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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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