’t just set my entire nervous system on fire. “See you Tuesday, Elise.”

I walk away on shaky legs, the same legs that hold me steady through ninety-minute flows now feeling weak for an entirely different reason. Pussy already soaked, nipples tight, mind spinning with the size contrast I can’t stop picturing—my toned yoga body against his towering, chiseled frame.

Nathan finds me near the exit ten minutes later, cheeks still flushed. “You good? You look… winded.”

I force another smile. “Just excited about getting back into training. Real training.”

He kisses my temple, oblivious. “That’s my girl.”

I let him take my hand as we head to the car.

But all I can think about is Tuesday at 7 p.m., the nearly empty gym, and the way Darius said my name like he already knew exactly how I would sound moaning it while he stretched me far beyond any yoga pose I’ve ever taught.


Chapter 2



Tuesday evening arrives faster than it should. I spend the entire day at the studio teaching back-to-back hot-vinyasa classes, flowing through chaturanga after chaturanga until my arms burn and my leggings are soaked through with sweat. Every downward dog, every warrior II, every time I cue my students to “root down through the feet and lift through the crown,” I feel the phantom pressure of Darius’s hands already on me—guiding, correcting, claiming.

I tell Nathan I have a late client consultation at the gym. He kisses me goodbye without suspicion, tells me to “have fun getting strong,” and heads back to his laptop. The lie sits easy on my tongue now.

I arrive at 6:55 p.m. The gym is quieter than on weekends—only a handful of die-hards still grinding under the lights. The front desk girl waves me through with a bored smile. I head straight to the private training studio tucked at the far end of the facility: frosted glass walls, rubberized floor, a rack of kettlebells and dumbbells, one padded bench, one cable machine, and a full wall of mirrors.

Darius is already there.

He’s changed out of the standard polo into a sleeveless black compression shirt that clings to every ridge of muscle on his chest and shoulders. Gray sweatpants hang low on narrow hips. The thick outline of his cock is unmistakable even at rest—long, heavy, pressing against the fabric like it’s trying to escape. My mouth goes dry.

“Elise.” He says my name like a command. “Right on time. Good girl.”

The praise hits me low and hot. I swallow, force a smile. “Didn’t want to waste your evening.”

He steps closer. The cedarwood-and-sweat scent wraps around me again. “You’re not wasting anything. Close the door.”

I do. The click of the latch sounds final.

He gestures to the open floor space. “We’ll start with a warm-up. Show me your default movement patterns. Squat first—bodyweight, slow.”

I drop into position, heels flat, chest proud, the way I teach every single day. Ass back, knees tracking over toes, core braced. I sink until my thighs are parallel, hold for a beat, then rise.

Darius circles me like a shark. “Good depth. Strong glutes—yoga’s done its job there.” His voice is close behind me now. “But your core’s drifting forward on the way up. Let me fix it.”

Before I can answer, his huge hands settle on my hips—fingers splayed wide, thumbs pressing into the dimples above my ass. The size difference is obscene: my toned, athletic frame against his massive palms. Heat radiates through my leggings like he’s branding me.

“Breathe out as you rise,” he murmurs, breath hot against my ear. “Squeeze the glutes hard at the top. Like this.”

He guides me down again, controlling the descent with effortless strength. When I hit bottom he presses forward just enough to make me feel the thick ridge of his cock nudge the small of my back through our clothes. I gasp.

“Feel that?” he asks, voice velvet and dark. “That’s where your power lives. Right here.” One hand slides up to flatten against my lower abs, pressing in. “Engage.”

I clench. My pussy flutters in response.

We move through more reps. Each time he adjusts me his touch lingers longer—fingers tracing the line of my spine, palm cupping the underside of my ass to “cue the squeeze,” thumb brushing the outer curve of my breast when he repositions my shoulders. Every contact sends electricity straight to my clit. By the third set my nipples are painfully hard, visible through my sports bra, and I know he can see.

“Deadlift next,” he says. “Romanian. Light bar to start.”

He loads a 95-pound barbell—nothing for him, challenging for me. I hinge at the hips, keeping my back flat the way I’ve drilled into every client. The stretch fires through my hamstrings, ass pushing back.

Darius steps in close again. This time his front presses fully against my backside as he reaches around to correct my grip. His cock—rock-hard now—slots right against the cleft of my ass like it belongs there. Thick. Long. Throbbing.

“Arch a little more,” he growls. “Push that pretty ass back into me. Let me feel how strong those yoga legs really are.”

I do. The pressure is unbearable. My pussy lips part inside my soaked panties, clit swollen and aching. I can feel every vein through the thin layers separating us.

He holds me there for a long second, hips rocking once—subtle, deliberate. “Fuck, Elise. You’re built to take it deep.”

A whimper escapes before I can stop it.

He chuckles, low and filthy. “That’s the sound I wanted to hear.”

We finish the set. My legs shake—not from the weight.

He racks the bar, turns me to face him. We’re inches apart. His chest rises and falls. Mine heaves.

“Last thing tonight,” he says. “Hip thrusts. Glute activation. You’ll feel this tomorrow.”

He sets up the bench, loads another plate. I lie back, shoulders on the pad, feet planted, bar across my hips. The cold steel bites through my leggings.

Darius kneels between my spread thighs to adjust the bar—unnecessarily. His forearms brush my inner thighs as he centers it. Then he stays there, huge hands gripping just above my knees, spreading me wider.

“Drive through the heels,” he orders. “Squeeze at the top. Hold it.”

I thrust up. My pussy clenches hard around nothing as my ass lifts, grinding the bar against my clit with every rep. He watches my face in the mirror behind me—eyes dark, lips parted.

“Harder,” he growls. “Show me how bad you want to feel full.”

I’m dripping now. I can smell my own arousal mixing with his. On the fifth rep he leans forward, one hand sliding up to press flat against my lower belly again—right over my womb.

“Imagine this,” he says, voice rough. “This tight little yoga pussy stretched around something a lot bigger than that bar. Something thick. Something that doesn’t stop until it’s bottomed out against your cervix. You think you could handle that, Elise?”

My hips buck involuntarily. A small, desperate moan slips out.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” I whisper. “God, yes.”

His thumb strokes once, slow and deliberate, right over my clit through the fabric. I jolt.

“Good girl.” He stands, towering over me. “Session’s over. For tonight.”

I sit up on trembling legs. My leggings have a visible wet spot at the crotch. He notices. Smiles.

“Wear something shorter next time,” he says. “I want better access to those hips.”

He hands me a small towel. “Clean yourself up before you go home to your husband. Wouldn’t want him smelling another man on you… yet.”

I take it, cheeks burning.

He walks me to the door, opens it for me. Just before I step out he leans down, lips brushing my ear.

“Thursday. Same time. Bring your A-game, Elise. I’m going to stretch you so wide you forget what anything smaller ever felt like.”

The door closes behind me.

I walk to my car on rubber legs, pussy throbbing, mind spinning with the memory of his cock pressed against me, the filthy promise in his voice, the way my body responded like it already belonged to him.

Nathan’s asleep when I get home, the house dark and quiet. I slip straight into the master bathroom, lock the door, and strip out of my soaked leggings and sports bra in seconds. My reflection in the mirror shows exactly what Darius did to me: nipples stiff and dark, chest flushed, inner thighs glistening with my own slick. My pussy lips are puffy, clit peeking out swollen and needy.

I step into the shower, turn the water on hot, and don’t even wait for it to warm fully. The second the spray hits my skin I slide two fingers straight down between my legs. I’m so wet they sink in with zero resistance, stretching my tight yoga-trained cunt exactly the way Darius’s words promised something bigger would.

“Oh fuck…” I moan under the water, eyes closing as I picture him.

I lean back against the tiled wall, one leg hooked up on the built-in bench, and start pumping my fingers hard—fast, deep, the way I never do with Nathan. My free hand squeezes my breast, pinching the nipple hard while I imagine Darius’s massive black hands doing it instead. Those thick fingers. That obscene 11-inch cock I felt throbbing against my ass.

I add a third finger, stretching myself wider, and my knees buckle. “Yes… just like that… stretch me…”

In my mind he’s kneeling between my thighs again, but this time there’s no barbell—only the fat, veined head of his BBC pressing against my entrance, splitting me open inch by brutal inch. I can almost feel the burn, the impossible fullness, the way my pussy would flutter and clench around something so much thicker than my husband’s 5.5 inches.

I fuck myself faster, thumb circling my clit in tight, frantic strokes. The shower drowns out the wet, obscene sounds of my fingers plunging in and out, but I hear them in my head—sloppy, desperate, dripping.

“Take it all, Elise,” I whisper, mimicking his deep voice. “This pussy is mine now. Gonna ruin you for that little white dick forever.”

The words send me over the edge. My first orgasm crashes through me—sharp, sudden, legs shaking so hard I almost slip. My walls clamp down on my fingers, gushing fresh slick down my thighs that the water instantly washes away. But I don’t stop. I keep thrusting, chasing the overstimulation that makes my eyes roll back.

I picture him breeding me right there on the training bench—flooding my womb with thick, hot cum while he growls about knocking up the pretty married yoga instructor. My second orgasm hits harder, longer, a deep, rolling wave that makes me cry out loud enough I bite my lip to stay quiet.

Still not enough.

I grab the detachable shower head, switch it to the pulsing massage setting, and aim the powerful jets directly at my swollen clit while three fingers stay buried inside me, curling against my G-spot. The water beats against me like a relentless tongue—fast, merciless. My hips jerk uncontrollably.

“Darius… fuck me… own this pussy… make me your size queen…” I gasp, voice breaking.

The third orgasm rips through me so violently my vision whites out. My whole body convulses, pussy squirting in weak, rhythmic pulses that mix with the shower spray. I keep the jets on my clit through the whole thing, riding the overstimulation until tears leak from the corners of my eyes and my legs give out completely.

I slide down the wall, panting, fingers still buried deep, aftershocks rippling through me for another full minute.

When I finally pull my hand free, my fingers are coated in creamy white slick. I bring them to my mouth without thinking and suck them clean, tasting myself while imagining it’s his cum I’m swallowing after he’s flooded me.

I know I’m already in too deep.

And Thursday is only two days away.


Chapter 3



The next forty-eight hours crawl by in a haze of yoga classes, meal preps, and Nathan’s gentle, oblivious affection. I teach my regular Wednesday hot flow at 6 a.m., then a restorative at noon, then a power sequence in the evening—every downward dog, every hip opener reminding me of Darius’s hands spreading me wider on that bench, his thumb ghosting my clit, his voice promising to stretch me until I forget smaller cocks exist.

I’m distracted. My students notice. One of them—a sweet older woman—asks if I’m okay during savasana. I smile too brightly, say I’m just “working through some personal flow,” and move on. Inside I’m burning.

Nathan and I eat dinner together like always. He talks about a new project at work, some spreadsheet drama. I nod, fork pasta into my mouth without tasting it, thighs pressed together under the table because even the seam of my leggings rubs my still-sensitive clit wrong—or right. Every time I shift, I feel the faint soreness from clenching around my own fingers in the shower Monday night. Three orgasms. Squirting. Crying out his name under my breath while water pounded my clit like I wished his tongue would.

I excuse myself early, claiming I need to plan tomorrow’s class. Nathan kisses my forehead, says he loves me, heads to the couch with his laptop. I retreat to our bedroom, close the door softly, and check my phone for the hundredth time.

Nothing yet.

I shower again—quick this time, no touching—then slip into bed in just an oversized T-shirt, no panties. The sheets feel too soft, too empty. I scroll Instagram mindlessly, liking fitness posts, until my phone buzzes at 10:47 p.m.

Unknown number: Progress pic from today’s client. Thought you might appreciate the form.

Attached is a photo: Darius in the same private studio, mid-hip-thrust on the bench setup we used. Black tank soaked dark with sweat, gray sweats clinging to every thick inch of his cock—semi-hard again, obscene bulge snaking down his thigh. The caption in the image reads: “Squeeze at the top. Hold. Feel the burn.”

My breath catches. Heat floods between my legs instantly.

I stare at the photo, zoom in. The outline is ridiculous—longer than Nathan’s hand, thicker than my wrist. My pussy clenches on nothing.

Another buzz.

Darius: You get home safe Monday?

Me (after three tries typing with shaky thumbs): Yes. Thank you for the session.

Darius: You were a good student. Responsive. Eager.

Me: I tried.

Darius: You did more than try. That little whimper when I pressed against you? Filthy. Kept thinking about it.

My free hand slides between my thighs without permission. I’m already slick.

Me: I couldn’t stop thinking about it either.

Darius: Good. Tell me what you couldn’t stop thinking about.

I hesitate. Nathan’s still in the living room—I can hear the faint click of his keyboard. The risk makes it hotter.

Me: Your hands. How big they are. How they made me feel… small. And the way you felt against me. Hard. Huge.

Darius: Keep going.

Me: I felt every inch through your sweats. It was throbbing. I wanted to see it. Touch it.

Darius: You will. Thursday. But tonight you’re gonna show me how wet that thought makes you.

A photo arrives: his hand wrapped around the base of his cock through the sweats, squeezing so the head flares even more obviously. No skin yet—just the promise.

Darius: Your turn, Elise. Send me proof you’re dripping for this BBC.

My heart hammers. I glance at the bedroom door—still closed. I spread my legs under the covers, slide two fingers along my slit. Soaked. I angle the phone down, snap a quick shot: glistening fingers spread apart, strings of slick connecting them, my puffy lips visible in the background.

I hit send before I can overthink it.

Darius: Fuck. That’s a greedy little pussy. Already leaking for something it’s never had.

Me: It wants it so bad.

Darius: It’s gonna get stretched so wide Thursday you’ll feel empty without me inside you after. Gonna ruin those tight yoga walls for anything smaller.

I bite my lip hard enough to taste copper. My clit throbs.

Me: Promise?

Darius: I don’t make promises I can’t keep. I’m gonna bottom out against your cervix, pump you full until it’s dripping down your thighs. You’ll be begging me to breed that married cunt.

The word breed hits like a slap. My fingers plunge inside me—three at once—stretching myself while I read his next message.

Darius: Touch yourself right now. Slow circles on that swollen clit. Imagine it’s my thumb again. But this time I don’t stop.

I obey. Slow, teasing circles. My hips lift off the mattress.

Me: I’m doing it. Feels so good.

Darius: Faster now. Pinch your nipples with your other hand. Hard. Pretend it’s my teeth.

I do. The sharp pain shoots straight to my core. A soft moan escapes—I clamp my hand over my mouth.

Darius: Send audio. Let me hear how desperate you are.

I shouldn’t. Nathan’s only twenty feet away. But the risk makes me reckless. I hit record, circle faster, let out a shaky, needy whimper—quiet but unmistakable—then send it.

His reply is instant.

Darius: Good fucking girl. That sound’s gonna live in my head all night. Now edge yourself. Get right to the brink, then stop. Three times. Text me each time you pull back.

I work myself ruthlessly. First edge comes fast—thighs shaking, pussy fluttering. I stop, panting.

Me: One.

Darius: Again.

Second edge—deeper, hips bucking. I whimper louder, bite the pillow.

Me: Two.

Darius: One more. Then you can come—but only while you’re reading this: Thursday I’m bending you over that bench, spreading those strong yoga legs, and sliding every thick inch in raw. No condom. No pulling out. Gonna flood your womb until you’re leaking my cum for days. Your husband will never fill you like that. You’re gonna be my breeding slut.

Third edge hits like a freight train. I’m crying silently, fingers buried to the knuckles, clit pulsing under frantic circles. I stop again—body screaming.

Me: Three. Please let me come.

Darius: Now. Hard. Think of my cock splitting you open. Think of me owning that pussy.

I slam three fingers deep, thumb mashing my clit, and come so violently my whole body arches off the bed. A muffled scream tears from my throat—I bury my face in the pillow as wave after wave crashes through me. Slick gushes around my fingers, soaking the sheets. My pussy clamps rhythmically, milking nothing, desperate for the real thing.

When it finally ebbs I’m shaking, tears on my cheeks, chest heaving.

Darius: Good girl. Clean your fingers. Taste how wet you got for me.

I do—suck them slow, salty-sweet, imagining it’s his cum instead.

Darius: Thursday 7 p.m. Wear a skirt. No panties. I want easy access when I claim what’s already mine.

Me: Yes, Darius.

Darius: Sleep tight, Elise. Dream of me stretching you.

I delete the thread—heart still racing—then lock my phone and curl into a ball, pussy still twitching with aftershocks.

Nathan knocks softly on the door a few minutes later. “Babe? You okay? I thought I heard something.”

I force my voice steady. “Just… bad dream. I’m fine.”

He opens the door, concern on his sweet face. “Want me to stay with you?”

I smile weakly. “I’m okay. Go finish your work.”

He kisses my forehead again—soft, loving, completely unaware that his devoted wife just came harder than she ever has with him, three times in two days, to another man’s filthy texts and the promise of being bred raw in forty-eight hours.

I wait until he’s gone, then slide my hand back between my legs.

I’m already wet again.

Thursday can’t come soon enough.


Chapter 4



Thursday evening feels like the edge of a blade. All day I’ve been a mess—teaching classes on autopilot, hips swaying through sun salutations while my mind replays Darius’s texts: raw, no condom, flooding your womb, breeding slut. My pussy stays slick and swollen, clit throbbing every time I shift on my yoga mat. I cancel my last private session of the day, claiming a migraine. The truth is worse: I can’t focus on anyone else’s body when mine is screaming to be claimed.

I tell Nathan I’m meeting a friend for drinks after work. He believes me without question, kisses my cheek, says he’ll order takeout and wait up. Guilt flickers, but it’s drowned out by the pulse between my legs.

I arrive at the gym at 6:50 p.m. The parking lot is nearly empty. The front desk is unmanned—Darius must have cleared it. I slip through the turnstile with my keycard, heart slamming against my ribs. I’m wearing exactly what he ordered: a short black tennis skirt that barely covers the bottom curve of my ass, no panties underneath, thin white crop top that clings to my sweat-damp skin, high ponytail swinging. Every step rubs my bare, slick pussy lips together. I’m already dripping down my inner thighs.

The private studio door is ajar. Light spills out, warm and low. I push it open.

Darius is waiting.

He’s shirtless tonight—ebony skin gleaming under the overhead lights, every muscle carved and ridged, sweat already beading along his collarbone from whatever warm-up he did before I arrived. Gray sweatpants again, slung dangerously low, the thick length of his cock outlined in brutal detail—half-hard and already longer than anything I’ve ever taken. Heavy balls shift visibly as he turns to face me.

“Lock it,” he says, voice deep and rough.

I do. The click echoes.

He steps closer, towering. “Good girl. No panties?”

I shake my head, voice small. “No.”

“Show me.”

I lift the hem of the skirt slowly. Cool air hits my soaked pussy. My lips are puffy, glistening, clit peeking out swollen and red. A thin string of arousal stretches and snaps as I spread my thighs a fraction.

Darius groans low in his throat. “Fuck. Look at that married cunt leaking for BBC already.”

He closes the distance in one stride, huge hand cupping my mound possessively. Two thick fingers part my lips, slide through the slick without resistance, then plunge knuckle-deep. I cry out, knees buckling.

“So fucking wet,” he growls against my ear. “You been touching this pussy thinking about me since Tuesday?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “Every night. Coming so hard to your texts.”

He pumps his fingers once, twice—curling against my G-spot. My walls flutter desperately.

“Gonna give you what you’ve been begging for tonight, Elise. Gonna stretch this tight little hole until it’s molded to my cock. You ready to be ruined?”

I nod frantically. “Please… I need it.”

He pulls his fingers free, brings them to my lips. “Taste how desperate you are.”

I suck them clean, moaning at my own tangy flavor mixed with the faint salt of his skin.

Darius spins me around, bends me over the padded bench we used for hip thrusts. My hands brace on the edge, ass up, skirt flipped onto my lower back. He kicks my feet wider, drops to his knees behind me.

Hot breath ghosts my pussy. Then his tongue—broad, flat, relentless—licks a long, slow stripe from clit to asshole. I jolt, whimpering.

“Quiet,” he orders. “Gym’s empty, but sound carries. Don’t want anyone hearing what a slutty yoga wife you are… yet.”

He eats me like he’s starving. Tongue fucking deep into my hole, then circling my clit with brutal precision. Lips sucking my folds, teeth grazing just enough to make me shake. One massive hand grips my ass cheek, spreading me wider; the other reaches under to pinch and roll my clit while his tongue spears inside again.

I come fast—too fast. My thighs quake, pussy gushing onto his chin as I bite my forearm to muffle the cry. He doesn’t stop. Keeps licking through the spasms until I’m oversensitive and squirming.

“First one’s free,” he says, standing. “The rest you earn on this dick.”

I hear the rustle of fabric. Then the heavy slap of his cock against my ass—hot, thick, impossibly weighty. He drags the fat head through my slit, coating himself in my slick.

“Look back,” he commands.

I twist, eyes widening. His cock is monstrous up close: 11 inches of thick, veined black meat, the head flared purple and glistening, heavy balls drawn tight. It twitches against my entrance.

“Watch it go in,” he says. “Watch your pussy swallow every inch your husband could never give you.”

He presses forward.

The stretch is immediate and obscene. My lips part wide around the head—burning, aching, perfect. I gasp as the ridge pops inside, then inch after thick inch follows. My walls flutter and clutch, trying to accommodate the impossible girth. Halfway in he pauses, lets me feel the fullness, the way my pussy lips grip him like a vice.

“Fuck, so tight,” he groans. “This cunt was made for big black cock.”

He sinks deeper. I feel every vein, every pulse. When he bottoms out—tip kissing my cervix—I sob with pleasure-pain. My whole body shakes.

“Take it all,” he growls, hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “This pussy belongs to me now.”

He starts thrusting—slow at first, letting me adjust, then harder, deeper. Each stroke drags against my G-spot, the head battering my cervix in a rhythm that makes stars burst behind my eyes. Wet, filthy sounds fill the room: slap of skin, squelch of my soaked cunt, my choked moans.

“Tell me,” he demands, pounding faster. “Tell me whose cock is stretching you.”

“Yours,” I cry. “Darius’s big black cock… so much bigger than Nathan… ruining me…”

He slaps my ass—hard. “Louder. Say it like you mean it.”

“Darius owns this pussy!” I scream, voice breaking as another orgasm builds. “He’s fucking me raw… gonna breed me… fill me with cum…”

“That’s right.” His thrusts turn brutal—deep, punishing. Balls slap my clit with every stroke. “Gonna pump this married womb full. Knock you up with my baby while your little-dicked husband waits at home.”

The words tip me over. I come again—harder, screaming his name, pussy clamping down like it wants to milk him dry. He doesn’t stop. Keeps fucking me through it, drawing it out until I’m shaking, tears streaming, overstimulation making every nerve scream.

He pulls out suddenly—cock glistening with my cream. Flips me onto my back on the bench, legs spread wide. I watch, dazed, as he strokes himself—huge fist flying along the slick shaft.

“Open your mouth,” he orders.

I do. He steps forward, aims the head at my lips.

“Gonna mark you first,” he growls. Thick ropes of cum erupt—hot, salty, splashing across my tongue, cheeks, chin. I swallow what lands in my mouth, moaning at the taste. He keeps stroking, painting my tits, my stomach, claiming every inch.

When he’s done he smears the head through the mess on my skin, then pushes back inside my still-twitching pussy—shallow thrusts, mixing his cum with my slick.

“Feel that?” he whispers. “That’s just the start. Next time I’m breeding you deep. No pulling out.”

He fucks me with those lazy, possessive strokes for another minute, stirring his load inside me, letting my walls squeeze every drop deeper. Then he pulls out slowly, deliberately—inch by glistening inch—until the fat head pops free with a wet sound.

A thick, creamy glob of his cum immediately oozes from my gaping, ruined hole. It’s obscene—white and pearly against my flushed pink folds, slowly dripping down over my clit, along my ass crack, pooling on the bench beneath me. My pussy stays open, winking, visibly stretched and unable to close fully after taking his massive girth.

Darius stares down at the mess he’s made, a satisfied smirk on his lips. “Look at that. Your married cunt is leaking my BBC cum already. Such a greedy little breeding hole.”

He grabs my hand and guides it between my legs. “Clean it up, Elise. Scoop every drop and eat it. Show me how much you love tasting the man who just owned you.”

My fingers tremble as I obey. I slide two digits through the leaking creampie, gathering the warm, thick mixture—his salty seed mixed with my own creamy arousal. The scent is heady, musky, intoxicating. I bring my fingers to my mouth and suck them clean, moaning loudly at the filthy flavor. Salty-bitter cum coats my tongue; I swirl it, swallow, then dive back for more.

“Deeper,” he commands, voice rough. “Push them all the way in and stir it up. I want you to feel how full I left you.”

I plunge three fingers inside my stretched pussy, scooping more of his load from deep within. It squelches obscenely. I pull them out coated in thick white strands, strings stretching between my fingers, and lick them slowly, deliberately—making eye contact with him the whole time.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he groans. “Your husband ever make you eat cum like this? Ever fill you so deep you have to scoop it out and swallow it?”

“Never,” I whimper between licks. “He could never… not like this… not this much…”

Darius watches me devour every drop until my fingers come out clean and my pussy is only glistening with spit and residual slick. He leans down, kisses me hard, tongue invading my mouth to taste himself on me.

“Good fucking girl,” he murmurs against my lips. “That’s how a real man marks his property. Next time I’m pumping it straight into your womb and making you keep it all day.”

He helps me sit up on shaky legs, skirt still hiked, thighs slick with the remnants I couldn’t quite catch. His cum is drying on my face, tits, and stomach under my top—sticky reminders of ownership.

“Thursday was just the first taste,” he murmurs against my lips. “Tomorrow night, same time. Bring your husband’s favorite panties. I want you wearing them when I fuck his wife in his place.”

I nod, boneless, dripping.

He walks me to the door, skirt still hiked, thighs slick.

“Text me when you get home,” he says. “Tell me how sore your pussy is. And how much you already miss this cock.”

I stumble to my car, legs weak, pussy throbbing with every step. His cum dries sticky on my skin under my clothes.

Nathan’s waiting with takeout when I walk in. He smiles, oblivious.

“You okay, babe? You look… flushed.”

I force a smile, thighs pressed together to keep more of Darius from leaking out.

“Just a good workout,” I say.

He pulls me into a hug. I feel his small cock stir against my hip—soft, inadequate.

I smile into his shoulder.

Tomorrow I bring his panties.

And I let Darius ruin me in them.


Chapter 5



The drive home is torture. Every bump in the road jolts my tender, freshly-fucked pussy, sending fresh trickles of Darius’s thick cum leaking out to soak the driver’s seat. My skirt is still hiked up under the seatbelt; I can feel the sticky mess drying on my inner thighs, on my stomach, between my breasts. My face feels flushed and marked—his cum has crusted slightly on my chin and cheeks where I didn’t wipe it all away fast enough. The scent of sex clings to me: musky cum, my own tangy arousal, his cedarwood sweat. I crack the window, but it doesn’t help much.

Nathan’s car is already in the driveway when I pull in. Lights on in the kitchen. He’s waiting, like he said he would.

I sit in the car for a full minute, breathing slow, trying to steady myself. My pussy throbs with every heartbeat—stretched, sore, gaping slightly even now, still leaking his load. My clit is hypersensitive from the overstimulation. I can still taste him on my tongue from when I scooped his creampie out and swallowed it on command.

I smooth my skirt down as best I can, tug the crop top lower to hide the dried streaks on my tits, and step out. My legs feel like jelly. I walk to the front door on shaky thighs, each step making more of Darius’s cum ooze out and slide down my leg.

Nathan opens the door before I reach it. He’s in sweatpants and a T-shirt, hair tousled, smiling that sweet, trusting smile.

“Hey, babe. You’re later than I thought. Everything okay?”

I force a nod, step inside. The house smells like Chinese takeout—normal, comforting, utterly wrong after what just happened.

“Yeah. Just… got caught up talking.”

He closes the door, leans in to kiss me. I turn my face at the last second so his lips land on my cheek instead of my mouth. He frowns slightly.

“You smell… different. Like the gym, but stronger.”

My heart slams. I can’t lie anymore. The words bubble up before I can stop them.

“Nathan… I need to tell you something.”

His brow furrows, concern flickering. “What’s wrong?”

I take his hand, lead him to the living room couch. We sit. My skirt rides up; I don’t fix it. A fresh trickle of cum slips free and drips onto the cushion beneath me. I feel it—warm, obscene.

“I wasn’t out with a friend tonight,” I say, voice trembling. “I was at the gym. With Darius. The trainer.”

Nathan’s eyes widen. He doesn’t speak, just stares.

“I… we… he fucked me, Nathan. Raw. Hard. In the private studio after hours. He stretched me so wide I screamed. He came inside me—on me—everywhere. I’m still full of him right now. His cum is literally dripping out of my ruined pussy as we speak.”

Silence stretches. I watch his face: shock, then something else. His pupils dilate. His breathing changes—shallower, faster. I glance down. The front of his sweatpants tents. His small cock is hardening.

“Tell me,” he whispers, voice hoarse. “Everything.”

Relief crashes through me, followed by a dark, vicious thrill. I shift closer, spread my thighs wide so he can see the glistening trails on my inner legs, the way my swollen lips are still parted and leaking.

“He bent me over the bench first. Ate my pussy until I came on his tongue—something you’ve never made me do, by the way. Then he slid that massive black cock in—inch by thick, veined inch. It burned so good, Nathan. He’s so much bigger than you. Thicker than three of your fingers. Longer than your entire pathetic little dick plus your hand. He hit places you’ve never even dreamed of reaching. Bottomed out against my cervix while I begged for more. Fucked me raw while telling me my pussy belongs to him now—permanently. That you’re just the warm-up guy who kept it wet for a real man.”

Nathan’s hand drifts to his crotch, rubbing slowly through the fabric. His eyes are locked on the mess between my legs, face flushing deeper with every word.

“Keep going,” he rasps, voice cracking.

“I came twice on his cock. Screaming his name. Begging him to breed me. He pulled out and came all over my face, my tits, my stomach—like I was his personal cum dump. Then he pushed back in and fucked his own load deeper, stirring it up until it was foaming out around his shaft. When he finally pulled out… it poured out of me. Thick, white, creamy ropes—way more than you’ve ever produced in your life. He made me scoop it up with my fingers and eat it. Every filthy drop. While he watched and called me his good little breeding slut. I swallowed his superior cum right there on the gym floor, Nathan. Tasted how much better he is.”

Nathan groans—low, desperate, humiliated. His hand moves faster inside his pants.

“Show me,” he begs, voice breaking. “Show me what he left in you. Show me how much he stretched my wife’s cunt.”

I stand slowly, legs shaking. I lift my skirt fully, exposing my swollen, red pussy. The lips are puffy and parted, still unable to close completely after taking Darius’s girth. A thick rope of his cum oozes out right then—slow, viscous—dripping down to my clit, then onto the floor between us with an audible plop.

Nathan drops to his knees in front of me without a word, face inches from my dripping hole.

“Please,” he whimpers, looking up at me with eyes full of desperate, shameful hunger. “Let me taste him. Let me clean the mess a real man left in my useless wife.”

The power shift hits me like lightning. I thread my fingers through his hair, yank his head forward roughly.

“Clean your wife’s pussy, Nathan. Lick up every thick drop of the superior black cock that just ruined me for you forever. Taste what a real man’s load smells and feels like—because yours never will.”

He dives in like a starving animal.

His tongue is frantic, sloppy—lapping at the leaking creampie, sucking the thick globs straight from my gaping hole. He buries his face so deep his nose mashes against my clit, tongue scooping Darius’s load from inside me with wet, obscene slurps. Cum smears across his cheeks, his chin, his lips—he doesn’t care. He’s moaning into my pussy, the vibrations making me shudder.

“Does it taste good?” I taunt, grinding against his mouth. “Taste how much bigger he is? How much more he filled me? You could never leave me this messy, could you? Your pathetic little prick barely makes a teaspoon. Darius flooded me like a firehose. Look at you—on your knees eating another man’s cum out of your wife’s stretched-out cunt. This is what you’re good for now. Cleanup crew.”

He whimpers louder, tongue plunging deeper, swirling to collect every drop. “No… never… he’s so much bigger… so much better… I’m nothing compared to him…”

“That’s right,” I hiss, yanking his hair harder. “Say it. Say your tiny white dick is worthless. Say my pussy belongs to Darius now.”

“My tiny white dick is worthless,” he mumbles into my folds, voice muffled and broken. “Your pussy belongs to Darius now… I’m just… just the cuck who cleans up after a real man…”

I laugh—low, cruel, aroused. “Good boy. Now suck harder. Get every last bit of his superior seed out of me. Swallow it down like the eager little cum-guzzler you are.”

Nathan obeys, lips sealing around my hole, sucking greedily while his hand strokes his small cock furiously inside his pants. The humiliation fuels him—he’s leaking pre-cum through the fabric, hips jerking. I feel another small orgasm building from the sheer dominance of it all. I grind down on his face, smearing more of Darius’s remnants across his nose and mouth.

When I finally come—sharp, mean, clenching around his probing tongue—fresh slick mixes with the last traces of cum. Nathan drinks it all, swallowing with audible gulps, face shiny and wrecked.

I push him back hard. He falls onto his ass, panting, lips swollen, chin dripping, eyes glazed with submissive bliss and shame.

“Thank you,” he breathes, voice small. “For letting me… for telling me… for making me do this…”

I cup his cum-smeared cheek, thumb tracing the mess on his lip before pushing it into his mouth. He sucks it clean without hesitation.

“This is just the beginning, Nathan,” I whisper. “Tomorrow night I’m going back. Wearing your favorite panties—the blue lace ones you bought me for our anniversary. Darius is going to fuck me raw in them. Ruin them. Pump me so full his cum soaks through and stains them with his scent. Then I’ll bring them home dripping for you to suck clean… or maybe I’ll make you wear them while you jerk your useless little cock and listen to me describe every thrust.”

His cock twitches hard in his hand. He nods frantically, tears of humiliation and arousal in his eyes.

“Yes… please… I want that. I want to watch someday… to clean… to know I’m not enough anymore… never was…”

I lean down, kiss him deep—tasting Darius on his tongue, forcing him to share the flavor of his own defeat.

“Good boy,” I murmur. “Now go to bed. Tomorrow your wife gets bred again. And you’ll be right here waiting to lap up what a real man leaves behind.”

He stumbles to the bedroom, hard and leaking, shoulders hunched in perfect, broken submission.

I stay on the couch, legs spread, fingers idly circling my still-throbbing clit.

Tomorrow night.

Darius promised to breed me deep.

And Nathan will be waiting—eager, humiliated, hungry—to devour every drop.


Chapter 6



The next weeks blur into a relentless rhythm of surrender.

I schedule every available after-hours slot Darius offers—three, sometimes four nights a week. The private studio becomes my second home: rubber floor slick with our sweat, mirrors fogged from heavy breathing, the bench permanently indented from where he bends me over night after night. I tell Nathan I’ve joined a “specialized strength program.” He nods, eyes glazed with anticipation, already hard in his pants before I even leave the house. He knows exactly what the program entails now.

Tonight is Wednesday. I arrive at 8:15 p.m., gym long closed to the public. Darius texted earlier: “Wear the blue lace panties. Nothing else under the skirt. I want them soaked before I even touch you.”

I obey. Nathan’s favorite anniversary gift—delicate sky-blue lace, barely-there thong—clings to my already-dripping pussy as I walk through the empty halls. The fabric is thin enough that my swollen lips outline clearly against it; every step rubs my clit, keeping me on edge.

Darius waits inside, door ajar. Shirtless again, sweatpants low, cock already thick and half-hard down his thigh. He doesn’t speak at first—just pulls me inside, locks the door, and shoves me against the mirrored wall.

“Show me,” he growls.

I hike the skirt. The blue lace is dark with wetness at the crotch, clinging transparently to my folds.

He drops to one knee, hooks two fingers under the waistband, yanks them aside—not off—and buries his face between my thighs. Tongue lashes my clit through the lace first, then pushes the fabric into my hole with the tip, tasting me through it. I moan, hands fisting his short hair.

“These are staying on,” he says against my pussy. “Gonna fuck you in your husband’s gift. Gonna ruin them with my cum. Then you take them home dripping for that pathetic little cleanup bitch.”

The words make me clench. “Yes… please…”

He stands, spins me, bends me over the bench. Skirt flipped up, blue lace pulled to the side. His cock slaps heavy against my ass—hot, thick, already leaking pre-cum. He drags the fat head through my slit, coating himself in my slick, then notches at my entrance.

“Beg for it, Elise. Beg your owner to breed this married cunt raw and knock you up tonight.”

“Please, Darius… fuck me… breed me… pump me full of your seed… I’m ovulating this week… risk knocking me up right here in the gym…”

He slams in—one brutal thrust burying half his length. I scream, back arching, walls spasming around the invasion. The blue lace scrapes my clit with every inch he forces deeper. He doesn’t pause—keeps driving until his balls rest against me, tip kissing my cervix.

“Fuck, still so tight,” he groans. “Even after all these sessions. This fertile little hole was made for BBC breeding. Feel how deep I am? That’s my cock right against your womb. Tonight I’m flooding it until you’re overflowing. Your husband’s gonna raise my black baby and never know.”

He starts pounding—hard, deep, relentless. Each thrust shoves the lace against my clit, the friction maddening. Wet slaps echo off the mirrors; my juices soak the fabric, turning it dark and sticky. He grips my ponytail, yanks my head back so I watch us in the reflection: my toned yoga body impaled on his massive black cock, blue panties stretched obscenely to the side, tits bouncing under my crop top.

“Look at yourself,” he snarls. “Look at what a reckless breeding slut you’ve become. This pussy doesn’t even remember your husband’s little prick anymore, does it? You’re dripping for me to put a baby in you while he’s at home jerking off to the thought.”

“No… oh god, no… only yours… only your huge cock… please breed me… I want your baby… I’m not on anything… cum inside me deep…”

He slaps my ass—hard enough to leave a handprint. “Louder. Tell me you want me to knock you up tonight. Tell me you’re risking everything for this BBC load.”

“I want you to knock me up tonight!” I scream, voice breaking. “Risk it all… fill my womb… make me pregnant with your black baby… Nathan could never… he’s too small, too weak… only you can breed me!”

He reaches around, fingers finding my clit through the soaked lace, rubbing fast circles while he rails me. The pressure builds—sharp, overwhelming. My legs shake; I’ve never felt this full, this owned, this dangerously fertile.

“Come for me,” he commands. “Squirt on this breeding dick. Soak your husband’s panties while I flood your unprotected womb.”

I shatter.

The orgasm rips through me—violent, uncontrollable. My pussy clamps down, walls fluttering wildly, and then I’m gushing. Hot, clear fluid sprays around his thrusting cock, soaking the blue lace, dripping down my thighs, puddling on the bench. I scream his name, vision whiting out, body convulsing as wave after wave forces more squirt from me.

Darius doesn’t stop—fucks me through it, prolonging the overstimulation until I’m sobbing, begging, hips jerking uncontrollably.

“That’s it… milk my cock… squeeze every drop into your fertile cunt… gonna knock you up right now… your belly’s gonna swell with my seed while your husband sucks my cum out of your panties every night…”

He buries himself to the hilt, balls drawing tight. His cock pulses—thick, hot ropes of cum erupting deep inside me, painting my cervix, flooding my womb in heavy, potent jets. Spurt after heavy spurt, so much it overflows around his shaft, soaking the ruined lace even more. He grinds against me, stirring his load deeper, growling filthy breeding threats.

“Take it all… every fucking drop… I’m putting a baby in you tonight, Elise… you’re gonna miss your period and know it’s mine… Nathan’s gonna watch your belly grow and clean my cum every single night… this pussy is bred now… owned… pregnant with BBC.”

He stays buried until the last pulse, then slowly pulls out. His cock glistens with our combined mess. The blue lace snaps back into place—sodden, stretched, cum immediately seeping through the delicate fabric in thick white streaks, visibly pooling in the crotch.

Darius yanks them down my legs, steps on them so I can step out. Holds the dripping thong up like a trophy.

“These are coming home with you. You’re gonna hand them to Nathan still warm and heavy with my breeding load. Make him suck my cum out of the lace while you describe exactly how I flooded your womb tonight… how I might have just knocked you up while he was waiting at home like a good little cuck.”

I nod, boneless, pussy still twitching, leaking his massive load down my thighs.

He kisses me—deep, possessive—then slaps my ass lightly.

“Tomorrow night again. Bring another pair. I’m not done breeding you until your belly is round with my baby.”

I leave the studio on trembling legs, cum-soaked panties balled in my fist, skirt barely covering the mess dripping down my legs.

Nathan waits at home—lights low, cock already hard in his hand when I walk in.

I don’t speak at first. Just drop to my knees in front of him, hold up the ruined blue lace—Darius’s thick cum still oozing from the crotch.

“Open your mouth,” I say, voice husky.

He does—eager, broken.

I stuff the soaked fabric between his lips.

“Suck,” I command. “Taste what a real man left in your wife tonight. While you do, I’m going to tell you exactly how he flooded my womb… how he might have just knocked me up… and how much I begged for his black baby while wearing the panties you bought me.”

Nathan moans around the lace, sucking greedily, eyes rolling back in humiliated bliss.

And I start talking—filthy, detailed, merciless—while his small cock leaks pre-cum onto his stomach.

Tomorrow I go back.

And the night after.

Darius’s breeding property now.

Forever.


Chapter 7



The breeding obsession consumes everything.

It starts the very next night after the blue-lace ruin. I text Darius from the car on the way home from teaching my last class: “I’m late. My period’s late.” No emoji, no hesitation—just the raw fact hanging there like a lit fuse.

His reply is instant: “Come now. Private studio. Door’s open. We’re confirming tonight.”

I don’t even go home first. I drive straight to the gym, heart hammering, pussy already clenching at the thought. Nathan’s at home waiting for the latest pair of ruined panties, but tonight there will be no panties. Just me, raw, fertile, and terrified-excited.

The studio is dimly lit when I slip inside. Darius stands in the center, arms crossed over his bare chest, sweatpants tented obscenely. No words at first. He just points to the bench.

“Strip. Everything. Then bend over and spread.”

I obey in seconds—yoga top, leggings, bra, soaked thong—until I’m naked, skin prickling in the cool air. I bend over the bench, ass high, legs wide, pussy already glistening and swollen from the drive. My clit throbs visibly; I can feel the faint ache of ovulation deep inside.

Darius circles me slowly, like a predator inspecting prey. His hand trails down my spine, over the curve of my ass, then cups my mound from behind—two thick fingers parting my lips, sliding through the slick.

“Still no period,” he murmurs, voice low and dangerous. “You’re ripe as fuck, Elise. This pussy’s begging to be bred again. Tonight we’re doing it marathon-style. No breaks. No pulling out. I’m pumping load after load until your womb’s so full it can’t take anymore… until we know for sure I’ve knocked you up.”

A whimper escapes me. Fear and lust twist together so tight I can barely breathe.

He drops his sweats. His cock springs free—rock-hard, veins bulging, pre-cum already beading at the slit. He steps behind me, slaps the heavy length against my ass cheeks, then drags the fat head through my folds.

“Feel how thick I am tonight? That’s because I’ve been saving up. Gonna flood you so deep your belly swells by next month. Your husband’s gonna watch it happen—watch my black baby stretch you while he cleans the overflow every single night.”

He thrusts in—slow this time, letting me feel every brutal inch splitting me open. The stretch is familiar now, but the stakes make it obscene. My walls flutter and clutch, milking him instinctively. When he bottoms out, tip pressed hard against my cervix, he holds there, grinding in slow circles.

“Feel that?” he growls. “That’s where my cum’s going. Straight through. No condom. No birth control. Just raw BBC seed painting your insides until it takes.”

He starts fucking—long, deliberate strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out so my pussy gapes, then slamming back in balls-deep. Each thrust forces a wet squelch; my juices coat his shaft, drip down my thighs. He grips my hips hard enough to bruise, angling so the head batters my cervix with every plunge.

“Beg for it,” he demands. “Beg me to knock you up right now.”

“Please… breed me… knock me up… fill my womb… make me pregnant with your baby… I want it… I need it… risk everything… ruin my marriage… give Nathan a black baby to raise…”

He growls approval, pace turning brutal. The bench creaks under us. My tits swing with every impact; my ponytail comes loose, chestnut strands sticking to my sweat-slick back. I come first—hard, screaming, pussy spasming around him, trying to pull him deeper. He doesn’t slow. Keeps pounding through my orgasm, drawing it out until I’m shaking, oversensitive, tears streaming.

“First load coming,” he warns. “Take it all.”

He buries himself to the root, cock pulsing violently. Hot, thick ropes erupt against my cervix—spurt after heavy spurt, flooding me so full I feel the pressure build inside. Cum overflows immediately, leaking around his shaft, dripping onto the floor in creamy puddles. He grinds in deep circles, forcing every drop higher, growling filthy promises.

“That’s one… gonna give you three more tonight… four… until you’re leaking for days and your test comes back positive.”

He doesn’t pull out. Stays buried, cock still hard, twitching inside me. After a minute he starts slow thrusts again—stirring his own load, making it foam out around his base.

“Round two,” he says. “Gonna fuck this bred cunt until you squirt again.”

He flips me onto my back on the bench, legs hooked over his shoulders, folding me in half so my pussy is tilted up—perfect for deep penetration. He slams back in, the new angle letting him hit even deeper. My cervix feels bruised, kissed, claimed. His heavy balls slap my ass with every thrust; the wet, obscene sounds fill the room.

“Look at me,” he orders. “Watch the man who’s putting a baby in you.”

I stare up at his chiseled face, dark skin gleaming with sweat, eyes locked on mine—possessive, triumphant. He reaches down, thumb mashing my clit in tight circles while he rails me.

“Come again,” he growls. “Squirt while I breed you. Show me how bad you want this black baby.”

The second orgasm hits like lightning—my whole body seizes, pussy clamping down, and I squirt hard, clear fluid arcing around his pistoning cock, soaking his abs, the bench, my thighs. He roars, thrusts turning erratic, and unloads again—another massive flood, thick ropes painting my insides, overflowing in creamy rivulets that run down to my ass.

He keeps going. Round three. Round four. Each time he fills me deeper, more cum leaking out with every withdrawal, only to be fucked back in on the next plunge. My pussy is a sloppy, gaping mess—swollen, red, constantly leaking his seed. I lose count of my orgasms; they blur into one long, shuddering wave of overstimulation and surrender.

By the final load he’s growling in my ear, voice wrecked: “This is it… last one tonight… gonna make sure it takes… your belly’s gonna round out with my baby… Nathan’s gonna suck my cum out of you every night while your tits swell and your nipples darken… you’re mine now… bred… owned… pregnant.”

He buries deep one last time, cock pulsing, flooding me with what feels like the biggest load yet. I feel it—hot, heavy pressure against my womb, cum so abundant it pushes back against his shaft. When he finally pulls out, a thick gush follows—creamy white pouring from my ruined hole, pooling beneath me on the bench.

He scoops a handful of the mess, smears it across my lower belly like he’s marking territory.

“Keep that inside,” he says. “No cleaning up tonight. Go home leaking. Let your husband see what a bred slut looks like.”

I dress on trembling legs—crop top clinging to sweat, skirt barely covering the rivers of cum running down my thighs. No panties. Just his seed dripping freely.

When I stumble through the front door, Nathan is waiting on the couch, cock in hand, eyes wide.

I don’t speak. Just lift my skirt, spread my legs, and let him watch the thick, continuous leak of Darius’s multiple loads pouring from my gaping pussy onto the floor.

His hand moves faster. Tears of humiliated arousal shine in his eyes.

“Clean me,” I whisper. “Clean the man who just bred your wife.”

He drops to his knees, tongue diving in—lapping, sucking, swallowing the endless creampie while I describe every load, every thrust, every promise of pregnancy.

And somewhere deep inside, I feel it—the possibility, the risk, the terrifying thrill.

Tomorrow I take a test.

But tonight, I’m already his.


Chapter 8



The test comes back positive two weeks later.

Two pink lines stare up at me from the bathroom counter while Nathan hovers behind me, breath shallow, cock already straining against his boxers. I don’t cry. I don’t panic. I feel a dark, electric thrill coil low in my belly—the same place Darius has flooded so many times now. My hand drifts to the slight swell that’s just beginning to show under my yoga top, the first undeniable proof of what we’ve done.

I turn to Nathan, hold up the stick.

“He did it,” I whisper, voice thick with lust. “Darius bred me. I’m carrying his baby.”

Nathan drops to his knees right there on the tile, face pressed to my stomach, kissing the spot where our child—his child to raise, Darius’s child to claim—grows. His small dick leaks pre-cum onto the floor as he murmurs, “Thank you… thank you for letting him… thank you for making me this…”

Tonight is the final session. The one where everything locks into place forever.

I arrive at the gym after closing, same private studio, same bench that’s witnessed every surrender. But tonight the door is propped open a crack—deliberate, risky. Darius texted earlier: “Bring him. Let him watch from the corner. No touching. Just seeing what a real man does to his pregnant wife.”

Nathan follows me in, silent, trembling, dressed in nothing but loose shorts and the blue lace panties I made him wear under them—the same pair Darius ruined weeks ago, still faintly stained with old cum. He takes his place in the shadowed corner chair, cock already hard and leaking through the lace.

Darius locks eyes with him first.

“Sit there, cuck. Watch me fuck your pregnant wife one more time. Watch the man who knocked her up claim what’s his.”

Nathan whimpers, hand drifting to rub himself through the lace.

Darius turns to me. I’m already naked—skirt, top, bra discarded. My breasts are fuller, nipples darker and more sensitive. My belly has the softest curve now, a gentle swell that makes every movement feel heavier, more owned.

He steps close, huge hands cupping my stomach possessively.

“Look at this,” he growls, loud enough for Nathan to hear. “My baby growing in your married womb. You’re mine now, Elise. Not his. Never his again.”

He kisses me—deep, claiming—then guides me to the bench. This time he sits, cock standing straight up like black marble, thick veins pulsing. I straddle him facing away, toward Nathan, so my husband can see every inch disappear into me.

Darius grips my hips, lowers me slowly.

The stretch is exquisite—my pregnant pussy even tighter around his girth from the hormonal changes, every nerve singing. I sink down until my ass rests on his thighs, his cock buried to the hilt, tip pressed against my cervix like a promise.

“Feel that?” Darius murmurs in my ear, hands sliding up to cup my swollen breasts. “That’s your owner deep inside the mother of my child. Tell your husband how good it feels.”

I lock eyes with Nathan. His hand is frantic on his small cock through the lace.

“It feels… so full… so right… he’s so much bigger… stretching me even now… hitting places you never could… breeding me again even though I’m already pregnant…”

Darius starts thrusting up—slow, powerful rolls of his hips that make my tits bounce, my belly jiggle slightly. Each upward stroke grinds his cockhead against my cervix, sending sparks through my core. I moan, head falling back against his shoulder.

“Tell him,” Darius orders. “Tell him this pussy is mine. That you’re carrying my baby. That he’s going to raise it while I keep fucking you raw whenever I want.”

“This pussy is yours, Darius,” I gasp, riding him harder now. “I’m carrying your black baby… Nathan’s going to raise it… change its diapers… feed it… while you keep breeding me… keep owning me… keep flooding this pregnant cunt with cum…”

Nathan sobs—half pleasure, half broken surrender—his hand a blur on his pathetic dick.

Darius lifts me off suddenly, spins me around so I’m facing him, straddling again. He guides my swollen breasts to his mouth, sucking one dark nipple hard while he slams back up into me. Milk beads at the tip—early, unexpected—and he groans, lapping it up.

“Fuck… already producing for my baby… taste that, cuck? Your wife’s tits are leaking because of me.”

He switches to the other nipple, sucking greedily while his cock pistons deep. My orgasm builds fast—overwhelming, unstoppable. I come screaming, pussy clamping down, squirting around his shaft in hot pulses that soak his balls and thighs. He doesn’t stop—keeps fucking through it, drawing out every shudder.

“Gonna fill you again,” he growls. “Gonna pump one more load into this bred womb. Mark it as mine forever.”

He slams up one last time—deep, brutal—cock pulsing violently. Thick ropes erupt against my cervix, flooding me, overflowing, running down his shaft in creamy rivers. I feel every spurt—hot, heavy, claiming—and grind down to take it all, moaning his name like a prayer.

When he finally stills, I collapse against his chest, panting, dripping. He holds me there, hands on my belly, cock still twitching inside me.

“Tell him the new rules,” Darius says softly.

I lift my head, look at Nathan—tears streaming, cock spent in the ruined lace, cum staining the fabric.

“From now on,” I whisper, “Darius owns me. He breeds me whenever he wants. You clean me after every session. You raise his baby. You wear the panties he ruins. You thank him for making me whole.”

Nathan nods frantically, crawling forward on his knees.

Darius pulls out slowly—cock glistening, my pussy gaping and leaking fresh cum. Nathan reaches us, tongue already extended.

“Clean her one last time tonight,” Darius commands. “Then take her home. Tomorrow, pack your things for the guest room. This is our family now.”

Nathan dives in again—lapping, sucking, swallowing the thick creampie while Darius watches, hand on my belly. I stroke Nathan’s hair as he laps the final remnants.

“That’s it, Nathan,” I murmur. “Suck every drop of your wife’s breeder out of me. Feel how loose I am now? How stretched? That’s permanent. Darius made sure of it.”

Nathan moans into my folds, pulling back just enough to gasp, cum stringing from his lips.

“It tastes… so thick… so much more than mine ever was…”

Darius chuckles darkly, thumb circling my navel.

“Of course it does. Real men produce real loads. Yours? Barely a dribble. That’s why she needed me. Why she’s carrying my seed now instead of yours.”

I tilt Nathan’s chin up with my foot, forcing him to meet my eyes.

“Tell us what you are now.”

Nathan swallows hard, voice trembling but fervent.

“I’m… the cuck. The cleanup boy. The one who raises another man’s baby… who jerks off in ruined panties while you get bred… I’m nothing compared to him. Thank you… thank you both for letting me serve like this.”

Darius leans forward, voice dropping.

“Good. But let’s make it crystal clear. From tonight on, the rules don’t change—they get stricter. You sleep in the guest room. Elise sleeps in our bed—mine and hers. When I come over, you greet me at the door on your knees, kiss my shoes, then crawl to the corner and watch. No touching yourself until I say. After every session, you clean her exactly like this—tongue first, then fingers if there’s more. You thank me every time for keeping her satisfied. You thank her for letting you taste what a superior cock leaves behind.”

Nathan nods frantically, tongue darting out to catch another drip.

“Yes… yes, sir… thank you, sir… thank you, Elise… I’ll do everything… anything…”

I grind down against his mouth once more.

“And when the baby comes,” I add softly, cruelly sweet, “you’ll change every diaper. Feed every bottle. Rock it to sleep. While I’m in the next room getting fucked again—maybe on the nursery floor so you can hear every thrust through the wall. You’ll raise Darius’s child like it’s yours, knowing every time you look at it you’ll remember who really bred your wife.”

Nathan sobs around my clit—pleasure and shame twisting together. His small cock twitches helplessly in the cum-stained lace, untouched but leaking steadily.

Darius reaches down, grips Nathan’s hair, forces his face deeper.

“One more thing, cuck. Next week we’re taking this public. Group fitness studio—doors unlocked, lights on low. Anyone walking by could see. You’ll sit in the corner again, wearing nothing but those panties, stroking yourself while I fuck your pregnant wife on the mirrored wall. If someone hears, if someone looks… you’ll thank them too. For witnessing what a real man does to a woman who used to be yours.”

Nathan’s muffled cry vibrates through my core. He nods as best he can.

“Yes… god yes… please… let them see… let everyone know…”

I come again—small, sharp, clenching around Nathan’s tongue—while Darius watches with possessive pride.

When the spasms fade, Darius finally releases Nathan’s head. My husband pulls back gasping, face shiny and wrecked, lips swollen.

Darius stands, towering over both of us. He cups my face, kisses me slow and deep—tongue claiming what’s left of his own taste in my mouth—then looks down at Nathan.

“Clean her one last time tonight. Then take her home. Tomorrow, pack your things for the guest room. This is our family now.”

Nathan crawls forward again, obedient, devoted, broken in the most perfect way.

I stroke his hair as he laps the final remnants.

“Good boy,” I whisper. “This is forever.”

Darius’s hand rests on my belly—warm, claiming.

No turning back.

I’m owned.

Bred.

Addicted.

And the future stretches out—endless nights, endless loads, endless surrender—with just enough risk to keep the fire burning forever.
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Bored in the Ballroom



The ballroom lights are too bright and the air conditioning too cold. I shift in my padded chair, crossing my legs under the long conference tablecloth, trying to ignore how the seam of my pencil skirt presses against the inside of my thigh. Three hours into day one of the Midwest Supply Chain Summit and I’m already counting ceiling tiles.

On stage, the keynote speaker commands the room without seeming to try.

Lucien Jackson.

Six-foot-four at least, shoulders that make the tailored charcoal suit look painted on, skin the color of dark walnut, voice like low rolling thunder wrapped in velvet. He’s walking the length of the stage, no podium, no notecards, just effortless authority as he dissects global logistics bottlenecks and somehow makes inventory turnover ratios sound like foreplay.

I’m not supposed to be noticing any of this.

I’m supposed to be taking notes for my team back in Pittsburgh. I’m supposed to be the focused, professional Vivienne Harper—thirty-one, married eight years, senior project manager who still gets carded at hotel bars. Instead my pen has stopped moving and my pulse is doing something inconvenient between my legs.

He pauses mid-sentence, scans the room, and—impossibly—his eyes find mine.

Just for a second. A flicker. The corner of his mouth lifts, not quite a smile, more like he knows exactly what my body just did under the table. Then he’s moving again, pointing at a slide, talking about resilience in disrupted supply chains.

My cheeks burn. I look down at my legal pad. I’ve drawn three meaningless spirals and the word “focus” underlined three times.

Ethan would laugh if he could see me right now. My sweet, steady husband who kissed me goodbye at the airport three days ago and told me to “network like a beast.” He’d probably tease me about blushing at the hot professor type giving a PowerPoint. Except Lucien isn’t giving a PowerPoint. He’s owning the stage the way I suddenly, shamefully, wish someone would own me.

I press my thighs together harder. It’s been… God, how long? Six months? Eight? Since Ethan and I last had sex that felt like anything more than polite maintenance. He tries—he’s gentle, attentive, always checks if I came—but his touch has started to feel like an apology. And lately I’ve stopped faking the finish just to spare his feelings.

On stage Lucien wraps up. Applause erupts. He thanks the crowd, promises to be around for the Q&A session after lunch, and steps off the riser with the loose-hipped stride of a man who’s never had to question whether he’s wanted.

I stay seated while everyone else surges toward the exits or the coffee stations. My heart is still thudding too hard. I tell myself it’s just conference adrenaline, the artificial high of being away from routine, the low buzz of possibility that hotels always seem to carry.

But when I finally stand and smooth my skirt, I feel the damp spot against my panties.

I’m soaked.

Not just a little aroused. Slick, swollen, aching-in-a-way-I-haven’t-felt-in-years wet. My clit is throbbing against the lace like it has its own heartbeat, and every step I take toward the elevators sends a fresh pulse of heat straight to my core.

I don’t go to the networking lunch.

I ride the elevator to the fifteenth floor alone, lock myself in my room, kick off my heels, and fall onto the king bed still fully dressed—skirt hiked to my hips, blouse half-unbuttoned because I can’t wait.

My hand is already under my skirt before the door even clicks shut.

I don’t bother with slow circles or teasing buildup. I’m too far gone for that. I yank my panties to the side, fingers sliding through the slippery mess I’ve made of myself, and plunge two inside without warning. The stretch is immediate, greedy, but nowhere near enough. I whimper—high and desperate—and add a third finger, scissoring them wide, trying to mimic the thickness I can’t stop imagining.

Lucien’s voice echoes in my head. That velvet rumble saying “claim it properly.” I picture those huge hands gripping my hips instead of a microphone, dark fingers digging into my pale skin while he lines up behind me. I picture the bulge I glimpsed in his slacks—God, it looked obscene even soft—and imagine it hardening, thickening, splitting me open inch by brutal inch.

My thumb finds my clit and rubs hard, fast, sloppy circles. My hips buck off the mattress. Wet sounds fill the room—filthy, obscene squelching as I fuck myself deeper, curling my fingers against that spot Ethan can never quite reach. Pleasure coils tight and hot in my belly, but it’s not enough. I need more.

I grab my phone from the nightstand with my free hand, open the browser in private mode, and type with trembling fingers: “big black cock breeding white wife.”

The first video thumbnail loads instantly—a pale blonde on all fours, ass up, mouth open in a silent scream while a massive dark cock disappears inside her over and over. The caption reads “She’s never going back.”

I hit play. The sound is low, but the wet slaps and her broken moans hit me like a drug. I match the rhythm—three fingers slamming in time with his thrusts on screen—imagining it’s me. Imagining Lucien’s deep voice growling in my ear: “This tight little married pussy was made for black cock, wasn’t it, Vivienne? Say it. Say you’re my breeding slut now.”

My free hand flies to my breast, pinching my nipple through the bra until it stings. The pain spikes the pleasure higher. I’m panting, sweating, thighs trembling. The video woman begs—“Please, breed me, fill me up”—and I echo her without thinking, voice cracking: “Yes… breed me… please…”

I’m close. So fucking close.

I switch to four fingers—stretching myself painfully wide—and grind my palm against my swollen clit. My whole body locks up. The orgasm rips through me like lightning—sharp, violent, endless. I cry out, loud enough that I’m sure the hallway can hear, hips jerking as wave after wave crashes over me. My pussy clamps down hard around my fingers, pulsing, gushing slick down my wrist and onto the duvet. I keep rubbing through it, chasing the aftershocks until I’m oversensitive and shaking.

When it finally fades I collapse back, chest heaving, fingers still buried inside me. The phone screen has gone dark but the image is burned into my brain: pale skin stretched obscenely around thick black shaft, creamy cum leaking out.

For a long moment there is only the sound of my ragged breathing and the distant hum of the hotel HVAC.

Then the guilt arrives.

It doesn’t creep in slowly. It slams into me like cold water, stealing my breath all over again.

Ethan.

His face flashes behind my closed eyelids—soft brown eyes crinkling at the corners when he smiles, the way he still kisses my forehead every morning before work even after eight years, the quiet pride in his voice whenever he tells people I’m “killing it” at my job. The man who packed my favorite travel mug with coffee for the airport drop-off, who texted me “Miss you already, babe. Knock ’em dead” the second my plane touched down.

And here I am: skirt around my waist, panties soaked and twisted to the side, three fingers still glistening with my own cum, phone open to interracial breeding porn, whispering filthy things about another man filling me while I came harder than I have in years.

My stomach twists. I pull my fingers free with a wet sound that now makes me flinch instead of moan. I stare at them—shiny, trembling—then at the wedding band on my left hand. The diamond catches the afternoon light filtering through the curtains and suddenly it looks accusing.

I sit up too fast. The room spins for a second. I yank my skirt down, button my blouse with shaking hands, and stumble to the bathroom.

The mirror shows a stranger: flushed cheeks, pupils blown wide, hair coming loose from its neat ponytail, lips swollen from biting them. I look freshly fucked. I look guilty.

I turn on the faucet and scrub my hands until they’re pink, as if soap could wash away what I just did. What I just thought. What I still want.

Because even now—heart pounding with shame—the ache between my legs hasn’t gone away. It’s quieter, but it’s there. A low, insistent throb that whispers: again. More. Him.

I splash water on my face. “Get it together, Vivienne,” I whisper to my reflection. “It was just… a moment. Hormones. Being away from home. It doesn’t mean anything.”

But it does.

I know it does.

Because when I close my eyes, I don’t see Ethan’s gentle smile anymore. I see Lucien’s slow, knowing smirk. I hear that deep voice promising to claim what’s been waiting. I feel the phantom stretch of something much bigger than my fingers, something that would ruin me for anything less.

I dry my face, smooth my hair, reapply lipstick with hands that still tremble.

I have to go back downstairs. There are afternoon sessions. Networking. Professional obligations.

And Lucien will be there—probably in the same hallway, same conference rooms, same elevators.

I press my thighs together one last time, feel the lingering slickness, and swallow hard.

Two more nights.

Two more nights of this conference.

Two more nights to pretend I’m still the devoted wife who would never…

Or two more nights to stop pretending.

I open the door and step into the hallway.


Elevator Encounter



The opening mixer drags on longer than it should. The rooftop bar is packed with name tags and forced laughter, the kind of networking that feels more like speed-dating for supply-chain vendors. I nurse a second gin and tonic, smiling politely while a regional sales director drones on about blockchain traceability. My mind is elsewhere—still upstairs in that hotel room, still tangled in the sheets I hastily remade, still replaying the way my own fingers couldn’t satisfy the hollow ache Lucien left behind just by looking at me.

It’s past eleven when the crowd finally thins. I slip out early, claiming an early flight tomorrow even though my return isn’t until Sunday. The truth is simpler: I need distance from the bar, from the possibility of running into him again in a room full of witnesses.

The elevator doors slide open on the twenty-third floor. Empty. I step inside, exhale, and jab the button for fifteen.

The doors are almost closed when a large hand catches them.

Lucien steps in.

He’s shed the suit jacket, sleeves rolled to mid-forearm, revealing corded muscle and the edge of a tattoo that disappears under crisp white cotton. The top two buttons of his shirt are undone. He smells like cedar, bourbon, and clean sweat—the scent hits me low in the belly like a physical touch.

“Vivienne, right?” His voice is quieter here, more intimate, but still carries that same rolling depth. He doesn’t ask. He states it like he’s already decided who I am.

I nod, throat suddenly dry. “Yes. Good keynote today.”

The doors close. The elevator begins its smooth descent.

He leans back against the mirrored wall opposite me, arms crossed, studying me with open interest. No pretense of looking away. His eyes trace the line of my neck, the swell of my breasts under the silk blouse, the way my hips shift nervously.

“You disappeared after the Q&A,” he says. Not accusing. Curious. Amused. “Thought you might have questions.”

“I… had some work to catch up on.” The lie tastes thin even to me.

He smiles—slow, predatory, knowing. “Work. At eleven p.m. on the first night of the conference. Must be some urgent spreadsheets keeping that pretty head of yours up so late.”

Heat floods my face. I look at the floor indicator. We’re only at twenty-one.

Silence stretches. Thick. Electric.

Then he pushes off the wall and steps closer. Not crowding—not yet—but close enough that I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. Six-four feels like six-eight in this small metal box.

“You were watching me pretty closely during the talk,” he murmurs. “Hard to miss those green eyes locked on stage. Every time I moved, your thighs squeezed together just a little tighter. Thought I was imagining it at first.”

My pulse hammers in my ears. “It was an interesting presentation.”

“Interesting,” he repeats, tasting the word. “That what we’re calling it now? Because from where I was standing, it looked like you were imagining something a hell of a lot more interesting than supply-chain metrics.” He lowers his voice even further. “Tell me I’m wrong, Vivienne. Tell me you weren’t picturing my hands on you instead of that clicker.”

I open my mouth. Nothing comes out.

He chuckles—low, dark, vibrating through the space between us. “That’s what I thought.”

He reaches past me—slowly, deliberately—and presses the emergency stop button.

The elevator jerks to a halt between floors. The lights dim slightly, emergency glow kicking in. A soft chime sounds, then silence.

My heart slams against my ribs.

“Lucien—”

“Shh.” One long finger presses gently to my lips. The pad is warm, slightly calloused. “Just listen for a second. You don’t have to say anything yet. But your body’s already talking loud enough for both of us.”

His finger traces the seam of my lips, then slides down my chin, along the column of my throat, stopping just above the first undone button of my blouse. My nipples tighten painfully against the lace bra.

“You’re married,” he says. Statement, not question.

“Yes.” My voice is barely a whisper.

“Happy marriage?”

I hesitate. The truth claws its way out. “In most ways.”

“But not all.” His thumb brushes the hollow at the base of my throat. “Not when you’re lying in bed next to him, legs closed, wishing he’d fuck you like he means it. Wishing he’d stretch that sweet little pussy until you can’t think straight. Wishing he had more than five-and-a-half inches to give you.”

My breath hitches. How does he know? He can’t know. But the way he says it—so calm, so certain—makes it feel like he’s already seen inside my marriage, inside my body.

He steps even closer. His body heat surrounds me. I can feel the hard planes of his chest inches from mine, can smell the faint musk of his skin beneath the cologne.

“Let me guess,” he continues, voice dropping to a filthy whisper. “He’s sweet. Gentle. Always asks if you’re okay. Comes too quick or not at all. Leaves you aching, pretending you’re satisfied so he doesn’t feel bad. Meanwhile you’re lying there soaked, clit throbbing, wishing someone would just pin you down and ruin you properly.”

Tears of shame prick my eyes. Not because he’s wrong. Because he’s right. Every word.

“I can smell how wet you are right now,” he says softly. “Can practically taste it from here. That lace thong you’re wearing? It’s useless. Soaked straight through. Bet if I slid my hand up your skirt I’d find your pussy lips swollen and dripping for a cock that can actually fill you.”

A whimper escapes me—small, broken.

He smiles against my ear. “That’s it. Let it out. No one’s here but us. Tell me what you want, Vivienne. Be honest. You’ve been lying to yourself long enough.”

I shake my head, but my hips tilt toward him involuntarily.

“Say it,” he urges. “Say you want to know what a real man feels like. Say you want this fat black cock stretching you open until you forget your own husband’s name. Say you want me to breed that neglected little cunt until it’s leaking my cum for days.”

My voice cracks. “I… I want…”

His hand slides to my hip, fingers digging in just enough to make me gasp. “Louder. I want to hear the words come out of that pretty married mouth.”

“I want…” The confession burns my tongue. “I want to feel a real man. I want… you. Inside me. Stretching me. Fucking me until I can’t walk.”

“Good girl.” His lips brush the shell of my ear. “Such a good, honest slut already.”

He leans down until his mouth is a heartbeat from mine. I can feel his breath—warm, bourbon-sweet.

“But not tonight,” he says softly. “Not in an elevator. Not rushed. I want you begging on your knees first. Want you soaked and shaking before I even unzip.”

Disappointment and relief crash through me at once.

He straightens, removes his hand, and hits the release button. The elevator lurches back into motion.

The doors open on fifteen.

He steps aside, gesturing for me to exit first.

I stumble out on legs that feel like liquid. Turn back just as the doors start to close.

He’s watching me, eyes dark with promise.

“Tomorrow night,” he says. “After the rooftop drinks. Find me. And wear something easy to take off.”

The doors slide shut.

I stand frozen in the hallway for several long seconds, thighs slick, clit throbbing, nipples hard enough to hurt. My phone buzzes in my clutch—insistent, familiar.

Ethan.

I fumble it out, see his name on the screen, and guilt crashes over me like ice water. I answer with shaking fingers, forcing my voice steady.

“Hey, babe.”

“Hey yourself,” he says, warm and sleepy. I can picture him in our bed, propped against the headboard in boxers and an old Steelers tee, glasses on, probably reading some tech article on his tablet. “Just wanted to hear your voice before I crash. How was the mixer?”

“It was… good. Crowded. Lots of networking.” The words feel hollow. My free hand presses against my lower belly where the ache still pulses.

“You sound out of breath. Everything okay?”

“Yeah, just… walked fast back to the room. Long day.” I lean against the wall for support. My panties are drenched; I can feel the wetness cooling on my inner thighs.

He chuckles softly. “Miss you. Bed feels too big without you hogging the covers.”

“I miss you too.” The words are true, but they twist in my chest. I close my eyes, see Lucien’s dark gaze instead of Ethan’s gentle brown one.

“You sure you’re alright? You sound… different.”

My heart stutters. “Just tired. And maybe had one too many gin and tonics.”

Another soft laugh. “My lightweight wife. Get some sleep, okay? Call me tomorrow after your sessions. Love you, Vivienne.”

“Love you too, Ethan.” My voice cracks on his name.

We hang up.

I stand there in the empty corridor, phone clutched to my chest, tears burning behind my eyelids. Ethan—sweet, trusting Ethan—has no idea that thirty seconds ago I was admitting to a stranger that I want another man’s cock inside me. That I want to be bred by it. That I want to forget Ethan’s name while it happens.

The guilt is suffocating.

But underneath it, the hunger is louder.

My pussy clenches emptily at the memory of Lucien’s voice, his promises, the way he called me a good girl.

Tomorrow night.

Tomorrow night I have to decide.

Do I go back to being Ethan’s devoted wife?

Or do I walk straight into the fire Lucien is offering?


Drinks and Dares



The rooftop bar throbs with second-night recklessness—string lights pulsing overhead, jazz slinking through the air, Chicago’s skyline glittering like a promise of sin. I arrive late on purpose, heart already hammering. Three outfit changes later I’m in the emerald wrap dress: silk clinging to every curve of my toned yoga body, deep neckline framing the swell of my C-cups, hem riding scandalously high when I shift. No bra—nipples peaked and visible through the thin fabric. Only a scrap of black lace thong, already dark and clinging from the constant drip I’ve been fighting since yesterday’s elevator.

Lucien spots me instantly. He breaks from the cluster at the bar—black button-down straining across his massive chest, sleeves rolled, forearms thick and veined—and strides straight to me like the crowd doesn’t exist. His eyes devour me: slow, filthy, possessive. He stops close enough that his heat seeps through my dress.

“You listened,” he murmurs, voice low and rough. His gaze fixes on the tie at my waist. “One pull and you’re bare for me. Already my obedient little breeding bitch.”

The word breeding hits like a fist to my clit. I clench hard, slick flooding the lace. “You told me to wear something easy.”

“I did. And you did exactly what I wanted.” He leans in, lips brushing my ear. “Makes me want to bend you over this railing right now and pump you full until you’re swollen with my baby.”

My breath catches. He orders my gin and tonic, then turns so his broad back shields us from prying eyes. His hand settles on the small of my back—bare skin where the dress gaps—thumb stroking in slow, deliberate circles that make my nipples ache.

Small talk swirls around us. Panels. Vendors. I nod, sip, smile—while every nerve is screaming for him to touch me properly. After fifteen minutes the group scatters. Soon it’s just a few stragglers and us, pressed against the railing with twenty-three stories of drop below.

Lucien angles his body to block the wind—and any view. His hand slides down, cups my ass firmly through silk, fingers digging in like he’s already claiming territory.

“You’ve been leaking for me all day, haven’t you?” he growls. “I can smell your wet cunt from here. Dripping like a bitch in heat.”

“Yes.” Shame and lust twist together in my voice.

“Prove it.”

Heart slamming, I hook the hem of my dress and inch it up just enough for cool air to kiss my soaked thighs. His fingers follow instantly, tracing the drenched lace, pressing it against my swollen lips.

“Jesus fuck,” he breathes. “Look at this mess. Your thong’s plastered to your pussy lips like it’s glued there. You’re so swollen and ready to be bred.” He rubs slow, firm circles over my clit through the fabric. My knees buckle; he pins me against the railing with his hips.

“Quiet,” he warns as a whimper escapes. “Unless you want every asshole on this roof to hear what a desperate married slut sounds like when she’s about to get knocked up.”

I bite my lip bloody while he works me—thumb grinding my clit, the pressure building viciously fast after days of denial. My hips rock shamelessly against his hand.

“Tell me what you’ve been fantasizing about all day,” he demands.

“Your cock.” The confession spills out. “How thick it is. How it’ll stretch me open so wide Ethan’s dick will feel like nothing. How you’ll fuck me raw and pump me so full I’ll be dripping your cum for a week.”

His fingers slip under the lace now—skin on skin. Two thick digits part my folds, plunge deep, curl against that spot that makes my vision blur.

“That’s right,” he growls. “This tight white pussy was made to take black cock. Made to be stretched and filled and bred. Imagine it, Vivienne—me pinning you down, slamming every inch inside until I’m balls-deep against your cervix, then flooding you with thick ropes of cum until it takes. Until your belly starts to round with my baby while your husband kisses it and thinks it’s his.”

The breeding talk ignites something feral. My pussy clamps down hard on his fingers, gushing fresh slick down his wrist.

“You want that, don’t you?” he presses. “Want me to knock you up tonight. Want to go home to Pittsburgh carrying my black baby, your tits swelling, your pussy still loose and leaking from how hard I fucked you. Want Ethan to eat my cum out of you every night for nine months while I text you pictures of my cock and remind you who really owns this cunt.”

“Yes—God, yes,” I gasp, hips grinding desperately. “Breed me. Please. Fill me up. Make me yours.”

“Louder. Let the city hear what a filthy breeding whore you are.”

“I want you to breed me,” I whimper, voice cracking. “Want your thick black cum deep in my womb. Want to feel it take—want to swell with your baby while Ethan never knows his wife’s been claimed and knocked up by a real man.”

His fingers slam harder, faster—three now, stretching me wide, thumb mashing my clit in brutal circles. The wet squelching is obscene, loud enough that I’m terrified someone will turn. My orgasm barrels toward me like a storm.

“Come for me,” he orders. “Come on my fingers while you beg me to put a baby in you. Show me how bad this married pussy needs to be bred.”

I shatter.

The climax rips through me—violent, blinding, endless. My pussy spasms wildly around his fingers, milking them like they’re his cock, gushing slick that soaks his hand and drips onto the terrace stones. I scream into his shoulder, body jerking against the railing, legs giving out completely. He holds me up, fingers still buried deep, working me through every aftershock until I’m sobbing, oversensitive, still weakly grinding.

When the waves finally recede he pulls his fingers free—glistening, coated—and brings them to my lips.

“Clean every drop. Taste how wet you get thinking about carrying my seed.”

I open wide, sucking greedily, tongue swirling over his thick digits, tasting my own musk and shame. He watches with dark, triumphant eyes.

“Good breeding bitch.” He wipes the last of my slick on my inner thigh, leaving a glossy trail. “Tomorrow night. My suite. Midnight. You show up already naked under your coat. You drop to your knees the second the door closes. And you beg—properly, on your knees, hands behind your back—for me to fuck you raw and breed you until your womb is flooded and claimed.”

I nod, dazed, clit still twitching, thighs trembling.

He steps back, adjusts the massive bulge straining his slacks, and raises his glass in a casual toast.

“See you then, Vivienne. Don’t be late. Your pussy’s got a date with my cum.”

He walks away, leaving me slumped against the railing, dress askew, thong ruined, body humming with the promise of tomorrow.

I stay there another ten minutes, wind cooling the sweat and slick on my skin, trying to remember how to breathe.

Then I pull out my phone. Ethan’s last text glows: “Hope you’re having fun. Miss you. Love you.”

My thumb hovers.

I type nothing.

Midnight tomorrow.

No more games.

Just raw, deep, breeding surrender.


The First Surrender



Midnight arrives like a held breath finally released.

I stand outside suite 2317 in nothing but the long black trench coat belted tight, heart slamming so hard I’m sure the hallway cameras can hear it. No bra, no panties—only the coat’s silk lining teasing my already-hard nipples and the constant, humiliating drip between my thighs that’s been leaking since the rooftop. His cum is still inside me from the fingering against the railing, warm and thick, a filthy reminder every time I move. I knock once, soft. Then again, firmer.

The door opens.

Lucien fills the frame—shirtless, barefoot, black lounge pants slung dangerously low. The hallway light carves shadows across his chiseled abs, the deep V of his hips, the thick, heavy outline of his cock already straining the fabric. His eyes devour me in one slow sweep.

“On time,” he rumbles. “Strip.”

I step inside. The door clicks shut with finality.

My fingers tremble as I untie the belt. The coat parts, then falls in a soft heap at my feet. Naked. Completely bare under the soft suite lighting—breasts full and heaving, nipples dark pink and aching, stomach fluttering, thighs slick and shining with my own arousal mixed with the remnants of his earlier touch.

Lucien circles me slowly, like a predator assessing prey. His hand trails down my spine, over the curve of my ass, then between my legs from behind—two fingers sliding easily through the drenched folds, scooping up the mess.

“Still full of me from the rooftop,” he murmurs. “But not enough. Not nearly enough.”

He brings his fingers to my lips. I open instinctively, sucking them clean—tasting salt, musk, the faint tang of my own pussy and his seed.

“On your knees,” he orders.

I drop without hesitation, knees sinking into the plush carpet, hands clasped behind my back, thighs spread wide. My pussy throbs visibly, clit swollen and peeking from its hood.

He hooks his thumbs in the waistband and shoves the pants down.

His cock springs free—eleven thick, veined inches, dark and glistening at the tip, balls heavy below. The scent hits me—raw, masculine, intoxicating. It twitches once, a bead of pre-cum welling at the slit.

“Look at it,” he says. “Look at what’s going to ruin you for your husband forever.”

I stare, mouth watering, pussy clenching emptily. It’s bigger than anything I’ve ever imagined—thicker than my wrist, longer than Ethan’s entire hand span. The head is flared, angry purple, veins pulsing along the shaft.

“Open wide.”

I do. He feeds the head past my lips—slow, deliberate. The stretch is immediate; my jaw aches as I take the first few inches. Salty pre-cum coats my tongue. I moan around him, tongue swirling desperately, trying to take more. He lets me struggle, then grips my hair and pushes deeper—halfway now, hitting the back of my throat. I gag, eyes watering, but he holds me there.

“Breathe through your nose, slut. Get used to it. This cock is going to be in every hole before the weekend’s over.”

He fucks my mouth slowly—long, shallow thrusts that let me taste every ridge, every vein. Drool spills down my chin, onto my breasts. My clit throbs in time with each slide. After minutes of this torment he pulls out with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting us.

“Bed. Now.”

He hauls me up, carries me like I weigh nothing, drops me on my back in the center of the king bed. Spreads my thighs wide with rough hands, exposing everything—swollen lips, dripping entrance, clit begging.

“Look at this greedy little cunt,” he growls, fingers parting me wide. “So pink. So wet. So fucking ready to be bred.”

He lowers his head. Tongue flat against my clit—long, slow lick from entrance to hood. Then another. Then he sucks hard, flicking the tip in rapid strokes. My hips buck wildly. He pins them down with one massive forearm.

“Stay still. Let me taste what I’m about to claim.”

He eats me like a man starved—tongue plunging inside, curling, then back to my clit, sucking, nibbling, lapping up every drop. Two thick fingers slide in beside his tongue—stretching, scissoring, curling against my G-spot while his mouth works my clit relentlessly. The wet sounds are obscene—slurping, sucking, my own broken moans filling the room.

The orgasm builds like a nuclear detonation—pressure mounting so fast I can’t breathe. Then it detonates. My entire body seizes—muscles locking in a full-body cramp, back arching so violently I nearly lift off the mattress. My pussy convulses in savage, rhythmic spasms, clamping down on his fingers with bone-crushing force, squirting in explosive jets that arc across his face, his shoulders, the headboard. I scream—high-pitched, animalistic, throat raw—vision tunneling to black spots, ears ringing, every nerve in my body frying at once. My clit feels like it’s exploding; the pleasure is so intense it borders on agony, wave after merciless wave ripping through me until I’m convulsing uncontrollably, sobbing hysterically, legs kicking, toes curling into painful hooks, urine mixing faintly with the gush of slick because my body can’t distinguish anymore. It lasts forever—minutes of shattering aftershocks that leave me limp, gasping, drenched in my own fluids, mind blank except for white noise.

He drinks it all, groaning against me, lapping every drop like it’s fuel.

When the convulsions finally subside to trembling he rises, cock in hand, stroking slowly.

“Eyes on me,” he commands. “Watch me take what’s mine.”

The head nudges my entrance—hot, blunt, impossibly wide. He presses. The stretch burns—exquisite, overwhelming. The head pops past my ring with a wet sound. I cry out, nails digging into his shoulders.

“Fuck—so tight,” he groans. “Gripping me like a vice.”

He sinks in slowly—inch by thick inch. I feel every ridge dragging against my walls, every vein pulsing. My pussy has to yield, has to open wider than it ever has. Halfway in he pauses—lets me feel the fullness, the pressure against my cervix already.

“More,” I beg, voice cracking. “All of it—please—”

He thrusts the rest home in one long, relentless slide. Bottoms out—balls flush against my ass, head kissing my womb. The fullness is apocalyptic—stuffed beyond capacity, stretched to tearing, owned completely. My body detonates again instantly. The orgasm is cataclysmic—my pussy clamps down with vise-like ferocity, spasming so violently it feels like internal lightning strikes. I squirt in violent, pressurized bursts that spray his abs, my own stomach, the sheets in rhythmic fountains. My scream is guttural, primal—throat shredding—back bowing so hard I hear my spine pop, limbs thrashing uncontrollably, vision blacking out completely for seconds at a time. Every muscle seizes and releases in punishing waves; my clit pulses like a live wire, pleasure-pain blurring until I’m crying, begging incoherently through sobs, body jerking like I’ve been electrocuted. The aftershocks keep coming—each one triggering mini-convulsions, fresh gushes, until I’m a quivering, soaked wreck, barely conscious, mind fractured.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Come on my cock the first time I bottom out in you. Come like Ethan could never make you come. Come like the breeding whore you are.”

I’m still spasming, still squirting weakly when he starts to move.

Slow at first—long, deep drags that pull almost all the way out, then slam back in. Each thrust makes my tits bounce, makes wet slapping sounds echo off the walls. My legs wrap around his waist instinctively, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper.

Then he picks up speed. Harder. Deeper. The bed creaks under us. He hooks my legs over his shoulders—folding me in half, driving impossibly deeper. The new angle grinds his pelvis against my clit with every stroke, his cock battering my cervix relentlessly.

“Feel that?” he pants. “Feel how deep I am? Feel how I’m hitting your womb with every thrust? That’s where my cum’s going tonight. Right against your cervix. Right where it’ll take.”

“Yes—fuck, yes—”

“Tell me whose cock is ruining this married pussy.”

“Yours,” I sob. “Your big black cock is ruining me—stretching me—owning me—”

“Tell me who’s going to breed you.”

“You—please, Lucien—breed me—knock me up—”

He slams in hard, grinding deep, circling his hips to stir his cock inside me. “Gonna flood this tight white cunt. Gonna pump you so full my thick black seed takes root. Gonna make your belly swell with my baby while Ethan rubs your feet and thinks it’s his. Gonna text you every ultrasound pic and make you come while you look at our kid growing inside you.”

The breeding talk triggers the next explosion. The orgasm is apocalyptic—my pussy seizes in brutal, rhythmic contractions that feel like they’re tearing me apart from the inside. I squirt again—forceful, unending streams that drench us both, soaking the mattress beneath me. My scream is shredded, animal—body convulsing in full epileptic-like thrashing, limbs flailing, back arching until I’m nearly folded in two, vision gone to white static, ears filled with roaring blood. The pleasure is so extreme it’s torture—clit burning, nerves overloaded, every muscle cramping and releasing in punishing rhythm. I sob uncontrollably, begging through tears, body wracked with aftershocks that keep triggering smaller, vicious climaxes until I’m a limp, shuddering mess, mind completely shattered.

He doesn’t stop. Keeps pounding—deep, brutal strokes that make the headboard slam rhythmically. Sweat slicks our skin. The room smells of sex—musk, cum, sweat, my own slick.

“Beg for it,” he snarls. “Beg for my cum like the breeding whore you are.”

“Please—cum inside me—breed me—fill my womb—knock me up—make me carry your baby—please, Lucien, I need it—I need your thick load deep—claim me—own me—”

He buries himself to the hilt—hips jerking. The first spurt is hot, forceful—splashing directly against my cervix. Then another. And another. Thick rope after rope flooding me, so much it overflows immediately, leaking out around his shaft, dripping down my ass crack onto the sheets. He grinds through it—slow, deep circles—prolonging the final, trembling convulsions that rip through me one last time.

When he finally stills, he stays buried inside me. Lets me feel him softening but still massive, still stretching my ruined walls.

“Keep it in,” he murmurs, hand pressing on my lower belly. “Feel that? That’s where my seed is settling. Let it soak. Let it take.”

I’m trembling, wrecked, overflowing. His cum leaks steadily—warm, thick, obscene—pooling beneath me.

He pulls out slowly. The gape is immediate—my pussy red, puffy, gaping open, thick white cum oozing out in slow pulses. He scoops two fingers through the mess, brings them to my mouth.

“Taste what I just bred into you.”

I suck greedily—salty, musky, bitter-sweet—swallowing every drop, too shattered to do anything else.

He smiles—dark, satisfied.

“That was round one.”

He flips me onto my stomach, yanks my hips up so my ass is high, face pressed to the mattress.

“Night’s young,” he growls, cock already hardening again against my dripping entrance. “And this pussy’s getting bred until the sun comes up.”

He slams back in—full force, no mercy.

Round two begins.


Morning Aftermath



Sunlight slices through the half-closed blinds of my room, stabbing my eyes like accusation. I’m sprawled across the king bed on my stomach, sheets twisted around my ankles, thighs sticky and crusted with dried cum. Every muscle screams—inner thighs bruised purple from being forced wide for hours, pussy swollen to twice its normal size, outer lips puffy and dark, inner folds still gaping open even now, leaking slow, viscous trails of Lucien’s thick seed onto the mattress beneath me. My clit is a raw, hypersensitive knot; the slightest shift of fabric against it sends electric jolts up my spine. My throat is shredded from screaming his name through climax after climax, voice reduced to a hoarse rasp. My whole body feels destroyed, remade, owned in a way that’s both terrifying and intoxicating.

I don’t remember exactly when I staggered out of his suite. Sometime after the fifth—or sixth?—round. He had me bent over the desk last, tits mashed against the conference binder someone left behind, his hand fisted in my hair while he hammered into me from behind, growling how my womb was already flooded, how Ethan would be raising his black baby without ever knowing why his wife’s pussy felt so different when I got home. Each orgasm had been more devastating than the last—full-body seizures, explosive squirting that soaked the carpet, vision blacking out completely, hysterical sobbing as pleasure crossed into exquisite agony. By the end I was barely conscious, trembling, leaking rivers of his cum down my thighs, mind reduced to one obsessive loop: more, more, more.

I crawled back to my room at first light, coat barely closed over my wrecked body, legs shaking so violently I had to brace against the hallway wall every few steps. Now the clock reads 8:47 a.m. Conference sessions start at nine. I can’t even sit up without whimpering.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand—Ethan’s FaceTime ringtone, soft and familiar.

Guilt slams into me like cold steel, sharper than the deep ache between my legs.

I fumble for the phone. My reflection in the dark screen is unrecognizable: mascara tracks down my cheeks, lips swollen and bruised, hair a wild tangle, hickeys blooming dark purple across my neck, collarbones, the tops of my breasts. I look freshly and thoroughly fucked. Ruined. Claimed.

I answer anyway. Angle the camera high so only my face and shoulders show—pray the dim room hides the rest.

“Hey, babe,” Ethan says, voice warm, sleepy. He’s in our Pittsburgh kitchen, morning sun slanting through the window behind him, coffee mug in one hand, still in his favorite gray tee and boxers. His smile is soft, trusting, the same smile he gave me at the airport three days ago. “Missed you last night. You never texted back. Everything okay?”

“I… fell asleep early.” The lie rasps out, throat raw. I shift slightly; fresh cum leaks out—warm, thick, obscene—trickling down my inner thigh onto the sheet. I press my legs together to trap it, but the pressure against my swollen clit forces a small, involuntary whimper.

Ethan’s brow furrows. “You sound terrible. Sore throat? You okay?”

“Just… talked a lot at the mixer.” Another lie. My free hand drifts between my legs without permission—fingers sliding through the sticky mess Lucien left, brushing my clit. I bite my lip to stifle the moan.

He leans closer to the camera, studying me. “You look… different. Flushed. Glowy. Like you just finished a workout. Or…” His voice trails off. His pupils dilate. “Vivienne. What happened?”

I could hang up. Could lie again. Could pretend.

Instead—still high on the endorphin haze, body still trembling, mind fractured from last night’s onslaught—I whisper the truth.

“I fucked someone.”

Silence stretches. Ethan’s breathing changes—shallower, quicker. His hand disappears below the frame. Fabric rustles—his boxers sliding down. He’s already hard, cock springing free, flushed and leaking at the tip.

“Tell me,” he says, voice low, thick with raw hunger. “Everything. Don’t leave anything out.”

So I do.

I start with the elevator the first night—how Lucien stopped it between floors, pressed me against the wall with just his presence, made me admit I wanted his big black cock while my thighs clenched together. How he described exactly how Ethan’s gentle touches had left me aching, how he knew I was soaked just from his voice.

Ethan’s hand moves—slow, deliberate strokes along his shaft, thumb circling the head, spreading pre-cum. His breathing hitches.

I keep going. The rooftop last night—how Lucien fingered me against the railing in front of the city, thumb grinding my clit until I came so hard I soaked his hand and the terrace stones, whispering filthy promises about breeding me while strangers laughed ten feet away.

Ethan groans softly. “Did he… make you come right there? In public?”

“Yes.” My fingers circle my clit now—slow, slick with Lucien’s cum. “Hard. Legs shaking. Had to bite his shoulder to keep quiet. Then he told me to come to his suite at midnight. Naked under my coat.”

Ethan’s strokes speed up. “And you went.”

“I went.” My voice cracks. “Knocked on his door. Dropped the coat the second it closed. Dropped to my knees. Begged him to fuck me. To breed me.”

“Jesus, Vivienne…” Ethan’s face is flushed, eyes glassy. “What did he do to you?”

I tell him everything—every filthy detail.

How Lucien made me suck him first—jaw aching around his thickness, drool spilling down my chin, gagging as he pushed to the back of my throat. How he ate my pussy until I squirted in explosive jets across his face, body convulsing so hard I nearly blacked out, screaming until my voice shredded. How he fucked me slow at first—letting me feel every inch stretching me open, every vein dragging against my walls—then brutal, pounding me in every position until the bed shook. How each orgasm was apocalyptic—full-body seizures, squirting in pressurized arcs that soaked us both, vision blacking out, raw-throated screaming, hysterical sobbing as pleasure crossed into agony.

“He bottomed out against my cervix,” I gasp, fingers plunging deeper into the cum-filled mess. “I came instantly—body locking up, squirting everywhere, vision gone, screaming his name. He kept going. Came inside me—thick ropes flooding my womb while I begged him to knock me up. Told me my belly would swell with his baby while you kissed it and never knew. I came again—harder—convulsing, squirting, crying. Then he flipped me over and did it again. And again. All night. I lost count of the loads still leaking out of me right now.”

Ethan’s hand is frantic—stroking fast, twisting at the head, balls tightening visibly. “Fuck… are you touching yourself? While you tell me?”

“Yes.” I moan—hoarse, broken. “Fingers inside my ruined pussy. Full of his cum. So stretched I can barely feel them. My clit’s throbbing just thinking about him.”

“Show me,” he breathes, voice cracking. “Angle the camera down. Let me see what he did to you.”

Heart pounding, I do. Tilt the phone so he can see my hand between my spread thighs—fingers coated in thick white cum, plunging in and out of my gaping, swollen entrance, clit swollen and red, lips stretched wide around my knuckles.

Ethan groans—deep, desperate. “God… look at that. Look how open you are. He really wrecked you. My wife’s pussy… gaping for black cock.”

“He did.” Tears prick my eyes—shame, lust, exhaustion. “My pussy’s his now. Loose. Made for his cock. When I get home… you’ll feel the difference. How much he opened me. How much cum he left inside.”

“I want to see it in person,” Ethan pants, hand blurring on his shaft. “Want to lick it out of you. Taste him on my wife. Want to fuck you while you’re still full of him—feel how sloppy and stretched you are. Want to add my cum to his. Want to watch him breed you again while I stroke and wait my turn to clean.”

The confession—his eager, filthy surrender—shatters me.

The orgasm builds differently this time—slower, deeper, a slow-rolling wave that starts in my core and spreads outward like molten heat. My inner walls flutter weakly around my fingers, then clamp in slow, rolling contractions that pull at every raw nerve ending. Slick surges—not a violent squirt this time, but a thick, steady gush that spills over my hand, down my wrist, soaking the sheets in a warm, sticky flood. My hips lift off the bed in long, shuddering rolls; a low, keening moan tears from my throat—less scream, more broken prayer—body quaking in deep, rhythmic tremors that roll from my toes to my scalp. My clit pulses in heavy, languid throbs, each one sending after-waves rippling through my belly, my thighs, my spine. Tears slip silently down my cheeks; my breath comes in ragged, hiccupping gasps as the climax stretches, lingers, refuses to let go—leaving me trembling, limp, drenched, every muscle loose and quivering like I’ve been wrung out.

Ethan follows almost immediately—his body jerking forward, cock erupting in thick, forceful ropes that arc across his stomach and chest. His groan is long, guttural—hips bucking off the chair, cum splattering in heavy spurts while his eyes stay locked on the screen, watching every tremor of my release mirror his own. Our climaxes overlap in a slow, shared burn—his final pulses timed to the lingering flutters of my walls, my exhausted gush matching the last of his ropes—until we’re both gasping, trembling, staring at each other through the screen in wrecked, reverent silence.

When he can speak again, voice hoarse and trembling: “Keep going, Vivienne. Don’t stop. Whatever he wants today—let him have you. Let him breed you again. Just… promise you’ll come home and let me clean you. Let me taste what he did to my perfect wife. Let me lick every drop of his cum out of your ruined pussy while you tell me how much better he felt.”

I stare at the screen—heart hammering, body still twitching with aftershocks, cum still leaking from me in slow pulses.

“I promise,” I whisper.

The call ends.

I lie there, fingers still buried in my cum-filled pussy, staring at the ceiling.

Guilt is there—sharp, familiar.

But it’s quieter now.

Drowned out by hunger.

By need.

By the knowledge that today—during conference breaks, in empty meeting rooms and stairwells—Lucien will claim me again.

And Ethan wants him to.


Relentless Claim



The second day of the conference bleeds into the final night without mercy. By noon I’m already a walking wreck—cum from the breakout room and stairwell sessions still leaking steadily down my inner thighs, soaking the inside of my charcoal pencil skirt, making the fabric cling transparently in dark patches every time I sit or stand. My pussy is permanently tender, lips swollen and dark, inner walls loose and fluttering with every step. My breasts ache under the silk blouse—no bra, nipples perpetually hard and scraping the fabric, tender in a way that feels new and insistent. My lower belly carries a faint, persistent warmth and pressure—not yet visible swelling, but a deep, full sensation that wasn’t there before Chicago, as if Lucien’s repeated loads have settled inside me, heavy and claiming.

The afternoon keynote is torture. I sit in the back row, thighs clenched tight to trap the slow drip, but every time Lucien steps to the podium—tall, commanding, voice rolling like thunder—my pussy clenches hard around nothing, fresh slick mixing with his cum. He glances my way once, mid-sentence, eyes locking on mine for a single heartbeat. The corner of his mouth lifts. I nearly come from that look alone—body trembling, breath hitching, a thin trickle escaping to soak my chair. No one notices. But I feel it. I feel him owning me from across the room.

When the session ends, I don’t go to the closing mixer. I text Ethan instead: “Staying out tonight. Final networking drinks turned into late dinner. Don’t wait up. Love you.”

His reply is immediate: “Go. Be his. Come home full. Tell me everything. Love you.”

The permission—the hunger in those words—makes me whimper in the empty hallway.

Midnight. Suite 2317 again.

The door opens before I knock. Lucien stands there shirtless, black lounge pants low on his hips, cock already thick and heavy against the fabric. His eyes devour me—dress, flush, the way my thighs press together to trap the drip.

“Strip in the doorway,” he says quietly. “Let the hallway see what’s mine.”

I obey. Zipper down. Silk slides off. Naked. Breasts heavy and tender, nipples tight and darker than usual, pussy swollen and glistening, inner thighs shiny with days of his cum. The hallway light catches the slow trickle sliding down my leg.

A couple passes—laughing, tipsy—too far to see clearly, but close enough that my skin prickles with exposure. Lucien watches them pass, then me, eyes dark with possession.

“Good girl,” he murmurs. “Now crawl.”

I drop to my hands and knees—carpet rough against my palms—ass high, thighs spread, pussy dripping visibly onto the floor as I crawl toward him. He steps back, letting me follow into the room. The door clicks shut behind us.

He hauls me up by the hair, drags me to the bed, throws me face-down. Wrists bound quickly with silk ties to the headboard posts—tight enough to bite. Ankles spread wide, tied to the footboard. I’m immobilized: ass up, back arched, pussy and ass fully exposed, face pressed to the sheets that still carry the scent of our first night.

Lucien climbs behind me. No warm-up. No teasing. He slams in—full, brutal length in one stroke. The stretch is immediate, searing—my pussy yields with a wet, obscene squelch, walls fluttering helplessly around his girth. He bottoms out hard, head kissing my cervix, grinding deep.

“Feel that?” he growls. “That’s where I live now. Deep in this married cunt, breeding it raw until it takes.”

He starts slow—long, punishing drags out almost to the tip, then slamming back in, balls slapping my clit. Each thrust forces thick gushes of old cum from earlier loads; it runs down my thighs in steady streams, soaks the sheets. The wet, filthy sounds fill the room—squelching, slapping, my own broken moans.

He builds speed. Harder. Deeper. The bedframe rattles against the wall; I’m sure the neighbors can hear. His hand fists my hair, yanks my head back until my spine arches painfully.

“Tell me who owns this pussy.”

“You,” I sob. “You own it—fuck—please—”

“Louder.”

“You own this pussy, Lucien! It’s yours—my cunt belongs to your big black cock!”

He slaps my ass—sharp, stinging—then reaches under to pinch my clit, rolling it mercilessly while he pounds deeper.

The first orgasm builds like a slow, suffocating tide—starting deep in my core as a heavy, molten pressure that spreads outward in thick, rolling waves. My inner walls quiver, then seize in long, dragging contractions that grip his cock in deep, rhythmic pulses, each one tugging at every raw nerve. Slick wells up in a thick, steady flood—pouring out around his shaft in warm, slippery streams that run down my thighs, pooling on the sheets. My hips lift in slow, shuddering rolls; a deep, keening moan tears from my throat—muffled against the mattress—body quaking in heavy, rolling tremors that travel from my toes to my scalp. My clit throbs in deep, languid beats, each one sending after-waves cascading through my limbs, my spine, my chest. Tears slip silently down my cheeks; my breath comes in ragged, hiccupping gasps as the climax lingers, stretches, refuses to break—leaving me trembling, limp, drenched, every muscle loose and quivering like I’ve been melted from the inside.

Lucien doesn’t stop. Keeps hammering—deep, relentless—dragging the slow-burn peak out until I’m whimpering, oversensitive, begging incoherently.

“Again,” he snarls. “Come again while I breed you.”

He flips me onto my back—wrists still bound—legs forced wide and hooked over his shoulders. New angle drives him deeper; each thrust batters my cervix directly. Hand around my throat—not choking, just holding—thumb on my pulse.

“Look at me,” he orders. “Look at the man who owns you now.”

I lock eyes—tears streaming, vision blurry.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I gasp. “This pussy is yours. Breed me—please—knock me up—make me carry your baby—own me forever—”

He slams in hard—grinds deep—circles his hips to stir his cock against my womb.

“Again.”

The second orgasm unfurls slower, deeper—a heavy, molten coil that builds in my lower belly and spreads like liquid fire through every limb. My inner walls flutter, then clamp in long, rolling contractions that pull at his cock in deep, dragging pulses, each one milking him with desperate, rhythmic need. Slick surges in a thick, steady gush—pouring out around his shaft in warm, slippery waves that soak his balls, my ass, the sheets beneath us. My hips lift in slow, shuddering rolls; a low, broken moan tears from my throat—raw, guttural—body quaking in heavy, rolling tremors that ripple from my core to my fingertips. My clit throbs in deep, languid beats, each one sending after-waves cascading through my thighs, my spine, my chest. Tears slip silently down my cheeks; my breath comes in ragged, shuddering gasps as the climax lingers, stretches, refuses to let go—leaving me trembling, limp, drenched, every muscle loose and quivering like I’ve been melted from the inside.

He keeps going—hours of it.

Edging me—pulling out when I’m close, slapping my clit until I sob, then slamming back in. Overstretching me—four thick fingers alongside his cock, scissoring me wider while he fucks slow and deep. Multiple creampies—each one thicker, hotter, more copious—flooding my womb until it feels bloated, until cum gushes out with every withdrawal in thick, white rivers that soak the bed, my ass, the floor.

He makes me repeat it—over and over—voice hoarse and broken:

“I belong to you.” “My pussy is yours.” “Breed me—knock me up—own me forever.” “Ethan will raise your baby.” “I’m your breeding slut.”

By 4 a.m. I’m barely conscious—body trembling, pussy gaping wide, womb overflowing, cum leaking in slow, steady pulses. He unties me, pulls me into his arms—gentle now—kisses my temple.

“You’re mine,” he whispers. “No going back.”

I nod—tears still streaming—too wrecked to speak.

He presses his hand to my lower belly.

“Feel that? That’s where my seed is taking root. You’re carrying me now.”

I sob—quiet, exhausted—clinging to him.

Outside, the city is waking up.

Inside, I’m already lost.


The Homecoming



The flight back to Pittsburgh is the longest three hours of my life. Every shift in the narrow seat sends a fresh trickle of Lucien’s cum leaking out of me—thick, warm, relentless—seeping through the thin cotton of my travel leggings, soaking the seat beneath me. My pussy is still gaping slightly, swollen and tender from the all-night claiming; even the gentle vibration of the plane engines makes my clit throb with oversensitive aftershocks. My breasts feel heavier than usual—aching, full, nipples so sensitive that the lace of my bra scrapes them raw. I keep my thighs pressed tight, scarf wrapped high to hide the fading hickeys, but I can still smell him on my skin—musk, salt, sex—clinging no matter how many times I wiped down in the airport bathroom. My lower belly feels… different. Warm. Full. A faint, persistent pressure that wasn’t there before the conference. I tell myself it’s just the cum. Just the sheer volume he pumped into me. But deep down, something primal whispers otherwise.

Ethan meets me at baggage claim. He’s in his usual weekend jeans and Steelers hoodie, hair slightly mussed like he couldn’t sleep, eyes bright with nervous excitement when he spots me. He pulls me into a hug—tight, almost desperate—and inhales against my neck.

“God, you smell like…” He trails off, voice low, thick. “Like him. Like… breeding.”

My heart stutters. I nod against his shoulder, feeling the heat of his erection already pressing against my hip through his jeans.

The drive home is silent except for our breathing. His hand rests on my thigh—high, possessive—fingers brushing the damp spot on my leggings, tracing the outline of my swollen lips through the fabric. He doesn’t speak, but his cock is visibly straining, pre-cum darkening the denim by the time we pull into the driveway.

We barely make it through the front door.

The second it closes behind us, Ethan drops to his knees. No preamble. No questions. Just eyes locked on mine—dark, hungry—as he hooks his fingers into my waistband and yanks the leggings down.

My pussy is a wreck—lips dark and puffy, inner folds still gaping open, thick white cum clinging to every crease, slowly oozing out in slow, viscous threads that stretch and snap as he spreads my thighs wider. The scent hits us both—raw, musky, unmistakable. Lucien’s seed, days old but still abundant, mixed with my own slick from the constant low-grade arousal of the flight. My lower belly is slightly distended—soft, rounded, the faint pressure I felt on the plane now visibly pushing outward. My breasts look fuller, nipples darker, veins more prominent under the skin.

Ethan groans—deep, broken—and leans in.

His tongue is tentative at first—flat, slow licks along my inner thighs, cleaning the trails that ran down my legs. Then bolder. He parts my lips with gentle fingers, exposing the creamy mess inside, and buries his face.

The first long lick drags through the thickest deposit at my entrance—salty, bitter, musky—and he moans like he’s tasting heaven. His tongue plunges deeper—lapping, sucking, scooping every drop he can reach. My knees buckle; I grip his hair for balance, hips rocking involuntarily against his mouth.

“Fuck… Ethan…” My voice is still hoarse, cracked from screaming Lucien’s name all night. “It’s still so much… he came inside me so many times… flooded my womb… I think… I think it took.”

Ethan freezes for half a second—tongue buried deep—then groans louder, vibrating against my clit. His hand slides up to my lower belly, pressing gently against the soft swell there.

“Tell me,” he rasps, pulling back just enough to speak—lips and chin glistening white—eyes glazed with lust. “Tell me everything he did. How he bred you. How he made sure it took.”

I do.

I tell him how Lucien tied me down again—wrists and ankles bound, body helpless—then edged me for hours. How he’d fuck me slow and deep until I was begging, then pull out completely, slap my clit until I sobbed, only to slam back in and repeat. How he overstretched me—four thick fingers alongside his cock, scissoring me open while he ground against my cervix, whispering that my womb was already his, that my body was already changing. How he came inside me again and again—each load thicker, hotter, more copious—until my belly felt bloated, until the pressure built into that persistent fullness I’m feeling now. How he pressed his palm to my abdomen and told me to feel it—feel his seed settling, taking root, how my breasts were already swelling, how soon I’d be leaking milk for his baby while Ethan sucked it from me.

Ethan’s tongue never stops—lapping deeper, sucking the thickest globs from inside me, swallowing with audible gulps. His hand is inside his jeans now, stroking himself frantically while he eats.

“He made me say it,” I gasp, hips grinding against his face. “Over and over. That I belong to him. That my pussy is his. That you’ll raise his baby. That I’m his breeding slut forever. He fucked me until I blacked out—until my womb was so full I could feel it pressing against my belly. Until my tits ached like they were already making milk.”

Ethan pulls back—face slick, lips swollen—eyes wild.

“Show me,” he begs. “Show me how full you are. How changed.”

I push him onto his back—right there on the living room floor. He’s already stripped, cock hard and leaking, smaller than Lucien’s but throbbing with desperate need. I straddle him, guide him inside me.

The contrast is immediate, obscene. After Lucien’s thickness, Ethan feels… inadequate. Slipping in easily, barely stretching my ruined walls. But the humiliation of it—the knowledge that I’m full of another man’s cum, possibly carrying his child, while my husband slides into the mess—makes my clit throb harder than ever.

I start to ride—slow at first, then harder—grinding my clit against his pubic bone while I talk.

“He was so much thicker,” I moan. “Stretched me until I thought I’d tear. Hit my cervix with every thrust—places you never reached. Made me squirt so hard I soaked the bed, the floor, him. Made me black out from coming too many times. Made me beg to be bred—beg to carry his baby while you raise it.”

Ethan’s hips buck up into me—frantic, helpless—hands gripping my thighs.

“Fuck… Vivienne… you feel so loose… so wet… so full of him… your belly… it’s rounder… your tits are bigger…”

I lean down, lips at his ear, pressing his hand to the soft swell of my abdomen.

“He put it there,” I whisper. “Flooded my womb until it took. My breasts are already aching—already making milk for his baby. Soon they’ll swell, leak, and you’ll suck them while I ride you. While I text him pictures of my growing belly. While he reminds me who really bred me.”

Ethan’s strokes turn erratic—cock pulsing weakly inside me.

“I want to taste it,” he gasps. “Want to drink from you when you’re full. Want to watch your belly grow with his child. Want to raise it. Want to know every time I fuck you, he’s still inside you.”

The confession tips me over.

The orgasm is smaller than Lucien’s cataclysms, but still shattering—pussy fluttering weakly around Ethan’s softening cock, a final, exhausted squirt soaking his stomach. I collapse onto his chest, both of us trembling, sticky, wrecked.

He wraps his arms around me—tight, possessive, reverent.

“We’re not going back,” he whispers against my hair. “Whatever this is… I want more. I want to watch. I want to clean. I want to know he’s still inside you when I fuck you. I want to raise his baby.”

I nod—tears pricking my eyes again—clinging to him.

My phone buzzes on the floor. A text from Lucien.

A single photo: his cock—still hard, still glistening with my slick—captioned:

“When’s round two, slut?”

Ethan sees it over my shoulder. His cock—barely softened—twitches against my thigh.

I type back with shaking fingers:

“Soon. My belly’s already growing.”

The message sends.

We lie there—sticky, spent, forever changed—listening to the quiet hum of our house.

No turning back.

Only forward.

Into whatever comes next.


Epilogue



One week later. Pittsburgh. Our bedroom at 11:47 p.m.

The house is quiet except for the soft hum of the ceiling fan and Ethan’s steady breathing beside me. He’s asleep on his back, one arm draped possessively across my waist. My body still carries echoes of Chicago—my pussy tender and slightly loose, inner walls sensitive in a way that lingers even after seven days of normal life. No more leaking; the thick loads Lucien pumped into me have long since been absorbed or flushed away by time, showers, and the natural rhythm of my cycle. But the memory of how full I felt, how deep he went, how many times he flooded my womb—that stays. My breasts feel heavier, more sensitive—nipples darker and tender to the lightest brush of my sleep tank, a change that started in the days right after I got home. No leaking yet, no dramatic swelling, just a subtle, insistent ache that makes me squirm when I think about what he did inside me. My lower belly carries a faint, persistent warmth—not visible, not rounded, just a deep, internal awareness that something might have shifted. Or maybe it’s just wishful thinking. Either way, my body feels… marked.

My phone lights up on the nightstand. A notification from Lucien.

I slip out from under Ethan’s arm—careful not to wake him—and unlock the screen.

A single photo loads: his cock, thick and veined, resting heavy against his thigh, still glistening as if he just stroked himself thinking of me. The caption is simple:

“When’s round two, slut?”

My pussy clenches hard—still tender from Chicago, still remembering his thickness. A fresh rush of slick slides between my thighs. My clit throbs once, sharp and insistent.

Ethan stirs behind me. His hand finds my hip, pulls me back against him. His cock—already half-hard in his sleep—nudges the cleft of my ass.

“Everything okay?” he mumbles, voice thick with sleep.

I turn the screen so he can see.

He blinks awake instantly. Pupils dilate. His breathing changes—shallower, faster. His hand slides down, rests low on my abdomen—flat for now, but he presses gently, like he’s feeling for the future.

“Is that him?” he whispers.

“Yes.”

Ethan’s cock hardens fully against me in seconds—hot, leaking pre-cum against my skin. He presses closer, lips at my ear.

“Answer him.”

My fingers tremble as I type.

“Soon. My body’s already changing. Tits are fuller, aching. I can still feel where you flooded me. Ethan’s ready to raise whatever comes.”

I hit send.

The reply is almost immediate:

“Good girl. Booked. Three weeks. Your bed. Be ready, slut.”

Ethan reads it over my shoulder. His cock twitches hard against my thigh.

He rolls me onto my back—gentle but urgent—slides between my thighs, pushes inside the slick, tender heat of me.

“Tell me you want it,” he whispers, thrusting slow and shallow. “Tell me you want him again. Want his baby. Want me to watch.”

“I want it,” I gasp, legs wrapping around him. “I want him to fuck me again. Want him to breed me more. Want you to watch. Want you to clean me. Want you to raise his child.”

He comes almost immediately—hips stuttering, thin spurts mixing with my arousal. I clench around him—milking what little he has—then pull him down, kiss him deep, tasting the salt of anticipation on his tongue.

We lie there—sweaty, sticky, entwined—listening to the quiet of our house.

My phone lights up again. Another text from Lucien.

“Bring the pregnancy test next time. I want to see the lines.”

Ethan reads it. His cock—still inside me—twitches with renewed interest.

I smile—slow, wicked, utterly owned.

“Yes, Sir.”

The screen goes dark.

But the hunger—the addiction—the possibility—burns brighter than ever.

No end.

Only more.
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Harvest Shadows



Corinne steps out of the rental car onto the gravel lot and inhales deeply. The air is thick with the heady perfume of late-harvest grapes—overripe fruit bursting on the vine, fermenting sweetness, sun-baked soil, and the faint, woody tang of aging barrels drifting from the stone buildings higher up the hill. She stretches her arms high, arching her back, feeling the soft, natural weight of her C-cups shift beneath the light cotton sundress. The fabric clings slightly where sweat has begun to gather between her breasts. At thirty-one she still catches eyes—long chestnut waves tumbling past her shoulders, green eyes bright against the scattering of warm freckles across her nose and upper chest—but the only gaze that used to matter has grown distracted, gentle, almost absent.

Owen is already at the trunk, lifting suitcases with the same careful efficiency he brings to everything: taxes, meal planning, sex. Khaki shorts, pale-blue polo, the soft paunch that settled over his once-athletic frame sometime after year five. He glances up and smiles, the same warm, tired smile he’s given her for years.

“Finally,” he says. “No Slack notifications, no 7 a.m. stand-ups. Just seven days of overpriced Pinot and pretending we’re still twenty-five.”

Corinne forces a matching smile. “God, yes. Let’s pretend.”

Inside, though, the restlessness coils tighter. Seven years married, and the bedroom has become a polite transaction. Owen’s cock—five-and-a-half inches when he’s fully hard—slides in easily now, barely stretches her walls, finishes in a handful of steady thrusts, and then he’s rolling over, satisfied, while she lies there throbbing, unfinished. She’s taken to waiting until his breathing evens out, then slipping two fingers into her still-slick pussy, circling her clit while she pictures something—someone—much larger splitting her open. Thick veins pulsing against her inner walls, a heavy cockhead nudging her cervix with every deep stroke, balls slapping wetly against her ass until she’s crying out, legs shaking, coming so hard her vision whites out. The fantasies have grown sharper, more insistent: dark skin against her freckled thighs, huge hands pinning her wrists above her head, a deep voice murmuring that she’s going to be stretched and filled and bred until she forgets what a smaller cock even feels like. She hates how wet the thoughts make her. She’s supposed to be devoted. She is devoted. And yet.

A voice like rolling thunder cuts through the late-afternoon quiet.

“Welcome to Harvest Moon.”

She turns too quickly, pulse jumping.

Darius Washington strides down the stone path toward them. Six-foot-four, shoulders wide enough to block the sun, powerful arms and chest filling out a crisp white button-down rolled to the elbows. Dark skin glowing under the golden light, short beard framing a strong jaw, eyes so deep brown they look almost black. He moves with the loose, predatory grace of a man who has never once doubted his size or strength—former college basketball player, she guesses, still lifting heavy enough to keep every muscle carved and ready.

He extends a massive hand first to Owen, then to her. His palm is warm, rough from years of handling barrels and vines, and completely engulfs hers. When he releases, the pad of his thumb drags deliberately—slowly—along the sensitive inside of her wrist. The touch is brief, almost incidental, but it sends a lightning bolt straight to her clit. Her nipples tighten against the thin cotton bra.

In her mind the scene fractures and reforms: those same huge hands gripping her hips, yanking her sundress up around her waist, bending her over the hood of the rental car right here in the parking lot while Owen unloads bags twenty feet away. Darius spreading her legs with one thick thigh, freeing an impossibly long, girthy black cock—eleven inches, she imagines instantly, veins like ropes, head glistening—and pressing it against her soaked entrance. No condom. No hesitation. Just one brutal, claiming thrust that forces a scream from her throat as her tight married pussy is stretched beyond anything Owen has ever given her. She pictures the burn, the ache, the way her walls would flutter and clamp desperately around that monstrous shaft while he growls low in her ear, “This is what you’ve been missing, isn’t it, baby? This is what your little husband can’t give you.”

“Corinne and Owen Nolan,” her husband says, voice friendly but edged with something quieter—uncertainty, maybe. “Delayed anniversary trip. Seven years.”

Darius’s slow smile shows perfect white teeth. His gaze slides to Corinne and holds. “Seven years deserves to be celebrated right. We’ll make sure you leave here… satisfied.”

The word lands like a hand between her thighs. She feels the slick heat gathering in her panties, the insistent throb of her clit begging for pressure.

They follow him up the path. Corinne walks a half-step ahead of Owen, hyper-aware of Darius’s long strides just behind her. Every time he gestures toward a row of vines or explains the new clone they grafted last spring, his deep voice seems to stroke her spine. She imagines him pressing her face-first against the rough stone wall he’s pointing out, hiking her dress, ripping her lace thong aside, and feeding inch after thick inch into her dripping cunt while the grapes rustle in the breeze. She can almost hear the wet slap of his heavy balls against her clit, feel the stretch turning to unbearable pleasure, her body betraying her with gushing wetness that drips down her inner thighs. She pictures him pulling out just long enough to paint her freckled ass with the first hot rope of cum, then shoving back inside to flood her womb—light breeding talk she’s never dared ask Owen for suddenly vivid in her head: “Gonna put a baby in this tight pussy, make sure you walk out of here marked and leaking me for days.”

Her breath comes shorter. She squeezes her thighs together mid-stride, trying to quell the ache, but it only makes her clit pulse harder.

At the cottage Darius unlocks the door with a heavy brass key and steps aside. The room is small, intimate, perfect: exposed beams, a massive king bed draped in crisp white linens, French doors opening onto a private patio overlooking the endless rows. The claw-foot tub in the bathroom promises long, lazy soaks—or desperate, slippery fucks pressed against cool porcelain.

“Firewood’s stacked outside,” Darius says, voice low and intimate. “Anything you need—extra blankets, more wine, a different pillow—just text the number on the card. I’m usually around.” His eyes flick to Corinne again, lingering on the rise and fall of her chest, the faint flush creeping up her freckled throat.

He leaves as smoothly as he arrived.

Owen sets the bags down and exhales. “Jesus. Guy could model for a cologne ad. Or play linebacker. Or both.”

Corinne steps onto the patio instead of answering. The breeze lifts her hair, cools the damp heat between her legs, but does nothing to quiet the roar in her blood. She stares down the green corridors of vines stretching toward the horizon. Her clit throbs in time with her heartbeat. She closes her eyes and lets the fantasy run unchecked: Darius finding her out here alone tonight, pushing her to her knees among the rows, making her choke on that massive black cock until tears stream down her cheeks, then bending her over a low vine trellis and fucking her senseless while Owen sleeps inside. Filling her so full that when she finally stumbles back to bed, his cum will be leaking down her thighs, marking her as owned.

She presses her palm discreetly against her mound through the sundress, biting her lip at the sharp spike of pleasure. She’s soaking through her panties. She can smell her own arousal on the warm air.

It’s just the wine country, she tells herself. The romance of the setting. The escape.

But when she opens her eyes again, she knows she’s lying.

The real escape is already walking away down the path—and she wants to chase him.


Tasting Notes



The heavy oak door seals behind them with a resonant thud, trapping the cool, damp cellar air thick with limestone, charred oak, and the musky sweetness of grapes left to rot just enough to burst. Corinne’s heels echo sharply on the flagstones as she descends. The emerald wrap dress clings like a second skin—hugging the dip of her waist, flaring over hips that sway with every step, the deep V plunging low enough to show the freckled inner curves of her C-cups heaving with shallow breaths. Her nipples are diamond-hard, stabbing visibly against the thin lace bra and the dress itself. Between her thighs her pussy is already a swollen, dripping mess—lips puffy and parted, clit engorged and throbbing like a second heartbeat, the lace thong soaked through and sticking obscenely to her folds.

Owen follows, still in his rumpled polo and shorts, holding their tasting glasses like a tourist. “Smells like money and sin down here,” he says lightly, voice bouncing off the barrel stacks.

Darius stands beneath the single pendant bulb at the tasting table. The black T-shirt is painted on—every slab of pectoral, every ridge of abdominal muscle outlined, biceps thick enough to crack walnuts. His dark skin gleams under the warm light. He looks up and his eyes lock on Corinne like a predator scenting blood.

“Saved the nastiest ones for you,” he says, voice a low, vibrating growl that settles straight in her cunt.

He gestures to the stools. Corinne takes the center without hesitation; Owen sits left. Darius towers behind the table, pouring the first Pinot Noir—deep, bloody garnet that catches the light like fresh cum.

“Eastern slope fruit,” he tells her, eyes never leaving hers. “Left to swell and get fat on the vine until it’s begging to be crushed. Gives it that heavy body. Makes it coat every inch of your mouth, slide thick and slow down your throat, fill you up until you can’t swallow anymore.”

She inhales—black cherry, wet earth, a faint coppery bite like blood and sex. The first sip is obscene: viscous, coating her tongue, sliding down in a warm, syrupy wave that settles hot and heavy in her belly, then drips lower, pooling in her already-leaking cunt.

Darius watches her throat bob. “Tell me what you taste, Corinne.”

Her voice is wrecked, husky. “Thick. Overripe. Like it’s forcing its way in… stretching my lips, my throat… making me gag on how much there is.”

His mouth curves into something dangerous. “That’s right. Some wines don’t ask permission. They shove in deep, make you choke, make your eyes water while they flood every corner. You either open wider or you drown in it.”

Owen swirls his glass, smiling faintly. “I’m getting cherry. Maybe some spice?”

Darius ignores him, pouring the inky Syrah next. “This one’s meaner. Grips your tongue, punches the back of your throat, leaves you raw. Needs a slutty little mouth that can take being used hard and still beg for more.”

He slides her glass forward. His rough fingertips drag deliberately across the back of her hand, then curl around her wrist for one long, burning second. Her clit jumps violently; a fresh gush of slick pours out, trickling hot down her inner thighs.

She drinks. Pepper, smoked plum, bitter dark chocolate. It scorches going down. Her pussy spasms, clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled. She shifts and the soaked thong rubs her engorged clit raw—she has to bite her lip bloody to keep from moaning aloud.

Darius leans in close enough that she can smell him—cedar, clean sweat, raw masculinity. “Bigger than the last one, isn’t it? Thicker. Harder to take. Stretches you until it hurts so good you’re crying for it to go deeper.”

“Yes,” she breathes. “Fuck… so much bigger. I can feel it forcing me open… splitting my throat… making my cunt drip just thinking about how it would wreck my pussy.”

“Good fucking girl,” he murmurs, voice pitched so low only she hears. “You already know what real size does. It ruins tight little married holes like yours. Makes them gape, makes them cream, makes them useless for anything smaller ever again.”

Owen is distracted, sniffing his wine like it’s homework.

Darius pours the final Zinfandel—late-harvest, almost black, syrup-thick, 16% alcohol that hits like liquid sin. “This one’s pure filth,” he says. “Overripe berries exploding on your tongue. Sweet and sticky and greedy. Makes you beg to be pumped full even when you’re already overflowing with cum.”

He fills her glass to the absolute brim. A fat, slow drop escapes, rolls down the stem, coats her fingers in red. Darius reaches across, catches the droplet on his thick thumb—then, eyes burning into hers, brings it to his mouth and sucks it off with a slow, deliberate pull, tongue curling around the pad like he’s tasting her cunt instead.

Corinne’s pussy clamps down so hard she nearly comes on the spot. A violent shudder runs through her; more slick gushes out, soaking the stool beneath her. The fantasy detonates in full, filthy color:

Darius slams her back against the barrel stack so hard the wood groans. He rips the wrap dress open—buttons popping, fabric tearing—her heavy tits bouncing free, freckled and flushed, nipples dark and aching. He yanks her thong to the side, spreads her sopping pussy lips wide with two thick fingers, exposing her pink, swollen hole to the cool air. “Look at this greedy married cunt,” he growls. “Dripping like a whore for black cock while your pathetic husband sips his wine two feet away. Bet he’s never made you this fucking wet.” He frees his monster—eleven throbbing inches of veined, coal-black meat, so thick her fingers couldn’t close around it, the fat mushroom head already leaking precum in fat beads. He slaps the heavy shaft against her clit—once, twice, three times—each wet smack making her jolt and whimper like a bitch in heat. Then he notches that brutal head at her entrance and rams in—half his length in one savage thrust. She screams, back arching, walls burning as they’re forced apart, stretched impossibly wide around his girth. “Feel that, slut? That’s what a real man’s cock does to a wife’s pussy. Your husband’s little dick could never touch this spot.” He fucks her mercilessly—deep, punishing strokes that bottom out against her cervix, balls slapping wetly against her ass, her tits bouncing wildly with every brutal plunge. “Gonna flood this tight hole,” he snarls. “Pump you so full of thick black cum your womb’s swimming in it. Gonna breed you right here while Owen pretends not to hear you begging for my seed. When I’m done you’ll stagger back to bed leaking me down your thighs, and tomorrow morning your cuck husband’s gonna kneel between your legs and slurp every drop of my load out of your ruined cunt—taste what a superior man leaves behind while you tell him how much better my cock feels.”

She slams the empty glass down. Her whole body is shaking, clit so engorged it hurts to breathe.

Darius straightens. “Official tasting’s over. But if you want something private… something that’ll really fill you up…” His eyes devour her. “My door’s open all night.”

Owen stands, yawning. “I’m wiped. Gonna crash.”

He kisses her cheek—soft, chaste, laughably inadequate—and climbs the stairs. The door thuds shut.

Dead silence.

Darius rounds the table in two strides, stops so close his heat sears her skin, his scent drowning her.

“Still thirsty, Corinne?” he asks, voice pure gravel and promise.

Her heart is in her throat. Her cunt is a throbbing, leaking furnace.

She looks up into those black eyes and surrenders completely.

“I’m fucking dying for it,” she rasps. “I need that huge black cock inside me right fucking now.”

He smiles—slow, feral, owning.

“Then get on your knees, married slut. Time to taste what you’ve really been craving.”


Moonlit Rows



Corinne bursts from the cottage door gasping, the night air slapping her heated skin like cold water on fever. It does nothing to quench the inferno between her thighs—her thong is a sodden ruin, plastered to her swollen, parted pussy lips, every hurried step grinding the drenched lace against her engorged clit until sparks shoot up her spine. She can still feel Darius’s thumb in her mouth, still taste her own slick mixed with the lingering syrup of Zinfandel, still hear his voice promising to ruin her forever.

Owen sleeps inside, chest rising and falling in peaceful ignorance. She can’t even glance toward the bedroom. Not when her mind is flooded with visions of Darius forcing her to her knees in the cellar, choking her on eleven thick inches of black cock until drool and precum run down her chin, then flipping her over the tasting table and pounding her so deep she feels him in her womb while Owen snores upstairs.

She flees barefoot down the moon-silvered paths, vines whispering on either side, grass cool and damp against her soles. The wrap dress rides up her thighs with every stride, exposing the glistening trails of arousal streaking her inner legs. She doesn’t fix it. Let the night see how wrecked she already is.

Footsteps—long, unhurried—follow her into the darkness.

She doesn’t turn. Her pulse thunders in her clit.

Darius emerges into the moonlight beside her, black Henley stretched tight across his massive chest, sleeves shoved up to reveal veined forearms that could snap her in half. He carries the same bottle of late-harvest Zinfandel and two glasses, moving with the calm certainty of a man who knows his prey is already caught.

“Running from me?” His voice is velvet gravel, low enough to vibrate through her bones.

“Running from myself,” she whispers.

He chuckles darkly. “You’re not running far enough.”

He uncorks the bottle with a soft pop, pours two heavy measures, hands her one. Their fingers brush; he traps hers for a beat, thumb stroking her racing pulse.

“Drink,” he commands.

She obeys. The wine is thicker out here under the stars—sweet, decadent, coating her tongue like molten sin. It slides down and reignites the ache in her core.

Darius sips slowly, eyes devouring her flushed face, her heaving chest, the way her nipples stab against the thin fabric.

“You left the cellar shaking,” he says. “Thought you were going to come on my fingers right there on the stool.”

“I almost did.” Her voice cracks. “Still might.”

He sets both glasses on a low stone wall. Then he closes the distance in one stride.

His huge hand fists in her chestnut waves, yanking her head back sharply so her throat arches, exposed and vulnerable under the moon. The other arm bands around her waist like iron, crushing her soft curves against the hard planes of his body. She feels every devastating inch of him—broad chest pinning her tits, ridged abs flexing against her belly, and lower, the obscene, throbbing length of his cock pressing into her like a steel rod through denim. Even through layers it’s monstrous—long, thick, pulsing with heat that makes her cunt spasm and leak fresh slick down her thighs.

He doesn’t kiss her gently.

He devours her.

His mouth crashes down, claiming hers in a brutal, possessive assault. His lips are hard, demanding; his tongue forces past her teeth without asking, plunging deep and fucking her mouth with slow, punishing strokes that mimic exactly how she imagines he’ll fuck her pussy—relentless, stretching, owning. He tastes of dark wine, salt, raw dominance. His tongue strokes hers, coils around it, sucks hard until she whimpers into his mouth, then dives deeper, exploring every corner, pressing against the back of her throat until her eyes water and she gags softly around the invasion.

Corinne melts against him, boneless, hips grinding instinctively against the massive bulge digging into her stomach. Her hands claw at his shoulders, nails digging into muscle, trying to pull him closer even as the kiss threatens to drown her. He growls low in his throat—a sound that vibrates straight to her clit—and angles her head further, deepening the kiss until their teeth clash, lips bruise, saliva mingles and drips from the corners of her mouth.

He bites her lower lip—hard enough to sting, not quite break skin—then soothes the hurt with a slow, filthy lick before plunging back in. One hand slides down to grip her ass, fingers digging into soft flesh, yanking her higher so her soaked pussy drags along the rigid length of his cock through their clothes. She moans loudly into his mouth, hips bucking, humping shamelessly against him like an animal in heat. The friction is maddening—his thickness rubbing her clit through the thin barrier of fabric, teasing without mercy.

He breaks for air only long enough to rasp against her swollen lips: “This what you needed, married slut? My tongue fucking your mouth while your pussy cries for my cock?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—” She’s panting, tears of raw need streaking her cheeks.

He spins her roughly, slamming her back against his chest, one arm locking across her ribs to pin her in place. His free hand dives under her dress hem, rips the thong aside with a sharp tear of lace, and palms her bare, dripping cunt. Thick fingers spread her folds wide, exposing her to the cool night air, then plunge inside—two at once, stretching her, curling hard against that sensitive front wall Owen has never found.

Corinne cries out, head lolling back on his shoulder, hips jerking forward onto his hand. The wet, squelching sounds of her arousal fill the quiet vineyard—obscene, unmistakable.

“Listen to how fucking soaked you are,” he growls in her ear, teeth grazing the shell. “This greedy married hole knows it belongs to me now. Knows it’s going to get stretched and bred until it can’t remember a smaller cock ever existed.”

She’s shaking violently, thighs trembling, pussy clamping around his fingers like a vice. “Please… Darius… I need your cock… need it so bad… need you to wreck me…”

He pumps his fingers deeper, harder, thumb grinding circles on her clit until her vision whites out at the edges. Then—cruelly—he pulls free, leaving her empty and clenching on nothing.

He brings his slick-coated fingers to her lips. “Suck them clean. Taste how desperate you are for me.”

She opens wide, sucking greedily, tongue swirling around his fingers, moaning like she’s sucking his cock instead. The taste of her own pussy—tangy, sweet, filthy—only makes her ache worse.

Darius steps back, leaving her swaying, dress rucked up around her waist, thighs shining with her arousal, lips bruised and swollen from his kiss.

“Go back to your husband,” he orders, voice thick with barely-leashed hunger. “Finger that sloppy cunt all night while you think about how I’m going to split you open tomorrow. Think about how much deeper I’ll go than he ever could. How much harder you’ll come when I’m balls-deep and flooding you with cum.”

Corinne staggers a step, eyes glassy, body screaming for release.

Then she turns and flees up the moonlit path—dress askew, pussy throbbing and empty, lips still tingling from the most devastating kiss of her life—knowing she’s already lost.


First Taste



Corinne slips back into the cottage on trembling legs, the door clicking shut behind her with a sound that feels too loud in the sleeping quiet. Moonlight spills through the French doors, silvering the white linens of the king bed where Owen lies on his side, facing away, breathing deep and steady. She stands there a moment, chest heaving, thighs slick and sticky, lips still swollen and tingling from Darius’s brutal kiss. Her pussy throbs with vicious insistence—empty, aching, clenching on nothing while her mind replays the stretch of his thick fingers, the promise in his voice.

She peels off the ruined dress, lets it drop to the floor in a damp heap. The thong is shredded; she steps out of it and kicks it under the bed. Naked now, skin flushed and fever-hot, she slides between the sheets as carefully as she can. Owen doesn’t stir. She lies on her back, staring at the ceiling beams, legs parted just enough that the cool air kisses her soaked folds. Her hand drifts down almost without thought—two fingers circling her clit once, twice—then plunging inside. She bites her lip to muffle the whimper. It’s not enough. Nowhere near enough.

The soft knock at the French doors makes her freeze.

She turns her head. Darius stands outside on the patio, silhouetted against the moon, black Henley still clinging to his massive frame, jeans low on his hips. He doesn’t move, just watches her through the glass—eyes dark, patient, predatory.

Corinne’s heart slams against her ribs. She glances at Owen—still asleep—then back to Darius. Slowly, she rises, sheets pooling at her waist, exposing her heavy breasts, the hard peaks of her nipples, the freckles scattered across them like stars. She crosses the room on bare feet, unlocks the door, pushes it open just wide enough for him to step inside.

He does—silent, towering—closing the door behind him without a sound.

Neither speaks.

Darius reaches for her, one huge hand cupping the back of her neck, thumb stroking along her jaw. He pulls her into him, mouth crashing down again in that same devastating kiss—deeper this time, hungrier, tongue fucking into her mouth while his free hand roams: squeezing her tit, pinching the nipple until she gasps into him, then sliding down to grip her ass and lift her against his body.

She wraps her legs around his waist instinctively, grinding her dripping pussy against the thick ridge in his jeans. He groans low in his throat, the sound vibrating through her.

“Quiet,” he murmurs against her lips. “Don’t wake him yet.”

He carries her to the foot of the bed—right at the edge where Owen sleeps—and sets her down gently, but there’s nothing gentle in the way he spreads her thighs wide, hooking them over his shoulders. Her pussy is exposed, glistening, swollen lips parted and begging. He drops to his knees between her legs, shoulders forcing her open further.

“Look at this pretty married cunt,” he whispers, breath hot against her folds. “Soaking for black cock while your husband sleeps two feet away.”

Corinne’s hands fist in the sheets. “Please… Darius…”

He doesn’t tease. His tongue dives in—long, flat strokes from her entrance to her clit, lapping up her slick like he’s starving. She arches, biting her own arm to stifle the moan. He sucks her clit hard, then plunges his tongue inside her, fucking her with it while his thumbs spread her wider. The wet, obscene sounds fill the room—her pussy slurping against his mouth, his low growls of approval.

She’s shaking already, hips bucking, chasing the edge he’s holding just out of reach.

Then he pulls back, lips shining with her arousal. He stands, yanks his Henley over his head, revealing the carved slabs of his chest, the deep V of his hips disappearing into his jeans. He unbuttons slowly, deliberately, eyes locked on hers.

When he shoves the denim down, his cock springs free—eleven inches of thick, veined black meat, curving slightly upward, the fat head already leaking precum in a steady drip. Heavy balls hang low beneath, full and tight.

Corinne’s breath stops. It’s bigger than she imagined—thicker, longer, more intimidating. Her pussy clenches hard, a fresh gush of slick trickling out.

“Touch it,” he orders.

Her hand trembles as she reaches for him. Her fingers can’t close around the girth—barely. She strokes upward, feeling every pulsing vein, the heat of him searing her palm. Precum coats her fingers; she brings them to her mouth without thinking, sucking the salty taste clean while he watches.

“Good girl,” he growls. “Now open wide.”

He guides the head to her lips. She stretches her jaw, tongue swirling around the fat crown, tasting more precum, the musky male scent of him filling her head. He pushes in—slow, inexorable—until the head hits the back of her throat. She gags, eyes watering, but he holds her there, letting her adjust, then starts shallow thrusts, fucking her mouth while she drools around him.

Owen shifts in his sleep, rolling onto his back. Corinne freezes, cock still stuffed in her mouth, but Darius doesn’t stop—slows, but keeps sliding in and out, eyes flicking to the sleeping man with dark amusement.

“Keep sucking,” he whispers. “Let him dream about how his wife looks with a real cock down her throat.”

She moans around him, the vibration making him hiss. Her hand drops between her legs, rubbing her clit frantically.

Darius pulls out with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. He climbs onto the bed, kneeling between her spread thighs, gripping her hips and dragging her ass to the very edge.

“Eyes on me,” he says. “Watch me stretch this tight pussy for the first time.”

He notches the massive head at her entrance, rubs it through her slick folds, coating himself in her wetness. Then he pushes.

The stretch is immediate, burning, exquisite. Corinne’s mouth falls open in a silent scream as the thick head pops past her entrance, forcing her walls apart. Inch after inch sinks in—slow, relentless—until she feels impossibly full, the head nudging her cervix while there’s still length left outside.

“Fuck… so big… splitting me…” she whimpers, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

“Take it all, baby,” he growls, hips flexing. “This cunt was made for black cock.”

He bottoms out—balls pressed tight against her ass—and holds there, letting her feel every throbbing inch buried inside her. Her pussy flutters wildly around him, trying to adjust, cream coating his shaft in glossy white.

Then he starts to move—long, deep strokes that drag every ridge along her sensitive walls. Each thrust bottoms out with a wet slap, his heavy balls smacking her ass, the head kissing her cervix over and over.

Corinne’s hands claw at his shoulders, nails digging in. “Harder… fuck me harder… ruin me…”

He obliges—pace quickening, hips snapping, pounding into her with brutal force. The bed creaks; she bites her fist to muffle her cries. Pleasure coils tight and hot in her core, building faster than she’s ever felt.

“Come on my cock,” he snarls. “Come while your husband sleeps next to the woman I’m claiming.”

She shatters—back arching, pussy clamping down like a vice, gushing slick around his pistoning shaft. Wave after wave crashes through her, vision blurring, toes curling, a low, broken wail escaping despite her efforts.

Darius doesn’t stop—fucks her through it, harder, deeper—until his rhythm stutters.

“Gonna fill you,” he grits out. “Gonna pump this married cunt full of cum.”

“Yes—breed me—fill me up—”

He slams in one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and unloads. Hot, thick ropes of cum erupt against her cervix—pulse after pulse—flooding her so full she feels it press outward, leaking around his cock in creamy rivulets.

He stays buried deep, grinding slowly, milking every drop into her while she trembles beneath him.

When he finally pulls out—slowly—his cock glistens with their combined mess. Thick white cum oozes from her gaping pussy, dripping onto the sheets.

Darius leans down, kisses her bruised lips once—soft this time—then stands.

“Sleep with my cum inside you,” he murmurs. “Tomorrow we go again. And next time… he watches.”

He slips out the French doors, vanishing into the night.

Corinne lies there, legs splayed, pussy wrecked and leaking, heart pounding.

Owen snores softly beside her.

She reaches down, scoops a thick glob of Darius’s cum from her folds, brings it to her mouth, and sucks it clean—tasting him, tasting herself, tasting the beginning of the end of everything she thought she knew.


Day Two Yield



Corinne wakes to sunlight knifing through the French doors and a throbbing ache deep in her core. Her pussy feels wrecked—walls tender and puffy, slick with the dried remnants of Darius’s cum that oozed out overnight in thick, sticky trails down her inner thighs. She spreads her legs wider under the sheets, fingers dipping between her folds to scoop up a cooling glob of his seed and pop it into her mouth. The salty, musky taste makes her clit pulse, her cunt clench hungrily around empty air.

Owen rolls over, blinking awake with a yawn. “Morning. You look… rested. Everything good?”

She swallows, voice raw from biting back screams last night. “Never better.”

He pecks her cheek—soft, clueless—and shuffles to the bathroom. Corinne waits until the water runs, then plunges three fingers into her still-gaping hole, stirring the deeper remnants of Darius’s load while picturing his massive black cock splitting her again, flooding her womb right here on the bed while Owen hums off-key in the shower.

Breakfast drags on the patio—croissants, fruit, coffee she barely tastes. She squirms in her seat, the constant throb between her legs a filthy reminder. No panties today; the sundress clings to her damp thighs, and every breeze whispers against her bare, swollen pussy lips.

The group vineyard tour assembles at ten: fifteen guests milling near the barrel barn entrance, murmuring about the weather and last night’s wines. Owen dives into small talk with a chatty couple from Chicago; Corinne lingers at the edge, heart racing, nipples stiff against the thin cotton.

Darius strides up, commanding the group’s attention in his white shirt and jeans. His dark eyes slice to her, a slow smile curling his lips. “Let’s start with the barrel aging process,” he says, voice deep and smooth. As the group files into the long, dim barrel room—stacks of oak towering like silent sentinels—he falls back, his hand brushing her ass discreetly, fingers pinching just hard enough to make her gasp.

The tour moves slowly: Darius explaining char levels, grain tightness, the way oak imparts vanilla and spice. Voices echo softly off the stone walls. Corinne’s pulse thunders; she can smell her own arousal, sharp and needy.

Halfway through, as the group clusters around a demonstration barrel, Darius grabs her elbow and yanks her into a narrow side aisle—barely concealed by a partial stack, the main path just ten feet away through gaps in the barrels. Voices carry clearly: the Chicago wife asking about sulfites, Owen chuckling at some joke.

Darius slams her against the cool oak, mouth devouring hers in a rough, tongue-fucking kiss that leaves her lips bruised and her pussy flooding. He hikes her dress to her waist, palm cupping her bare cunt, two fingers plunging straight inside to stir the slick mess. “Still full of my cum?” he growls low.

“Yes… fuck… leaking you all morning…”

He spins her, bends her over a low barrel so her ass juts out, dress rucked up. The zipper hiss of his jeans sounds deafening in the confined space. His thick cock slaps against her ass—hot, veined, dripping—then notches at her entrance and rams in one brutal thrust.

The stretch burns fresh fire through her sore walls; she bites her forearm to muffle the cry, tasting blood. He bottoms out, balls smacking her clit, and starts pounding—hard, fast, no mercy. Wet slaps echo faintly; her pussy squelches obscenely with every plunge.

Footsteps shuffle closer—the group moving down the main aisle, now just five feet away on the other side of the thin barrel wall. A man’s voice—Owen’s?—says, “These barrels are huge. How do you even move them?” Laughter ripples through the group.

Darius clamps his hand over her mouth, fingers digging into her cheeks, and fucks her deeper, hips snapping so his cockhead batters her cervix. “Hear your husband out there?” he whispers harshly in her ear. “Chatting about barrels while I’m wrecking his wife’s sloppy cunt. One wrong noise and they all see you bent over, dripping my cum like a whore.”

Panic spikes through her—arousal twisting it into white-hot need. She grinds back against him, pussy clamping desperately. The group pauses right beside them; a woman’s voice drifts through the gaps: “Is that… do you smell something? Like… sweet oak or…” Someone else laughs it off as fermentation.

Darius slows his thrusts—long, grinding rolls that make her clit drag against the barrel edge—drawing out the torture. “They’re so close,” he rasps. “I could yell right now. Show them how a real man claims a married pussy. How much bigger I am than that little dick waiting for you.”

Corinne’s eyes water; she’s trembling, on the knife-edge of coming, terror and thrill blurring into one. A child from the group whines, “Mom, I’m bored,” and footsteps start moving again—but agonizingly slow, voices lingering.

“Come,” Darius snarls, thumb pressing hard on her clit. “Come on my cock while they’re inches away. Let them hear how superior black dick makes you squirt.”

She explodes—body seizing, pussy spasming wildly, a muffled scream vibrating against his palm. Slick sprays out around his shaft, splattering the barrel and floor. The group’s chatter masks her choked gasps, but one guest pauses: “Did you hear that? Like… water dripping?”

Darius doesn’t falter—fucks her through the aftershocks, pace brutal now. “Gonna breed you again,” he grits. “Pump you so full it leaks down your legs. Let Owen smell my cum on his wife and wonder why she’s walking funny.”

He buries deep and erupts—hot jets blasting her womb, overflowing instantly in creamy streams down her thighs. Pulse after thick pulse; she feels every one, her cunt milking him greedily.

The group finally moves on, voices fading toward the exit.

Darius pulls out slowly, cock shining with their combined mess. Cum pours from her gaping hole, puddling on the stone. He spins her, kisses her hard—tongue claiming her mouth one last time—then tucks himself away and smooths her dress down. Thick rivulets of his seed already streak her inner legs, glistening visibly if anyone looks close.

“Rejoin them,” he orders, eyes burning. “Walk out there leaking me. Smile at your husband with my cum dripping from your ruined pussy.”

Corinne staggers out of the aisle on wobbly legs, rejoining the tail end of the group just as they step into sunlight. Cum trickles steadily down her thighs—warm, sticky, threatening to reach her knees. She clenches to hold it in, but more escapes with every step.

Owen turns, brows furrowing. “Hey, where’d you go? You okay? You’re all red and… sweaty.”

She forces a breathless smile, thighs pressing together to hide the mess. “Just… exploring a side room. Got a little lost.”

He nods, but his nose wrinkles slightly. “Weird… smells like… never mind.”

The tour wraps; guests scatter. Corinne feels eyes on her—Darius’s, dark with satisfaction—as Owen takes her hand, oblivious to the warm drip sliding past her knee.

Lunch calls, but her mind is fixed on tonight: more claims, more risks, and the promise of Owen finally seeing what she craves.


Full Fermentation



The honeymoon suite feels charged, the air heavy with the musk of sweat, cum, and the faint sweetness of spilled wine that still lingers on Corinne’s tongue. She stands by the French doors in a whisper-thin silk slip—cream, clinging to her sweat-damp skin, the hem barely brushing the tops of her thighs—watching the vineyard rows dissolve into twilight. Owen sits on the bed’s edge in boxers and a faded T-shirt, thumb scrolling absently, unaware that the woman he married is already ruined inside, pussy still tender and leaking from the day’s hidden fuck.

A soft, deliberate knock at the patio door snaps the quiet.

Darius fills the frame outside—black shirt open to his sternum, jeans slung low, the thick bulge of his cock straining the denim. He steps in without waiting, locks the door with a heavy click that echoes like a gunshot.

Owen startles. “Darius? Is something wrong? We didn’t—”

“Everything’s exactly right,” Darius says, voice low and final. His eyes pin Corinne where she stands. “Your wife’s been begging for what you can’t give her. Tonight she gets it. All of it.”

Owen’s phone slips from his fingers. “What… what do you mean?”

Corinne crosses to him, hips rolling, and rests a hand on his shoulder. Her voice comes out soft but edged with hunger. “Owen, baby… I need you to go to the tasting room. Bring back another bottle of the late-harvest Zinfandel. The one we had last night. Take your time. Please.”

He looks up at her—eyes wide, searching. His gaze drops to the dark marks on her inner thighs, the way her nipples stab against the silk, the faint tremor in her legs. “Corinne… are you fucking him?”

She leans down, kisses him gently on the mouth—almost loving—then whispers against his lips, “Go. When you come back, you’ll see everything. You’ll understand why I need this.”

Owen stands slowly, like a man in a dream. He pulls on jeans and a hoodie, glances once more at Darius—towering, calm, unreadable—then slips out the door.

Silence crashes in.

Darius moves like a predator. He seizes Corinne by the throat—firm, possessive—and pins her to the wall beside the doors. His mouth claims hers in a savage kiss, tongue fucking deep while his free hand rips the slip up and over her head. Naked now, freckled skin flushed, she trembles under his grip.

“Bed,” he growls. “Legs wide. Show me the cunt I’ve already bred once today.”

Corinne scrambles onto the mattress, thighs splayed, knees bent, pussy glistening and puffy, still leaking traces of his earlier load. Darius strips—shirt gone, jeans shoved down—his cock springing free: eleven thick, veined inches, head slick and angry, heavy balls drawn tight.

He climbs between her legs, grips her ankles, folds her in half until her knees bracket her ears, pussy exposed and vulnerable. He slaps his cock against her clit—hard, wet smacks that make her jolt—then notches the fat head at her entrance.

“Beg for it,” he orders.

“Please… fuck me… breed me… put your baby in me…”

He thrusts in slow—inch by merciless inch—letting her feel the burn as her walls stretch around his girth again. When he bottoms out, balls pressed to her ass, he grinds deep, cockhead kissing her cervix.

“Feel that?” he snarls. “That’s where my seed belongs. Deep in your womb. Gonna pump you so full tonight your belly swells with my kid. Your husband’s useless little dick never touched this spot—never will. This pussy’s mine to breed now.”

Corinne whimpers, hips rocking. “Yes… yours… breed me… fill my womb… make me carry your black baby… Owen can’t… he’s too small… too weak… I need your potent cum… need you to knock me up…”

Darius starts fucking her—long, punishing strokes that drag every ridge along her sensitive walls, then slam home with a wet slap. His balls smack her ass rhythmically; her tits bounce wildly.

“Say it,” he demands. “Tell me you want my child. Tell me you’re done letting that pathetic white boy try to breed you.”

“I want your child!” she cries. “I’m done with Owen’s cum… it’s worthless… thin… weak… I need your thick black loads… need you to flood my womb every day until I’m pregnant… until everyone sees I belong to you… until my belly grows with your baby and Owen knows he could never do it…”

He flips her onto her stomach, yanks her hips high, and drives back in from behind—deeper now, battering her cervix with every thrust. His hand fists her hair, arching her back.

“Louder,” he growls. “Scream it so he hears when he comes back.”

“I’m your breeding slut!” she wails. “Breed me! Pump me full! Put your baby in my belly! Ruin me for him forever! Owen’s cock is nothing—tiny, soft, useless—can’t breed me, can’t satisfy me… only you can… only your huge black cock can knock me up!”

Darius reaches under, fingers finding her clit and rubbing vicious circles. The pressure coils fast—her pussy clamping, fluttering, gushing slick around him.

“Come while I breed you,” he snarls. “Squirt on the cock that’s going to impregnate you.”

The orgasm detonates—her body seizing, a raw scream ripping free as clear fluid erupts around his shaft, soaking the sheets, splashing his thighs. She squirts hard—wave after wave—pussy spasming, milking him desperately.

He fucks her through it, relentless, then flips her onto her back again, legs over his shoulders, pounding missionary—deep, brutal, owning.

“Gonna come,” he grits. “Gonna flood your womb. Gonna mark you inside where no one else can reach. You’re going to walk around leaking my seed for days—pregnant with my child while your husband jerks his little dick and cleans up what I leave behind.”

“Yes—fuck—do it—breed me—fill my womb—make me yours forever—”

He slams balls-deep and erupts—hot, thick ropes blasting directly against her cervix, pulse after violent pulse, overflowing her instantly. Cum gushes out around his shaft, creamy white rivers down her ass crack. He grinds slow, forcing every drop deeper, then pulls out halfway—watching his seed pour from her gaping hole—before shoving back in to plug it.

But he’s far from finished.

He rolls her to her side, lifts one leg high, slides back in—slow, savoring the wet glide through his own cum. “Round two. Gonna keep breeding you until your womb’s overflowing. Until there’s no question who owns this pussy.”

He builds a steady, grinding rhythm—deep rolls that stir his load inside her, cockhead nudging her cervix again and again. His fingers return to her clit, edging her oversensitive nerves.

“Tell me you’re going to carry my baby,” he murmurs, voice dark velvet. “Tell me you’ll raise it with your cuck husband watching, knowing it’s mine.”

“I’ll carry your baby,” she sobs, hips rocking. “I’ll raise it… Owen will know… he’ll see my belly grow… see my tits swell with milk for your child… he’ll suckle the leftovers while you fuck me again… I’m yours… breed me… keep breeding me…”

He speeds up, chasing the next load. “Your husband’s coming back soon. Gonna walk in and see his wife’s womb stuffed with my seed. Gonna make him hold your legs while I pump another baby into you.”

The words shatter her again—smaller, sharper climax ripping through her, pussy fluttering wildly. Darius follows—growling low—another thick flood erupting deep, adding to the mess inside her until cum bubbles out with every slow thrust.

They collapse—sweaty, panting—his cock still buried, softening but refusing to leave her warmth.

Footsteps approach outside.

Owen’s key card beeps.

The handle turns.

Darius stays inside her, arm draped possessively over her waist, lips at her ear.

“Time to show him what a proper breeding looks like,” he whispers.

The door swings open.

Owen steps inside, bottle clutched in white-knuckled fingers, and stops dead.


Overflow



Corinne wakes to the soft gray light of mid-morning filtering through the French doors, her body heavy and languid, every muscle humming with the afterglow of last night’s relentless claiming. Her pussy throbs—a deep, satisfied ache—still swollen and tender, the sheets beneath her hips damp and sticky with layers of dried cum. Darius’s seed has leaked out slowly all night, pooling between her thighs, crusting on her skin, marking her in a way that makes her clit pulse just thinking about it.

She stretches, legs parting instinctively, and reaches down to scoop a thick, cooling glob from her folds. The taste floods her mouth—salty, musky, faintly sweet from the wine still lingering on her tongue—and she moans softly, sucking her fingers clean while her other hand circles her clit in lazy spirals.

Owen is already awake, sitting in the armchair across the room, still in yesterday’s hoodie and jeans, eyes fixed on her with a mixture of awe, shame, and unmistakable arousal. His cock tents the front of his pants; he hasn’t touched himself, hasn’t moved much at all since he walked in last night and saw Darius buried balls-deep in his wife, pumping yet another load into her womb while she begged to be bred.

Darius is gone—slipped out sometime before dawn—but his presence lingers in the air, in the bruises on her hips, in the way her pussy gapes slightly when she spreads wider for Owen’s gaze.

“Good morning, baby,” Corinne purrs, voice thick with sleep and satisfaction. She spreads her legs further, letting him see the creamy mess still leaking from her. “Did you sleep?”

Owen swallows hard. “Not really.”

She smiles—slow, wicked—and pats the bed beside her. “Come here. Look closer.”

He hesitates only a second, then crosses the room on unsteady legs and kneels at the edge of the mattress. Up close the scent hits him—sex, sweat, thick black cum—and his nostrils flare. His cock twitches visibly in his jeans.

Corinne reaches down, parts her swollen lips with two fingers, exposing the pink, glistening mess inside. Another thick rope of Darius’s cum oozes out, sliding down toward her ass. “See that?” she whispers. “That’s what a real man leaves behind. Your cum never stays in me like this. It’s always thin, always leaks out right away. His… stays. Because it’s meant to breed me.”

Owen’s breath shudders out. “Corinne…”

She hooks a leg over his shoulder, pulling him closer until his face is inches from her dripping cunt. “Taste it. Taste what he did to me. What he’s going to keep doing to me.”

He freezes. She tightens her grip in his hair—not cruel, just firm—and guides his mouth to her folds. His tongue darts out—tentative at first—lapping at the creamy white rivulet sliding from her hole. The taste hits him; his eyes flutter shut, a low groan vibrating against her clit.

“That’s it,” she coos. “Clean me up, baby. Suck his cum out of your wife’s pussy. Show me how much you love knowing a superior cock owns me now.”

Owen dives in—hungry now, tongue plunging deep, slurping greedily at the thick mess inside her. The wet, obscene sounds fill the room—his mouth working, her soft moans, the slick glide of his tongue scooping Darius’s seed from her depths. Corinne’s hips rock against his face, smearing cum across his cheeks, his chin.

“Good boy,” she gasps. “Eat it all. Every drop he pumped into my womb last night. He bred me so deep… I can still feel it pressing against my cervix. Imagine it—his baby growing in me while you lick me clean.”

Owen moans into her pussy, the vibration sending sparks up her spine. His hands grip her thighs, holding her open wider as he tongue-fucks her, chasing every trace of cum. His own cock strains painfully against his zipper; a wet spot darkens the denim.

The door opens without a knock.

Darius steps in—freshly showered, black T-shirt stretched tight across his chest, jeans already tented. He closes the door, leans against it, arms crossed, watching with dark satisfaction.

“Looks like the cuck’s learning his place,” he says, voice low and amused.

Owen startles, tries to pull back, but Corinne tightens her legs around his head, keeping his mouth locked to her cunt.

“Don’t stop,” she orders. “Keep eating. Darius is here to give me more.”

Darius crosses the room in three strides, shedding his shirt as he goes. He climbs onto the bed behind Owen, grips the smaller man’s shoulders, and pushes him forward until Owen’s face is buried deeper in Corinne’s messy pussy.

“Hold her legs,” Darius commands. “Spread her wide for me. Show me how eager you are to watch a real man breed your wife again.”

Owen’s hands tremble as he hooks under Corinne’s knees, lifting and spreading her until her pussy gapes open—pink, slick, still leaking his rival’s cum. Darius unzips, frees his massive cock—already rock-hard, veins pulsing—and slaps the heavy shaft against Owen’s cheek once, twice, leaving a glossy trail of precum.

“Look at it,” Darius says. “Look at the cock that’s going to knock her up while you hold her open. Look how much bigger it is. How much thicker. How much better.”

Owen stares—eyes wide, pupils blown—his tongue still flicking at Corinne’s clit even as tears of humiliation gather in the corners of his eyes.

Darius notches the fat head at her entrance, rubs it through the creamy mess Owen’s tongue left behind, then thrusts in—slow, deep, bottoming out in one long stroke. Corinne cries out, back arching, pussy clamping down around him like a vice.

“Fuck… still so full of your cum from last night,” she gasps. “Keep breeding me… keep pumping me full until I’m pregnant with your baby…”

Darius starts fucking her—hard, deliberate strokes that make her tits bounce, make wet slapping sounds echo in the room. Owen holds her legs, face inches from where Darius’s thick black shaft pistons in and out of his wife’s stretched cunt, coated in slick and leftover seed.

“Tell him,” Darius growls. “Tell your husband what’s happening.”

“I’m getting bred,” Corinne moans. “Darius is going to knock me up… his cock is so much bigger… so much better… his cum is going to take… Owen, baby, you’re going to raise his baby… lick my clit while he fills me again…”

Owen leans in, tongue flicking frantically at her swollen clit while Darius pounds deeper, balls slapping wetly against her ass. The overstimulation hits fast—Corinne’s body trembling, pussy fluttering, building toward another shattering peak.

“Come for me,” Darius snarls. “Come on the cock that’s breeding you. Show your cuck husband how hard a real man makes you come.”

She explodes—screaming, pussy spasming, squirting clear fluid around Darius’s shaft that soaks Owen’s face. Darius doesn’t stop—fucks her through it, harder, chasing his own release.

“Gonna flood you again,” he grits. “Gonna add another load to the one already in your womb. Gonna make sure it takes this time.”

“Yes—fuck—do it—breed me—put your baby in me—”

He slams deep and unloads—hot, thick ropes blasting against her cervix, overflowing instantly, creamy white cum bubbling out around his cock and dripping onto Owen’s chin. Pulse after pulse; Corinne milks him greedily, whimpering with each spurt.

When he finally pulls out—slowly—his cock glistens with their combined mess. Cum pours from her gaping pussy in thick streams, pooling on the sheets.

Darius grips Owen’s hair, pulls his face forward. “Clean her. Suck every drop of my cum out of your wife’s bred cunt. Taste what a superior man leaves behind.”

Owen dives in—desperate now, tongue plunging deep, slurping greedily at the overflowing creampie while Corinne strokes his hair and moans softly above him.

Darius watches, stroking his still-hard cock, eyes burning with possession.

“This is just the beginning,” he says quietly. “Tomorrow we take it outside. Let the whole vineyard hear her beg to be bred.”


Vintage Release



The final full day at Harvest Moon dawns bright and merciless, the sun already hot by nine o’clock, baking the rows into a shimmering haze of green and gold. Corinne wakes alone in the king bed—sheets twisted, crusty with layers of dried cum, the air thick with the scent of sex that has soaked into every fiber. Her body feels used in the best way: pussy swollen and hypersensitive, clit perpetually half-hard, inner thighs sticky from the overnight leakage of Darius’s multiple loads. She stretches languidly, fingers drifting down to circle the raw nub of her clit, and comes almost instantly—small, sharp, shuddering—whimpering his name into the pillow.

Owen is in the shower; she hears the water running. When he emerges, towel around his waist, he looks at her with that same dazed mix of devotion and defeat that has settled into his eyes since last night. His cock is already half-hard under the towel; he hasn’t come since he walked in and saw Darius breeding her.

“Morning,” he says softly.

Corinne smiles, spreads her legs so he can see the glistening mess still leaking from her. “Come taste me before we go out. Darius is waiting.”

Owen drops to his knees without hesitation, buries his face between her thighs, and laps greedily at the thick, cooling creampie still inside her. His tongue scoops and swirls; she moans, fingers in his hair, grinding against his mouth until another small orgasm ripples through her.

When he finally pulls back—chin shining, lips swollen—Darius is already at the patio door, dressed in a black tank that clings to every ridge of muscle, shorts low on his hips. He steps inside, eyes dark with intent.

“Time to finish what we started,” he says. “All day. Every corner of this vineyard. Until she can’t take another drop.”

They dress minimally—Corinne in a short sundress with nothing underneath, Owen in loose shorts that do nothing to hide his constant erection—and follow Darius out into the rows.

The first stop is a secluded alcove near the eastern slope, hidden by tall vines heavy with late-harvest clusters. Darius presses Corinne face-first against a sturdy trellis post, hikes her dress, and slides into her from behind in one long, slow thrust. She gasps, hands gripping the wood, pussy fluttering around his girth as he bottoms out.

“Feel how loose you are now?” he growls in her ear. “Still tight enough to milk me, though. Gonna edge you here—slow fucks until you’re begging, then pull out. No coming until I say.”

He fucks her deliberately—deep, rolling thrusts that grind against her G-spot but never quite enough pressure on her clit. Every time she starts to climb, he stops, pulls almost all the way out, lets her whine and clench on nothing. Owen stands a few feet away, phone in hand, filming short clips as instructed—close-ups of Darius’s thick black cock stretching her pink lips, of her face contorted in frustrated need, of the creamy froth building at the base of his shaft.

After twenty agonizing minutes, Darius finally lets her come—slamming deep and rubbing her clit hard. She squirts violently, soaking his balls, legs shaking so badly Owen has to catch her. Darius pulls out, still rock-hard, and makes Owen kneel and clean his cock with his mouth—tongue swirling around the head, tasting his wife’s slick mixed with pre-cum.

Next location: the barrel room again, but midday now, with staff voices drifting from the main tasting area just beyond the open doors. Darius bends Corinne over a low barrel stack, legs spread wide, and fucks her fast and brutal—short, punishing strokes that make her tits bounce free of the dress. Owen holds her ankles up and apart, phone recording the wet slaps, the way her pussy gapes wider with every thrust.

“Tell the camera,” Darius snarls. “Tell everyone how much you love being overfilled.”

“I love it,” Corinne sobs. “Love being stuffed with your cum… love leaking you all day… love knowing you’re going to breed me for real…”

He edges her twice more—pulling out just as she crests, making her cry—then finally lets her shatter again, squirting so hard it splashes the barrel. He follows immediately, flooding her with another thick load that overflows instantly, dripping down her thighs in creamy streams. Owen films the creampie leaking out, then—on Darius’s nod—leans in and licks it clean from her folds while she trembles above him.

They move again—vineyard paths, the private patio behind the cottage, even a shadowed corner near the welcome tasting room where guests mill just out of sight. Each time Darius fucks her to the brink, edges her mercilessly, then over-fills her until cum runs down her legs in visible trails. Owen films every moment—close-ups of her gaping, cum-filled pussy, her face in ecstasy, Darius’s balls slapping wetly, the way she begs to be bred louder and louder.

By late afternoon Corinne is a wreck—dress soaked and clinging, thighs slick and shining, pussy so overstimulated that even the breeze against her clit makes her whimper. She can barely walk straight; Owen supports her on one side, Darius on the other.

Final stop: the moonlit rows from their first night, now bathed in golden sunset. Darius lays her on a soft blanket among the vines, spreads her wide, and fucks her slow and deep—one long, rolling thrust after another—while Owen kneels beside them, filming, occasionally leaning in to lick her clit or suck Darius’s balls when ordered.

“Last load,” Darius murmurs against her ear. “Gonna make sure it takes. Gonna put my baby in you right here where it started.”

Corinne sobs with need. “Yes… breed me… fill me until I’m pregnant… make me yours forever…”

He builds slowly—deep, grinding strokes that press his cockhead against her cervix—then speeds up, pounding relentlessly. Owen holds her legs back, whispering broken encouragements: “Come for him… let him breed you… I want to see you carry his child…”

Corinne comes one final time—shattering, squirting, screaming his name—pussy clamping like a vice. Darius follows, burying deep and unloading—hot, thick ropes blasting directly into her womb, pulse after pulse, until her belly feels swollen with it. He stays buried, grinding, forcing every drop inside while she trembles beneath him.

When he finally pulls out, cum gushes from her in a thick white flood. Owen leans in immediately, tongue plunging deep, sucking and swallowing every drop he can reach while Darius strokes himself lazily, watching.

Corinne lies there, spent, glowing, utterly owned.

As the sun dips below the hills, Darius leans down, kisses her softly—almost tenderly—then looks at Owen.

“Pack your things,” he says. “We’re not done. Next time, I come to Philadelphia.”

Owen nods, eyes shining with something like relief.

Corinne smiles—dazed, addicted, complete—and reaches for both their hands.

The vineyard whispers around them, promising more harvests to come.
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Escape to the Cliffs



The plane touches down in Montego Bay just after noon, but it feels like the moment we stepped off the jetway the heat and salt air already start working on me. My skin prickles under the thin sundress; every breath pulls in warm jasmine and ocean. Julian squeezes my hand as we drag our suitcases toward the shuttle, his smile soft and hopeful in that familiar, boyish way. “Finally, babe. No emails, no meetings, just us and the sea.”

I nod and force a matching smile, but inside I’m already restless. “Just us” has been the problem for too long. At home, our sex is routine—missionary under the covers, Julian grunting softly for a few minutes before he comes, always careful, always considerate. I love him for it, but God, I crave more. Lately, my mind wanders during those sessions to darker, filthier places: massive hands pinning me down, a thick cock stretching me until I scream, hot cum flooding my pussy while a deep voice calls me his slut. I’ve touched myself in the shower to those thoughts, imagining a stranger—tall, dark, dominant—claiming me, breeding me like I’m his to fill. It’s wrong, but the fantasy makes me come harder than Julian ever has.

We’re thirty minutes into the drive to Negril when the road narrows and the jungle presses close, then suddenly opens to that famous turquoise water and blinding white sand. My pulse kicks up. Seven Mile Beach stretches out like a promise. I shift in the seat and feel the soft cotton of my panties slide against skin that’s already a little slick. It’s embarrassing how quickly my body remembers what it wants. I picture myself on that beach, not strolling hand-in-hand with Julian, but bent over a palm tree, a huge black cock slamming into me from behind, his balls slapping my clit as he growls about owning my tight white pussy. The thought sends a fresh rush of wetness between my thighs. I cross my legs, trying to ignore it.

Our villa sits perched on the western cliffs, one of those adults-only boutique places with private plunge pools and no children screaming. The concierge hands us chilled towels scented with lemongrass and leads us along a torch-lit stone path. When the door swings open I actually gasp.

Floor-to-ceiling glass walls face the sea. The bed is enormous, draped in white linen that flutters in the breeze from the open sliders. There’s a bottle of rum and two glasses sweating on the table, a small speaker playing faint reggae. Julian drops our bags and immediately starts unpacking, methodically placing his neatly folded polo shirts in the dresser like we’re settling in for a month instead of eight nights.

I drift to the terrace instead.

The cliff drops straight down maybe sixty feet to jagged rocks and foaming waves. No railing—just a low stone lip and then nothing. The drop makes my stomach flutter in that delicious, dangerous way. I lean forward until my hair spills over the edge, letting the wind whip it back. My nipples tighten against the thin fabric of my dress. I’m not wearing a bra. I didn’t pack one for most of the trip. Julian hasn’t noticed yet. In my head, I’m not alone out here—a strong, towering man steps up behind me, yanks my dress up, and shoves his fingers into my dripping cunt, whispering how he’s going to fuck my ass right here on the edge, make me beg for his cum in every hole while the waves crash below.

He steps out behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist from behind. “This view is insane,” he murmurs against my neck.

I press back against him, feeling the small, familiar press of his cock through his shorts. It’s sweet. Comfortable. Predictable. Not enough. I imagine instead a massive bulge grinding against me, so thick it scares me a little, promising to ruin me for anyone else.

I want to scream.

Instead I turn in his arms and kiss him softly. “I’m going to change into my bikini and walk the beach for a bit while you finish unpacking. Clear my head after the flight.”

His eyes brighten. “Want company?”

“I’ll be fine. Just need a little sun and salt air alone.” I brush my lips over his again. “I’ll bring you back something cold to drink.”

He smiles that good-husband smile and lets me go.

I slip into the tiniest bikini I own—black, high-cut, the top barely containing my breasts—and throw a sheer cover-up over it. The mirror shows a woman who still looks thirty, still looks fuckable, but who hasn’t been properly fucked in far too long. My amber eyes stare back at me, hungry. I trail a hand down my stomach, dipping under the bikini bottoms to brush my swollen clit, picturing a dark-skinned god forcing me to my knees, making me choke on his enormous dick until tears run down my face, then flipping me over to train my virgin ass with his fingers, plugs, anything until I’m ready for him to claim it completely.

I grab my phone, room key, and a small crossbody, then step out before Julian can ask how long I’ll be.

The path to Seven Mile Beach winds down through bougainvillea and coconut palms. My sandals slap softly against the stone. Every few steps I feel the breeze slide between my thighs, teasing the already-damp crotch of my bikini bottoms. By the time I hit the sand I’m breathing a little faster. My fantasies swirl: getting high on premium weed, the smoke loosening me until I’m on all fours, ass up, taking creampie after creampie, Julian watching, lapping it up like the good little cuck he could be.

The beach is alive but not crowded—couples strolling, a few vendors with trays of fruit and carved wooden trinkets, laughter rolling in with the waves. I walk west toward the quieter end where the hotels thin out and the cliffs rise again. My hips sway more than necessary. I know men are looking. I want them to look. I imagine one of them grabbing me, throwing me down in the sand, fucking me raw in public, his voice rumbling ownership while I scream for more.

That’s when I see him.

He’s impossible to miss.

Six-six at least, lean corded muscle under rich mahogany skin that gleams with a light sheen of sweat. Long neat locs spill down his back, tied loosely with a red, gold, and green cord. He wears only low-slung board shorts, a small canvas satchel slung across his chest, and an easy, knowing smile. A half-dozen tourists—mostly white couples in their thirties and forties—linger near him, laughing too loud, handing over folded bills and receiving small ziplocks in return.

Premium Jamaican ganja, clearly. Discreet. High-end.

Our eyes lock across thirty yards of sand.

My breath catches.

He doesn’t look away. Instead his gaze drags down my body—slow, deliberate, unapologetic—lingering on my breasts, my hips, the strip of black fabric barely covering my pussy. When his eyes return to mine they’re darker, hotter. He tilts his head in a small nod that feels like an invitation and a command all at once.

My clit throbs once, hard. In my mind, he’s already got me pinned against those cliffs, his massive BBC splitting me open, breeding my pussy then my ass, overstimulating me until I’m a sobbing mess, begging to be his white whore forever.

I should turn around. Walk back to the villa. Crawl into bed with my sweet, safe husband.

Instead my feet keep moving toward him.


Beachside Introduction



The sand burns the soles of my feet as I walk straight toward him, every step pulling me deeper into something I already know I can’t resist. My heart slams so hard I feel it in my clit. The fantasies from earlier haven’t stopped—they’ve only gotten louder, dirtier: Zion’s huge hands spreading my ass cheeks, his thick tongue tracing my virgin hole before that monstrous cock forces its way in, stretching me until I’m sobbing, begging him to breed both my holes while Julian sleeps upstairs, oblivious to how thoroughly I’m being ruined. But underneath the heat, guilt twists like a knife—Julian’s face flashes in my mind, his sweet smile, the way he held my hand on the plane. He’s a good man. Loves me. Provides. Why am I doing this? Why can’t I just be satisfied with vanilla nights and morning coffee? I tell myself I’m just going to buy some weed, maybe flirt a little. My soaked bikini bottoms tell the real story, and the shame burns almost as hot as the need.

He doesn’t move as I approach. That lazy, knowing smile stays fixed, but his eyes devour me—slow, shameless, like he’s already picturing me naked and bent over. The tourists scatter as I get closer; they sense the shift in the air, the sudden privacy forming around us like smoke. Up close he towers—six-six of lean, corded muscle, mahogany skin gleaming, locs swaying gently in the breeze. The outline of his cock in those low-slung board shorts is obscene even soft: long, thick, hanging heavy to one side like a promise of destruction. God, it’s bigger soft than Julian ever gets hard. The thought hits me like a slap—betrayal sharp and immediate. Julian tries so hard; he doesn’t deserve this comparison. But I can’t stop staring, can’t stop the fresh pulse of wetness between my thighs.

“Evenin’, beautiful,” he drawls when I’m close enough to feel the heat rolling off him. That deep Jamaican rumble slides into my bones, settles hot and heavy between my thighs. “Yuh walkin’ ’pon dis beach like yuh already know what yuh come lookin’ for.”

My breath catches. “Maybe I do.” The words come out low, throaty. “I’m Lauren.” I shouldn’t give him my name. Shouldn’t make this personal. Julian’s waiting back at the villa, unpacking our life together while I stand here dripping for a stranger.

“Zion.” He offers his hand. When I take it, his palm swallows mine completely—warm, calloused, thumb stroking the pulse point on my wrist in slow, deliberate circles that make my pussy flutter. “Yuh smell like trouble, Lauren. An’ yuh man up dere in de villa… him know yuh out here gettin’ wet fi a stranger?”

Heat explodes across my chest. I don’t deny it. “He’s unpacking. I needed… air.” Air? That’s a lie. I needed this—the danger, the pull. But what about our vows? The house in Pittsburgh, the plans for kids someday? Am I really going to throw it all away for a beach fling? The conflict rages inside me: faithful wife versus starving slut, and right now the slut is winning.

Zion’s laugh is low, filthy. “Air? No, sweetness. Yuh need cock. Real cock. De kind dat make yuh forget yuh own name.” His eyes drop to my breasts—nipples rock-hard and stabbing through the thin bikini top—then lower, lingering on the damp patch darkening the crotch of my bottoms. “Look at dat likkle pussy already cryin’ fi me. Bet it tight. Bet it never been properly stretched.”

I whimper—actually whimper—right there on the open beach. My thighs press together instinctively, trying to ease the ache. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.” But he does. He sees right through me. Julian’s love is safe, steady—five inches of careful thrusts that leave me wanting. Zion promises ruin, and I crave it. But the guilt crashes in: I love Julian. He’s my partner, my best friend. How can I even think about letting this man touch me, claim me? Yet my body betrays me, clit throbbing, ass clenching at the thought of his size invading me there.

“Oh, me know.” He steps closer, close enough that my breasts brush his chest with every shallow breath. The scent of him—sun, salt, premium herb, raw masculinity—floods my senses. “Me see it every day. Pretty white wife come to Negril thinkin’ she faithful… till she meet a real man. Den she start drippin’. Start beggin’. Start openin’ every hole fi black cock.”

My knees nearly buckle. “Jesus…” The words hit too close. I’ve been faithful for years, but the fantasies have been building—nights alone with my vibrator, imagining exactly this: a dominant bull turning me into his breeding whore. But Julian… he’d be devastated. Or would he? Part of me wonders if he’d get hard watching, lapping up the mess like in my darkest dreams. The internal war tears at me—loyalty versus lust, safety versus surrender.

“Yuh want fi feel it?” His voice drops to a gravelly whisper. “Right here, right now. Me can pull dis likkle string aside an’ slide two fingers deep in dat greedy cunt. Make yuh come on de beach while yuh man waitin’ fi yuh wid rum an’ small talk.” His hand ghosts down my side, fingertips grazing the curve of my hip, stopping just short of dipping under the bikini. “Or yuh can be good… wait till tonight. Me bring yuh somet’ing special. We smoke. We talk. An’ when yuh man pass out, yuh come find me on dis same beach. Me show yuh exactly how deep yuh can take it. How loud yuh can scream when me finally claim dat virgin ass.”

I’m shaking now, thighs slick, clit throbbing so hard it hurts. “You’re… so fucking cocky.” Cocky and right. I should run back to Julian, beg him to fuck me right there on the terrace, prove I don’t need this. But I know it wouldn’t be enough. The ache is too deep, the temptation too strong. Guilt floods me—I’m a good wife, aren’t I? Or was that just a role I’ve been playing while my body screams for more?

“Me cocky because me know what yuh need.” He leans in until his lips brush the shell of my ear, breath hot. “Yuh need fi be owned, Lauren. Filled. Bred. Me goin’ put load after load in dat pussy till it overflow. Den me goin’ train dat tight likkle ass till yuh beg fi me cum dere too. Yuh goin’ be me personal white slut—drippin’, marked, addicted. An’ yuh man? Him goin’ watch. Him goin’ lick every drop clean while me fuck yuh again.”

A fresh gush of wetness soaks through my bottoms. I can barely breathe. “I… I shouldn’t.” Shouldn’t, but I will. The conflict peaks—love for Julian battling the raw, animal need Zion awakens. I picture Julian’s hurt eyes if he knew, but then the fantasy shifts: him watching, stroking his small cock, aroused by my degradation. Is that what I want? God help me, yes.

“But yuh will.” He pulls back just enough to meet my eyes, his own dark with certainty. “Tonight. After dark. Right here. Bring yuh hunger… an’ leave yuh guilt at de villa.”

He reaches into the satchel, pulls out a small ziplock of those dark, sticky buds, and presses it into my palm—his fingers lingering, curling around mine. “Complimentary sample. Smoke it wid yuh man if yuh want. Let it loosen yuh up. Or smoke it alone an’ think about how me cock goin’ feel rippin’ yuh open.”

I close my fingers around the bag like it’s burning me. “Tomorrow night?”

“Tonight,” he corrects, voice pure command. “Midnight. Me waitin’.”

He turns and walks away—slow, unhurried, that heavy bulge shifting with every step. I stand frozen, watching the play of muscle under his skin, imagining those locs draped over my back while he pounds me into the sand. The guilt lingers, sharp and accusing, but the lust drowns it out. For now.

When I finally stumble back to the villa, my legs are trembling. Julian is on the terrace, sipping rum, looking content.

I lean down, kiss him deeply—let him taste the salt and smoke and pure arousal on my tongue. He tastes like home, like safety. And it breaks my heart a little.

“Find anything good on the beach?” he asks, smiling.

I hold up the ziplock, voice husky. “Yeah. Really good.”

His eyes light up. “We should try it tonight.”

I smile back, sweet and innocent. “Oh, we will.”

But my mind is already on midnight. On Zion’s filthy promises. On how I’m going to silence the screaming guilt long enough to let him start ruining me—and maybe, just maybe, discover if Julian could ever forgive me for it.


The First High



The sun has melted into the horizon by the time we finish dinner on the terrace, leaving the sky bruised purple and streaked with dying orange. The air hangs thick with the salty tang of the sea, mixed with the faint char of grilled lobster shells cooling on our plates and the sweet, sticky residue of plantains caramelized in rum butter. Julian’s fork clinks softly against porcelain as he pushes the last bite around, cheeks flushed from the Appleton Estate we’ve been sipping since sunset—smooth, oaky, burning just right down my throat. He’s talking about tomorrow’s catamaran tour, voice loose and happy, the words floating like smoke. I nod, murmur agreements, but guilt gnaws at my insides like a living thing—sharp, unrelenting, twisting with every beat of my heart. Julian’s eyes sparkle with that genuine excitement he gets on vacations, the kind that reminds me why I married him—his steadiness, his kindness, the way he plans everything to make me happy. He’s trying so hard to reconnect, to spark something between us, and all I can think about is Zion’s filthy promises on the beach, his voice rumbling about breeding me, owning me. The lust surges hot between my thighs, making me clench around nothing, but the guilt crashes right behind it—how can I sit here, smiling at my husband, while my pussy drips for another man? I love Julian. God, I love him so much it aches. But the need for more, for something raw and overwhelming, wars with that love, leaving me torn, breathless, hating myself even as my clit throbs.

Inside, my body is already electric. The guilt coils tight in my chest—Julian’s easy laugh, the way his fingers brushed mine when he passed the salt—but it wars viciously with the insistent, liquid heat pooling low in my belly, a brutal tug-of-war that makes my head spin. Between my thighs, my pussy feels swollen, slick, every shift of my hips on the cushioned chair sending a fresh slide of wetness along my bare slit. No panties. The thin white cotton sundress clings to the small of my back where sweat has started to gather, the fabric sticking to the undersides of my breasts, nipples stiff and aching against it. I can smell myself—musky, aroused, mingling with the ocean brine and the lingering citrus of dinner. Every breath pulls it deeper into my lungs. I picture Julian finding out, his face crumpling, the trust we’ve built over years crumbling like wet sand. But the fantasy of Zion’s massive cock splitting me open flashes unbidden, sending a fresh gush of heat, and the lust overrides the shame just enough to keep me seated, trembling. Why can’t I stop this? Why does the wrongness make me wetter?

I excuse myself to “freshen up,” pad into the cool marble bathroom, and lean over the sink. The mirror fogs slightly from my quick breaths. My reflection stares back: cheeks pinker than the rum alone can explain, amber eyes dilated, pupils eating the irises, lips parted and glossy from nervous licking. I splash cold water on my face; droplets run down my neck, trace the valley between my breasts, soak into the dress until the white turns translucent over my nipples—dark areolas faintly visible. I press my thighs together hard, feel the slippery friction of my folds, the throb of my clit begging for pressure. Zion’s voice echoes in my skull: Me goin’ train dat tight likkle ass… Yuh man goin’ lick every drop clean. The words make my hole clench emptily, lust roaring through me like fire, but the guilt slams back twice as hard—Julian’s out there trusting me, loving me unconditionally, and I’m in here fantasizing about betraying him with a man who sees me as just another conquest. Tears prick my eyes, hot and stinging, but my clit pulses harder, the conflict twisting into something almost masochistic, the shame fueling the arousal in a vicious cycle. Am I really this broken? Or has our vanilla life just starved me until I’d risk everything—our marriage, our future—for a taste of fire? I wipe the tears away, but the wetness between my legs only grows.

Back on the terrace, Julian has the ziplock open, dark sticky buds spilling their pine-sap-and-earth aroma into the night air—sharp, green, intoxicating. He sniffs deeply, grins. “This smells like… sex and Christmas trees.”

I laugh, the sound too breathy. “Premium, remember?” The words feel like a lie. Everything feels like a lie now, and the guilt chokes me even as the scent makes my mouth water, promising escape from the torment.

He packs the glass pipe with careful fingers, the flame from the lighter flickering gold across his face. He inhales first—chest rising, holding, then exhaling a slow, silvery cloud that curls toward the stars. He passes it to me with that boyish smile. “Your turn, babe. Let’s get properly Negril.”

I take it, fingertips brushing his. The glass is still warm from his lips. I draw deep—the smoke rolls thick and velvety over my tongue, coating it with resinous sweetness, pine, a faint peppery bite. I hold it until my lungs burn, feel the warmth bloom outward: first my chest, then a slow molten spread down my arms, into my fingertips, up my neck, making my scalp tingle. Then lower—my nipples tighten to painful points, my clit swells visibly under the dress, pulsing in time with my heartbeat. Colors intensify: the purple sky deepens to velvet, the torch flames on the path dance brighter orange. Every sound sharpens—the waves now crashing inside my ribs, the distant laughter from other villas like low moans. The high loosens the guilt’s grip a little, but it doesn’t erase it; instead, it amplifies the war inside me, making the lust burn brighter while the shame screams louder—Julian’s right here, sharing this intimate moment, and all I can think is how Zion’s fingers would feel instead of this pipe, how his cock would fill the emptiness Julian never could. The conflict tears at me, lust demanding surrender, guilt begging me to stop before it’s too late.

Julian takes another hit, coughs softly, laughs at himself. “Jesus, that’s smooth but… whoa.”

We pass the pipe back and forth. The high settles deeper, loosening my limbs, my tongue, my shame. My gaze keeps drifting to the black mouth of the beach path, where palm shadows sway like beckoning fingers. My pussy throbs steadily now, a dull, needy ache that makes me shift, cross and uncross my legs, feeling the cool air kiss my exposed cunt each time. But every time Julian smiles at me, the guilt surges back—hot, nauseating, clashing with the molten desire pooling in my core. He’s so open, so trusting, sharing this moment with me like we’re reconnecting. What if he knew? Would he forgive me? Or would this destroy us? The thought makes my stomach drop, tears threatening again, but my body betrays me, wetness trickling down my inner thigh, the lust refusing to yield.

Then the knock—three soft, deliberate raps—at the villa door.

Julian blinks slowly. “Who…?”

“I’ll get it.” My voice comes out husky, thick with smoke and want. And dread. The guilt spikes, a knife in my gut—don’t let him in, don’t escalate this betrayal.

Barefoot across the cool tile, heart slamming. I open the door.

Zion fills the frame—six-six of lean muscle under loose white linen, unbuttoned to show the hard planes of his chest glistening faintly with night sweat. His locs hang free tonight, brushing his shoulders, carrying the faint scent of coconut oil and ganja. Board shorts slung low, the heavy ridge of his cock already half-hard, pressing thickly against the fabric. He holds a small carved wooden box, but his eyes—dark, burning—lock on mine first, then drop to where my wet nipples tent the damp dress.

“Complimentary sampler,” he murmurs, voice a low rumble that vibrates through my bones. “Thought yuh might need… more.”

My breath snags. “Julian’s right there.” Please don’t do this. Not with him so close. The guilt screams inside me—Julian’s just inside, my husband, the man who’s never hurt me. This is wrong. So fucking wrong. But the sight of Zion’s bulge makes my pussy spasm, lust roaring over the shame like a tidal wave.

His smile curls slow, predatory. “Me know. Dat’s why me knock polite.”

He steps inside, brushing past me deliberately—his bare arm grazing the side of my breast, the contact searing. I smell him fully now: sun-baked skin, clean sweat, rich herb, a faint musk of arousal that makes my mouth water. I close the door, follow him out, legs weak. Why am I letting this happen? Julian’s love is real, solid—why am I trading it for this rush? The conflict rages, lust pulling me forward, guilt clawing me back.

Julian looks up, pleasantly surprised. “Hey, man—the beach guy?”

“Zion.” He sets the box down—inside, fat pre-rolled spliffs and a jar of darker, stickier buds that release an even heavier pine-and-spice cloud when opened. “Yuh wife say yuh like de herb. Dis one burn slow. Perfect fi night like dis.”

Julian grins, no suspicion. “Sweet. Join us?”

Zion glances at me—loaded, hungry—then sits. “If Lauren don’t mind.”

I settle between them, thighs trembling. The chair creaks softly. Zion lights one of the new spliffs; the paper crackles, ember glowing cherry-red. He inhales deeply, chest expanding, then offers it to me first. Our fingers touch—his warm, rough. I draw in; this smoke hits harder—velvety fire down my throat, exploding behind my eyes, flooding my cunt with fresh heat. My clit feels enormous, exposed, every breath making it pulse. But the guilt crashes in waves now, amplified by the high: Julian’s right here, sharing this with us, oblivious to how Zion’s eyes devour me. How can I sit here, wet and wanting, while my husband laughs innocently? The lust fights back, imagining Zion’s cock inside me, but the guilt counters with Julian’s wedding vows echoing in my mind.

We smoke in the circle. Conversation drifts—Zion’s easy stories of island life, Julian laughing, relaxed—but under the table Zion’s knee presses mine, solid muscle against soft skin. Then his hand—large, hot—finds my bare thigh, slides up inch by torturous inch. Calloused fingertips trace the crease where thigh meets hip, then higher, brushing the slick outer lips of my pussy. I bite my lip hard, taste blood and salt. He circles my entrance once—slow, deliberate—coating his fingers in my wetness, the wet sound obscene in the quiet night. Oh God, Julian’s feet away. If he knew… if he saw… the betrayal would break him. Break us. Tears well up, hot and silent, rolling down my cheeks, but my hips buck involuntarily, chasing Zion’s touch, the lust demanding more even as guilt shreds me from the inside. I’m a monster. A faithless whore. But I can’t stop—the conflict is agony, exquisite and unbearable.

Julian yawns hugely, eyes glassy. “Fuck… this is hitting different. Think I’m gonna crash, babe.”

I force the words out, voice cracking. “Go lie down. I’ll clean up.” I love you, I want to add. I’m sorry. Please forgive me.

He kisses my cheek—soft lips, rum breath, familiar love—and stumbles inside. The bedroom slider whispers shut. His snores start almost immediately, soft and even. Trusting. Vulnerable.

The terrace is ours now.

Zion exhales smoke toward the moon, then turns. “Yuh man sleep fast when him high.”

My pulse thunders in my ears, my clit, my fingertips. “Yeah.” Don’t do this. Walk away. Go to bed with your husband. The guilt howls, but the lust whispers promises of release.

He leans in, breath hot against my neck—carrying smoke and raw masculinity. “No panties. Yuh pussy drippin’ down yuh thighs. Me can smell it—sweet, musky, desperate.” His fingers return, two sliding along my slit, parting my folds, dipping just inside. I gasp, hips jerking. He curls them, presses against that spongy spot that makes stars burst behind my eyelids. “Yuh goin’ sneak out at midnight. Come to de beach. Let me finger dis greedy cunt till yuh soak de sand. Then me goin’ teach dat virgin ass how fi open for real cock.”

The guilt peaks—Julian snoring peacefully, his world intact while I shatter it. I love him so much it hurts, the thought of hurting him ripping me apart. But the high, the touch, the promise… they win, the lust conquering in a blaze that leaves me sobbing softly. I nod, whimpering, tears slipping down my cheeks as desire overwhelms the shame.

Zion pulls his fingers free, glistening, and brings them to his mouth—sucking slow, tongue swirling, eyes locked on mine. The wet, filthy sound makes my hole clench hard around nothing.

“Midnight,” he growls. “Wear de dress. No need fi anyt’ing else. Me want yuh bare, ready, dripping when me spread yuh open.”

He stands, the massive bulge in his shorts now fully outlined—thick, veined, curving left, the head pressing insistently against the fabric. He adjusts it once—slow, shameless—then walks to the door.

I stay seated, legs spread, dress rucked up, pussy throbbing in the humid night air, listening to Julian’s peaceful snores. The guilt crashes over me like the waves below—relentless, drowning, intensified by every pulse of lust that refuses to let go. But midnight calls louder.

The clock glows 10:47.

One hour and thirteen minutes until I cross the line forever.


Midnight Exploration



The bedroom door slides open with the softest whisper of metal on track. Julian’s snores continue—deep, even, trusting—like nothing in his world has shifted. I stand in the doorway for a long moment, watching the rise and fall of his chest under the thin sheet, moonlight painting silver stripes across his familiar face. My throat tightens. I love him. I do. The guilt is a living weight in my chest, heavier now than it was an hour ago, pressing down until breathing hurts. How many times has he kissed me goodnight like that? How many mornings has he brought me coffee in bed, smiling like I’m the only thing that matters? And here I am, bare under this flimsy dress, pussy still slick from Zion’s fingers, heart racing toward betrayal. Tears burn behind my eyes again. I could crawl back into bed, wrap myself around him, pretend the pull isn’t there. But my clit throbs, insistent, traitorous, drowning the guilt in fresh waves of heat. I hate myself for it. I hate how much I want this.

I slip out barefoot, the cool tile giving way to warm stone on the path down to the beach. The night air is thick, humid, carrying salt and night-blooming jasmine that clings to my skin. Palm fronds rustle overhead like conspirators. Every step sends a shiver up my thighs—the dress brushes my bare ass, the breeze teases my swollen folds, reminding me how exposed I am, how ready. The guilt surges with each footfall: Julian asleep, dreaming of catamarans and us, while I sneak to let another man touch what’s supposed to be his. My stomach twists. But my nipples are diamond-hard, my cunt dripping down my inner thighs, the conflict only making the lust burn hotter, sharper, like shame is fuel.

The beach is empty, moonlit silver and black. Waves roll in slow, heavy, their crash masking my footsteps. I spot the cluster of palms and driftwood where we sat earlier—the same weathered log half-buried in sand. Zion is already there, leaning back against a palm trunk, locs loose over his shoulders, white linen shirt open to the waist, board shorts tented obscenely. The moonlight catches the sheen on his mahogany skin, highlights the thick veins running down his forearms. He doesn’t move as I approach, just watches, eyes dark and patient, like he knew I’d come.

When I’m close enough, he speaks, voice low rumble blending with the surf. “Yuh came.”

I stop a few feet away, trembling. “I shouldn’t have.”

“But yuh did.” He pushes off the tree, closes the distance in two strides. Up close he towers, heat radiating off him, scent of coconut oil, ganja, clean sweat flooding my senses. “Guilt eatin’ yuh up inside, eh? Cryin’ while yuh pussy drippin’ for black cock.”

Tears spill over. “I love him. He’s good to me. This… this is destroying me.”

Zion’s hand cups my jaw, thumb brushing away a tear—gentle, almost tender—then slides down to my throat, fingers curling lightly. “Dat’s what make it sweet, Lauren. Yuh love him, but yuh need dis. Need me stretchin’ yuh, fillin’ yuh, ownin’ yuh in ways him never could.” His other hand finds my hip, bunches the dress, drags it up until cool air kisses my bare ass. “Tell me yuh sorry. Tell me yuh hate how wet yuh get thinkin’ about betrayin’ him.”

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, voice cracking. “I hate it. I hate how much I want it.”

He chuckles, low and dark. “Good girl. Now show me.”

He guides me down to the sand beside the log, sits first, pulls me between his spread thighs. The sand is still warm from the day, grains clinging to my knees. He reaches into his satchel, pulls out a fat pre-rolled spliff, lights it with a flick of his Zippo. The flame illuminates his face—sharp cheekbones, full lips, eyes locked on mine. He takes a deep drag, holds, then leans in and exhales the smoke directly into my mouth. I inhale it from him, our lips brushing, the rich pine-spice filling my lungs, the high hitting fast and hard again. Colors bloom. Sensations double. His hand slides between my thighs, two thick fingers parting my soaked folds, stroking slow along my slit.

“Yuh soakin’,” he murmurs against my lips. “Dis pussy know what it want, even if yuh mind fightin’.”

I whimper, hips rocking forward despite myself. “Please…”

“Please what?” His fingers circle my clit—slow, torturous circles that make my thighs shake. “Please finger yuh while yuh think about yuh man sleepin’? Please make yuh come knowin’ yuh betrayin’ him right now?”

“Yes,” I sob. The guilt rips through me—Julian’s face, his soft snores, the life we built—but the lust is a wildfire, consuming everything. “God, yes.”

Zion slides two fingers deep inside me, curling against that spot that makes my vision white out. His thumb presses my clit, rubbing in firm circles. The wet sounds are obscene—my slick coating his hand, dripping down his wrist. He adds a third finger, stretching me, the burn delicious and overwhelming. I cry out, muffled against his shoulder, biting down on muscle and skin.

“Come for me,” he growls. “Come while yuh think about how much bigger me cock goin’ be. How me goin’ ruin dis tight pussy, then train dat virgin ass till yuh beg fi me cum inside it.”

The orgasm hits like a breaker—hard, relentless, my whole body seizing as I soak his hand, thighs trembling, tears streaming. He doesn’t stop, keeps fucking me through it with those thick fingers until I’m oversensitive, whimpering, pushing weakly at his wrist.

When I finally slump against him, panting, he pulls his fingers free, glistening, and brings them to my lips. “Taste how wet yuh get for betrayal.”

I suck them clean—salty, musky, mine—shame and lust twisting tighter.

Zion stands, shoves his shorts down. His cock springs free—eleven inches of thick, veined black meat, curving slightly upward, the head glistening with precum. It’s massive, intimidating, beautiful. My mouth waters even as fresh guilt floods me: Julian’s cock has never looked like this, never made me feel this small, this hungry.

“Touch it,” Zion commands.

My hand wraps around the base—barely. Hot, velvet steel, throbbing under my palm. I stroke slow, feeling every ridge, every vein. He groans, deep and primal.

“Dat’s it. Feel how much bigger me is. Feel how me goin’ stretch yuh till yuh can’t remember yuh man’s name.”

I stroke faster, thumb circling the fat head, smearing precum. He’s leaking steadily now, the scent musky and intoxicating. My other hand cups his heavy balls—full, tight, promising load after load.

“Yuh goin’ take dis soon,” he says, voice rough. “First yuh pussy. Deep. Breed yuh full. Then me goin’ work on dat ass—plugs, fingers, my cock—till yuh open easy, beg fi me cum in both holes. Yuh goin’ be me white anal slut, Lauren. Drippin’, marked, addicted. An’ when we back at de villa, yuh goin’ make yuh man clean every drop while me watch.”

The words hit like punches—guilt exploding, lust roaring louder. I sob around my own moans, stroking him harder, faster.

He pulls my hair, tilts my head back. “Midnight tomorrow. Same spot. Me goin’ fuck yuh proper. No more teasin’. Yuh ready?”

I nod, tears streaming, voice broken. “Yes. God help me, yes.”

He groans, hips bucking into my hand. Hot ropes of cum erupt across my chest, my throat, dripping down the front of my dress—thick, white, marking me. The scent fills the air, salty and primal.

He tucks himself away, leans down, kisses me once—hard, claiming—then walks into the dark without another word.

I stay on my knees in the sand, cum cooling on my skin, pussy still twitching from the orgasm, guilt and lust warring so fiercely I can barely breathe.

Julian’s still asleep when I slip back into the villa, none the wiser.

But I’m changed. Ruined. And tomorrow night, I’m going back for more.


Full Surrender



Sunlight pours through the gauzy curtains in thick, molten beams, turning the room golden and hazy, dust motes drifting like lazy sparks. The air tastes of salt from the open window, mingled with the faint, lingering musk of last night’s betrayal still clinging to my skin despite the shower. Julian stirs beside me, his arm heavy across my waist, warm and familiar, the soft hairs on his forearm brushing my bare stomach with every slow breath. His scent—clean soap, faint cologne, the comforting warmth of sleep—wraps around me like a blanket I no longer deserve. I stare at the ceiling fan’s slow, hypnotic whirl, blades slicing the humid air with a low, rhythmic hum that matches the dull, sweet ache between my thighs. My pussy still throbs faintly from Zion’s thick fingers, the memory of his cum drying on my chest last night making my nipples tighten against the thin sheet. Fresh wetness slicks my folds even now, traitorously pooling beneath me on the mattress. Guilt coils in my chest like barbed wire—Julian’s trusting weight against me, his soft snores last night while I knelt in the sand letting another man mark me. I love him. The thought brings tears pricking hot behind my eyes. But the craving for Zion’s ruin is louder, hotter, a pulsing need that makes my clit swell and my ass clench around the ghost of his promises.

Julian’s phone buzzes sharply on the nightstand, the vibration rattling against wood. He groans low in his throat, stretches, the sheet sliding down to reveal the soft curve of his belly. He kisses my shoulder—warm, dry lips, gentle—and murmurs, “Morning, babe. Sleep okay?”

I force a smile, turn to face him, my hair sticking to my damp neck. “Yeah. That weed knocked me out.” The lie coats my tongue like ash, but his eyes brighten with that boyish relief.

“Me too. Today’s ATV tour—gonna be epic. You sure you don’t want to come? The cliffs, the jungle trails, wind in your face…”

I shake my head, tracing his jaw with a fingertip, feeling the faint stubble rasp against my skin. “Nah, I need a lazy day. Pool, book, maybe a walk. You go have fun.”

He nods, oblivious, leans in for a quick kiss—soft lips, faint mint from last night’s toothpaste, not enough to quench the fire already burning low in my belly. “Love you. Be back by lunch.”

While he showers, water hissing against tile, steam curling under the door carrying the scent of his body wash, I slip into a simple sundress—loose floral cotton that whispers against my bare skin, no bra, no panties. My nipples peak instantly against the thin fabric, dark shadows visible in the morning light, sensitive from the night air and the constant throb of arousal. Zion’s text arrives like a shock: Cabin. Now. Bring yuh guilt, me melt it away. My heart slams against my ribs, pulse roaring in my ears, in my clit. I shouldn’t. Julian’s humming off-key in the bathroom, zipping his day bag. But my pussy clenches hard, a fresh gush of wetness trickling down my inner thigh. The conflict is excruciating—loyalty screaming, lust roaring. I text back: Where?

The reply is an address, a short, steep hike up the hillside. I kiss Julian goodbye at the door—his lips warm, tasting faintly of coffee—watch him disappear down the path toward the rental spot, then step into the humid morning. The air is thick, heavy with jasmine and sea salt, palm fronds rustling overhead like conspiratorial whispers. Every step up the winding dirt path sends sweat beading along my spine, between my breasts, mixing with the slickness already coating my thighs. The sun beats down, turning my skin glossy, the sundress clinging to every curve. My clit rubs against my folds with each stride, a constant, maddening friction. Guilt surges with every heartbeat: Julian’s smile, his excitement for our “together” vacation, while I climb to let another man claim what’s supposed to be his. Tears blur my vision, but my pussy drips steadily, the shame only sharpening the ache.

The cabin appears at the crest—small, weathered wood, perched with a sweeping view of turquoise sea and white foam. Zion opens the door before my knuckles touch it, filling the frame, locs tied back in a loose knot, bare chest gleaming with a light sheen of sweat, loose shorts slung low on narrow hips. His scent hits me first: coconut oil warmed by sun, rich ganja smoke, clean male musk that makes my mouth water and my knees weaken.

“Yuh early, yuh greedy likkle slut. Already drippin’ fi dis black cock again?”

I step inside; the door clicks shut behind me, heavy, final. The space smells of cedar, fresh pineapple, lingering herb. A ceiling fan stirs the air lazily, carrying the faint salt breeze through open slats. “I shouldn’t be here,” I whisper, voice cracking, tears welling. “Julian’s out there thinking we’re fine, and I’m… I’m letting you ruin me.”

Zion pulls me against his chest—hard muscle, hot skin, heartbeat steady and strong under my cheek. “Yuh here because dat tight white cunt cravin’ real dick. Sit yuh ass down.” He guides me to the bed, the mattress dipping under my weight, sheets cool and crisp against my thighs. He hands me a small, dense brownie from a tin. “Eat dis potent edible, yuh filthy wife. Let it melt dat bullshit guilt so yuh can beg fi me cum like de BBC whore yuh are.”

I hesitate—Julian’s face flashes, his trusting kiss—but the lust surges, hot and merciless. I bite into it: dark chocolate melting on my tongue, earthy ganja bitterness underneath, chewy, rich, coating my mouth. Zion watches, eyes dark, then strips his shorts. His cock swings free—heavy, thick, already thickening, the head dark plum, veins prominent along the shaft. The sight makes my pussy spasm, a fresh trickle of wetness soaking the dress beneath me.

The edible hits in rolling waves—warmth blooming from my stomach, spreading outward like liquid fire. My skin prickles, hypersensitive; the fan’s breeze feels like fingers trailing over my nipples, my inner thighs. Colors intensify—the deep blue sea glittering through the window, Zion’s mahogany skin glowing like polished wood. My clit swells, throbbing visibly under the thin cotton, every heartbeat sending a pulse straight to my core. Guilt flickers, sharp and accusing, but the high blunts it, transmutes it into fuel for the inferno between my legs.

Zion pushes me back, hikes the dress to my waist. “Spread dem legs wide, yuh cheating bitch. Show me how soaked dat married pussy get thinkin’ about betrayin’ yuh small-dick husband.”

I obey, thighs parting with a soft, wet sound, cool air kissing my drenched folds. The scent of my arousal fills the room—musky, sweet, desperate. He kneels between them, breath hot against my inner thighs, raising gooseflesh. “Fuck, look at dis greedy white cunt—swollen, drippin’ like a faucet. Yuh man know yuh out here leakin’ fi black dick?” His tongue traces my slit—slow, flat, deliberate—tasting the slick mix of my juices and lingering traces of his earlier cum. I moan, hips jerking upward. He laps deeper, tongue plunging inside me, then circles my clit with firm, wet pressure, sucking it into his mouth, teeth grazing just enough to spark pain-pleasure. “Taste like yuh been dreamin’ about dis tongue all mornin’, eh? While yuh husband kiss yuh goodbye.”

The edible amplifies every sensation: the rough velvet of his tongue, the suction pulling at my clit, the wet smacking sounds of his mouth devouring me. My thighs tremble, toes curling into the sheets.

“Please,” I beg, voice raw and desperate. “Fuck me with that huge black cock. Stretch my cheating pussy wide open. I need it so bad—Julian’s little dick never even comes close. I’m your BBC slut now. Ruin me.”

He rises, that eleven-inch black monster still rock-hard and leaking, veins pulsing thicker now from the taste of my cunt. “Yuh ready fi dis fat BBC ruin yuh tight little married hole? Ready fi me pump yuh full a’ cum till yuh leakin’ for days?”

“Yes—God, yes. Breed me. Fill me up with your superior seed. I want your black baby growing inside me while Julian raises it. Fuck me raw, Zion. Make my cunt yours forever.”

He notches the fat head at my entrance, rubs it along my slick folds—teasing, coating himself in my wetness. “Beg fi it, slut. Tell me how much better dis black dick is than yuh husband’s pathetic prick.”

“Please, Zion—fuck me hard. Your cock is so much bigger, so much thicker. Julian’s tiny thing barely touches the sides. I need your massive black cock to stretch me, wreck me, own me. Pound my married pussy until I forget his name. Breed me like the white whore I am!”

He pushes in—slow, relentless, inch by burning inch. The stretch is exquisite agony, my walls yielding to his girth, every ridge dragging against me. “Fuck, yuh grippin’ me like a vice, yuh BBC-hungry whore. Dis cunt made for black cock—yuh man’s little dick never stood a chance.”

I cry out, back arching as he bottoms out—balls heavy against my ass, the head kissing my cervix. The fullness is overwhelming, almost too much, every nerve singing. He starts thrusting—slow, deep rolls that let me feel every vein, every pulse. The wet slap of skin on skin echoes, my juices squelching around his shaft, dripping down my crack in warm rivulets. The edible turns it surreal: every thrust sends fireworks behind my eyelids, every grind of his pubic bone against my clit builds impossible pressure.

“Take every fuckin’ inch,” he snarls, pace quickening. “Dis yuh new god now. Me goin’ breed dis sloppy white pussy, pump load after load till yuh belly swell wit’ my black baby.”

“Yes—breed me! Knock me up! Pump your thick cum so deep I’ll be leaking for weeks. Julian can never do this. He’s too small, too weak. I’m your breeding bitch now—fill me, own me, make me drip your seed while he sleeps next to me!”

He pounds harder, the bed frame slamming rhythmically against the wall. My breasts bounce under the dress, nipples scraping cotton like sandpaper. I come first—violent, clenching around his thickness, gushing around him, soaking his balls and the sheets. “Fuck yes—cum in me! Flood my cheating cunt! Give me every drop while my pathetic husband rides around clueless!”

He fucks me through it, overstimulating until I’m sobbing, begging incoherently.

“Cum inside—flood my cunt! Give me every drop while my husband’s out riding ATVs like a good little cuck!”

He roars, hips slamming deep—once, twice—then hot, thick ropes of cum flood me, pulse after pulse, spilling out around his shaft in creamy rivulets. He grinds slow, milking every drop inside me, letting me feel the warmth spreading. “Take dat load, yuh filthy wife. Feel me seed claimin’ yuh womb. Yuh pussy belong to black cock now.”

But he stays hard, buried to the hilt. Zion flips me onto my stomach, spreads my ass cheeks wide, exposing my dripping pussy and the tight pucker above it. “Now fi de real trainin’. Yuh virgin ass goin’ learn what it mean to be owned in every hole.”

Guilt surges—Julian’s gentle hands never ventured here—but lust overrides, my hole twitching in anticipation. Zion grabs the lube—cool, slick gel—squirts a generous amount directly onto my ring, letting it run down in thick trails, mixing with the cum leaking from my cunt. His finger circles the rim slowly, spreading the slickness, pressing lightly. “Relax dat tight white ass, slut. Breathe deep so me can start turnin’ yuh into me anal bitch.”

I exhale shakily, the edible loosening my muscles, turning tension to liquid surrender. He pushes one thick finger in—slow, steady pressure—knuckle by knuckle until he’s buried to the last joint. The burn is immediate, intense, a deep, stretching fullness that makes me gasp into the pillow. He pauses, letting me adjust, then begins gentle pumps—shallow at first, then deeper, twisting to open the tight muscle. “Feel dat fat finger stretchin’ yuh shithole? Yuh ass already hungry fi more. Yuh husband ever dream of touchin’ dis hole? Nah—he too busy bein’ a beta.”

I moan, pushing back. “Yes—finger my ass deeper! Stretch my virgin shithole for your huge cock. I want it so bad—Julian never even asked. I’m your anal slut now. Train me, make me gape for black dick!”

He adds more lube, slides in a second finger. The stretch sharpens—burning wider now, my ring resisting then yielding with a soft, wet pop. He scissors them apart gently, stretching the muscle, curling to press against the thin wall that separates his fingers from the cum-filled heat of my pussy. Every movement sends electric sparks through me, the dual pressure making my clit throb untouched. I moan louder, hips lifting.

“Fuck—yes, open my ass! Stretch it wide so your massive cock can slide right in. I need to feel you balls-deep in my shithole while my pussy’s still dripping your cum. Make me your double-stuffed whore!”

He adds a third finger—slow, careful—the stretch now bordering on overwhelming, my hole fluttering around the invasion. The edible heightens it all: the slick glide of lube, the heat of his knuckles, the faint pop of air as he withdraws and re-enters. Sweat beads on my lower back, dripping down my crack to mix with everything else. Minutes blur—he patient, relentless, fingers never stopping, always adding more lube.

“God, yes—finger-fuck my ass harder! I love how full it feels. Julian could never do this. I’m addicted to your fingers in my shithole. Train me to take your whole cock—make my ass your personal cum-dump!”

Finally he withdraws, leaving me gaping slightly, twitching. He grabs the thick glass plug—smooth, tapered, bulbous at the widest point, cool against my heated skin. He coats it thickly, presses the tip to my loosened ring. “Breathe out, yuh nasty bitch. Push back an’ take dis plug like de anal slut yuh are.”

I do—gasping as the widest part breaches me, stretching me open wider than his fingers, the burn sharp then blooming into fullness as it pops past the ring. He twists it deeper, slow circles, letting me feel every inch sliding in until the flared base seats flush against my cheeks. The plug presses inward, heavy and unyielding, rubbing against that sensitive wall, making my pussy clench around the cum still inside.

“Fuck—yes, plug my ass full! I love how it stretches me. I’m your plugged-up anal whore now. I want bigger tomorrow—make my shithole gape for your BBC!”

Zion flips me onto my back, spreads my legs wide. The position drives the plug deeper, pressing relentlessly. His cock—still rock-hard, slick with our mixed fluids—lines up with my gaping, cum-filled pussy. “Now yuh goin’ feel what real double-stuffed feel like. Me fat black cock rippin’ yuh cunt open while dat plug stretch yuh ass—both holes gettin’ owned by superior dick.”

He slides in agonizingly slow—the plug making my cunt feel impossibly tighter, every inch of his girth dragging against the thin membrane, rubbing the plug from the other side. The friction is unbearable—intense, overwhelming pressure from both directions. I cry out, nails digging into his biceps, the dual fullness making my vision swim.

“Fuck yes—stuff me! Your huge cock in my pussy and that thick plug owning my ass—God, I’m so full! Julian could never make me feel this stretched, this used. Pound me, Zion—double-fuck your white slut!”

He starts to move—slow, deep rolls of his hips that shift the plug with every thrust. The sensation is electric: his thick shaft dragging along my front wall, the plug massaging back against it, creating constant, rolling pressure on every nerve. Wet sounds fill the cabin—squelching from my stuffed pussy, the faint creak of the plug base against my cheeks, the heavy slap of his balls against my ass with every deep plunge. Sweat slicks our bodies, the scent of sex thick—musky cum, lube, arousal, salt. The edible turns it hallucinatory: every thrust feels like lightning forking through me, every grind of the plug against his shaft pushes me closer to oblivion.

“Yes—fuck me harder! Feel how my pussy grips you while my ass is plugged? I love being double-stuffed for you. Breed me again—fill my cheating cunt while my shithole’s stretched wide!”

I come—hard, screaming, clenching around cock and plug simultaneously, gushing around him, soaking his balls, the sheets, my thighs. “Cum in me—flood my pussy! Give me your load while my ass is plugged like your property!”

He doesn’t stop—fucks me through it, overstimulating until I’m sobbing, begging for mercy and more at once. “Another load, yuh filthy BBC slut. Come again on dis double-stuffed dick. Squeeze dat plug while me pump yuh full.”

The second orgasm builds fast—impossibly intense, every nerve on fire. My body seizes, clenching so hard the plug feels like it’s being milked, my pussy spasming around his cock in rhythmic waves. I scream his name, tears streaming: “Yes—breed me again! Fill my worthless married cunt! I’m your cum-dump, your anal bitch—own every hole!”

He roars and unloads again—hot, thick pulses flooding me, overflowing, dripping down to coat the plug base. “Take dat second load, yuh cum-guzzlin’ wife! Feel me seed mixin’ in yuh womb while yuh ass plugged like de owned bitch yuh are!”

When he finally stills, he eases out slowly—cum pouring from my stretched pussy in thick, creamy streams. He removes the plug with careful twists, my hole gaping, fluttering, then soothes it with gentle fingers, spreading more lube, whispering praise and degradation: “Good little anal whore. Yuh ass takin’ it so well already. Tomorrow we go bigger—plug, fingers, then me cock stretchin’ dat shithole till yuh screamin’ fi me to breed yuh guts.”

I lie there, wrecked—pussy and ass pulsing in aftershocks, cum leaking everywhere, body trembling from overstimulation. Guilt floods back as the high ebbs—Julian due home soon, waiting with lunch and love. But the craving is carved deeper now, addictive, insatiable.

By the time I stumble back to the villa—showered, legs shaky, the faint ache in both holes a constant reminder—Julian greets me with a kiss and a bright smile, arms full of fresh fruit from the market.

He has no idea how thoroughly I’ve been ruined.


Growing Hunger



The next three days blur into a fever dream of stolen hours and aching need. Every morning Julian kisses me goodbye—soft, sweet, oblivious—heading off to snorkeling, zip-lining, or another guided tour he booked “for us” but I beg off with excuses about headaches, sunburn, needing to rest. He never questions it, just smiles that trusting smile and tells me to take it easy, that he loves me. Each time the door closes behind him, guilt stabs fresh and deep, but the ache between my legs is already throbbing, already wet, already screaming for Zion.

I sneak out the moment he’s gone, heart hammering, sundress hiked high on my thighs as I climb the same dirt path to the hillside cabin. The air smells heavier each day—salt, jasmine, the faint smoke of Zion’s ever-present spliffs drifting down like a beacon. My pussy drips steadily on the walk, leaving dark spots on the inside of my thighs, the dress clinging wetly to my skin by the time I reach the door.

Zion is always waiting—shirtless, locs loose or tied back, cock already half-hard in his shorts, eyes dark with that knowing hunger.

“Back again, yuh insatiable white slut,” he greets me on the second day, pulling me inside by the wrist. “Yuh man still think yuh restin’ while yuh really comin’ here to get yuh holes wrecked?”

“Yes,” I breathe, already dropping to my knees on the wood floor, the planks cool against my skin. “He thinks I’m napping. I couldn’t wait. I need your cock again. Need you to stretch my ass more. Please—train me harder today.”

He laughs low, filthy, shoves his shorts down. His massive BBC springs free—thick, veined, already leaking precum that drips in a slow string to the floor. “Greedy bitch. Open yuh mouth first. Suck de cock dat own yuh now.”

I do—lips stretching wide around the head, tongue swirling over the salty slit, tasting him while my hands stroke the thick shaft I can barely wrap my fingers around. “Mmm—fuck, your cock tastes so good. So much bigger than Julian’s pathetic little thing. I love choking on real dick.”

He grips my hair, feeds me deeper—slow, deliberate—until I gag, tears streaming, spit dripping down my chin. “Dat’s right. Gag on it, yuh cheating whore. Yuh husband probably jerking his tiny prick thinkin’ about how sweet yuh are, while yuh slobberin’ on black cock like a pro.”

I pull off gasping, strings of spit connecting my lips to his glistening head. “Yes—fuck my throat. Use my mouth like a pussy. I’m your dirty little cocksucker now. Julian never gets this sloppy blowjob. Only you.”

He does—fucking my face with controlled thrusts, balls slapping my chin, until my mascara runs in black streaks and my throat is raw. Then he hauls me up, bends me over the bed rail, hikes my dress, spreads my ass.

“Time fi more trainin’. Yuh ass ready fi de next size?”

He opens a small wooden box on the nightstand—inside, a graduated row of plugs: small, medium, large, and now the new extra-large one he’s adding today, thicker than yesterday’s ridged monster, with a pronounced taper and a heavy, flared base. My hole clenches at the sight, already slick with anticipation.

“Start with de medium again—warm yuh up proper,” he says, lubing the medium plug generously. “Then we go bigger. Yuh ass goin’ take de whole set today.”

He presses the medium plug to my ring—cool, slick, familiar now. “Push back, yuh nasty slut. Show me how much yuh love bein’ plugged.”

I do—moaning as it slides in smoothly, the taper stretching me just enough to remind me of yesterday’s burn, then seating deep with a soft pop. The fullness hits immediately—a deep, insistent pressure filling my rectum, the cool glass warming quickly to my body heat, every tiny shift sending a ripple through my core. It presses against the sensitive walls, creating a constant, throbbing awareness that makes my pussy clench emptily, nerves tingling from the base of my spine to my clit. “Fuck—yes, fill my ass with it. I love how it stretches me, how the fullness makes me feel so owned, so ready for more. Make me take the bigger ones—I want to gape for your cock.”

He works the medium plug for long minutes—twisting it slowly, the ridges dragging against my inner walls with a subtle, slick friction that builds heat, pumping it in and out to let me feel the pop of the widest point past my ring each time, the burn fading into a warm, addictive ache. My pussy drips steadily onto the sheets, clit throbbing untouched. “Yuh ass suckin’ it in greedy. Ready fi de large one?”

“Yes—give me the large! Stretch my shithole wider. I need it bigger, deeper. Julian’s never going to touch my ass—only your plugs and your huge black cock get to own it.”

He lubes the large plug—heavier, thicker, the widest point almost intimidating. He presses the tip to my already-plugged ring, then slowly removes the medium one, leaving me gaping and empty for a heartbeat. The cool air kisses my stretched hole, sending a shiver up my spine, before the new plug begins its invasion.

“Push, yuh filthy anal bitch. Take dis fat plug. Feel how much wider yuh openin’.”

I bear down—gasping, whimpering as the thickest part forces me open wider than ever, the burn sharp and intense, a deep stretch that radiates from my ring inward, muscles protesting then yielding with a slick pop. Once seated, the weight is more pronounced—heavier inside me, pressing firmly against my inner walls, creating a constant, almost vibrating fullness that makes every breath feel like it's shifting the plug slightly, sending waves of pleasure-pain through my core. The pressure against the thin wall to my pussy is stronger now, making my clit pulse harder, my juices flow freer. “Oh fuck—yes! It’s so thick, so deep in my ass. I love how it burns at first, then fills me so completely I can feel it in my pussy too. Plug me deeper—make my shithole yours!”

He twists it, pumps it slowly—each movement amplifying the sensations: the ridges catching on my ring with a subtle tug, the heavy base bumping my cheeks, the internal pressure building to an ache that's both satisfying and teasing, leaving me hungry for more. “Yuh ass grippin’ it tight. Now de extra-large. Yuh goin’ take de whole row today.”

My eyes widen at the final plug—massive, ridged, the widest point thicker than three fingers combined. “Yes—give it to me. Stretch my ass to the limit. I want to be ready for your cock tomorrow. I want to gape so wide you can see inside me.”

He removes the large one slowly—my hole fluttering, gaping open wider now, the emptiness aching until the extra-large begins. He coats it thickly, presses the tip to my loosened ring. “Breathe deep, yuh gape-hungry whore. Push back an’ take every inch.”

I do—screaming as the widest ridge breaches me, stretching me impossibly, the burn bordering on too much: a fiery ring of tension around my entrance that spreads inward, muscles straining, quivering as the plug forces them apart. Then relief as it pops past and slides home, the ridges settling deep, creating layers of pressure—each one pressing different spots inside me, the overall fullness so intense it feels like it's rearranging my insides, pressing hard against my pussy from behind, making every breath shift it slightly and send fresh sparks to my clit. The weight pulls downward, a constant reminder, making my hole clench around it involuntarily, heightening the sensation. “Fuck—yes! It’s huge in my ass! I’m so stretched, so full—God, I love it. The burn is so good, the pressure so deep it’s making my pussy throb. I’m your plugged anal slut. Now fuck my pussy—double-stuff me until I break!”

He flips me onto my back, legs spread wide, the massive plug shifting with every movement, the ridges grinding inside as gravity pulls it deeper. His cock slams into my cunt—hard, no mercy—and I scream, the dual fullness insane: the plug's unyielding mass pressing back against his thrusting shaft, creating friction that radiates through every nerve.

“Yes—pound both holes! Feel how tight my pussy is with that monster plug owning my ass? Fuck me harder—breed me while my shithole’s stretched to the limit!”

He does—relentless, brutal thrusts that make the plug grind against his shaft through the thin wall, every stroke shifting it, making me feel utterly owned. The wet squelch of my stuffed pussy mixes with the faint creak of the plug base, his balls slapping my ass, sweat dripping from his chest onto my tits.

“Tell me yuh love bein’ my white anal slut,” he growls, thumb circling my clit.

“I love it—I fucking love being your white anal slut! I love your huge black cock ruining my pussy while my ass is plugged and stretched! Julian’s tiny dick could never make me feel this full, this owned. I’m addicted to your cum, to your size, to you wrecking every hole!”

I come—shattering, clenching around cock and plug, gushing around him, soaking the bed. “Cum in me—breed me again! Fill my worthless married cunt with your superior seed!”

He does—roaring, pumping thick load after load deep inside until it overflows, dripping down to coat the plug. He pulls out, cum pouring from my gaping pussy, then eases the extra-large plug free—my hole winking, stretched and red, unable to close fully.

“Tomorrow,” he says, fingers soothing my gaped ass, “me cock goin’ in dere. Yuh ass ready fi de real thing now.”

“Yes—fuck yes. I want your massive BBC to slide into my trained ass. Stretch me, breed me back there too. Make me your complete anal cum-slut.”

The third day he ups the plug again—even thicker, longer—and we repeat: weed smoke thick in the air, edible melting my last resistance. He starts with four fingers right away, then five, stretching me to the brink before moving through the entire plug set again: medium → large → extra-large → and a final monster one he’d saved, slightly wider still, ridged deeper.

“Take de whole collection today, yuh gape-whore. Yuh ass goin’ be ruined for anything but black cock.”

I beg through every step—pushing back, moaning, confessing: “Yes—stretch me wider! I love how my ass gapes for you. Finger me with all five—make me take it! Plug me with the biggest one—I want to feel it split me open. I’m your anal training addict. Julian’s never going to satisfy me again—only your plugs and your huge black cock!”

For each plug, he makes me describe the sensations: the medium's smooth slide and gentle pressure, warming me up; the large's heavier weight and sharper burn, filling me deeper; the extra-large's ridged texture dragging inside, each bump sending jolts; the monster's overwhelming girth forcing a prolonged stretch, the burn lingering as it seats, the fullness so complete it makes my pussy ache with every breath, the ridges pressing spots that make my clit pulse wildly.

He pounds my pussy with each new plug size inside me—multiple loads, overstimulation, screams echoing in the cabin—until I’m a shaking, cum-drenched mess, ass permanently loosened, ready.

When I stumble back to the villa each afternoon—legs trembling, holes sore and leaking, cum still dripping down my thighs—Julian greets me with concern, offers water, rubs my back.

“You sure you’re okay, babe? You look flushed.”

I smile, kiss him softly—his lips tasting innocent while my mouth still carries the faint salt of Zion’s cock.

“I’m fine,” I lie. “Just… the heat.”

But inside I’m burning. And tomorrow night, I’m going to let Zion claim my last untouched hole while my sweet, clueless husband sleeps above us.

End of Chapter 6. (~1,950 words)

Chapter 6 revised with expanded anal training scenes—progressive multi-size plug sequences across days, added fingering steps (up to five fingers), longer detailed stretching descriptions with heightened focus on plug sensations (burn, stretch, fullness, pressure, ridges, weight, movement, internal grinding), and intensified filthy begging/confessions from Lauren.


Risky Sunset Anal



The golden hour arrives like a promise and a threat. The sun hangs low over the Caribbean, turning the sea to molten copper, the cliffs casting long purple shadows across Seven Mile Beach. The air is thick with salt, warm wind carrying the distant laughter of tourists and the rhythmic crash of waves far below. I meet Zion at the secluded path behind the villa—same spot as our midnight beach encounters, but now the light is dying, everything bathed in that dangerous, beautiful glow.

He’s waiting, shirtless, board shorts low on his hips, locs tied back, eyes already devouring me. The bulge in his shorts is obscene, straining the fabric. In his hand he holds a fat, pre-rolled spliff—dark, sticky buds packed tight, the rich pine-spice aroma drifting toward me before he even lights it.

“Tonight we go higher,” he says, voice low rumble blending with the surf. “Dis one special—‘Cliff Fire.’ Strong enough to melt yuh mind while I melt yuh ass.”

He lights it with a flick of his Zippo, the ember glowing cherry-red in the fading light. He takes a deep drag, holds, then leans in and exhales the thick smoke directly into my mouth. I inhale it from him—our lips brushing, the smoke rolling hot and smooth over my tongue, coating it with resinous sweetness, pine, pepper, earth. I hold it until my lungs burn, then exhale slow, the warmth blooming fast: chest first, then a molten spread down my arms, my spine, pooling heavy between my thighs. Colors sharpen—the orange sky turns molten, the sea glitters like liquid fire. Every sensation doubles: the breeze on my skin feels like fingers, the rock under my palms warm and alive.

My clit throbs hard, my ass clenches around nothing, still tender from the plugs but hungry. The high strips away the last thin layer of resistance—guilt flickers but feels distant, muffled, turning into fuel for the fire between my legs.

Zion leads me along the narrow trail that hugs the cliff edge. The path is treacherous—loose gravel shifting underfoot, roots snaking across the dirt, the drop-off just inches away plunging sixty feet to jagged rocks and churning foam. One wrong step and I could tumble, the wind whipping hard enough to tug at my dress, making my balance waver. My heart races—not just from lust, but from the real danger: the sheer edge, the fading light casting deceptive shadows, the possibility of a gust pushing me too far. Below, the waves crash violently, spray misting up to dampen my skin even from here. The high amplifies it all—every crunch of gravel feels like an earthquake, the void beside me yawning wider, more terrifying.

We reach the flat outcrop—a precarious slab of rock jutting out like a natural platform, worn smooth by wind and sea but cracked in places, unstable under pressure. Twenty feet below, the surf smashes against razor-sharp boulders, the roar deafening, drowning out distant voices but carrying sounds unpredictably on the breeze. Far along the beach, tiny figures move—hikers on trails that wind closer than they seem, couples strolling hand-in-hand, vendors packing up. They’re distant enough that voices don’t carry clearly, but close enough that a scream could echo, a silhouette against the sunset could draw eyes upward. If someone glanced this way at the wrong moment—if the wind shifted and carried a moan—they’d see everything: my bent form, Zion’s towering frame claiming me. The risk is electric: exposure not just to strangers, but to the elements—the rock could shift under our weight, a sudden gust could unbalance us, the fading light could hide a misstep on the way back.

My pulse hammers in my throat, my clit, my fingertips—amplified by the weed. Every step makes the high settle deeper: my skin tingles, nipples scraping the sundress like sandpaper, pussy dripping steadily down my inner thighs. The guilt surges—Julian back at the villa, sipping rum on the terrace, waiting for my “sunset walk.” He kissed me goodbye an hour ago, told me to be careful on the trails. I smiled, promised I’d be safe. Now I’m here, bare under the dress, ass already loosening in anticipation, high as fuck and ready to be ruined on this deadly perch.

Zion pulls me against the rock—warm from the day’s sun, rough against my palms as he bends me forward. My breasts press into the stone through the thin cotton, nipples scraping deliciously with every breath. He hikes my dress up over my hips, exposing my bare ass to the cooling air. The wind kisses my slick folds, my trained hole, making me shiver—but it also tugs at my dress, threatening to billow it higher, exposing more if a gust hits wrong.

“Yuh ready fi me claim dis ass proper?” His voice is low, rumbling against my ear, locs brushing my shoulder as he takes another deep drag from the spliff. He exhales the smoke across my neck, the warm cloud making my skin prickle. “While yuh man waitin’ back at de villa like a good little cuck? While hikers might look up an’ see yuh white ass gettin’ bred? While de wind might push yuh off de edge if yuh cum too hard?”

“Yes,” I whisper, voice cracking with need and shame, the weed making my words slur slightly, thick with lust. “Fuck my ass. Stretch it with your huge black cock. Breed my shithole while hikers might see, while the cliff might crumble under us. Make me scream into the wind. Get me higher—pass it to me.”

He hands me the spliff. I draw deep—chest expanding, smoke filling my lungs until they burn, then exhale slow, the high crashing harder: head swimming, body loose and electric, every nerve singing. My clit feels enormous, my ass clenching rhythmically around nothing, already hungry for the stretch.

He chuckles, dark and filthy. “Dat’s my good white anal slut.” His hands spread my cheeks wide—cool air rushing into my already-gaped ring from days of plugs. “Look at dis hole—still open, still hungry. Yuh trained ass ready fi real BBC now.”

I feel the blunt head of his cock press against my ring—hot, thick, slick with lube he must have applied earlier. The contrast is immediate: the plug’s cool, rigid pressure versus this living heat, pulsing, alive. He rubs the fat head in slow circles, coating my loosened entrance, teasing the sensitive rim.

“Beg fi it,” he growls. “Tell me how bad yuh want dis black cock in yuh married ass while yuh husband waitin’ clueless.”

“Please, Zion—fuck my ass. Slide that massive BBC into my trained shithole. I need to feel you stretch me wider than any plug ever could. Breed my back hole—fill it with your hot cum while Julian waits upstairs. Own every inch of me. Make me your property right here on the cliff. Pass the spliff again—get me even higher so I feel every inch.”

He hands it to me mid-thrust prep. I draw deep—smoke flooding my lungs, the high peaking: colors bleeding, wind feeling like a lover’s touch, my ass clenching in anticipation. I exhale, smoke curling into the sunset wind.

He pushes—slow, relentless. The head breaches first, popping past my ring with a slick, burning stretch that makes my knees buckle. The burn is sharper than the plugs—hotter, more alive, the thickness forcing my muscles to yield in waves. I gasp, nails scraping rock, the wind whipping my hair across my face. The position is precarious—my feet inches from the edge, the rock sloping slightly toward the drop, my balance relying on Zion’s grip on my hips.

“Fuck—yes—it’s so big! So much thicker than the plugs. I feel every vein sliding in, every pulse. The stretch burns so good—hot, deep, filling me completely. Stretch me—ruin my ass for anything but your cock!”

He sinks deeper—inch by inch—each ridge, each pulse of his shaft dragging against my inner walls. The fullness is overwhelming: deeper than the monster plug, hotter, moving with his heartbeat. My ring grips him tight despite the training, the friction intense, sending sparks up my spine. The weed amplifies it all—every inch feels like a mile, the burn blooming into liquid pleasure, nerves firing in waves that make my clit throb untouched, my pussy drip down my thighs.

When he’s halfway in, he pauses—lets me feel the stretch, the burn easing into a deep, aching pleasure that radiates to my clit. “Feel dat? Me cock stretchin’ yuh shithole wide open. Yuh ass grippin’ me like it never want to let go.”

“God yes—deeper! Fill my ass completely. I love how thick you are, how hot you feel inside me. The weed makes it so intense—every vein, every throb. Pound me—make me scream while the beach might hear!”

He thrusts the rest of the way—balls slapping my pussy, buried to the hilt. The fullness is complete: his thick shaft pressing every nerve inside my ass, the head nudging deep, my ring stretched wide around his base. The sudden movement rocks my body forward—the cliff edge just feet away, gravel shifting under my toes, the void yawning below. A gust of wind hits, tugging at my dress, nearly unbalancing me, the roar of waves reminding me how close death is if we slip.

I cry out—half scream, half moan—voice lost to the wind, the high making it echo inside my skull.

He starts moving—slow at first, letting me adjust, each withdrawal dragging his ridges against my walls with slick, burning friction, each thrust filling me again with that living heat. The sensation is exquisite: the heat of his cock, the slick glide of lube and precum, the constant pressure against my pussy from inside. My clit throbs untouched, dripping down my thighs. The weed turns it surreal—every thrust feels like it lasts forever, colors pulsing with each stroke, the wind cooling the sweat on my skin while the sun warms the rock beneath me. But the risks magnify too—the rock creaks slightly under our combined weight, loose pebbles skittering toward the edge, the wind gusting harder, threatening to push us off balance during a deep thrust.

“Fuck—yes—pound my ass! Stretch my shithole with that huge black cock! I love how full it feels, how it burns so good. Harder—make me scream while people walk below, while the wind might blow us off!”

He picks up speed—deep, powerful strokes that make my body jolt against the rock, breasts scraping through the dress, nipples raw. The wet slap of his balls against my pussy echoes off the cliff, mixing with the crash of waves below—sounds that could carry on the breeze to those hikers, drawing eyes up to our silhouette against the sunset. Sweat slicks our skin, the wind cooling it instantly. Far below, the couple pauses longer—heads tilting up, perhaps catching a glimpse of movement, a flash of skin. My heart races—fear, thrill, shame exploding together, the high making every emotion sharper, more vivid. One hard thrust could send us teetering, the edge crumbling under my feet, the drop fatal.

“They might see yuh gettin’ ass-fucked,” Zion growls, slamming deeper. “Might see yuh white ass bouncin’ on black cock while yuh scream like a bitch. Yuh love de risk, don’t yuh? Love bein’ exposed as my anal property, love de chance we could fall if me thrust too hard.”

“Yes—fuck yes! Let them watch! Let them see me taking your huge cock in my ass while my husband waits at home! I’m your public anal slut—breed my shithole right here! The danger makes it hotter—the wind pushing us, the edge so close, the hikers staring. Pass the spliff—I want to be higher when you cum inside me!”

He hands it to me mid-thrust. I draw deep—smoke flooding my lungs, the high crashing harder: head spinning, body loose and electric, every nerve singing. I exhale, smoke curling into the sunset wind.

He reaches around, fingers finding my clit—rubbing hard, fast circles. The dual stimulation—cock in my ass, fingers on my clit—pushes me over the edge fast. I come—screaming into the wind, body convulsing, ass clenching around his shaft in rhythmic waves. My pussy gushes, soaking his hand, dripping down my thighs. The high makes the orgasm roll longer, waves crashing through me, vision whiting out. My feet slip slightly on the gravel, the edge inches away—real fear spiking as my body shakes, the risk turning the pleasure razor-sharp.

He doesn’t stop—fucks me through it, overstimulating until I’m sobbing, begging. “Cum in my ass—breed my back hole! Fill my shithole with your hot cum! Mark me as yours while the whole beach might hear, while we could tumble off any second!”

He roars—hips slamming deep one last time—then erupts. Hot, thick ropes flood my ass—pulse after pulse, each spurt powerful enough to feel like a punch deep inside, the heat blooming outward in waves that make my inner walls flutter around him. The first jet hits high, splashing against my depths, thick and viscous, coating everything in warm, sticky white. The second follows immediately, even heavier, forcing more out around his shaft in creamy rivulets that drip down my crack, mixing with my pussy juices. He grinds slow, milking every drop—third pulse, fourth, fifth—each one pumping more cum deep, the volume obscene, overflowing, running in hot trails down my thighs, pooling on the rock beneath us. The sensation is overwhelming: the heat spreading like liquid fire inside me, the pressure building as he fills me beyond capacity, the slick warmth leaking out with every tiny movement, the high making every spurt feel amplified, endless, like he’s marking me from the inside out. The excess cum splatters onto the cliffside, the wind carrying the musky scent, perhaps even droplets tumbling toward the waves below.

When he finally pulls out—slow, deliberate—cum gushes from my gaped hole in thick, white streams, pouring down my crack, coating my pussy lips, dripping in heavy ropes onto the rock. My ass twitches, unable to close fully, the stretched rim pulsing as more leaks out—creamy, pearlescent, glistening in the dying light. The wind cools it instantly, making me shiver, the sticky warmth clinging to my skin, the scent musky and primal rising between us.

He turns me around, kisses me hard—claiming—then whispers against my lips: “Yuh ass mine now. Every hole. Feel dat cum leakin’ out? Dat’s me markin’ yuh deep. Tomorrow night, villa. Yuh man goin’ watch me take yuh again.”

I stumble back along the path—dress down, cum leaking down my thighs in slow, warm trails, ass throbbing with delicious soreness and still pulsing with the aftershocks of his massive load, high still swimming in my veins—guilt and lust warring as the last light fades. The return trail feels even more perilous in the dusk—gravel loose, wind gusting, the drop-off invisible in shadows, every step a risk of falling.

Julian’s waiting on the terrace with drinks. He smiles when he sees me.

“Beautiful sunset?”

I nod, kiss him—his lips soft while my ass still pulses with another man’s thick, overflowing creampie, the weed haze making everything feel dreamlike.

“Perfect,” I whisper.

But inside I’m already counting the hours until tomorrow night.


The Ultimate Takeover



The final night in Negril feels different—thicker, heavier, like the air itself knows what’s coming. The villa is quiet except for the distant crash of waves and the faint reggae drifting from somewhere down the beach. Julian is on the terrace, rum in hand, staring out at the dark ocean, relaxed in that way he gets when he thinks everything is finally clicking between us. He’s been sweeter these last days—more attentive, more hopeful—probably sensing I’ve been “distant” but chalking it up to the vacation haze. He has no idea the real reason I’ve been flushed, sore, leaking cum down my thighs every afternoon.

I text Zion from the bathroom, fingers trembling: Come now. Front door. He’s outside. Bring everything.

The reply is instant: On my way. Yuh ready fi him see who really own yuh?

My pussy clenches hard, a fresh trickle of wetness soaking my already-drenched folds. I slip into the sheer black lingerie I packed “just in case”—a barely-there lace set that frames my bare, slick pussy, a bra that does nothing to hide my hard nipples. The edible Zion gave me earlier is kicking in: warmth spreading from my stomach, loosening my limbs, sharpening every touch, every sound. The room feels alive—the sheets soft and cool, the fan stirring the humid air, the faint scent of salt and sex still lingering on my skin from the cliffside.

A soft knock at the front door.

Julian calls from the terrace, “Babe? You expecting someone?”

I step out, heart slamming. “It’s… a surprise. Stay there.”

I open the door. Zion fills the frame—tall, muscled, locs loose tonight, wearing only loose linen pants and a thin white shirt unbuttoned to his navel. In one hand, a small duffel—bulging with toys, lube, weed. In the other, a fresh spliff already lit. His eyes rake over me, dark and hungry.

“Yuh dressed like de whore yuh are,” he murmurs, exhaling smoke toward me. “Good girl.”

I step aside. He walks in like he owns the place—because tonight, he does.

Julian turns from the terrace railing, drink halfway to his lips. His eyes widen. “Lauren? Who—”

Zion cuts him off, voice calm, commanding. “Sit down, cuck. Watch how a real man fucks yuh wife.”

Julian freezes. The glass slips from his fingers, shatters on the tile. “What the fuck— Lauren, what is this? Who is he?”

His voice cracks, pain raw in his eyes, body tensing like he might bolt or fight. I move to Zion’s side, pressing against him, my hand sliding down to palm the massive bulge in his pants. “Julian… please. Just watch. I need this. I’ve needed this for so long. I’m sorry, but… trust me. Sit down.”

He shakes his head, tears welling, fists clenching at his sides. “No. Lauren, please—no. This isn’t you. We can talk about this. Tell him to leave.”

Zion lights the spliff again, takes a deep drag, then exhales into my mouth. I inhale greedily, the smoke rolling thick and sweet, the high crashing harder: colors bleeding, body electric, every nerve singing. Julian’s face crumples further—shock, hurt, confusion—but his eyes drop to where my hand strokes Zion’s cock through the linen, the outline obscene. His breath hitches, a flush creeping up his neck despite the denial.

Zion sets the duffel down, pulls me in front of him, facing Julian. “Strip her,” he orders me. “Show him what he never satisfied.”

My fingers shake as I peel off the lingerie—bra first, breasts spilling free, nipples rock-hard; lace next, peeling it away to expose my soaked, bare pussy with a wet sound. Cum from earlier still leaks from my ass, glistening on my inner thighs. Julian’s breath catches—his cock twitches visibly in his shorts despite the tears, his hand drifting uncertainly toward it before he yanks it back, conflicted.

Zion turns me around, bends me over the terrace railing—facing the ocean, ass toward Julian. The night air kisses my exposed holes, the wind carrying the faint scent of salt and sex. Zion drops his pants—his massive BBC springs free, thick, veined, already leaking precum. He lubes it slowly, deliberately, letting Julian see every inch.

“Watch close, cuck,” Zion says. “Watch how yuh wife takes real cock in both holes.”

He presses the head to my pussy first—slides in slow, stretching me wide, the familiar burn making me moan. Julian makes a choked sound—half sob, half something else. Zion thrusts deep, balls slapping my clit, then pulls out—cum from earlier mixing with fresh wetness, dripping down my thighs.

“Now de ass,” Zion growls. He notches at my trained hole—still slightly gaped, slick with lube and remnants of his last load. He pushes—slow, relentless—the head popping past my ring with a slick burn that makes me cry out. The stretch is exquisite—hotter, thicker than any plug, every vein dragging against my walls. I feel him fill me inch by inch, the pressure building, the fullness overwhelming.

“Fuck—yes—deeper! Fill my ass with that huge black cock! Stretch me, breed me—make Julian see how a real man owns his wife’s shithole!”

Zion bottoms out—balls against my pussy, buried deep. He starts thrusting—slow at first, letting Julian hear every wet slap, every moan I can’t hold back. The high makes it surreal: every stroke lasts forever, the wind cooling the sweat on my skin, the ocean roaring below like an audience.

Julian is still frozen—eyes wide, tears shining—but his hand drifts back to his shorts, rubbing his small cock through the fabric now, arousal winning out over the initial shock. Zion notices.

“See dat, slut? Yuh man gettin’ hard watchin’ me fuck yuh ass. Pathetic little cuck.”

I look back at Julian, voice breaking with pleasure. “I’m sorry… but I need this. I need his big black cock in my ass, in my pussy—filling me with cum you could never give me. Watch him breed me, Julian. Watch him own me.”

Zion switches—pulls out of my ass with a wet pop, slams into my pussy, then back to my ass—alternating holes, never letting me empty. Each switch stretches me anew, the burn delicious, cum from both holes leaking, mixing, dripping down my legs. He pounds harder, faster—the railing creaking under my grip, my breasts bouncing, nipples scraping the metal.

“Tell him,” Zion snarls. “Tell yuh husband who own yuh now.”

“You own me,” I sob, coming hard—ass clenching around his cock, pussy gushing. “Zion owns every hole. Julian—you’re my sweet husband, but you’re not enough. I’m his BBC whore now. His cum-slut. His anal bitch.”

Zion roars—buried in my ass—then erupts. Hot, thick ropes flood my depths—pulse after pulse, each spurt powerful, splashing deep, the heat blooming outward in waves that make my inner walls flutter around him. The first jet hits high, coating my depths in sticky warmth; the second heavier, forcing excess out around his shaft in creamy rivulets that drip down my crack. He grinds slow, milking—third, fourth, fifth—each pulse pumping more cum, the volume obscene, overflowing, running in hot trails down my thighs, pooling on the terrace tiles. The sensation is overwhelming: the heat spreading like liquid fire inside me, the pressure building as he fills me beyond capacity, the slick warmth leaking out with every tiny movement, the high making every spurt feel amplified, endless.

He pulls out—cum gushing from my gaped ass in heavy, white torrents, pouring down my crack, coating my pussy lips, dripping in thick ropes onto the tiles. My hole winks, unable to close, pulsing as more leaks out—creamy, pearlescent, glistening in the moonlight.

Zion turns to Julian. “Clean her, cuck. Lick every drop from yuh wife’s ruined holes. Taste what real man leave inside her.”

Julian hesitates longer now—tears streaming, face flushed with shame and unwilling arousal. “Lauren… I can’t. This is too much.” His voice is broken, pleading, but his hand still rubs his straining cock, body betraying him. Zion steps forward, grips the back of Julian’s neck—not roughly, but firmly—and guides him closer. “Do it, boy. Clean yuh wife. Taste her submission.”

Julian whimpers, resistance crumbling under the command and his own twisted desire. He crawls the last few inches on his knees, the broken glass crunching under him. He starts at my pussy—tongue tentative at first, lapping the thick, musky mixture of my juices and Zion’s cum. The flavor hits him—salty, bitter, overpowering—and he gags slightly, but keeps going, tongue delving deeper, scooping out the creamy load that still leaks from my stretched cunt. He swallows—audible gulps—his throat working as he cleans me, tears mixing with the cum on his chin.

“Deeper,” Zion commands. “Get yuh tongue in dat sloppy hole. Taste how full she is.”

Julian obeys—nose pressed to my folds, tongue plunging inside, swirling to collect every drop. The wet, obscene sounds fill the terrace—slurping, swallowing, my soft moans as his tongue grazes oversensitive walls. He moves higher—hesitant at first—then presses his face between my cheeks, tongue tracing my gaped ass rim. The cum there is thicker, hotter, still leaking steadily. He laps at the stretched hole—tongue dipping inside, scooping the viscous load, swallowing with choked sounds. More leaks out as he works—dripping onto his chin, his cheeks, his shirt. He doesn’t stop—driven by shame, arousal, submission—tongue fucking my ass, cleaning every trace, the taste overwhelming him until he’s trembling, cock straining painfully in his shorts.

Zion watches, stroking his still-hard cock. “Good boy. Clean yuh wife’s bred holes. Yuh taste me now—taste what own her from now on.”

Julian pulls back gasping—face slick with cum, tears, spit—then leans in again, licking my thighs, my crack, the puddle on the tiles beneath me. He swallows it all—every thick, musky drop—until my skin glistens clean, my holes still leaking slowly, the scent heavy in the air.

Zion pulls me upright, kisses me deep—claiming—then turns to Julian. “Yuh turn to watch again.”

He flips me onto my back on the terrace table—legs spread wide—slides back into my pussy, then my ass, alternating, pounding both holes for hours. We pause only to smoke more, drink water, let my legs stop shaking—edibles and weed keeping us going through endless rounds, multiple creampies in each, overstimulation until I’m a sobbing, cum-drenched mess—body shaking, holes gaping, cum everywhere: on my tits, my face, my thighs, the floor.

Each creampie is drawn out—Zion grinding deep, pulsing thick ropes that overflow, Julian forced to clean immediately after: tongue diving into my pussy to lap the fresh load, then my ass to scoop the thick, hot cum that leaks from my stretched hole. He swallows everything—face coated, throat working, tears streaming—while Zion taunts: “Look at yuh husband eatin’ my seed from yuh wife’s holes. Dat’s yuh place now, cuck. Cleanup boy.”

When the sky begins to lighten, Zion pulls out one last time—cum pouring from both my holes in thick rivers. He dresses, kisses me deep.

“Yuh mine now,” he whispers. “Every vacation. Every night. Yuh man welcome to watch… or clean.”

He leaves.

Julian crawls to me—licks me clean one final time, tongue gentle now, reverent. I hold him, broken and whole.

We fly home tomorrow.

But nothing will ever be the same.
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Reunion Sparks



Nerves make her smooth the front of the navy wrap dress for the third time in as many minutes. The soft jersey clings just a little too faithfully to the swell of her hips and the generous curve of her D-cup breasts. She tells herself the outfit is elegant, appropriate for a ten-year high-school reunion—nothing flashy, nothing desperate. Yet the way Connor’s eyes keep drifting to her cleavage tells her he appreciates the choice, even if his smile carries that familiar flicker of insecurity.

They step into the dimly lit ballroom of the downtown Marriott. The thump of early-2000s pop music battles with overlapping conversations and the clink of wine glasses. Fairy lights drape the ceiling; round tables are scattered with old yearbook photos and cheap centerpieces of silver balloons. Nostalgia hangs in the air like cheap perfume.

She scans the room out of habit, cataloging faces she half-remembers. Then her gaze snags on the man standing near the bar like he owns every inch of the space around him.

Vaughn.

Even from thirty feet away he looks bigger than she remembers—impossibly bigger. Six-foot-five now, shoulders that strain the seams of his charcoal button-down, forearms roped with muscle that flex every time he lifts his drink. His skin is a rich, deep brown that seems to drink the low light. The years have sharpened him rather than softened him; the boy who once loomed over the hallways has become a man who commands them without effort.

Connor stiffens beside her. His hand tightens around hers, not possessive so much as reflexive.

“He’s… here,” Connor mutters.

“I see him.” She keeps her voice even, but something warm and liquid unfurls low in her belly. She hates that it does.

They make the obligatory circuit—hugs with old theater kids, awkward small talk with the former prom queen who now sells real estate. Every few minutes she feels it: the weight of eyes on her. Not scattered glances. Focused. Hungry.

When they finally reach the bar, Vaughn is already turning toward them as though he sensed their approach.

“Connor fuckin’ Hale.” Vaughn’s voice is deeper than she remembers, a low gravel that vibrates through the noisy room. He extends a hand the size of a dinner plate. “Been a minute, huh?”

Connor swallows, shakes the offered hand. She notices how Vaughn’s fingers engulf her husband’s, how Connor’s shoulders hunch just a fraction.

“Yeah. Good to see you, man.” The words come out automatic.

Vaughn’s gaze slides to her and stays. Slowly. Deliberately. He doesn’t pretend to be subtle.

“And you must be the wife.” He says it like he’s tasting the word. “Brooke, right?”

She lifts her chin. “That’s right.”

Up close he smells like expensive cologne and clean sweat—something dark and spiced that makes her pulse kick. His eyes are almost black in this lighting, pupils wide as they trace the line of her throat, linger on the deep V of her dress, then flick back to her face.

“Damn.” One word, drawn out. “Connor, you did not deserve this.”

The insult is so casual, so matter-of-fact, that it lands like a slap and a caress at the same time. Connor laughs—too loud, too quick.

“Yeah, well… lucky, I guess.”

Vaughn doesn’t laugh. He simply watches her a beat longer, then leans in just enough that she has to tilt her head to meet his eyes.

“You still run track?” he asks, as though they’re continuing a conversation no one else can hear.

“Pilates now. And hikes.” Her voice stays steady. Barely.

“Shows.” His gaze drops again, shameless. “Body like that? Bet you turn heads every damn day.”

Heat crawls up her neck. She should be offended. She should step back. Instead her nipples tighten against the thin fabric of her bra and she has to press her thighs together to ease the sudden ache.

Connor clears his throat. “We should probably—”

Vaughn ignores him completely. “Dance floor’s open. You dance, Brooke?”

She feels Connor’s fingers twitch in hers.

“I… sometimes.”

Vaughn’s mouth curves—just one side. “Good. Save one for me later.”

It isn’t a question.

He turns away then, already dismissing Connor, already moving toward a cluster of former football players who greet him like royalty. She watches the broad expanse of his back, the way his shoulders roll with each step, the way people instinctively shift to let him pass.

Connor exhales shakily beside her. “Jesus. He’s still an asshole.”

She doesn’t answer right away. She’s too busy trying to slow her breathing, too busy pretending the damp heat between her legs isn’t there.

“Yeah,” she says finally. “He really is.”

But even as she says it, she knows the word doesn’t fit anymore. Asshole is too small, too juvenile for the man who just looked at her like he already knew exactly how she would sound when she came on his cock.

Across the room Vaughn glances back—once—straight at her. Their eyes lock for a long, electric second.

Then he smiles.

Slow.

Predatory.

And she feels something inside her crack open, just a little.

Something that has been waiting ten years to be split wide.


Lingering Glances



Cocktail hour drags on with her skin feeling turned inside out. Every brush of fabric against her nipples feels obscene; every sip of pinot grigio slides down her throat too slowly, too warmly. She keeps telling herself it’s just the alcohol, just the crowd, just the disorienting flood of decade-old faces. But she knows better.

Vaughn doesn’t let her forget.

He moves through the room like gravity has been rewritten around him. People part without realizing they’re doing it. Laughter follows in his wake, but it’s the kind that sounds slightly nervous, slightly eager to please. She catches herself tracking him—his long strides, the way his dress shirt pulls tight across the slabs of his back when he turns, the casual flex of biceps as he gestures. She hates that she notices. She hates more that her body notices first.

Connor stays close at first, his arm looped through hers in that boyish way he’s had since college. Protective. Possessive in the mildest possible sense. But every time Vaughn’s laugh rolls across the ballroom—deep, unhurried, commanding—Connor’s grip tightens a fraction, then loosens again like he’s reminding himself not to look weak.

They end up at a high-top table near the edge of the dance floor. Old classmates drift over, trade hugs, trade stories. She smiles on cue, nods, laughs at the right moments. But her attention keeps fracturing.

Vaughn appears at the table without warning.

He doesn’t ask to join. He simply sets his drink down, claims the empty stool across from her, and spreads his thighs so wide his knee brushes hers under the high-top. The contact is electric, gone in a heartbeat, but it leaves a burn.

“Mind if I crash?” he says, already settled.

Connor’s smile is thin. “Plenty of room.”

Vaughn’s eyes never leave her. “Appreciate it.”

The conversation starts innocently enough—someone asks about his powerlifting career, someone else mentions the new gym he co-owns downtown. Vaughn answers in short, confident bursts, voice low enough that she has to lean in to hear. She tells herself it’s politeness. She tells herself the way her breasts press against the edge of the table when she leans is accidental.

He notices. Of course he does.

“You still got that little scar on your hip?” he asks suddenly, cutting through someone else’s anecdote about their new baby. “From that time you wiped out on the track in tenth grade. Right above the bikini line.”

Heat explodes across her face. She remembers the fall, remembers the sting, remembers how Vaughn—already a senior, already terrifying—had been the one to carry her to the nurse’s office like she weighed nothing. His hands had been huge even then. Hot. Steady.

She forces a laugh. “God, you remember that?”

“Hard to forget.” His gaze drops deliberately to her lap, then climbs back up. “Bet it’s still sexy as fuck.”

Connor coughs into his drink. The table goes momentarily quiet.

Her pulse hammers in her throat. She should shut this down. She should make a joke, change the subject, remind everyone—including herself—that she’s married. That she loves her husband. That this towering, arrogant man has no right to speak to her like he already owns pieces of her body.

Instead she hears herself say, “It’s faded. You’d have to look close.”

Vaughn’s mouth curves. “I’m real good at looking close.”

Connor’s hand finds her knee under the table. Squeezes. Not hard. Just enough to say I’m here. Just enough to make guilt twist sharp in her gut.

She covers his hand with hers. Squeezes back. I know. I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s happening.

But she does know.

She knows because when Vaughn leans forward—elbows on the table, forearms like corded steel—his shirt pulls open at the top button and she glimpses the hard plane of his chest, the dark shadow of hair trailing downward. She knows because her clit throbs once, hard, like it’s been slapped. She knows because the dampness between her thighs has gone from subtle to undeniable, soaking the lace of her panties so thoroughly she’s afraid to shift in her seat.

Vaughn keeps talking. Keeps watching her. Keeps dropping comments that sound casual until you listen to the subtext.

“You always did have the best legs in the school.”

“Bet they still wrap around real nice.”

“Wonder if you still make that little gasping sound when you’re close.”

Each one lands like a pebble in still water, rippling outward until the whole surface of her composure trembles. She laughs them off. Deflects. Changes the subject. But every deflection costs her. Every forced smile makes the ache between her legs sharper.

Connor drinks faster. His jokes get louder, more desperate. When someone suggests photos, he practically leaps up to join the group, dragging her with him. She goes gratefully.

But Vaughn follows.

On the edge of the photo cluster he steps behind her—close enough that she feels the heat radiating off his body, close enough that the front of his slacks brushes the small of her back for one torturous second. She freezes. Connor is three feet away, grinning for the camera, oblivious or pretending to be.

Vaughn dips his head. His breath brushes her ear.

“Tell me you’re not wet right now,” he murmurs, so low only she can hear. “Tell me your tight little married pussy isn’t dripping for the cock that’s gonna ruin it.”

Her breath catches—sharp, audible if anyone were listening. Her knees threaten to buckle. She clenches every muscle to stay upright.

She doesn’t answer. She can’t.

Because the truth is screaming inside her skull: Yes. God yes. I’m soaked. I hate that I’m soaked. I hate that I want to grind back against you right here. I hate that I’m imagining how that monster cock would split me open while my husband stands six feet away smiling like nothing’s wrong.

Vaughn chuckles—soft, dark, victorious—and steps back just as the photographer calls for one more shot.

She turns her face away so no one sees the flush burning her cheeks, the glassy sheen in her eyes.

Across the room the DJ cues up a slow song. Vaughn catches her gaze over the crowd.

He lifts two fingers. Points at her. Then at the dance floor.

A promise.

A threat.

An invitation she already knows she’s too weak to refuse forever.

Connor slides an arm around her waist. “You okay, babe?”

She nods. Forces a smile. “Just… warm in here.”

But inside, the war rages louder than ever.

She loves Connor. She does. He’s kind. He’s safe. He’s hers.

And yet the thought of Vaughn’s hands on her—rough, certain, merciless—makes her want to sob with how badly she craves it.

She’s not supposed to want this.

She’s not supposed to be this woman.

But the slick heat between her thighs doesn’t care about supposed to.

And neither, apparently, does Vaughn.


Unexpected Contact



Brooke wakes the next morning with the taste of shame and pinot grigio still coating her tongue. Sunlight slices through the half-open blinds, striping Connor’s bare back as he sleeps beside her. She lies still, listening to his slow, even breathing, trying to anchor herself in the familiar rhythm of their shared bed.

But her mind keeps sliding back to the reunion.

To Vaughn’s voice in her ear. To the obscene heat of his body brushing hers. To the way her clit pulsed every time he spoke her name like it already belonged to him.

She squeezes her eyes shut. Rolls onto her side. Presses her thighs together hard enough to feel the faint, lingering soreness of unspent arousal. It doesn’t help. If anything, the pressure only reminds her how empty she feels.

Connor stirs, reaches for her instinctively. His hand finds her hip, slides up under the hem of her sleep shirt. His fingers are gentle, familiar. He nuzzles the back of her neck.

“Morning, beautiful.”

She forces a smile he can’t see. “Morning.”

He presses a lazy kiss to her shoulder, then rolls away to check his phone. Routine. Safe. Comforting.

And suddenly not enough.

Brooke slips out of bed before the guilt can fully settle. She pads to the kitchen, starts coffee, stares at the dark liquid swirling in the pot like it might offer absolution. It doesn’t.

Her phone buzzes on the counter.

She glances at the screen.

Instagram notification. A message request from someone she doesn’t follow.

@vaughn_thebeast

Her stomach drops through the floor.

She shouldn’t open it. She knows she shouldn’t. But her thumb hovers, then taps anyway.

The first message is simple.

Saw you last night. Couldn’t stop thinking about how that dress hugged your ass. You still got the best body in the room, Brooke.

Heat floods her face. She locks the screen, sets the phone face-down, walks three steps away. Comes back. Unlocks it.

Another message has arrived while she was pacing.

Don’t pretend you didn’t feel me behind you. I know you were soaked. Bet your husband has no idea how wet that tight pussy got for a real man.

Her breath hitches. She reads it again. Then again. Each word lands like a finger tracing her clit.

She should delete the thread. Block him. Tell Connor. Do something that proves she’s still the woman who vowed fidelity in front of their families.

Instead she types back.

How did you even find me?

Three dots appear instantly.

Mutual friend. You accepted her tag in that group photo. Easy.

She stares at the screen, heart slamming against her ribs.

You shouldn’t be messaging me.

Shouldn’t. But you’re still reading. Still typing.

She has no answer for that.

Another message drops.

Tell me I’m wrong. Tell me your panties weren’t drenched when I whispered in your ear. Tell me you didn’t go home and fuck your husband thinking about my cock stretching you instead of his little dick.

The words sear. Brooke’s free hand drifts between her legs before she can stop it. She’s still tender from last night’s restless tossing, still slick from dreams she refuses to remember. Two fingers slip easily along her folds. She bites her lip so hard she tastes copper.

She types with shaking thumbs.

I’m married.

I know. Makes it hotter.

Fuck.

She shouldn’t reply. She won’t reply.

Her fingers move anyway.

You’re an asshole.

Yeah. And you’re dripping for this asshole right now, aren’t you?

She doesn’t answer fast enough.

Send me a pic. Just your thighs. Let me see how red they are from squeezing together all night.

Her pulse roars in her ears. She glances toward the bedroom hallway. Connor is still in there, probably scrolling emails, oblivious.

She shouldn’t.

She hikes her sleep shirt anyway. Angles the phone between her legs. The morning light catches the sheen already coating her inner thighs. She snaps the photo before she can talk herself out of it. No face. No identifying marks. Just smooth, toned skin flushed pink, a thin strip of damp lace visible at the crotch.

She hits send before the shame can catch up.

The reply is immediate.

Fuck yes. Look at that married cunt leaking for me. Bet Connor’s never made you this wet just from words.

She whimpers—soft, involuntary. Her fingers circle her clit once, twice. She’s so close already it’s embarrassing.

Another message.

Pull those panties aside. Show me how swollen that clit is.

She hesitates. Glances at the clock. Connor will be up soon.

Her thumbs hook the lace anyway. She spreads herself with two fingers, takes the photo—glistening pink folds, clit visibly engorged, begging. Sends it.

Good girl.

The praise hits like a drug. She sags against the counter.

Now tell me what you want.

She stares at the words. The kitchen feels too bright, too quiet. Her marriage feels like a thin sheet of glass about to shatter.

I want…

She can’t finish the sentence. Even in text, the confession feels too big.

Vaughn doesn’t wait.

You want this fat black cock splitting that tight white pussy open while your husband watches and jerks his pathetic little dick. You want me to breed you so deep he’ll never fill you the same again. Say it.

Her knees buckle. She grips the counter edge.

I can’t.

You already are. Type it.

Tears prick her eyes—not from sadness, from the sheer overwhelming force of wanting something so wrong.

I want your cock.

More.

I want your huge black cock to ruin me. I want you to fuck me until I forget Connor’s name. I want you to cum inside me and make me carry your baby while he cleans it out.

The words stare back at her, obscene and irreversible.

She hits send.

The three dots pulse for what feels like forever.

Then:

That’s my good little slut. Tonight. My place. 9pm. Wear something easy to rip off. Tell your husband whatever lie you need to. But we both know you’re coming.

Brooke’s phone clatters to the counter.

She hears footsteps. Connor appears in the doorway, hair mussed, smiling sleepily.

“Coffee ready?”

She nods mutely. Turns away so he won’t see her face—flushed, guilty, glistening with the first tears of surrender.

But inside her, the decision has already been made.

She’s going.

And nothing will ever be the same.


The Private Workout



The mantra repeats the whole drive across town to Iron Pulse: she’s only going to the gym to blow off steam. The lie is paper-thin, but she clings to it anyway. She needs to move her body, sweat out the restless heat that’s been simmering since the reunion. Since the messages. Since she came so violently in the shower last night with Vaughn’s words burned into her brain that her thighs still ached this morning. She’s not here for him. She’s definitely not here to let him touch her.

The lie collapses the second she steps through the glass doors and sees him waiting—black tank clinging to every carved inch of his torso, sweat already gleaming along the deep trenches between his pecs, gym shorts slung dangerously low. His eyes lock on her like a predator sighting prey.

“Brooke.” Her name in his gravel voice feels like a hand around her throat. “Right on time.”

She swallows. “I… signed up for the trial. Thought I’d try the classes.”

Vaughn’s mouth curves. “Classes are done. But I’ve got time for a private session.” He jerks his head toward the hallway. “Let’s see what that tight little body can handle.”

She should leave. She should run.

Instead she follows.

The private room is small, mirrored, air thick with rubber and faint bleach. One bench, one rack, one cable machine. No windows. The door locks with a quiet snick.

He doesn’t pretend this is training.

“Warm up. Jumping jacks. Thirty seconds. Go.”

She starts. Her breasts bounce heavily in the sports bra despite the compression. His stare follows every movement—unashamed, predatory.

“Faster. Push those tits out.”

Heat floods her cheeks, but her arms lift higher. Nipples harden into aching points.

When the timer ends he steps in close. Too close. Heat rolls off him in waves.

“Glute bridges. Mat. Knees bent. Drive those hips like you’re fucking up into me.”

She drops. The first rep is mechanical. By the fifth she’s arching harder, ass lifting high, thighs quivering. Vaughn kneels beside her—sudden, massive. One huge hand clamps her hip, thumb digging into soft flesh.

“Hold it.” His voice is low, commanding. “Squeeze that pussy. Feel how fucking empty it is right now.”

A broken whimper slips out.

He chuckles darkly. “That’s my girl. Now lower slow. Tease yourself.”

She obeys. Ass descends inch by torturous inch until she hovers just above the mat, core screaming, slick already seeping through her leggings.

“Fuck, look at that ass,” he mutters. His free hand cups one cheek, squeezes hard. “Made to bounce on a real dick.”

She gasps. The session dissolves into pure torment.

Squats with his hands forcing her hips back, thumbs pressing into the crease of thigh and ass. Deadlifts where he stands flush behind her, thick bulge brushing her tailbone on every hinge. Cable rows where his fingers linger on hers, then slide up her arms like he’s memorizing her for later.

By cooldown she’s shaking—sweat-drenched, clit throbbing like a second heartbeat, panties sodden.

“Locker room,” he orders.

She follows on trembling legs.

The men’s locker room is empty. Mirrors everywhere. Benches. Showers in back.

Vaughn backs her against the lockers without a word. Cold metal bites her spine through the damp tank. His body cages her—broad shoulders blocking escape, hips pinning hers.

“Look at me.”

She does. His eyes are black fire.

“You’ve been thinking about this cock since the reunion.”

She nods—small, helpless.

“Say it.”

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she whispers. “About your cock. How big it is. How it would stretch me. Ruin me.”

He groans—raw, animal—and slams his mouth down on hers.

The kiss is savage. Tongue thrusting deep, claiming every corner of her mouth like he’s already inside her pussy. She moans into it, hands clawing at his shoulders, nails biting muscle. He tastes like salt and power and sin.

One massive hand palms her breast, squeezes roughly through the bra, thumb scraping her nipple until she arches off the lockers. The other hand dives between her legs, cups her soaked crotch, grinds the heel of his palm hard against her swollen clit.

“Fuck, you’re drenched,” he growls against her lips. “This married cunt is leaking through your pants for BBC already.”

She bucks against his hand, desperate. “Please—”

“Please what, slut?”

“Please touch me. Please make me come.”

He rips her leggings and panties down in one brutal yank, exposing her ass and dripping pussy to the cool air. No warning—two thick fingers spear straight into her, stretching her open with a wet squelch that echoes off the tiles.

She cries out, head thunking back against metal.

“Fuck yes,” he rasps. “Feel that? Two fingers and you’re already gripping me like a virgin. Connor’s little dick never gets you this sloppy, does he?”

She shakes her head frantically. “No—God, no—”

He curls those fingers hard against her front wall, stroking that spongy spot that makes her vision spark. His thumb mashes her clit in tight, merciless circles. The stretch burns so good she can’t breathe right.

“Look at you,” he taunts. “Humping my hand like a bitch in heat. Those pretty tits bouncing every time you grind down. Bet your husband’s never made you gush like this.”

Another finger joins the first two—three now, thick and relentless, scissoring inside her, stretching her walls wider than Connor’s cock ever could. The wet, obscene sounds fill the room—sloppy, rhythmic, filthy.

Her thighs shake violently. “Vaughn—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Not yet.” He slows the thrusts deliberately, dragging his fingertips along every sensitive ridge inside her, thumb still grinding her clit but lighter now, teasing. “You come when I say. First I want to feel this pussy cry for my cock.”

He pumps slowly—deep, deliberate, twisting on every withdrawal so his knuckles drag against her entrance. Her hips chase him instinctively, rolling, begging.

“Tell me,” he orders. “Tell me whose fingers are ruining this married cunt right now.”

“Yours,” she sobs. “Yours—Vaughn’s—please—”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me harder. Stretch me. Make me come on your fingers so I can feel how much bigger your cock’s gonna be.”

He growls approval and slams back in—three fingers to the hilt, palm slapping her clit with every brutal thrust. The pace turns punishing. Wet smacks echo. Her pussy clenches, flutters, gushes fresh slick down his wrist.

“That’s it. Squeeze that greedy little hole. Milk my fingers like they’re my dick. Imagine it—eleven-and-a-half inches of thick black cock splitting you open, bottoming out against your cervix while your husband jerks his pathetic five-and-a-half in the corner.”

The image shatters her.

She comes—hard, sudden, screaming. Her pussy clamps down like a fist, spasming wildly around his invading fingers. Hot gushes of slick spray against his palm, dripping down her thighs, pooling on the tile. Her whole body convulses, hips jerking uncontrollably, tears streaming from the intensity.

Vaughn doesn’t stop. He fucks her through it—slow now, deep, drawing out every aftershock until she’s whimpering, oversensitive, legs buckling.

When the last tremor fades he pulls his fingers free with a wet pop. They glisten obscenely—coated to the knuckles in her cream.

He brings them to her swollen lips.

“Clean them. Taste how wet you got for a man who isn’t your husband.”

She opens immediately. Sucks greedily—tongue swirling around his thick digits, moaning at the tangy, musky flood of her own arousal. He watches with dark satisfaction, free hand fisting her hair to hold her in place.

“Good girl.” He leans in, voice a low rumble against her ear. “Next time these fingers get replaced with cock. Next time I’m burying every fat inch in that stretched-out pussy while Connor waits at home wondering why his wife comes back smelling like sweat, cum, and another man’s ownership.”

He steps back. Adjusts the massive, leaking bulge in his shorts.

“Get dressed. Go home. Think about how much deeper you’re gonna fall tomorrow.”

She stands there—leggings tangled around her ankles, lips swollen and slick with her own taste, pussy still fluttering with aftershocks—knowing he’s right.

She’s already ruined.

And she’s terrified how desperately she wants more.


Crossing the Line



Hesitation keeps her frozen outside Vaughn’s apartment door for almost two full minutes, knuckles hovering, heart slamming so hard she can feel it in her throat. The hallway smells faintly of fresh paint and someone else’s dinner. Her phone buzzes once in her purse—Connor asking if she’s still at Pilates. She silences it without looking. The lie she texted him earlier sits like lead in her stomach: Running late, grabbing drinks with the girls after class. Love you.

She knocks.

The door opens almost immediately.

Vaughn fills the frame—barefoot, black sweatpants hanging low on his hips, no shirt. Every ridge of muscle gleams under the warm hallway light. His eyes rake over her in one slow sweep: the simple black sundress she chose because it buttons down the front, easy access she pretended was coincidence; the strappy heels that make her calves flex; the way her dark-blonde waves fall loose around her shoulders like she’s trying to hide behind them.

“Get in here,” he says, voice low and rough.

She steps inside. The door clicks shut behind her, lock turning with deliberate finality.

The apartment is sparse, masculine—dark leather couch, massive flat-screen, weights stacked in one corner. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlook the city lights. No pretense of romance. No candles. Just the faint scent of his cologne and clean sweat, and the heavy promise hanging between them.

Vaughn doesn’t speak at first. He simply steps into her space, towers over her, lets her feel the difference in size, in power. One huge hand cups the side of her neck—not choking, just holding—thumb brushing the frantic pulse under her jaw.

“You came,” he murmurs.

She nods, barely breathing.

“Say why.”

Her voice cracks on the first try. “Because I can’t stop thinking about you. About… what you did to me in the locker room. About how much more I want.”

His thumb presses harder. “More specific, Brooke. Use that filthy mouth.”

She swallows. “I want your cock. I want to feel how much bigger you are than Connor. I want you to stretch me until it hurts so good I forget I’m married. I want you to fuck me until I can’t walk straight tomorrow.”

A slow, predatory smile spreads across his face.

“That’s my girl.”

He walks her backward until her spine meets the wall. His mouth crashes down on hers—harder than in the locker room, hungrier. Tongue thrusting deep, claiming, fucking her mouth while his hands roam. One palms her breast through the dress, squeezing roughly until she whimpers into the kiss. The other slides down, bunches the skirt, finds bare thigh, then higher—higher—until thick fingers brush the soaked lace of her panties.

“Jesus fuck,” he growls against her lips. “You’re dripping already. These panties are ruined.”

She nods frantically. “For you. Only for you.”

He rips the dress open—buttons popping, scattering across the hardwood. The fabric parts to reveal black lace bra and matching thong, her nipples straining against the cups. Vaughn groans at the sight, ducks his head, and sucks one peak through the lace—hard, teeth grazing—while his fingers hook the thong aside and plunge straight into her sopping cunt.

Three fingers this time, no warmup. She cries out, hips jerking forward onto his hand.

“Fuck yes,” he rasps. “Still so tight even after last time. Gonna wreck this pussy tonight. Gonna make it gape for days.”

He pumps slowly at first—long, deliberate strokes that let her feel every ridge of his knuckles dragging along her walls. Her head thunks back against the wall, eyes rolling.

“Vaughn—please—”

“Please what, slut?”

“More. Harder. I need—”

He adds a fourth finger. The stretch burns, delicious and overwhelming. Her pussy makes wet, obscene sucking sounds with every thrust. Slick drips down his wrist, down her thighs.

“Look at that greedy married cunt swallowing my fingers,” he taunts. “Bet Connor’s never even dreamed of stretching you like this. Bet his little five-and-a-half-inch dick feels like a finger after tonight.”

She sobs—half shame, half unbearable need. “He doesn’t—he never—fuck, Vaughn, please fuck me. I can’t wait anymore.”

He pulls his fingers free with a wet pop, brings them to her mouth. “Taste how desperate you are.”

She sucks greedily, moaning around the thick digits, tasting herself—salty, musky, shameful.

Vaughn scoops her up like she weighs nothing, carries her to the bedroom. Drops her on the king-sized bed still in her ruined dress and heels. He shoves his sweatpants down.

His cock springs free—eleven-and-a-half inches of thick, veined black meat, already leaking at the tip, so heavy it bobs with its own weight. The sight steals her breath.

“Touch it,” he orders.

Her hands tremble as she wraps both around the shaft. Her fingers don’t meet. It’s hot, velvet steel, pulsing under her palms. She strokes slowly, mesmerized by the contrast—her pale skin against his dark girth, the way it dwarfs her grip.

“See that?” he says, voice gravel. “That’s what a real man’s cock looks like. That’s what’s gonna ruin you for your husband forever.”

She whimpers. “It’s so big… I don’t know if I can—”

“You will.” He climbs over her, knees spreading her thighs wide. “You’re gonna take every fucking inch, and you’re gonna beg for more.”

He notches the fat head at her entrance. Rubs it up and down her slit, coating himself in her slick. Then he pushes—slow, relentless.

The stretch is immediate and brutal. She gasps, nails digging into his shoulders. Inch by inch he sinks in, her pussy yielding, burning, opening around him like it was made for this. Halfway in she’s already trembling, tears pricking her eyes from the fullness.

“Too big—fuck—Vaughn—”

“Shh. Breathe. You’re doing so good.” His voice is almost gentle now, but his hips don’t stop. “Look at that tight white pussy swallowing black cock. Look how it stretches for me.”

He bottoms out—balls deep, pubic bone grinding her clit. She feels him against her cervix, a deep, dull pressure that makes her whole body clench.

“Fuck,” she sobs. “I feel you… everywhere.”

He starts to move—slow withdrawals, then deep, deliberate thrusts that make her see stars. Each stroke drags along every sensitive ridge inside her, his thickness pressing everywhere at once. The wet slap of skin on skin fills the room, punctuated by her broken moans.

“Tell me,” he growls. “Tell me whose cock is inside you right now.”

“Yours,” she gasps. “Vaughn’s cock—huge—fucking me so deep—ruining me—”

“That’s right.” He picks up speed, hips snapping harder. “This pussy belongs to me now. Every time Connor tries to fuck you, you’re gonna feel how loose I left you. Gonna feel empty without my dick.”

She comes suddenly—shattering, screaming, pussy clamping down like a fist around his invading length. Waves of pleasure crash through her, gushing slick that soaks his balls, the sheets.

Vaughn doesn’t stop. He fucks her through it—harder, deeper—chasing his own release while she writhes, oversensitive, begging incoherently.

“Gonna fill you up,” he grunts. “Gonna pump this married cunt full of cum. Gonna breed you so deep your husband will taste me when he kisses you goodnight.”

The filthy words tip her over again. Another orgasm rips through her—stronger, wetter, her whole body convulsing as she squirts around his cock, soaking his abs, the bed.

Vaughn roars—thrusts once, twice, then buries himself to the hilt and comes. Hot, thick ropes flood her depths, pulse after pulse, so much it leaks out around his shaft despite how tightly she’s gripping him.

He stays seated inside her while they both pant, sweat-slick, trembling.

When he finally pulls out, a thick stream of cum follows—creamy white against her flushed pink folds. He scoops some with two fingers, brings it to her lips.

“Clean it. Taste what a real man leaves in his woman.”

She sucks his fingers clean, moaning at the bitter-salt taste of him mixed with her own arousal.

Vaughn looks down at her—spread, wrecked, leaking his seed—and smiles.

“That was just the beginning,” he says softly. “Next time your husband watches. Next time he sees exactly what his wife needs.”

She closes her eyes, chest heaving, the reality of what she’s done crashing over her in waves.

She’s crossed the line.

And she already knows she’s going to beg to be dragged even further.


The Confession



Brooke drives home in a daze, windows cracked to let the night air cut through the thick scent of sex clinging to her skin. Vaughn’s cum is still leaking out of her—slow, warm pulses every time she shifts in the driver’s seat, soaking through her thong and into the back of her sundress. Her thighs are sticky, her pussy swollen and tender, lips puffy from the relentless stretching. Every bump in the road sends a fresh throb through her clit, a cruel reminder of how thoroughly she’s been claimed.

She parks in the garage, kills the engine, and sits there for long minutes trying to steady her breathing. Her reflection in the rearview mirror looks wrecked—lips bruised, hair tangled, eyes glassy with afterglow and guilt. She smooths the torn front of her dress as best she can, buttons missing, fabric gaping to show flashes of black lace bra. There’s no hiding what she’s done.

Inside, the house is quiet. Connor’s in the living room, TV on low, scrolling his phone. He looks up when she steps through the door, smile automatic—then freezing when he sees her.

“Babe… what happened to your dress?”

Brooke’s mouth opens, closes. The lie she rehearsed dies on her tongue.

She walks straight to him, legs still shaky. Drops onto the couch beside him. Pulls her phone from her purse with trembling fingers.

“I need to show you something,” she whispers.

Connor frowns, confused, but takes the phone when she hands it over. She’s already opened the camera roll—three discreet photos she snapped at Vaughn’s place after he pulled out: one close-up of her gaping, cream-filled pussy, thick white ropes of cum oozing from the stretched hole; another of her thighs splayed, his handprint bruises blooming on pale skin; the last of his massive, glistening cock resting heavy on her stomach, dwarfing her body, still leaking the last drops onto her skin.

Connor’s breath catches. His eyes widen. His hand tightens on the phone.

“Brooke… is this—”

“Yes.” Her voice cracks. “I fucked him. Vaughn. Tonight. At his apartment.”

Silence stretches—thick, electric. Connor’s gaze flicks between the photos and her face. She watches his throat work, watches the flush crawl up his neck, watches the front of his sweatpants twitch and begin to tent.

“Tell me,” he says hoarsely. “Everything.”

She does.

She tells him how Vaughn ripped her dress open. How he fingered her against the wall until she came on his hand. How he carried her to the bed and fed her his cock—how she could barely fit the head in her mouth, how she gagged and drooled trying to take more. How he pushed into her slowly at first, letting her feel every thick inch splitting her open, stretching her walls until she sobbed from the burn and the pleasure. How he fucked her harder, deeper, bottoming out against her cervix with every thrust while she screamed his name and begged for more.

She tells him about the orgasms—three, four, she lost count—how her pussy gushed around that massive black cock, soaking the sheets, how Vaughn taunted her the whole time about how loose she’d be for Connor after tonight, how she’d never feel full again without him.

And then she tells him about the finish.

“He came inside me,” she whispers. “So much. I can still feel it leaking out. It’s… it’s everywhere.”

Connor’s breathing is ragged now. His hand drifts to his lap, presses against the obvious erection straining his pants.

“Show me,” he says.

Brooke stands. Lifts the hem of her ruined dress. Hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her thong and drags it down her thighs. The fabric clings wetly before peeling away. A thick rope of Vaughn’s cum stretches from her swollen pussy lips to the soaked crotch of the thong, then snaps and drips onto the hardwood floor.

Connor groans—low, broken. His cock jumps visibly under the fabric.

Brooke steps out of the thong, spreads her feet shoulder-width, lets him see.

Her pussy is wrecked—lips dark pink and puffy, inner folds glistening, a steady trickle of creamy white cum oozing from the stretched entrance. It slides down her inner thighs in slow, obscene rivulets.

“Jesus,” Connor breathes. “He really filled you.”

“He did.” She sinks to her knees between Connor’s spread legs, hands on his thighs. “And now… I want you to clean it.”

Connor’s eyes snap to hers—shock, hunger, humiliation all at once.

“You want me to—”

“Taste him,” she finishes. “Taste what he left in your wife. Lick his cum out of my pussy while I tell you how much better he fucked me than you ever could.”

His hands shake as he shoves his sweatpants down. His cock springs free—hard, leaking, but so much smaller than the one that just ruined her. Five-and-a-half inches, flushed red, twitching with desperate need.

Brooke straddles his face before he can speak. Lowers herself until her dripping cunt hovers just above his mouth.

“Open,” she orders—voice steadier now, edged with the same dominance Vaughn used on her.

Connor obeys. Tongue out, eyes locked on hers.

She sinks down.

The first contact makes her hiss—his warm tongue sliding through the mess of Vaughn’s load, lapping at the creamy overflow. The taste hits him immediately—bitter-salt, thick, foreign. He moans into her pussy, vibration humming through her oversensitive clit.

“That’s it,” Brooke gasps. “Clean your wife’s fucked-out cunt. Suck his cum out of me. You can taste how deep he went—how he hit places you never could.”

Connor’s hands grip her hips, pull her down harder. His tongue plunges inside her, scooping thick globs of seed, swallowing greedily. The wet, slurping sounds fill the room—filthy, desperate. Brooke rocks against his face, grinding her swollen clit on his nose while his tongue fucks in and out, chasing every drop.

“Look at you,” she taunts, voice trembling with fresh arousal. “My loving husband, eating another man’s load out of my stretched pussy. You’re so hard right now. You love knowing a bigger, better cock bred me tonight.”

Connor whimpers—muffled, eager. His hips buck uselessly, cock smearing pre-cum across his stomach. One hand leaves her hip to stroke himself—fast, frantic—while the other spreads her ass cheeks so he can lick deeper.

Brooke reaches back, covers his hand with hers, slows his strokes to torturous drags.

“No coming yet,” she murmurs. “Not until you’ve swallowed every bit of Vaughn’s cum. Not until you admit you want to watch next time.”

She lifts slightly—lets him see the fresh gush of cream that spills onto his lips, his chin. He dives back in, sucking noisily, tongue swirling inside her to coax more out. His throat works visibly as he swallows—again, again—face shiny with their combined mess.

When she’s finally as clean as his tongue can get—pussy still gaping slightly, tender and flushed—Brooke slides down his body. Straddles his hips. Guides his aching cock to her entrance.

She sinks down slowly.

He gasps—sharp, overwhelmed. “Fuck—you’re so loose… so wet… I can barely feel—”

“I know,” she whispers, starting to ride him with shallow rolls. “He stretched me wide open. You’re just sliding in his cum now. Fucking his leftovers.”

Connor’s head falls back, eyes rolling. “God—yes—fuck—”

She leans down, lips brushing his ear. “Next time he comes here. Next time you sit in the corner chair and watch him fuck me on our bed. You’ll watch him stretch me again—watch him pump me full while you stroke that little dick. And when he’s done, you’ll crawl between my legs and clean me just like this. Every time.”

Connor’s hips jerk up hard—once, twice—then he’s coming with a strangled cry, spilling thin ropes into the sloppy, cum-slick heat of her pussy. His whole body shakes, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes.

Brooke keeps rocking gently, milking him through the aftershocks until he’s spent, softening inside her.

She kisses him—slow, deep—tasting Vaughn’s cum on his tongue.

When she pulls back, their eyes meet.

“I’m not stopping,” she says softly. “I need him. But I still love you. And I think… you need this too.”

Connor nods—small, dazed, utterly broken open.

“Then next time,” he rasps, “I’ll watch.”

Brooke smiles—slow, wicked, already craving the next surrender.


Witnessed Claiming



The doorbell rings at exactly 8:00 p.m. Brooke’s stomach flips so hard she has to press a hand to her abdomen to steady herself. She’s wearing the outfit Vaughn texted her to wear: a sheer black babydoll that barely skims the tops of her thighs, no bra, no panties, just the whisper of lace against her already-hard nipples and the slick heat between her legs. Her dark-blonde waves are loose, makeup heavy on the eyes—smoky, slutty, exactly what he demanded.

Connor sits in the armchair in the corner of their bedroom, already stripped to his boxers, cock half-hard against his thigh. His hands rest on his knees like he’s trying not to fidget. His eyes keep darting to the door, then to Brooke, then back again. He hasn’t spoken much since she told him Vaughn was coming here tonight. Just nodded when she asked if he was sure. Just swallowed hard when she said she wanted him to watch every second.

Brooke walks to the front door on bare feet, heart hammering. Opens it.

Vaughn stands there in a black hoodie and jeans, towering, calm, like he’s done this a hundred times. His eyes rake over her immediately—slow, possessive. He steps inside without waiting for an invitation, kicks the door shut, and crowds her against the wall in the foyer.

“Missed this pussy,” he growls, hand sliding between her thighs without preamble. Two thick fingers spear straight into her soaked cunt, curling hard. “Already dripping. Good girl.”

Brooke whimpers, hips rocking onto his hand. “I’ve been wet since you texted me this morning.”

He chuckles—dark, satisfied—then pulls his fingers free and smears her slick across her lips. “Lead the way. Let’s show your husband what his wife really needs.”

She turns, legs shaky, and walks ahead of him down the hall. Vaughn follows close, one massive hand palming her ass cheek under the babydoll, squeezing hard enough to leave red marks.

When they reach the bedroom doorway, Connor straightens in the chair. His cock is fully hard now, tenting his boxers, a dark spot of pre-cum already staining the fabric. His eyes widen as Vaughn ducks through the frame—six-foot-five of pure muscle, radiating dominance.

Vaughn doesn’t acknowledge Connor at first. He simply walks Brooke to the foot of their marital bed—the same bed where she and Connor have fucked for years, where they’ve said I love you after gentle missionary—and spins her around.

“On your knees,” he orders.

Brooke drops instantly. Vaughn unzips, shoves his jeans and boxers down in one motion freeing his enormous cock. Connor sucks in a sharp breath from the corner.

Vaughn fists the base, slaps the fat head against Brooke’s cheek—once, twice—leaving a glistening smear.

“Look at your husband while you suck this dick,” he says. “Show him how a real cock gets worshipped.”

Brooke turns her head toward Connor. Their eyes lock. His are wide, glassy, pupils blown with humiliation and arousal. She opens her mouth, tongue out, and Vaughn feeds her the head—slow, stretching her lips wide around the girth.

She moans around him, the vibration making him groan. Her hands come up, stroking what won’t fit—barely half—while she bobs, saliva dripping down her chin. The wet, sloppy sounds fill the room: gluck-gluck-gluck as she takes him deeper, gagging when he hits the back of her throat.

Connor’s hand drifts to his lap, rubbing himself through his boxers.

Vaughn notices. “You like watching your wife choke on BBC, huh? Bet that little dick of yours never made her drool like this.”

Connor’s flush deepens, but he doesn’t stop touching himself. “No… sir.”

The word slips out—small, submissive. Vaughn laughs.

“That’s right. Sir. Keep calling me that while I fuck your wife on your bed.”

He pulls out of Brooke’s mouth with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to his cockhead. Hauls her up by the hair, spins her, bends her over the edge of the mattress so her ass faces Connor and her face is toward the headboard.

“Spread yourself,” Vaughn orders.

Brooke reaches back, pulls her cheeks apart. Her pussy is already swollen, glistening, lips parted and begging.

Vaughn notches his cock at her entrance. Looks straight at Connor.

“Watch close, cuck. Watch how a real man stretches the pussy you married.”

He thrusts—slow at first, letting Connor see every inch disappear into Brooke’s cunt. She cries out, back arching, fingers digging into the comforter. The stretch is still brutal, still overwhelming, her walls fluttering around the invasion.

“Fuck—yes—so big—filling me so deep—”

Vaughn bottoms out, balls slapping her clit. Holds there a moment, grinding, letting her feel him pressed against her cervix.

Then he starts to fuck her.

Hard. Deep. Relentless.

Each thrust punches a scream from her throat. The bed creaks violently. Wet, filthy slaps echo—skin on skin, cock plunging into soaked pussy. Brooke’s tits bounce under the babydoll, nipples scraping lace. Slick drips down her thighs, puddling on the floor.

Vaughn grips her hips, fingers bruising. “Tell him,” he snarls. “Tell your husband whose cock owns this cunt now.”

“Yours!” Brooke sobs. “Vaughn’s cock—huge—black—ruining me—stretching me—Connor could never—fuck—never fill me like this—”

Connor whimpers, hand moving faster inside his boxers. “God… yes… fuck her harder…”

Vaughn obliges. Pounds into her with punishing force. Every thrust bottoms out, balls smacking her clit, making her squirt in small gushes that soak the sheets. Brooke’s eyes roll back, mouth open in continuous moans.

“Look at her face,” Vaughn taunts Connor. “Look how fucked-out she is already. That’s what a real dick does to your wife. Makes her stupid for cock.”

He reaches around, pinches her clit hard. Brooke screams, pussy clamping down like a vise.

“Come on my cock,” Vaughn growls. “Come while your husband watches me breed his wife.”

She shatters—body convulsing, pussy spasming, gushing around his pistoning length. Vaughn doesn’t slow. Fucks her through it, drawing out every tremor until she’s babbling incoherently.

When her spasms slow, he pulls out—cock glistening, veins throbbing. Flips her onto her back, legs spread wide toward Connor.

“Watch this part close, cuck,” Vaughn says. “Watch me pump her full.”

He slams back in—deep, brutal. Brooke’s legs wrap around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper. He fucks her missionary now—slow, grinding rolls that let Connor see the way her pussy lips grip his thick shaft, the way her stomach bulges slightly every time he bottoms out.

“Gonna breed this married cunt,” Vaughn grunts. “Gonna flood her womb. Maybe give her the baby you never could.”

Connor’s hand is frantic now, stroking himself raw. “Please… fill her… breed her…”

Vaughn roars—thrusts once, twice, then buries himself to the hilt and comes. Hot, thick ropes blast deep inside Brooke, pulse after pulse, so much it leaks out around his cock even as he stays seated. Brooke sobs with pleasure, nails raking down his back, pussy milking every drop.

When the last spurt fades, Vaughn pulls out slowly. A thick river of cum pours from her gaping pussy—creamy white against flushed pink, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

He looks at Connor.

“Your turn, cuck. Clean your wife.”

Connor is already moving—dropping to his knees between Brooke’s spread thighs. He buries his face in her cunt without hesitation, tongue lapping greedily at the overflowing creampie. Slurping, swallowing, moaning into her folds as he scoops thick globs of Vaughn’s load.

Brooke threads her fingers through his hair, holding him there.

“That’s it, baby,” she whispers, voice wrecked. “Eat his cum out of me. Taste how deep he came. Taste how much better he breeds your wife.”

Connor’s tongue plunges inside her, fucking in and out, chasing every drop. His own cock leaks steadily, untouched now, twitching with denied need.

Vaughn watches, stroking his still-hard cock lazily.

“This is just the start,” he says softly. “Next weekend I’m staying the whole time. Every room. Every hole. And you—” he nods at Connor “—you’ll be right there, cleaning between every round.”

Brooke looks down at her husband’s cum-smeared face, then up at Vaughn.

She smiles—slow, satisfied, utterly owned.

“Yes, sir.”


Extended Possession



The long weekend begins the moment Vaughn steps through their front door on Friday evening, duffel bag slung over one massive shoulder like he’s moving in for good. Brooke greets him in nothing but a thin silk robe—untied, open down the front, her nipples already peaked and her pussy already glistening from the anticipation that’s been building since Connor sent the final text confirming the guest room was ready. Vaughn doesn’t speak. He simply drops the bag, fists the robe’s lapels, and yanks her against him so hard her breath punches out.

His mouth claims hers—brutal, devouring—while one hand dives between her thighs and finds her soaked. Three thick fingers plunge straight in without warning, stretching her open with a wet squelch that makes Connor, standing frozen in the hallway, groan low in his throat.

“Been thinking about this cunt all week,” Vaughn growls against her lips. “Gonna use every hole, every room, until you’re begging me to stop. And you won’t.”

Brooke’s knees buckle. “Please don’t stop.”

He carries her straight to the living room—first room, first claim. Drops her onto the leather sectional where they used to watch movies as a couple. Rips the robe off completely. Spreads her wide, knees hooked over the armrests, pussy on full display for both men.

Connor is already in position—kneeling on the rug, cock out, stroking slowly as instructed. No touching himself to completion until Vaughn says.

Vaughn strips efficiently—hoodie, jeans, boxers gone in seconds. His cock springs free, thick and heavy, veins pulsing, pre-cum beading at the slit. He kneels between Brooke’s thighs, slaps the fat head against her clit three times—sharp, wet smacks that make her jolt and whimper—then notches at her entrance.

“Look at your husband,” he orders. “Tell him how empty you’ve felt all week without this dick.”

Brooke locks eyes with Connor. “I’ve been aching, baby. My pussy’s been throbbing for Vaughn’s huge black cock. Nothing else fills me anymore. You know that.”

Connor nods, hand moving faster. “I know. Fuck her, sir. Please.”

Vaughn thrusts—slow, deliberate, letting every inch stretch her walls. Brooke’s back arches off the cushions, mouth falling open in a silent scream as he sinks deeper than any man should be able to go. The burn is exquisite—her pussy yielding, fluttering, gripping him like it never wants to let go.

When he’s fully seated—balls pressed tight to her ass, pubic bone grinding her clit—he holds still. Lets her feel the fullness, the way her stomach bulges slightly from the depth.

“Feel that?” he murmurs. “That’s your cervix kissing the head of my cock. That’s where I’m gonna unload every drop this weekend.”

Brooke sobs. “Yes—God, yes—fuck me, please—”

He starts moving—long, punishing strokes that drag every ridge along her sensitive walls. Each withdrawal leaves her gaping, each re-entry bottoms out with a wet slap that echoes through the room. The leather creaks beneath them. Her tits bounce wildly with every thrust. Slick coats his shaft, drips down his balls, soaks the couch.

Vaughn sets a brutal rhythm—deep, hard, relentless. He hooks her legs over his shoulders, folding her in half, driving even deeper. The angle lets him hammer her G-spot with every stroke. Brooke’s eyes roll back, mouth open in continuous moans.

“Tell him,” Vaughn snarls. “Tell your husband how many times you’ve come on this cock already this week in your head.”

“Every night,” Brooke gasps. “I fingered myself thinking about you—about how thick you are, how you stretch me—came so hard I squirted on the sheets while Connor slept next to me.”

Connor whimpers, stroking faster. “Fuck… that’s so hot…”

Vaughn laughs darkly. “Hear that, cuck? Your wife’s been creaming for me while you’re right there. Gonna make her squirt again—right now.”

He angles his hips, grinds his pubic bone against her clit on every downstroke. The pressure builds fast—too fast. Brooke’s thighs start to shake, pussy clamping down in rhythmic pulses.

“Come on my cock,” Vaughn commands. “Squirt for me. Show your husband what a real man does to this pussy.”

She breaks—screaming, body convulsing, hot gushes spraying against Vaughn’s abs, soaking his chest, dripping onto the leather. He fucks her through it—harder, faster—drawing out the orgasm until she’s babbling, tears streaming, pussy fluttering wildly around his pistoning length.

When the spasms finally slow, Vaughn pulls out. His cock glistens—coated in her cream, veins throbbing.

“Clean-up time, cuck.”

Connor scrambles forward on his knees. Buries his face between Brooke’s trembling thighs. Tongue plunges into her spasming cunt, lapping up the thick mix of her squirt and Vaughn’s pre-cum. He moans into her folds, swallowing greedily, nose pressed to her clit.

Brooke threads her fingers through his hair, holding him there. “That’s it, baby. Taste how wet he makes me. Taste how much I need him.”

Vaughn strokes himself lazily, watching. “Deeper, cuck. Get every drop. She’s gonna need to be clean for round two.”

Connor obeys—tongue fucking in and out, lips sucking her swollen clit, cheeks shiny with her juices. Brooke grinds against his face, chasing another peak while Vaughn circles behind her.

The weekend blurs into a relentless marathon.

Kitchen counter next—Brooke bent over, ass high, Vaughn pounding her from behind while she grips the edge. He spanks her cheeks red, each crack of palm on flesh punctuated by filthy praise.

“Ass up higher, slut. Show your husband how this pussy grips BBC.”

Living-room floor—her riding him reverse cowgirl, facing Connor so he can see every inch disappear into her stretched cunt, see the way her lips grip and pull on the upstroke. Vaughn’s hands on her hips, slamming her down until she screams.

Guest bedroom—on all fours, Vaughn behind, Connor in front feeding her his cock while Vaughn rails her. She gags on Connor’s smaller length, drool dripping, while Vaughn’s massive cock hammers her G-spot until she squirts again—spraying the sheets, soaking Connor’s thighs.

Master bathroom—shower sex, water cascading over them, Vaughn pinning her to the tile, legs wrapped around his waist, fucking her standing while Connor kneels on the shower floor, licking at the junction where they join, catching the mix of water, slick, and leaking pre-cum.

Every room. Every surface. Multiple rounds. Overstimulation sets in by Saturday night—Brooke’s clit so sensitive she whimpers at the lightest touch, pussy swollen and gaping, yet still clenching hungrily every time Vaughn slides back in.

He pushes her limits—fingers in her ass while he fucks her pussy, then two, then three, stretching her there too. Talks breeding constantly—how he’s going to knock her up, how Connor will raise the baby, how she’ll carry his seed while her husband cleans her every night.

Sunday morning finds them in the master bedroom again—final claiming on their marital bed. Brooke on her back, legs spread wide, Vaughn between them, slow-grinding thrusts that let Connor see everything: the way her pussy lips hug his thick shaft, the creamy ring of froth at the base, the bulge in her lower belly every time he bottoms out.

Connor kneels beside them, stroking himself, eyes glued to the sight.

Vaughn looks at him. “You ready to watch me breed your wife for real?”

Connor nods frantically. “Yes, sir. Fill her. Please.”

Vaughn picks up speed—deep, punishing strokes that make the headboard slam against the wall. Brooke’s nails rake down his back, legs locked around him.

“Come inside me,” she begs. “Breed me. Make me yours. Make me carry your baby while Connor cleans me every day.”

Vaughn roars—thrusts once, twice, then buries himself balls-deep and unloads. Hot, thick ropes blast against her cervix—pulse after pulse, flooding her until it leaks out around his shaft, creamy white against her flushed skin.

He stays seated inside her, grinding slowly, pushing every drop deeper.

When he finally pulls out, a thick river gushes from her gaping pussy—pooling on the sheets, dripping down her ass crack.

Connor moves immediately—face between her thighs, tongue scooping the massive load, swallowing greedily while Brooke strokes his hair and whispers filthy praise.

Vaughn watches, cock still semi-hard, glistening.

“This isn’t over,” he says quietly. “I’ll be back next weekend. And the one after. Until this pussy forgets any cock but mine.”

Brooke looks up at him—eyes glassy, body wrecked, pussy still fluttering with aftershocks.

She smiles—slow, sated, owned.

“I’m counting on it.”


Irreversible Shift



Three weeks after the long weekend, life looks almost normal on the surface.

Brooke drops the kids at school—wait, no kids yet, but the thought flickers through her mind more often now, unbidden and electric. She goes to Pilates, smiles at the instructor, chats with the other women about weekend plans. She cooks dinner for Connor, kisses him hello when he walks through the door smelling faintly of office coffee and printer ink. They watch a streaming show curled on the couch, her head on his shoulder, his arm around her waist.

But nothing is the same.

The marks Vaughn left are fading—faint fingerprints on her hips, a light bruise on the inside of her thigh that she has to angle away from the mirror when she dresses—but the deeper ones are permanent. Her pussy feels different: softer, looser, always faintly swollen, always ready. She catches herself clenching around nothing in the middle of the day, remembering the stretch, the burn, the way Vaughn’s cock bottomed out against her cervix and stayed there while he pumped her full. Her clit stays perpetually sensitive; even the seam of her yoga pants rubbing while she walks to the mailbox sends a low throb through her core.

Connor notices. Of course he does.

He’s gentler now—more attentive. He brings her coffee in bed on Saturday mornings, runs his thumb over the faint red line on her hip with a reverence that borders on worship. When they fuck—which is less often, and always slower—he slides into her with a quiet groan of recognition: “You’re still so wet… so open…” He doesn’t last long anymore. He never really did, but now it’s almost immediate—three, four thrusts and he’s spilling inside her, thin and warm, barely registering after the flood Vaughn leaves. Then he drops to his knees between her legs without being asked, tongue lapping at the mix of their cum, swallowing eagerly while she strokes his hair and whispers, “Good boy. Clean me up. Taste how much I still need him.”

He comes untouched sometimes, just from the act of cleaning her, from the humiliation and the love twisted together.

Vaughn texts every few days—never long messages, just enough to keep her on edge.

Tomorrow. 8pm. Wear the red thong. No bra.

She shows Connor the message. His cock twitches in his jeans.

“I’ll get the guest room ready,” he says, voice thick. “And… I’ll make sure there are fresh towels. For after.”

Brooke kisses him—slow, deep—then whispers against his lips, “You’re going to help me get ready for him. Shave me smooth. Pick out what I wear. Edge me until I’m dripping before he arrives.”

Connor nods, pupils blown. “Yes. Anything.”

That Friday night, the ritual begins.

Connor kneels in the bathroom while Brooke stands in the shower, legs spread. He lathers her pussy with gentle fingers, razor gliding over every fold until she’s baby-smooth, pink, and glistening. He doesn’t lick—not yet. That’s for Vaughn. But he presses a soft kiss to her clit when he’s done, making her shiver.

In the bedroom he helps her into the outfit: sheer red thong that disappears between her ass cheeks, a black lace garter belt, thigh-high stockings, nothing else. Her nipples are hard points, begging for attention. Connor’s hands shake as he clips the garters.

“You look… incredible,” he breathes. “He’s going to ruin you again.”

Brooke cups his face. “And you’re going to watch. Then clean. Then thank him for fucking your wife better than you ever could.”

Connor’s cock leaks steadily against his thigh. “I know. I want that.”

Vaughn arrives at 8:02.

He doesn’t knock—just walks in like he owns the place. Which, in a way, he does.

Connor is already in the corner chair, naked, cock hard and leaking, hands on his knees. Brooke waits in the hallway, heart pounding.

Vaughn’s eyes devour her the second he sees her. He crosses the distance in two strides, fists her hair, yanks her head back.

“Missed this body,” he growls. “Missed this tight little cunt that’s been molded to my cock.”

He kisses her—hard, possessive—then shoves her toward the bedroom.

“On the bed. Ass up. Show your husband how wet you are already.”

Brooke crawls onto the mattress, knees spread, back arched, pussy presented. The thong is soaked through, clinging to her folds. Vaughn rips it aside, slaps her clit once—sharp, stinging—then plunges two fingers deep.

“Fuck, still so greedy,” he mutters. “Even after all that stretching, you clamp down like you’re starving.”

He finger-fucks her roughly while Connor watches, stroking himself slowly. Brooke moans into the pillow, hips rocking back.

“Tell him,” Vaughn orders.

Brooke lifts her head, locks eyes with Connor. “I’m always ready for him now, baby. My pussy aches for his cock every day. When you fuck me, I’m thinking about how much bigger he is, how much deeper he goes, how much cum he pumps into me.”

Connor whimpers. “I know. I love it.”

Vaughn pulls his fingers free, feeds them to Brooke. She sucks them clean, moaning around the taste of herself.

Then he mounts her.

No warmup. No teasing. He slams in—balls-deep in one brutal thrust. Brooke screams, back bowing, pussy spasming around the sudden fullness. The stretch is familiar now, addictive, perfect.

He fucks her like he’s claiming territory—hard, deep, relentless. Every thrust bottoms out with a wet smack, his balls slapping her clit, her tits bouncing wildly. The headboard thuds rhythmically against the wall. Slick drips down her thighs, soaks the sheets.

“Look at your husband,” Vaughn snarls. “Look how hard he is watching me breed his wife.”

Brooke turns her head. Connor’s hand is a blur on his cock, eyes glassy, mouth open.

“You like this, cuck?” Vaughn taunts. “Like seeing your wife get fucked stupid on the cock that owns her now?”

“Yes—fuck—yes, sir—”

Vaughn pulls out suddenly, flips Brooke onto her back, legs over his shoulders. Re-enters in one smooth stroke. This angle lets him grind against her G-spot and clit with every roll of his hips. Brooke’s eyes roll back, mouth open in continuous moans.

“Come for me,” he growls. “Come while your husband watches me fill you again.”

She shatters—pussy clamping, gushing, squirting around his pistoning cock. Vaughn fucks her through it—harder, deeper—until he roars and unloads. Thick ropes blast deep, flooding her, leaking out around his shaft as he grinds through the last pulses.

When he pulls out, cum pours from her gaping pussy—creamy, thick, endless.

Connor is there instantly—face buried between her thighs, tongue scooping, swallowing, moaning into her folds. Brooke holds his head, rocking against his mouth.

“That’s it, baby. Clean your wife. Taste how deep he came. Taste your future.”

Vaughn watches, stroking his still-hard cock.

“Next month,” he says quietly. “I’m staying two weeks. And after that… we’ll see about making this permanent.”

Brooke looks up at him—body wrecked, pussy still fluttering, heart racing.

She smiles—slow, sated, utterly transformed.

“I can’t wait.”

Connor lifts his cum-smeared face, eyes shining with devotion.

“Neither can I.”

The future stretches ahead—open, filthy, inevitable.

And Brooke knows she’s never going back.
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If you loved this story, you'll want more. Here are the hottest collections from the Sable Kane catalog — explicit, interracial, and built for readers who like it exactly the way you do.
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Black Bred Wives: Volume 1

The collection that started it all. Five explicit stories of wives who crossed the line — and never looked back. Dominant bulls, willing wives, and husbands who have no idea.
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Black Bred Wives: Volume 2

More wives. More bulls. More of everything you came here for. Five more stories that go further and burn hotter than the first volume.
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Blacked College Students: Volume 1

Campus heat. Explicit encounters, forbidden firsts, and the kind of interracial chemistry that ruins you for anyone else.
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Sable Kane writes unapologetic, high-heat erotic fiction that dives headfirst into power exchange, size kink, breeding obsession, and the delicious wreckage of marital boundaries. A longtime observer of the darker corners of desire, she specializes in stories where surrender is total, dominance is absolute, and the line between shame and ecstasy vanishes completely.

Her Blacked College Students series follows good girls from freshman year through graduation — and the education that happens nowhere near a classroom. Black Bred Wives explores what happens when married women stop pretending they don't crave something their husbands can't give them. And her newest series, Blacked at Work, takes the obsession corporate — locked offices, after-hours meetings, and promotions that come with very personal terms.

When she's not crafting filthy happily-ever-afters (or ever-afters that feel like delicious damnation), she's probably deep in research — reading, watching, or simply letting her mind wander to places most people never admit they visit.

Sable lives in a quiet corner of the world with too many books, too much coffee, and zero regrets about the things she puts on the page. She believes every fantasy deserves to be explored without apology, and every reader who craves the raw, the forbidden, and the utterly consuming deserves a story that doesn't pull punches.
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