

Blacked Lockdown

Black Bred Wife Series
Sable Kane


Forbidden Bloom Press



This book contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It is a work of fiction featuring graphic sexual situations, including consensual non-monogamy, cuckolding, interracial themes, power exchange, breeding/impregnation fantasy, humiliation, size difference, and other intense erotic elements.

All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are under 18 years of age, or if explicit depictions of adult sexuality, power dynamics, or taboo fantasies offend you, please do not read this book.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission from the author/publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

© 2026 by Sable Kane All rights reserved.

Published by Forbidden Bloom Press

www.forbiddenbloompress.com


Contents



1. The Building Shutdown
2. Hallway Sparks
3. Balcony Tease
4. First Forbidden Visit
5. Elevator Risk
6. Utility Room Lock-In
7. Rooftop Exposure
8. Home Discovery and Cleanup
9. Chastity Introduction and Takeover
10. Ongoing Addiction Tease
More from Sable Kane
About Sable Kane



The Building Shutdown



Sienna adjusted the strap of her tank top and stared out the floor-to-ceiling window of their twenty-third-floor apartment, the city below a hazy grid of muted lights under the endless gray sky. Another lockdown. The third one this year, or was it the fourth? She had lost count. The world outside had shrunk to the size of their sleek, modern unit—white walls, minimalist furniture, and the constant low hum of Lucas’s keyboard from the spare bedroom he used as an office. At thirty-two, she still looked good—5’5” of toned muscle, perky C-cup breasts that filled out her tops nicely, and a firm, round ass that turned heads at the grocery store before everything shut down again. But lately, those looks felt wasted.

She ran a hand through her straight platinum hair and sighed. Photography gigs had dried up months ago. No more wandering the city for street shots, no more flirty client meetings that used to spark something electric in her neglected body. Lucas was sweet, reliable, and utterly devoted. He made decent money as an accountant, kept himself fit enough at 5’10”, but their sex life had become… predictable. Quick, polite, over in ten minutes. His five and a half-inch cock felt nice, but it never quite reached the places she craved, never left her trembling and soaked the way she remembered from her wilder twenties.

A sharp knock at the door jolted her from her thoughts.

“Maintenance,” a deep, resonant voice called from the hallway. “Superintendent. Got a report of flickering outlets in 2304.”

Sienna’s pulse jumped. She smoothed her yoga pants and opened the door.

The man filling the frame was massive. Easily 6’3”, with rich dark skin stretched over a ripped construction-foreman physique—broad shoulders, thick arms straining the sleeves of his dark work shirt, and a commanding swagger that made the narrow hallway feel even smaller. Andre, according to the name tag. His presence hit her like a wave of heat. She caught the faint scent of clean sweat and something woodsy, masculine.

“Hi,” she managed, stepping aside. “It’s the one by the kitchen island.”

Andre’s dark eyes flicked over her—slow, appreciative—before he nodded and walked in. The way his heavy work boots thudded on the hardwood sent an unexpected flutter low in her belly. She followed him, hyper-aware of how his tight jeans hugged powerful thighs and the thick outline of what looked like an absurdly large bulge at his crotch. Stop it, Sienna, she scolded herself. But her nipples tightened against her thin tank top, anyway.

Lucas poked his head out of the office. “Everything okay, babe?”

“Just the super,” Sienna called back, her voice a touch breathier than she intended. Lucas gave a polite wave and disappeared again, already absorbed in spreadsheets.

Andre crouched by the outlet, tools clinking. The movement pulled his shirt tight across his back, muscles shifting. “Been a lot of these calls lately,” he rumbled, voice like velvet over gravel. “Lockdown’s got everybody cooped up. Wiring gets testy.” He glanced up at her, a slow smile curving his full lips. “You handling it alright, Mrs…?”

“Sienna,” she blurted. “And it’s fine. Mostly.” Her blue eyes lingered on the thick veins running down his forearms as he worked. God, he was huge everywhere. The contrast with Lucas’s softer build was immediate and startling.

He chuckled low. “Sienna. Pretty name for a pretty lady stuck inside all day.” The compliment landed heavy, casual but loaded. His gaze dropped to her ass when she turned to grab a water bottle, and she felt it like a physical touch—hot, possessive. Heat pooled between her thighs. She pressed them together, mortified and thrilled at the same time.

A few minutes later the outlet sparked once under his tester, then steadied. Andre stood, towering over her again. “Fixed. But call me direct if anything else acts up.” He handed her a plain white card with his number scrawled on the back in bold handwriting. Their fingers brushed. His were rough, warm, enormous compared to hers. Electricity shot straight to her core.

“Thanks,” she whispered. Her panties were already damp. She could feel the slickness with every shift of her weight.

Andre paused at the door, looking back. “Lockdown’s tough on a woman like you. All that energy with nowhere to go.” His eyes locked on hers, dark and knowing. “I’m around. Day or night.”

Then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind his broad frame.

Sienna leaned against the counter, heart hammering. She slipped a hand down the front of her yoga pants, fingers finding her swollen clit already slick and aching. One slow circle and she bit her lip to stay quiet. Images flashed—those huge hands on her hips, that massive bulge pressing against her, stretching her open in ways Lucas never could. She came hard and fast, knees buckling, a tiny squirt soaking into the fabric.

In the other room, Lucas kept typing, oblivious.

Sienna stared at the card in her trembling fingers, Andre’s number burning into her mind. For the first time in months, the endless lockdown didn’t feel quite so suffocating.


Hallway Sparks



Sienna wiped her hands on a dish towel and glanced at the clock: 11:47 p.m. The apartment was quiet except for the faint clack of Lucas’s keyboard still going in the office. Another late night for him, buried in quarterly reports. She looked down at the overflowing trash bag in her hand and sighed. The building’s chute was just down the hall, but the thought of stepping outside—even for thirty seconds—felt like a small rebellion against the lockdown walls closing in.

She slipped on flip-flops, tied the bag, and eased the door open as quietly as she could. The hallway was dimly lit, the fluorescent strips buzzing softly overhead. Cool air brushed her bare legs; she had changed into a loose sleep cami and tiny cotton shorts that barely covered the curve of her ass. Her hair was slightly tousled, and she hadn’t bothered with a bra. No one would see her at this hour, anyway.

Or so she thought.

The heavy service door at the end of the corridor swung open just as she reached the trash chute. Andre stepped through, still in his work shirt but with the sleeves rolled up, exposing those thick, veined forearms. A light sheen of sweat glistened on his rich, dark skin under the lights. He carried a toolbox in one massive hand, and the sight of him made her stomach tighten instantly.

“Evening, Sienna,” he rumbled, that deep voice sliding over her like warm oil. His dark eyes dropped slowly down her body, taking in the way her breasts pressed against the thin cami, the smooth expanse of toned thigh visible beneath the shorts. A lazy, confident smile spread across his face. “Late-night trash duty?”

She felt heat rush to her cheeks—and lower. “Yeah. Couldn’t sleep.” Her voice came out softer than she had meant. She shoved the bag into the chute, the metal clang echoing. When she turned back, Andre had closed the distance. He stood barely two feet away, towering over her 5’5” frame, his broad chest and powerful shoulders filling her vision.

“Building’s quiet tonight,” he said, leaning one thick arm against the wall beside her. The scent of him—clean sweat, faint cologne, raw masculinity—wrapped around her. “Most folks locked down tight. You and your man doing alright up here?”

Sienna swallowed. Up close, the size contrast was even more dizzying. His hand near her head looked big enough to wrap around her entire thigh. She thought of Lucas’s softer, smaller build just a few doors away and felt a shameful throb between her legs. “We’re… managing. He’s working late again.”

Andre’s smile deepened, knowing. “Shame. Woman like you shouldn’t be wandering these halls alone looking like that.” His gaze lingered openly on her nipples, now visibly stiff against the cami fabric. “All that pent-up energy. Bet you’re the type who needs a real outlet.”

Her breath caught. The words were casual, but the hunger behind them wasn’t. She should have stepped back. Instead, she stayed rooted, pulse hammering in her throat. “What kind of outlet did you have in mind?” The question slipped out before she could stop it, flirty and breathless.

He chuckled low, the sound vibrating through her. One massive hand reached out and brushed a stray strand of platinum hair behind her ear, his rough fingertips grazing her cheek. The touch sent sparks straight down her spine. “The kind that stretches you right. Makes you forget all about these four walls and that little routine you got going.” His eyes locked on hers, dark and commanding. “I see the way you looked at me yesterday, Sienna. Like you were wondering exactly how much I could handle.”

Her pussy clenched hard. She could feel herself getting wet, the thin cotton of her shorts growing damp. Memories of touching herself after he left flooded back—the fantasy of that enormous bulge splitting her open. Now he was right here, close enough that she could see the heavy outline in his jeans, thick and long even while soft. It dwarfed anything Lucas had ever offered.

“I—I shouldn’t,” she whispered, but her body leaned in fractionally, drawn like a magnet.

Andre’s hand slid down to rest lightly on her hip, thumb stroking the bare skin just above her shorts. “Nobody’s watching. Just you and me in this empty hallway.” His voice dropped even lower. “Tell me you haven’t been thinking about it. About how a real man would feel between those pretty thighs.”

Sienna’s thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to ease the aching throb. A tiny whimper escaped her lips. She pictured it—his huge dark cock stretching her tight pussy, those heavy balls slapping against her, breeding her deep while Lucas typed away unaware. The filthy image made her clit pulse.

Andre leaned in closer, lips brushing her ear. “Good girl. I can smell how turned on you are. Bet that little white pussy is dripping right now.” His fingers tightened possessively on her hip for one electric second, then released. He stepped back with that same swagger, eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “You know where to find me when you’re ready to stop pretending.”

He turned and walked away, giving her a full view of his powerful back and tight ass. Sienna stood frozen, heart racing, soaked and trembling. She hurried back to her door on shaky legs, slipping inside just as Lucas called out sleepily from the office.

“Everything okay, babe?”

“Fine,” she answered, voice hoarse. She locked the bathroom door, yanked her shorts down, and fingered herself furiously over the sink—two fingers pumping while she replayed every word, every touch. She came hard, biting her lip to stay quiet, a small gush of wetness coating her hand as she imagined Andre’s thick BBC flooding her instead.

When she finally crawled into bed beside her sleeping husband, Sienna clutched her phone under the covers and stared at the white card she had saved Andre’s number on. Her thumb hovered over the message icon.

The lockdown suddenly felt a lot more dangerous… and a lot more exciting.


Balcony Tease



Sienna stood on the shared rooftop balcony, the cool night air raising goosebumps along her arms. A building-wide power flicker had plunged the high-rise into darkness twenty minutes earlier, sending residents spilling out of stuffy apartments in search of fresh air. Lucas had suggested they come up here to escape the sudden silence. He now sat on a bench a few yards away, scrolling on his phone under the faint emergency lighting, completely absorbed as usual.

She leaned against the railing, her thin sundress fluttering around her toned thighs. The fabric clung to her chest, her nipples already stiff from the breeze and the nervous energy humming through her body. Ever since the hallway encounter with Andre two nights ago, she had barely slept. Her mind kept replaying his deep voice, his rough fingers on her hip, and the massive outline in his jeans. She felt guilty every time she looked at Lucas, yet her pussy throbbed at the memory.

Heavy footsteps approached from the stairwell door. Sienna turned, and her breath caught.

Andre stepped onto the balcony, his massive 6'3" frame silhouetted against the distant city glow. His dark skin gleamed under the low lights, the tight work shirt stretched across his ripped chest and shoulders. He carried a flashlight in one large hand and a small toolkit in the other, clearly on duty even at this hour.

"Power should be back soon," he announced to the handful of residents scattered around. His eyes found Sienna immediately and lingered. A slow, confident smile spread across his face as he walked straight toward her.

Lucas glanced up briefly. "Hey, man. Thanks for checking on things."

"No problem," Andre replied, his deep voice rolling out like thunder. He stopped right beside Sienna at the railing, close enough that the heat from his body warmed her side. "You two enjoying the blackout?"

Lucas mumbled something about it being a nice change, then returned to his phone. Sienna's heart hammered. Andre's broad arm brushed hers as he set the toolkit down, the contact sending a jolt straight to her core.

"Looking good tonight, Sienna," he murmured, low enough that only she could hear. His dark eyes traced the curve of her ass in the sundress. "That dress does not hide much. Bet those pretty little nipples are hard as diamonds right now."

She flushed hot, pressing her thighs together. "You should not say things like that," she whispered back, but her voice lacked conviction. Her blue eyes flicked to Lucas, who remained oblivious on the bench.

Andre chuckled softly. "Why not? I see how you look at me. How wet you got in that hallway." He shifted closer, his thick thigh pressing lightly against hers. The size contrast made her dizzy. His massive, muscular body dwarfed her toned 5'5" frame. She could smell his masculine scent again, stronger now, mixed with the night air.

A sudden breeze lifted the hem of her dress. Andre's large hand moved casually to steady it, but his fingers lingered on her bare thigh, sliding just under the fabric for a brief, electric second. "Easy there. Would not want anyone seeing what belongs to me."

Her pussy clenched hard at his words. She was soaked already, her panties clinging to her swollen lips. "Andre," she breathed, a mix of warning and desperate need.

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. "I bet that tight white pussy is dripping down your legs right now. Thinking about how my thick black cock would stretch you open. How much deeper I would go than your husband ever could." His voice was a low rumble, filthy and commanding. "I would breed you right here if I could. Fill you until it runs down these pretty thighs."

Sienna gripped the railing, knees weak. The vivid image flooded her mind: Andre bending her over right there, his massive BBC slamming into her while Lucas sat nearby. She felt a fresh gush of wetness. Her clit ached, begging for touch.

Andre's hand brushed her ass as he pretended to adjust something on the railing. The firm squeeze made her bite her lip to hold back a moan. "Good girl. Keep that fire for me. I know you need it. Need a real man to ruin that married pussy and make you squirt all over my balls."

Lucas called out from the bench. "Power flickering again?"

"Should be stable soon," Andre answered smoothly, stepping back just enough. But his eyes stayed locked on Sienna, dark with promise. "Call me if you need anything, Mrs. Sienna. Anything at all."

He walked away to check another panel, but the heat of his body and his filthy whispers lingered. Sienna stayed at the railing, thighs slick, heart racing, and guilt twisting with overwhelming arousal. When the lights finally hummed back on across the building, she felt changed. The lockdown no longer felt like a cage. It felt like the perfect cover for something far more dangerous.

She glanced at Lucas, who smiled at her innocently. Her mind raced with thoughts of Andre's massive cock, his breeding talk, and how badly she wanted to surrender.


First Forbidden Visit



Sienna stood in the hallway outside Andre's door, her heart pounding so hard she felt it in her throat. It had been two days since the balcony encounter, and the memory of his filthy whispers had consumed her every waking moment. Lucas was deep in another video call in the home office, his voice droning on about spreadsheets. She had told him she was stepping out to check the mail. Instead, her feet carried her one apartment over.

She wore a simple tank top and a short skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. No bra. No panties. The decision had felt reckless when she dressed, but now it made her pussy throb with anticipation. Her platinum hair was neat; her eyes bright with nervous excitement. She raised her hand and knocked softly.

The door opened almost immediately. Andre filled the frame, towering over her in a tight black tank top that hugged his ripped chest and a pair of gray sweatpants that did nothing to hide the heavy bulge swinging between his thick thighs. His rich, dark skin glowed under the apartment lights, and his commanding smile sent a fresh rush of heat through her body.

"Sienna," he rumbled, stepping aside to let her in. "Come to thank me properly?"

She slipped inside, the door clicking shut behind her like a seal on her fate. "I just... wanted to say thanks for the help the other night." Her voice came out breathy. The apartment smelled like him, masculine and strong. Her eyes darted around the sparse, clean space before landing back on his massive frame.

Andre did not waste time. He closed the distance in one stride, his large hands gripping her waist and pulling her against him. "We both know why you are really here." His deep voice vibrated through her. One hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing possessively. "That married white pussy has been aching for black cock ever since you saw me."

Sienna moaned softly as he lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the large couch. He sat down and settled her, straddling his lap. The massive hardness of his cock pressed right against her bare pussy through his sweatpants. The size contrast shocked her. It felt thicker than Lucas's entire forearm.

"Oh God," she whispered, grinding instinctively against the huge ridge. "It is so big."

Andre chuckled, the sound low and satisfied. He peeled her tank top up and off, exposing her breasts. His rough hands cupped them, thumbs brushing her stiff nipples. "These pretty little tits are going to bounce so nice when I stretch you open." He leaned in and sucked one nipple into his hot mouth, tongue swirling.

Sienna arched her back, fingers threading through his short hair. Wetness coated her inner thighs already. She reached down between them and tugged at his waistband. Andre lifted his hips, letting her free his cock. It sprang out, heavy and thick, eleven inches of veiny dark meat with a broad, plum-shaped head already leaking pre-cum. His heavy balls hung low and full beneath it.

Her blue eyes widened. "It is huge. I do not know if it will fit."

"It will fit," he growled, guiding her small hand around the thick shaft. Her fingers could not close all the way. "This tight little pussy was made for BBC. Spread those legs wider, baby."

She obeyed, rising up on her knees. Andre gripped her hips and rubbed the fat head up and down her soaked slit, coating himself in her juices. Then he pushed inside.

Sienna gasped sharply as the wide head stretched her entrance. Inch after thick inch sank into her, forcing her walls open wider than they had ever been. The burn was intense, but the pleasure was overwhelming. "Fuck. "It's splitting me open," she panted, eyes rolling back.

Andre groaned in pleasure. "So goddamn tight. Look at that white pussy swallowing black cock." He kept pushing until more than half his length was buried. Then he thrust up hard, burying the rest.

Sienna cried out, her body shuddering. She had never felt so full. Every ridge and vein dragged along her sensitive walls. She could feel him pressing against her cervix, deeper than Lucas had ever reached. The size contrast made her dizzy with lust.

Andre started thrusting, strong and steady. His powerful hips drove his massive BBC into her again and again. The wet, obscene sounds of her pussy filled the room. "That is it. Take every inch, Sienna. Your husband could never fuck you like this."

She rode him harder, her firm ass bouncing on his thighs. Pleasure built fast and sharp. "Harder. Please. I need it."

He flipped her suddenly onto her back on the couch, spreading her legs wide. He drove back in, pounding deep. His heavy balls slapped against her ass with every thrust. "This pussy belongs to me now. I am going to breed it. Fill you with so much cum you will leak for days."

The dirty words pushed her over the edge. Sienna's body tensed, then exploded. She squirted hard around his cock, clear fluid spraying over his abs and the couch. Her walls clamped and fluttered wildly. "I am cumming! Oh fuck!"

Andre did not stop. He fucked her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was shaking. "Good girl. Squirt all over that big black dick." He kept slamming into her, chasing his own release. "Here it comes. Take my load deep."

With a deep groan he buried himself to the hilt and came. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted against her cervix, pulse after pulse flooding her womb. The sheer volume made her belly feel full. Another smaller orgasm rippled through her as she felt him breeding her.

They stayed locked together, panting. Andre finally pulled out slowly. A thick river of his white cum poured from her stretched pussy, dripping down over her ass. He scooped some up with two fingers and brought them to her lips.

"Taste what a real man leaves inside you."

Sienna sucked his fingers clean, the salty-bitter flavor making her clit throb again. She lay there glowing, body trembling, completely changed. The guilt was there, but it was drowned out by raw satisfaction. Lucas had never made her feel anything close to this.

Andre smiled down at her, stroking his still-hard cock. "This is just the beginning, baby. You are going to come back for more. And next time, we will make sure that little husband of yours hears exactly how loud you scream for me."

Sienna nodded weakly, already knowing she would. The lockdown had just become her favorite time of all.


Elevator Risk



Sienna stepped into the elevator with Lucas, her heart already racing. It was nearly midnight, and they had run out of milk for his late-night coffee. The building was quiet under lockdown, but she knew Andre was on call tonight. She had texted him earlier with a simple excuse about a leaky faucet. Now her short sundress clung to her toned body, no panties underneath, and a fresh ache throbbed between her legs from the memory of his thick cum still leaking from her earlier that afternoon.

Lucas pressed the button for the lobby. "This should only take a minute, babe," he said, smiling at her innocently.

The doors had just begun to close when a large hand stopped them. Andre stepped inside, towering in his work uniform, his ripped physique filling the small space. His dark eyes locked on Sienna immediately, a predatory smile curving his lips. "Evening. Heading down?"

Lucas nodded politely. "Quick store run. Power still stable?"

"Mostly," Andre replied, his deep voice filling the elevator. He positioned himself right behind Sienna, close enough that she felt the heat radiating from his massive frame. The car started its descent, and his hand brushed the back of her thigh.

Sienna bit her lip. The danger made her pussy clench. Lucas stood in front, facing the doors, completely unaware. Andre's fingers slid higher under her dress, finding her bare, soaked slit. He rubbed her swollen clit in slow circles. She had to lock her knees to stay upright.

"Feels like someone is already wet for me," Andre whispered right against her ear, so low only she could hear. His thick finger pushed inside her, curling against that sensitive spot. "This married pussy still full of my last load?"

She nodded slightly, breath shallow. Pleasure sparked through her body. The elevator hummed downward, floors ticking by. Andre added a second finger, stretching her while his thumb worked her clit. Juices coated his hand. She fought back a moan, gripping the handrail.

Lucas checked his phone. "Should be open twenty-four hours."

"Good," Andre said casually. Then, loud enough for Lucas to hear but still sounding professional, "I will check that faucet for you after this run, Mrs. Sienna. No charge."

His fingers pumped faster. Sienna's thighs trembled. She was going to cum right here with her husband inches away. Andre sensed it and pressed harder, his massive bulge grinding against her ass through his pants.

The elevator stopped on the tenth floor. No one got on. As soon as the doors closed again, Andre moved with shocking speed. He hit the emergency stop button. The car jerked to a halt between floors.

"What the hell?" Lucas turned, startled.

"Minor glitch," Andre said smoothly. "Happens sometimes. I will have it moving in a second. Stay right there."

Before Lucas could respond, Andre spun Sienna around, hiked her dress up, and freed his massive cock. The thick, veiny shaft slapped against her stomach. He lifted one of her legs, hooked it over his powerful arm, and thrust upward.

Sienna gasped as he speared into her in one long stroke. The size contrast was brutal. His huge black cock stretched her tight pussy wide open, bottoming out against her cervix. "Fuck," she whimpered under her breath.

Andre clamped a hand over her mouth. "Quiet, slut. Your husband is right there." He started fucking her with short, powerful strokes, his heavy balls slapping her ass. The wet sounds were obscene in the small space. "This pussy belongs to me now. Say it."

She nodded frantically against his palm, eyes rolling back. Pleasure slammed through her with every thrust. His thick cock dragged along every sensitive nerve, far deeper than Lucas ever reached. The risk of discovery made everything sharper.

Lucas faced the doors, fidgeting. "Is it fixed yet?"

"Almost," Andre grunted, slamming into Sienna harder. He spoke over her shoulder. "Just working out a tight spot." His free hand reached around and rubbed her clit furiously. "Cum on this BBC while your man waits. Show me who owns this married hole."

Sienna shattered. Her body convulsed, pussy squirting around his pistoning cock. Clear fluid sprayed down her thighs and onto the elevator floor. She screamed into his hand, the sound muffled. Waves of overstimulation crashed through her as he kept fucking her through the orgasm.

Andre growled low. "Good breeding slut." He buried himself deep and unloaded. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded her womb, pulse after pulse, adding to what was already inside her. The sheer volume made her lower belly swell slightly. He held her there, impaled, letting her milk every drop.

After a long moment, he pulled out. Cum poured from her stretched pussy, dripping heavily onto the floor. Andre tucked his still-hard cock away, hit the button, and the elevator resumed its descent.

Lucas turned around just as the doors opened to the lobby. "Finally. Everything okay?"

"All good," Andre said with a calm smile. "I will follow you two up in a minute to fix that faucet."

Sienna could barely walk. Her legs shook, and thick cum ran down her inner thighs with every step. She kept her thighs pressed tight together as they crossed the lobby, the risk and filth of what had just happened pushing her deeper into addiction. Lucas remained completely clueless, chatting about the milk selection.

Back in the elevator on the way up, Andre joined them again. This time he stood beside her, one hand casually resting on her ass, fingers teasing her cum-filled pussy while Lucas looked at his phone.

"Such a good little wife," Andre whispered. "Next time I am going to make you scream my name loud enough for him to hear."

Sienna shivered with shameful excitement. The lockdown no longer felt safe. It felt like the perfect place to lose herself completely to this dominant black bull.


Utility Room Lock-In



Sienna's phone buzzed on the kitchen counter while she rinsed dishes. Lucas was in the office on another endless call. She dried her hands and checked the screen. A message from Andre: Utility room. Basement. Now. Door will be open. Come alone.

Her pulse spiked. She had been leaking his cum all morning from the elevator encounter, her pussy still tender and slick. She slipped on a loose tank top and yoga shorts with nothing underneath, told Lucas she was going for a quick walk around the building for fresh air, and headed downstairs.

The basement utility room door stood slightly ajar. She pushed it open and stepped inside. The space was dimly lit by a single overhead bulb, filled with humming electrical panels, pipes, and shelves of supplies. Andre waited in the center, his massive 6 foot 3 frame dominating the cramped area. He wore his work pants low on his hips and a tight tank top that stretched across his ripped, dark chest.

"Lock the door behind you," he ordered, voice deep and commanding.

Sienna obeyed, the click echoing. Before she could speak, Andre crossed the distance in two strides. He grabbed her by the waist and lifted her onto a wide metal workbench, shoving tools aside with one arm. "Good girl. Been thinking about this tight white pussy all day."

He yanked her shorts down and off in one motion, spreading her toned legs wide. His thick fingers immediately plunged into her soaked folds. "Still full of my cum from the elevator. Such a sloppy little married slut."

Sienna moaned, head falling back. His rough fingers stretched her, curling against her g-spot with practiced precision. He added a third finger, pumping hard and fast. Wet, squelching sounds filled the room. Within minutes her body tensed and she squirted hard around his hand, clear fluid spraying across the workbench.

Andre did not stop. He kept fingering her through the orgasm, drawing it out until her thighs shook uncontrollably. "That is one. We are not leaving until this pussy is wrecked and overflowing."

He freed his massive BBC, the veiny shaft already rock hard and throbbing. Without warning, he slammed into her in one brutal thrust. Sienna cried out as the huge cock stretched her wide open. The size contrast made her feel tiny and helpless beneath his powerful body.

"Fuck. So big," she gasped.

"This married hole belongs to me now," Andre growled, pounding into her with deep, relentless strokes. His heavy balls slapped against her ass. "Your little husband could never reach this deep. Never make you squirt like a whore."

He fucked her harder, one hand pinning her hip while the other rubbed her clit. Sienna came again, her walls clamping around his thick shaft as she squirted a second time. Andre groaned in pleasure but kept thrusting through it, chasing his own release. With a deep grunt, he buried himself to the hilt and unloaded. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted against her cervix, flooding her womb.

He stayed inside her, grinding slowly. "Feel that? Breeding you like the slut you are. Going to fill you until it takes."

Before she could catch her breath, he pulled out, flipped her over onto her stomach, and drove back in from behind. The new angle hit even deeper. He gripped her hips and slammed into her repeatedly. "Tell me who owns this pussy."

"You do," Sienna moaned, voice breaking. "Andre owns it."

Over the next two hours he took her in every position the small room allowed. He made her ride him on an old chair, bouncing on his enormous cock until she squirted down his abs. He bent her over a pipe and fucked her standing, one hand around her throat in light control while he filled her with a second massive load. Then he laid her on the floor on her back, legs pushed to her shoulders, and pounded her mercilessly through two more shattering orgasms.

Each time he came he pushed his cum deeper with his fingers, talking filth the entire time. "Look at this stretched-out pussy. Ruined for your husband forever. Going to keep breeding you until your belly swells with my black baby."

Sienna lost count of her orgasms. Her body was a trembling, oversensitive mess, covered in sweat and cum. Thick white seed leaked steadily from her gaping hole, pooling beneath her. The risk of someone needing access to the utility room only heightened everything.

Finally Andre pulled her up, his cock still hard. He pushed her to her knees. "Clean me."

She sucked him eagerly, tasting their mixed juices. He face-fucked her gently until he fed her one last smaller load down her throat.

"Get dressed," he said at last, checking his watch. "Your man will wonder where you are. But remember, this pussy stays ready for me anytime I text."

Sienna stood on shaky legs, cum running down her thighs as she pulled her shorts back on. She felt completely owned, addicted beyond return. The walk back upstairs was slow and careful, every step reminding her of the multiple creampies sloshing inside her.

Lucas was still on his call when she returned. She slipped into the bathroom, heart racing with dark excitement. The lockdown had turned their building into Andre's personal playground, and she was his willing breeding toy.


Rooftop Exposure



Sienna slipped out of bed around two in the morning, careful not to wake Lucas. He slept soundly after another long day at his desk, his soft breathing steady in the dark bedroom. Her body still hummed from the hours Andre had spent wrecking her in the utility room earlier that day. Thick traces of his cum still leaked from her well-used pussy as she pulled on a short silk robe with nothing underneath. Her phone had buzzed with a simple message from Andre twenty minutes ago: Rooftop. Now.

The elevator ride up felt endless. When she stepped onto the empty rooftop, the cool night air kissed her skin and made her nipples harden instantly. City lights sparkled far below like scattered diamonds. Andre waited near the railing, his massive frame silhouetted against the sky. He wore only loose gym shorts, his rich, dark chest bare and rippling with muscle.

He turned as she approached, a hungry smile spreading across his face. "There is my breeding slut. Come here."

Sienna walked straight into his arms. He lifted her effortlessly and set her down facing the railing, bending her forward so her body pressed back against him. The silk robe fell open. Cool metal touched her stomach as she gripped the railing. Anyone looking up from a neighboring building might see her, but the risk only made her wetter.

Andre yanked his shorts down. His thick cock sprang free, already rock-hard and veiny. He rubbed the fat head up and down her soaked slit, teasing her swollen lips. "Lucas sleeping like a good little cuck while I take what is mine."

"Please," Sienna whispered, pushing back against him. "I need it."

He thrust in hard, burying half his massive length in one stroke. She cried out into the night as her pussy stretched wide around him. The size contrast always shocked her; his thick black cock forcing her tight walls open in ways her husband never could. Andre gripped her hips and drove deeper until his heavy balls rested against her clit.

"Fuck, so deep," she moaned, voice carrying on the wind.

"Louder," he growled, starting to pound her with long, powerful strokes. "Let the whole city hear how much you love BBC." His hips slapped against her ass, the wet sounds loud in the open air. Each thrust slammed against her cervix, sending sparks of pleasure through her toned body.

Her breasts bounced freely under the open robe. She gripped the railing tighter as he fucked her harder, faster. "It feels so good. You are ruining me."

"That is right. This married white pussy belongs to me." Andre reached around and rubbed her clit with two thick fingers while he railed her. "Going to fill you again. Breed you right here where anyone could see."

Her moans grew louder, unrestrained. The danger of being heard or seen pushed her closer to the edge. Below them, their own apartment windows were dark. Lucas slept peacefully while his wife got stretched and claimed on the rooftop.

Andre slapped her firm ass, the sound cracking through the night. "Cum on this dick, slut. Squirt for your bull."

Sienna shattered. Her body convulsed, pussy clamping down hard around his pistoning cock. She squirted violently, clear fluid spraying down her thighs and over the rooftop floor. Her loud cries echoed across the open space. "I am cumming! Andre!"

He did not slow down. He fucked her straight through the orgasm, drawing it out until her legs shook. Then he pulled out, spun her around, and lifted her so her back pressed against the railing. He hooked her legs over his strong arms and slammed back inside her, facing her now. The new angle let him go even deeper.

"Look at me while I breed you," he ordered, pounding upward. His heavy balls slapped her ass with every thrust. "Tell me who owns this womb."

"You do," she gasped, blue eyes locked on his dark ones. "Andre owns my pussy. Owns my womb. Breed me."

His rhythm turned savage. Sweat glistened on his dark skin. With a deep groan he buried himself to the hilt and came hard. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted directly into her fertile depths, pulse after heavy pulse. The volume made her lower belly feel full and swollen. Another smaller orgasm rippled through Sienna as she felt him flooding her.

Andre kept her impaled on his cock for a long minute, grinding slowly, making sure every drop stayed deep. When he finally pulled out, a thick river of white cum poured from her gaping pussy and ran down her legs. He scooped some up with his fingers and pushed it back inside her.

"Keep that where it belongs," he said, voice low and satisfied. "Go back to your husband dripping with my load. Let it leak all over his sheets while he sleeps."

Sienna nodded weakly, legs trembling as she pulled her robe closed. She kissed him once, deep and hungry, then made her way back downstairs. Cum continued to drip down her inner thighs with every step. When she slipped back into bed beside Lucas, the warm wetness spread onto the sheets. Her heart raced with dark thrill. She was fully addicted now, and the rooftop exposure had only made her crave more.


Home Discovery and Cleanup



Sienna eased the bedroom door shut behind her and padded quietly toward the bed. The silk robe clung to her sweat-damp skin, and thick globs of Andre's cum continued to leak from her stretched pussy with every step. She had barely wiped herself after the rooftop fuck. Now, at nearly three in the morning, Lucas stirred under the covers as she approached.

"Babe?" he mumbled, voice thick with sleep. He rolled over and clicked on the bedside lamp. Soft light filled the room. His eyes widened when they landed on her. "What happened? You are all flushed and... is that...?"

Sienna froze. A fresh trickle of white cum ran down her inner thigh, glistening in the lamplight. There was no hiding it. Her toned legs were streaked with evidence. Her chest rose and fell rapidly under the open robe. Shame and raw arousal twisted together in her belly as she met her husband's shocked gaze.

Lucas sat up slowly, staring at the mess between her legs. Instead of anger, his face flushed deep red and his breathing quickened. "Sienna... that is not mine. Tell me what happened."

She climbed onto the bed on shaky legs, the robe falling open completely. More cum oozed from her gaping hole onto the sheets. "It is Andre's," she whispered, voice trembling but excited. "The building superintendent. He has been fucking me. Stretching me with his huge black cock."

Lucas's eyes stayed locked on her dripping pussy. His hand moved unconsciously to the front of his pajama pants, where a small tent had formed. "How long?" he asked, voice hoarse.

"Since the maintenance call. The balcony. The elevator. The utility room tonight. And just now... on the rooftop while you slept." She spread her thighs wider, showing him the full damage. Her pink folds remained swollen and open, white seed still pulsing out slowly. "He is so much bigger than you. Eleven inches. Thick. He reaches places you never could."

Lucas swallowed hard. Instead of pulling away, he crawled closer, eyes glazed with humiliated lust. "Show me. Please. I want to see."

Sienna leaned back against the pillows and parted her legs fully. "He fucked me so hard over the railing. Made me squirt while the city could have been watching. Then he pumped me full again. He keeps breeding me, Lucas. Says this pussy belongs to him now."

Her husband lowered his face between her thighs. His tongue flicked out tentatively at first, tasting the salty-bitter mix of Andre's thick load. Then he moaned and dove in, licking and sucking eagerly. He lapped up every drop that leaked from her well-fucked hole, his nose pressed against her clit. The wet, obscene sounds of his cleanup filled the room.

Sienna threaded her fingers through his hair, guiding him. "That is it. Clean your wife's creampie. Taste how a real man breeds me." She recounted every detail while he worked. "In the elevator he fucked me right next to you. On the rooftop he bent me over and slammed so deep. He calls me his breeding slut. Says he is going to put a black baby in me."

Lucas groaned loudly against her pussy. His small cock strained hard in his pants. He pushed his tongue deeper, scooping out more cum, swallowing it down with obvious hunger. The size contrast between Andre's massive BBC and Lucas's eager but inadequate mouth made her throb with fresh need.

"You like it, do not you?" she purred, hips rocking against his face. "You like knowing another man owns my pussy. That he stretches me open and fills me with load after load while you sit at your desk."

"Yes," Lucas gasped between long licks. "I love it. I am so hard right now." He pulled back briefly, strings of cum and saliva connecting his lips to her folds. His eyes were glassy with submissive arousal. "Keep telling me. I want to hear everything."

Sienna smiled, a rush of power and relief washing over her. She described the utility room lock-in, the multiple creampies, how Andre had made her squirt over and over. Lucas devoured it all, his tongue and lips working tirelessly until her pussy was clean and shining with his saliva. Only then did he sit back, face messy, breathing ragged.

He freed his small cock and stroked it frantically. "I cannot believe how hot this is. You look so used. So beautiful."

Sienna reached down and guided his head back between her legs. "Clean me again. Make sure you get every drop of his superior cum." While he obeyed, she felt another small orgasm build from the sheer filth of the moment. Lucas came hard in his own hand seconds later, spilling pathetically onto the sheets without even entering her.

Afterward they lay together, his head resting on her thigh. "I want to watch next time," he whispered. "I want to see him take you in our bed."

Sienna stroked his hair, heart pounding with dark excitement. "Good boy. Andre will love breaking you too." The discovery had unlocked something deep inside both of them. The lockdown no longer hid her secret. It had become the stage for their new, filthy dynamic.


Chastity Introduction and Takeover



Sienna's heart raced as she heard the knock on their apartment door that evening. Lucas sat on the couch pretending to watch television, but his nervous glances toward the hallway gave him away. She had told him Andre was coming over openly tonight. No more hiding. The discovery and cleanup the night before had changed everything. Lucas wanted to watch. He needed it.

She opened the door wearing only a sheer black babydoll that barely covered her. Andre stood there in a tight shirt and jeans, his massive 6 foot 3 frame filling the doorway. His dark eyes swept over her body with possessive hunger.

"About time," he rumbled, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. He pulled Sienna against him and kissed her deeply, his large hands squeezing her ass right there in front of Lucas. "Missed this tight white pussy all day."

Lucas shifted on the couch, his face flushed. His small bulge was already visible in his pants.

Andre broke the kiss and looked straight at him. "You going to sit there and watch like a good boy while I fuck your wife in your own bed?"

Lucas nodded quickly. "Yes. Please."

Sienna led them both to the bedroom, her body already aching with need. Andre stripped off his clothes, revealing his ripped physique and that thick, heavy cock swinging between his muscular thighs. The size contrast with Lucas, who remained fully dressed and smaller in every way, made Sienna's pussy throb visibly.

"On the bed, legs spread," Andre ordered her. She obeyed, lying back on their marital sheets and opening her toned thighs wide. Her eyes stayed on her husband as Andre climbed between her legs.

"Watch closely," Andre told Lucas, positioning the fat head of his cock at her entrance. "This is how a real man fucks your wife." He thrust forward, sinking half his massive length into her in one smooth stroke.

Sienna gasped loudly, back arching. "God, you are so big. It fills me completely."

Andre pushed deeper until his heavy balls rested against her ass. He started fucking her with long, powerful strokes, the wet slapping sounds echoing through the room. "Tell your husband how much better this feels."

"So much better," Sienna moaned, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. "His cock reaches so deep. Stretches me open. Lucas never made me feel like this."

Lucas sat in the chair beside the bed, eyes glued to the sight of Andre's thick black shaft disappearing into his wife's pussy again and again. He rubbed himself through his pants, breathing hard.

Andre grinned and picked up speed. "Look at that. Your wife is creaming all over my BBC. This married hole knows who it belongs to now." He grabbed Sienna's hips and pounded her harder, making the bed shake. "You hear that, cuck? Those are the sounds she never made for you."

Sienna came hard within minutes, her walls clamping around his thick cock as she squirted around him. Clear fluid soaked the sheets beneath her. "I am cumming on his cock! Fuck!"

Andre did not slow down . He kept railing her through the orgasm, then pulled out briefly and flipped her onto all fours facing Lucas. "Watch her face while I breed her."

He slammed back inside from behind, gripping her firm ass. His heavy balls slapped against her clit with every deep thrust. Sienna moaned loudly, staring straight at her husband. "He is going to cum inside me again. Fill me with his superior load."

Lucas whimpered, pulling his small cock out and stroking it frantically.

Andre reached under the bed where he had hidden a small box earlier. He tossed it to Lucas. "Open it, cuck. Put it on while you watch me own her."

Lucas opened the box and pulled out a small pink chastity cage. His hands shook as he locked the device around his erection, the click loud in the room. The cage was snug, trapping his cock in tight confinement.

"Good boy," Andre growled, slamming into Sienna even harder. "Now you stay locked until I decide you can cum. This is my pussy. My rules."

Sienna pushed back against him, lost in pleasure. "Yes. Lock him up. I only want your cock from now on."

Andre's rhythm turned savage. He reached around and rubbed her clit, forcing another squirting orgasm from her trembling body. Then he buried himself to the hilt and roared as he came. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted deep into her womb, pulse after heavy pulse. The volume made her belly feel full and swollen again.

He stayed inside her for a long moment, grinding, making sure every drop stayed deep. When he finally pulled out, a river of white cum poured from her stretched pussy onto the sheets.

"Clean her," Andre commanded Lucas.

Lucas crawled onto the bed immediately, face between his wife's thighs. He licked and sucked eagerly, swallowing Andre's thick load while his own caged cock strained uselessly. Sienna stroked his hair, moaning softly as his tongue soothed her sensitive folds.

"Look at you," she whispered. "Eating another man's cum from my pussy while you stay locked. This is what you wanted."

Andre watched with satisfaction, his cock still half-hard. "I will be staying over more often now. This bed belongs to me too. You sleep on the couch when I am here, cuck."

Lucas nodded against Sienna's pussy, still licking obediently. The chastity cage kept him denied and desperate, exactly as Andre wanted.

Sienna felt a deep wave of satisfaction wash over her. She was fully owned, and her husband had surrendered completely. The lockdown had transformed their marriage into something far more addictive and filthy than she had ever imagined.


Ongoing Addiction Tease



Weeks had passed since Andre first claimed Sienna in their marital bed, and the lockdown had become a constant haze of raw, filthy pleasure. Sienna moved through their apartment with a permanent glow, her body now marked by faint bruises on her hips and thighs from Andre's powerful grip. Her hair often hung messy from recent fucks, and her eyes carried a shameless hunger that Lucas had come to adore.

Andre visited almost daily now. Sometimes he texted her in the middle of Lucas's work calls, and she would slip away to the hallway or basement for a quick, risky pounding. Other times he came straight to their door, walked past Lucas without a word, and bent Sienna over the kitchen counter while her husband listened from the next room. The size contrast never stopped thrilling her. Andre's thick BBC stretched and ruined her in ways her husband's small caged cock never could.

One afternoon Sienna lay spread on their bed, legs wide and trembling. Andre had just finished a long, brutal session, pumping yet another massive load deep into her womb. Thick white cum oozed steadily from her swollen, gaping pussy onto the sheets. Lucas knelt eagerly between her thighs the moment Andre pulled out, his pink chastity cage straining as he licked and sucked every drop.

"Swallow it all, cuck," Sienna murmured, stroking his hair. "Taste how much better his cum is. He bred me again today. I can feel it right against my cervix."

Lucas moaned into her folds, tongue working deep to scoop out the salty load. His face glistened with mixed juices. "It tastes so good," he whispered between long licks. "I love cleaning his superior seed from your married pussy."

Andre stood beside the bed, still naked and half-hard, watching with satisfaction. "Good boy. Keep her ready for me. This womb is going to swell with my black baby soon."

Sienna shivered at the words, her hand drifting down to rub her lower belly. "I stopped taking the pill last week," she confessed, voice playful yet serious. "Every load you pump into me is a risk now. I want it. I want you to breed me while Lucas cleans up the mess every single day."

Andre grinned and stroked his heavy cock. "That is my good little breeding slut. Imagine your belly growing while your locked husband keeps licking my cum out of you."

The dirty talk sent fresh arousal through Sienna. She came again under Lucas's devoted tongue, a small squirt coating his face. He drank it down eagerly, locked in his role as eager cleanup cuck.

Evenings often followed the same addictive pattern. Andre would fuck her for hours in their bed while Lucas sat in the chair, caged and leaking into his cage. Sienna loved recounting every sensation. "He hits so deep, Lucas. I squirt every time now. Your little dick could never do this." Then Lucas would crawl in and clean her thoroughly, sometimes while Andre made her suck his cock back to hardness for another round.

One night after a particularly intense session that left Sienna squirting multiple times, they all lay together. Andre's cum leaked freely from her as Lucas performed his ritual cleanup.

"We should make it official," Sienna said, voice husky. "Invite you to stay the full weekend. No sneaking around. You sleep in our bed. Lucas can take the couch and clean me whenever you finish."

Andre laughed low and deep. "I like that plan. Three full days of breeding this pussy raw. I will fuck you in every room while your cuck husband watches and cleans. Maybe even take you out on the balcony again, riskier this time."

Lucas lifted his messy face from between her thighs. "Yes. Please. I want to see it all. I will stay locked the whole weekend."

Sienna smiled, pulling her husband up for a deep kiss so he could share the taste of Andre's cum. Her addiction had completely taken over. She craved the constant stretch, the overflowing creampies, the verbal ownership, and the humiliating thrill of her husband submitting beside her.

The lockdown that once felt suffocating now felt like the perfect, endless playground. Sienna knew there would be no going back. She was Andre's shameless BBC-addicted hotwife, and Lucas was their willing, locked cuck. As Andre's hand rested possessively on her cum-filled belly, they began planning the details of the upcoming weekend takeover. The future held even bolder risks, more public exposures, and the very real chance of her getting bred for good.

Sienna could not wait.
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