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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.


More from Sable Kane



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.

***

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.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

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.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

Blacked College Students: Volume 1

Campus heat. Explicit encounters, forbidden firsts, and the kind of interracial chemistry that ruins you for anyone else.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

See everything Sable Kane has published:

All books available on Amazon


About Sable Kane



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.

www.sablekane.com
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