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Desk Neighbor



Sloane adjusted the strap of her laptop bag as she stepped off the elevator onto the tenth floor, the familiar hum of the open-office layout greeting her like an old, slightly irritating friend. It was her first day back after the company-wide reshuffle, and the new seating arrangement had everyone buzzing. She smoothed down her navy pencil skirt, which hugged her wide hips and thick thighs just a little too snugly for comfort in the air-conditioned chill, and made her way toward her assigned pod. At 5'5" with her soft, slightly chubby build, she had always carried her curves with quiet confidence in her business-casual attire, but today the heavy natural G-cup breasts that strained against her white blouse felt especially noticeable as she navigated the maze of low partitions.

Her hazel eyes scanned the desks until they landed on the one directly across from where her nameplate now sat. A tall, powerfully built Black man was already there, typing away with focused intensity. Kwame. The new team lead, whose reputation had preceded him—charismatic, sharp, and apparently very hands-on with his projects. He looked up as she approached, his deep brown eyes locking onto hers with an easy, knowing smile that sent an unexpected flutter through her stomach.

"Morning," he said, his voice a low, rumbling timbre that seemed to vibrate straight through her. "You must be Sloane. I'm Kwame. Looks like we're neighbors now."

She forced a polite smile, setting her bag down and powering on her monitor. "Hi, yes. Nice to meet you officially. I've heard good things about the new structure."

He leaned back in his chair, the fabric of his fitted dress shirt pulling taut across his ripped chest and shoulders. Even seated, there was something commanding about his compact, muscular frame—the kind honed from weekend gym sessions and pickup basketball, she guessed. His gaze lingered just a fraction too long on the way her blouse stretched across her chest before flicking back up to her face. "Structure's one thing. Having the right people across from you makes all the difference."

Sloane felt her cheeks warm. She busied herself unpacking her things, acutely aware of how close their desks were in the open layout. No more private cubicles; just low walls that offered the illusion of separation. She could smell his cologne—something woodsy and masculine—every time he shifted. Across the floor, she spotted Adam's usual spot empty; he was on a different level, buried in his own meetings as usual.

Her phone buzzed on the desk. A text from Adam: How's the new desk? Miss seeing your face across the way already.

She typed back quickly: It's... different. New team lead right across from me. Seems nice.

As the morning wore on, Sloane tried to focus on her project coordinator tasks—emails, timelines, coordinating with vendors—but her attention kept drifting. Kwame worked with quiet efficiency, his fingers flying over the keyboard, but every so often he'd glance up, catching her eye. Once, when she stood to grab a file from the shared cabinet between their desks, he rose too, reaching for something on the top shelf. His body brushed close—too close—and she felt the solid heat of him, the way his arm flexed under the sleeve. He was only 5'10", same as Adam, but where her husband had softened into an average dad-bod from too many desk lunches, Kwame was compact power, every movement radiating controlled strength.

"Need a hand?" he asked, his breath warm near her ear as he handed her the folder.

"No, I've got it," she murmured, but her voice came out breathier than intended. She sat back down, thighs pressing together under the desk, a faint dampness already forming between them that she tried to ignore. It had been months since she'd felt this kind of spark—routine nights with Adam were loving but predictable, his 5.7-inch cock familiar yet never quite reaching the deep, aching spots she craved anymore. She pushed the thought away, focusing instead on her screen.

By mid-morning, Kwame wheeled his chair a bit closer during a quick stand-up huddle with their small team. "Sloane, you're on point for the Q3 deliverables. Let's sync later if you need anything." His eyes dropped briefly to the swell of her breasts as she leaned forward to note something, and she swore she saw the corner of his mouth twitch.

The glances continued. Lingering. Appreciative. Each one made her pulse quicken, a quiet frustration stirring low in her belly—the kind she'd buried under deadlines and domestic routine. She was a loyal wife, dedicated to Adam, but sitting there across from Kwame felt like the first crack in a dam she'd never admitted was straining.

Lunch came and went. Adam texted again: Everything good up there?

Yeah, she replied, biting her lip as Kwame stood to take a call, his slacks doing nothing to hide the powerful lines of his thighs and the subtle, heavy bulge that shifted as he moved. Just getting used to the view.

She deleted that last part before sending, heart racing at her own boldness even in draft.

As the afternoon dragged, Sloane found herself hyper-aware of every sound from across the desk—the creak of his chair, the deep chuckle when he answered a colleague's question, the way he stretched his arms overhead, revealing a strip of smooth, dark skin above his belt. Her mind wandered unbidden to what that body might feel like pressed against hers, how those strong hands would grip her wide hips...

She crossed her legs tighter, forcing her focus back to her spreadsheet. This was ridiculous. She was married. Happy. Mostly.

But when Kwame caught her staring again and gave her that slow, confident smile, whispering across the narrow divide, "You look like you could use a break, neighbor," her breath hitched.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of stolen glances and innocent-seeming small talk that felt anything but. By the time she packed up to head home, Sloane's panties were uncomfortably damp, her nipples tight against her bra, and a single, forbidden thought looped in her mind: What if he wasn't just being friendly?

She rode the elevator down with a racing heart, already wondering what Adam would say when she recounted the day. Little did she know how that simple desk arrangement was about to unravel everything she thought she knew about her desires.


Coffee Break Flirt



The next morning, Sloane arrived at her desk a few minutes early, her hazel eyes flicking immediately across the narrow aisle to Kwame’s spot. He was already there, sleeves rolled up to reveal corded forearms, typing with that same focused intensity. Her stomach did a little flip as she remembered the way his gaze had lingered on her body yesterday. She smoothed her charcoal-gray skirt over her thick thighs and sat down, the soft chubby curve of her hips settling into the chair. Her heavy G-cup tits pressed against the buttons of her cream blouse, and she caught herself wondering if he’d notice again today.

By ten-thirty, the coffee craving hit hard. Sloane stood, grabbing her mug. “Heading to the break room. Want anything?”

Kwame looked up, his deep brown eyes traveling slowly over her figure before meeting her gaze. A slow smile curved his lips. “I’ll come with you. Could use a refill.”

They walked side by side down the carpeted corridor, the open-office chatter fading behind them. In the break room, only one other person was leaving as they entered. Kwame stepped close—closer than necessary—to the coffee machine, his broad shoulder brushing hers. The scent of his woodsy cologne wrapped around her again, richer in the confined space.

“After you,” he murmured, voice low and rumbling, the kind that seemed to vibrate straight between her legs.

Sloane reached for the pot, acutely aware of how her wide hips shifted as she leaned in. Her skirt rode up just slightly on her thick thighs. Kwame didn’t move back. Instead, he placed one hand on the counter beside her, caging her in without quite touching.

“You know,” he said casually, pouring his own cup after her, “that skirt looks dangerous on you. The way it hugs those hips… makes a man forget he’s at work.”

Heat flooded Sloane’s cheeks. She almost dropped her mug. No one at the office had ever spoken to her like that—certainly not with Adam’s mild, affectionate compliments. “I… thank you,” she managed, voice softer than she intended. Her nipples tightened against her bra, and she felt a fresh rush of wetness soak into her panties.

Kwame’s chuckle was deep, intimate. “Don’t thank me yet. I’m just getting started on the compliments. Those tits of yours straining that blouse every time you breathe? Fuck, Sloane. You’re walking around here like a goddamn temptation.”

She froze, mug halfway to her lips. The vulgarity should have shocked her. Instead, it sent a bolt of pure lust straight to her core. Her hazel eyes widened, meeting his confident stare. He didn’t look away. Didn’t apologize. Just sipped his coffee, watching her reaction with that charismatic, dominant glint.

“I’m married,” she whispered, the words sounding weak even to her own ears.

“I know,” he replied smoothly, stepping even closer so his chest nearly brushed the heavy swell of her breasts. “Doesn’t change the fact that your body was built to be appreciated. Built to take a real man.” His free hand hovered near her waist, not touching, but close enough that she could feel the heat. “Bet that husband of yours doesn’t tell you how perfect those thick thighs would look wrapped around his waist… or mine.”

Sloane’s breath hitched. She could picture it—Kwame’s compact, powerfully ripped frame pinning her down, that deep voice growling filthy things while he stretched her in ways Adam never could. Her pussy clenched involuntarily, a slick throb that made her shift her weight.

Before she could respond, the break room door opened. A couple of analysts walked in, laughing about last night’s game. Kwame eased back smoothly, flashing them a friendly nod, but his eyes stayed locked on Sloane, promising more.

She fled back to her desk on shaky legs, heart hammering. The rest of the morning passed in a haze. Every time Kwame glanced over, she felt it like a physical touch. Her mind replayed his words on a loop: those tits… those hips… built to take a real man.

That evening, Adam greeted her at the door of their suburban home with his usual warm smile. He was still in his button-down, dad-bod softening the fabric, 5'10" frame comfortable and familiar. “Hey, babe. How was day two in the new setup?”

Sloane hesitated, then told him—most of it, at least. They sat on the couch, her skirt riding up as she curled her legs under her. “It was… interesting. Kwame, the guy across from me, he’s very… direct.”

Adam raised an eyebrow, a spark of curiosity in his eyes. “Direct how?”

She bit her lip, cheeks flushing again. “In the break room, he said my skirt looked dangerous on my hips. And that my… my breasts look tempting in this blouse.” She left out the worst of the vulgarity, but the memory made her thighs press together.

Adam’s breath caught. He shifted closer, hand resting on her knee. “He said that? At work?”

“Yeah.” Sloane searched his face, expecting jealousy. Instead, she saw something hotter—arousal mixed with that eager, supportive glint he sometimes got when they watched spicy videos together. “It flustered me. A lot.”

Her husband’s hand slid higher up her thick thigh. “Tell me exactly what he said.”

She did, softening the edges but keeping the essence. When she mentioned Kwame calling her body a “temptation” and hinting at what a real man could do, Adam’s cock twitched visibly in his slacks. His 5.7-inch length was already half-hard.

“Fuck, Sloane… that’s hot,” he admitted, voice husky. “The thought of him looking at you like that… complimenting your curves right there in the office.” He leaned in, kissing her neck. “Did it turn you on?”

She nodded, embarrassed and excited at once. “Yes. More than it should have.”

Adam groaned softly, guiding her hand to the modest bulge in his pants. “Feel how hard I am just hearing about it. My wife getting flirted with by the new alpha across the desk…” He paused, eyes dark with budding hunger. “If he keeps it up, would you… want more?”

Sloane’s hazel eyes widened, but the damp heat between her legs answered before her mouth did. “I don’t know. Maybe. It’s just talk right now.”

But as Adam pulled her into a kiss, his familiar touch already feeling a little less satisfying, she couldn’t stop imagining Kwame’s deep voice whispering those same filthy compliments while his strong hands finally touched her.

Later that night, as Adam made gentle love to her, Sloane closed her eyes and pictured Kwame’s ripped body instead—his thick, heavy BBC replacing her husband’s smaller cock. She came harder than she had in months, biting back a moan that almost sounded like another man’s name.


After-Hours Tease



The fluorescent lights on the tenth floor had dimmed to their evening setting by the time most of the team filtered out. Sloane stayed behind, laptop open, finishing the last slides for the shared Q3 presentation she and Kwame were co-leading. The open office felt eerily quiet now, only the low hum of the HVAC and the occasional creak of an empty chair breaking the silence. Her desk faced his directly, and even with the low partitions, the space between them felt charged.

Kwame remained as well, claiming they needed to align on the deck before tomorrow’s deadline. He had rolled his sleeves higher, the muscles in his forearms flexing as he scrolled through the document on his screen. Sloane tried to focus, but every time she glanced up, his deep brown eyes were already on her—watching the way her heavy G-cup breasts rose and fell with each breath, the way her ponytail swayed when she leaned forward.

“Slide twelve still needs tightening,” he said, pushing his chair back and standing. Instead of walking around, he came straight to her side of the pod, leaning over her shoulder to point at the screen. His chest brushed the back of her chair, and she could feel the solid heat of his body radiating through her blouse. The woodsy cologne mixed with the faint, masculine scent of his skin made her head spin.

Sloane swallowed hard. “I thought the bullet points were fine—”

His deep, rumbling voice dropped low, lips inches from her ear. “Forget the slides for a second, Sloane. I’ve been watching you all day. That tight little skirt riding up your thick thighs every time you cross your legs. Those heavy tits straining against your buttons like they’re begging to be freed.” His breath was hot against her neck. “I keep imagining bending you over this desk right now, yanking that skirt up, and burying my thick cock balls-deep in that married pussy.”

She gasped, fingers freezing on the keyboard. The vulgar words sent a flood of wetness straight to her core, soaking through her lace panties. “Kwame… we can’t… someone could still be here,” she whispered, voice trembling with both fear and raw need. The empty cubicles stretched out around them, but the security cameras in the corners blinked their red lights like silent witnesses.

He didn’t pull back. Instead, his hand rested lightly on the back of her chair, caging her in. “That’s what makes it hotter, doesn’t it? Knowing any second a janitor or late coworker could walk by. Cameras catching every filthy thing I want to do to you.” His voice lowered even more, a velvet growl. “I’d start by sliding my hand up under that skirt, feeling how soaked you already are for me. Then I’d pull those panties aside and rub the fat head of my BBC against your dripping slit—teasing that tight little hole until you’re whimpering for it.”

Sloane’s thighs clenched together under the desk, her wide hips shifting involuntarily. Her nipples were rock-hard peaks against her bra, visibly tenting the thin fabric of her blouse. She could picture it so clearly: Kwame’s compact, powerfully ripped body behind her, that massive eleven inch cock—thick as her wrist, she imagined—pressing against her entrance while Adam’s smaller 5.7 inches had never come close to filling her like that.

“Kwame, please…” she breathed, not sure if she was begging him to stop or to keep going.

He chuckled darkly; the sound vibrating through her. “Please, what, baby? Please describe how I’m going to stretch this neglected pussy wide open? How my heavy balls are going to slap against your clit while I fuck you raw on this very desk?” His free hand brushed a stray lock of her warm brown hair behind her ear, fingers grazing her skin and sending sparks down her spine. “You’re married, Sloane, but that tight cunt doesn’t care. It’s weeping for a real man’s cock. For my cock. I bet your husband’s little dick never makes you squirt the way I will.”

A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips. She was dripping now; the slickness coating her inner thighs. The risk—the proximity of the empty office, the cameras, the possibility of discovery—only made her hotter. Her hazel eyes darted toward the hallway, half-terrified, half-hoping someone would interrupt before she lost control completely.

Kwame leaned in closer, his lips nearly brushing the shell of her ear. “Tonight, when you go home leaking for me, I want you to think about this: me owning every inch of you. Breeding that fertile womb until you’re carrying my seed instead of his. You’re going to be my little office slut, Sloane. Say it.”

“I… I can’t,” she whimpered, but her body betrayed her, hips rocking subtly in the chair as if seeking friction.

He straightened slowly, giving her one last heated look. “You will. Soon.” Then he walked back to his desk as if nothing had happened, leaving her trembling, panties ruined, and her mind spinning with filthy possibilities.

Sloane barely made it through the rest of the alignment, her hands shaking as she saved the file. When they finally shut down for the night, Kwame gave her a knowing smirk. “See you tomorrow, neighbor. Sweet dreams.”

She drove home in a fog of arousal, her thick thighs sticky with her own juices. Adam was waiting on the couch, scrolling on his phone. The moment she walked in, still flushed and breathing hard, he noticed.

“Babe? You okay? You look… worked up.”

Sloane dropped her bag, heart pounding. The confession burned on her tongue, but the memory of Kwame’s whispered promises made her pussy throb again. She wasn’t ready to tell Adam everything—not yet. But the ache between her legs demanded release, and she knew exactly whose name she’d be moaning in her head tonight.


Conference Room Claim



The following evening, the office had emptied completely by seven-thirty. Sloane lingered at her desk, heart hammering against her ribs as she pretended to review the last deck one last time. Kwame had texted her earlier: Conference room B. Ten minutes after the last person leaves. Don’t make me wait.

She had stared at the message for a full minute, thighs clenched, before typing back a single word: Okay.

Now the floor was silent except for the distant whine of a vacuum cleaner somewhere far down the hall. Sloane’s hands trembled as she gathered her things and walked toward the glass-walled conference room at the end of the wing. Kwame was already inside, standing by the long mahogany table, his powerful frame silhouetted against the city lights twinkling through the windows. The moment she stepped through the door, he moved.

He locked it with a soft click that sounded deafening in the quiet. “Good girl,” he rumbled, voice low and commanding. “Took you long enough.”

Before she could speak, he closed the distance, one firm hand cupping the back of her neck as he pulled her into a crushing kiss. His mouth was demanding, tongue invading hers with possessive hunger. Sloane moaned into it, her heavy G-cup breasts crushing against his hard chest. His other hand roamed down, squeezing the soft, chubby curve of her ass through her skirt, then yanking the fabric up roughly around her wide hips.

“Fuck, these thighs,” he growled against her lips, fingers digging into the thick flesh. “Been dreaming about spreading them since day one.”

He spun her around and bent her forward over the long conference table, her heavy tits flattening against the cool polished wood. Sloane gasped as he kicked her feet apart, exposing her soaked lace panties. The position left her completely vulnerable—ass up, skirt bunched at her waist, the entire glass wall of the room facing the dark, empty office beyond. Anyone walking by could see. The security cameras in the corners stared down like unblinking eyes.

Kwame yanked her panties aside, two thick fingers sliding through her dripping folds. “Jesus Christ, you’re fucking drenched. This married pussy is starving for BBC, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she whimpered, pushing back against his hand. “Please, Kwame…”

He chuckled darkly; the sound vibrating through her. She heard his belt buckle, then the heavy thud of his slacks hitting the floor. A moment later, something thick and hot slapped against her ass cheek—eleven-point-two inches of extremely thick, veined BBC, heavy balls swinging beneath. The sheer size and weight of it made her eyes widen in shock and raw hunger. Adam’s 5.7-inch cock had never felt like this.

“Feel that?” Kwame pressed the fat, leaking head against her entrance, rubbing it up and down her slick slit. “That’s what a real man brings to the table. Your husband’s little dick could never stretch you like I’m about to.”

He pushed forward. The thick crown breached her, forcing her pussy lips to stretch obscenely wide around his girth. Sloane cried out, fingers scrabbling at the table as inch after thick inch sank into her. The burning stretch was exquisite—pain and pleasure twisting together as he bottomed out, his heavy balls resting against her clit. She had never felt so full. So owned.

“Fuuuuck,” Kwame groaned, gripping her wide hips hard enough to leave marks. “So goddamn tight. This pussy was made for breeding.” He pulled back slowly, letting her feel every ridged inch, then slammed back in with a wet slap.

The rhythm built quickly—deep, powerful thrusts that rocked the heavy table beneath her. Sloane’s heavy tits bounced and dragged against the wood with every stroke, nipples raw and aching. The wet, filthy sounds of her sopping cunt taking his massive cock filled the room: schlick-schlick-schlick.

“Listen to that sloppy married pussy,” he taunted, one hand fisting her ponytail and pulling her head back. “Squirting all over my BBC already and I’ve barely started. Your husband ever make you squirt, Sloane?”

“N-no,” she gasped, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from her hazel eyes. “Never—oh god—never like this!”

“That’s because he’s not a real man.” Kwame’s hips snapped harder, the fat head of his cock battering her cervix with every thrust. “This cunt belongs to me now. I’m going to ruin you for his little white dick forever.”

The pressure built impossibly fast. Sloane’s thighs shook, her thick ass rippling with every punishing impact. Kwame reached around and rubbed tight circles over her swollen clit, never slowing his brutal pace.

“Come on my cock, baby. Show me how a good little office slut cums for her owner.”

The orgasm hit her like a freight train. Sloane screamed, her entire body convulsing as she squirted hard—clear fluid gushing out around his thick shaft and splattering across the polished conference table in messy arcs. Her pussy clamped down rhythmically, milking him as wave after wave crashed through her.

Kwame didn’t stop. He fucked her straight through it, growling filthy praise. “That’s it—flood the fucking table. Good girl. Now take my load.”

His thrusts turned erratic, deep, and savage. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted. Thick rope after thick rope of hot cum blasted directly against her cervix, flooding her womb. The sheer volume made her belly feel full, warm seed spilling out around his cock as he kept pumping through his orgasm.

He stayed buried deep, grinding slowly as the last spurts emptied into her. Leaning over her sweat-slick back, he whispered hotly against her ear, “First creampie from your new bull. Feel that? That’s me claiming this pussy. You’re mine now, Sloane. My breeding slut.”

Sloane could only whimper, trembling in the aftermath, her pussy still fluttering around his massive, cum-slick cock. The reality of what she had just done—cheating on Adam in the office, squirting all over the conference table, taking another man’s load bare—sent another helpless aftershock through her.

Kwame finally pulled out with a wet pop, a thick glob of his cum immediately leaking down her thigh. He tucked himself away, then helped her stand on shaky legs, turning her to face him. His hand cupped her flushed cheek almost tenderly for a moment.

“Go home to your husband like this,” he ordered softly. “Still leaking my cum. Tell him exactly what happened. And tomorrow… we’re doing this again.”

Sloane nodded weakly, pulling her skirt down over her ruined, cum-filled pussy. She could already feel his seed soaking into her panties as she walked out of the conference room on trembling legs, the taste of forbidden ecstasy still burning on her tongue.


Home Confession



Sloane’s drive home was a hazy blur of throbbing aftershocks and sticky warmth. Every bump in the road made Kwame’s thick cum shift inside her well-fucked pussy, a constant, filthy reminder of what she had just done. By the time she pulled into the driveway of their quiet suburban house, her panties were completely soaked through, and a thin trail of his seed had already begun leaking down her inner thigh. Her legs still trembled as she walked up the front steps, the heavy sway of her G-cup breasts and the slick glide between her thick thighs making her feel deliciously dirty.

Adam was in the living room, lounging on the couch in sweatpants and a t-shirt, scrolling through his phone. The moment she stepped inside and closed the door, he looked up, his average dad-bod frame tensing at the sight of her flushed face and slightly disheveled ponytail.

“Babe? You’re late. Everything okay at work?” His eyes narrowed, then widened as he took in her appearance—skirt slightly wrinkled, blouse untucked at one side, cheeks glowing with post-orgasmic heat.

Sloane dropped her bag by the door and stood there, heart pounding. There was no easy way to say it, so she didn’t try to soften it. “I fucked him.”

Adam sat up straighter, his phone forgotten. “What?”

“Kwame,” she said, voice shaking but steady. “In the conference room. He bent me over the table and… and he fucked me with his cock. His huge, thick BBC.” The words tumbled out, raw and explicit, exactly as Kwame had told her to deliver them. “I squirted all over the table, Adam. Harder than I ever have in my life. Then he came inside me. A lot. I’m still full of his cum right now.”

The silence stretched for only a second before Adam’s cock visibly twitched and began to harden inside his sweatpants. His face flushed, but not with anger—pure, hungry arousal. “Holy shit, Sloane… tell me everything.”

She walked closer, stopping right in front of him. Slowly, she lifted the hem of her skirt, revealing her ruined lace panties and the shiny trails of cum coating her thick thighs. “He stretched me so wide. His cock is eleven-point-two inches and so fucking thick… nothing like yours. I felt every inch. He kept talking about breeding me, about how this pussy belongs to him now.” She hooked her thumbs in her panties and slid them down, letting them drop to her ankles. A thick glob of pearly white cum immediately oozed from her swollen, puffy pussy lips and dripped onto the hardwood floor.

Adam stared, mesmerized, his 5.7-inch cock now fully hard and tenting his pants. “Fuck… look at that. He really filled you up.”

Sloane stepped out of her panties and spread her legs slightly, giving him a clear view of her creampied cunt. “He made me squirt everywhere. The table was soaked. And when he came… God, Adam, it felt like he was pumping straight into my womb. I’m still leaking him.”

Her husband slid off the couch and dropped to his knees without hesitation, hands gripping her wide, soft hips. “Let me see,” he whispered, voice thick with lust. He leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly up her inner thigh, collecting the escaped cum, then pressed his mouth directly to her dripping pussy.

Sloane moaned loudly as Adam began to lap and suck eagerly, his tongue diving deep to scoop out Kwame’s thick load. The wet, obscene sounds of him cleaning her filled the room—slurping, swallowing, groaning with every swallow. He was thorough, sucking gently on her sensitive clit before pushing his tongue back inside her stretched hole to chase every drop.

“Oh my God, Adam… you’re actually doing it,” she gasped, fingers threading through his hair. The sight of her loving, supportive husband on his knees eagerly eating another man’s cum from her well-fucked pussy sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. “It tastes good, doesn’t it? His cum… so much thicker and more than you’ve ever given me.”

Adam pulled back just long enough to look up at her, lips shiny with mixed fluids. “It’s fucking delicious. And the way your pussy looks right now—so stretched, so used… the size contrast is insane. His cock did this to you?” He dove back in, licking and sucking with renewed hunger, one hand stroking his own smaller cock through his pants.

Sloane’s hips rocked against his face as she recounted every filthy detail: how Kwame had locked the door, bent her over the table, described exactly how he was going to ruin her for Adam’s little dick, the way her body had betrayed her with that explosive squirting orgasm, the raw breeding talk that had pushed her over the edge. Every word made Adam moan into her pussy, his cleaning growing more enthusiastic.

When he had swallowed every drop he could reach, he sat back on his heels, breathing hard, a string of cum and her juices still connecting his lips to her folds. “I’m so fucking hard right now,” he admitted, voice hoarse. “Hearing that he claimed you… that he bred you… it turns me on more than I can explain. I want you to keep seeing him. Keep letting him fuck you. Keep coming home full of his cum so I can clean you up like this.”

Sloane’s hazel eyes softened with a mix of love and dark excitement. She pulled him up and kissed him deeply, tasting Kwame’s seed on his tongue. “You really mean that? You want me to be his… his office slut?”

Adam nodded, pressing his modest erection against her thigh. “Yes. As long as you come home to me and let me be part of it. Let me watch or clean or whatever you need. I just want to see you get what you deserve—getting properly fucked and bred by a real man.”

They moved to the bedroom, where Adam made slow, gentle love to her. His smaller cock slid easily into her still-loose, cum-slick pussy, the contrast making both of them moan. Sloane whispered more details in his ear as he thrust—how Kwame’s heavy balls had slapped against her, how full she had felt, how she had begged without words for his seed. Adam came quickly, adding his own modest load to the remnants of Kwame’s, then dutifully licked her clean again afterward.

Lying together afterward, sweaty and satisfied in a new, twisted way, Sloane traced circles on Adam’s chest. “He said we’re doing it again tomorrow.”

Adam kissed her forehead, his voice soft but eager. “Then you should. And maybe… one day soon… I’d like to watch.”

Sloane smiled into the darkness, her body already aching for Kwame’s massive cock again. The confession had opened a door neither of them could close now—and she didn’t want to.


Supply Closet Risk



The office buzzed with mid-morning energy—phones ringing, keyboards clacking, colleagues chatting over the low partitions. Sloane sat at her desk trying to focus on a spreadsheet, but her mind kept drifting to the heavy, lingering ache between her thick thighs. Kwame’s massive cock had left her pussy deliciously sore and still faintly stretched from yesterday’s conference room claiming. Every shift in her chair reminded her of the thick creampie he had pumped into her and the way Adam had eagerly licked every drop out afterward.

Kwame caught her eye across the narrow aisle and gave her a slow, predatory smile. He typed something quickly, then her phone vibrated with a text from him: Supply closet by the east stairwell. Two minutes. Don’t wear panties.

Her hazel eyes widened. The closet was rarely used, tucked away near the emergency stairs, but it was still in the middle of a busy floor. Coworkers walked past it constantly. Heart hammering, Sloane slipped off her soaked lace panties under the desk and tucked them into her bag. She stood, smoothing her navy pencil skirt over her wide hips and soft chubby curves, her heavy G-cup tits straining against her silk blouse as she walked casually toward the closet.

Kwame was already inside when she pushed the door open. He yanked her in, closing it behind them with a quiet click. The space was cramped—shelves of paper, toner cartridges, and cleaning supplies pressing in on both sides. The thin wooden door did nothing to block the sounds of the office: muffled voices, footsteps, laughter from the break room down the hall.

“No time for games today,” he growled, spinning her around and pressing her front against the shelves. His powerful hands hiked her skirt up roughly around her waist, exposing her bare, already dripping pussy. “Been hard all morning thinking about this married cunt.”

Sloane bit her lip hard as she heard his zipper. A second later, the massive head of his eleven inch BBC slapped against her ass cheek, hot and thick. The size contrast hit her again—Adam’s modest 5.7 inches felt like a toy compared to the veined, wrist-thick monster now rubbing between her thighs.

“Kwame… people are right outside,” she whispered frantically, even as her hips pushed back greedily.

“That’s the fucking point, baby.” He notched the fat crown against her slick entrance and thrust upward in one powerful motion, burying half his length inside her in a single stroke.

Sloane’s mouth opened in a silent scream, her thick thighs quivering. The stretch was brutal and perfect; her pussy lips stretched obscenely around his girth. He didn’t give her time to adjust—his hips snapped forward again, driving the rest of his massive cock balls-deep. The wet slap of skin on skin was loud in the tiny closet.

“Fuck yes,” he groaned against her ear, one hand clamping over her mouth while the other gripped her wide hip. “Take that BBC like the good little breeding slut you are. This pussy belongs to me now. Not your husband’s pathetic little dick.”

He started fucking her in short, brutal thrusts—fast and deep, the shelves rattling softly with every impact. Sloane’s heavy tits bounced inside her blouse, nipples hard and aching. She could hear footsteps passing right outside the door, someone laughing about a meeting, the printer humming nearby. The risk made her clit throb wildly.

Kwame’s deep voice rumbled low and filthy. “Hear that? Your coworkers walking around while I’m balls-deep in their colleague’s cunt. Bet they’d love to know that prim little Sloane is getting ruined in here.” He angled his hips, grinding the thick head against her cervix with every stroke. “Gonna fill this womb again. Breed you right here while they’re none the wiser.”

The pressure built fast and mercilessly. Sloane’s eyes rolled back as the first orgasm crashed through her. She squirted hard around his cock, hot fluid gushing down her thighs and splattering onto the linoleum floor. She bit down on his palm to stifle her cry, body shaking violently.

“That’s one,” Kwame chuckled darkly, never slowing. “Give me another. Show me how much you love getting owned in public.”

He reached around and rubbed her swollen clit with two thick fingers, fucking her even harder. The wet, squelching sounds of her overstimulated pussy taking his massive cock filled the closet. Sloane’s second orgasm hit almost immediately—another powerful squirt that soaked his balls and the front of his slacks. Her knees buckled, but he held her up, pounding relentlessly.

“Fuck, you’re squirting all over me like a broken faucet,” he taunted, voice rough with lust. “Your husband ever make you cum like this? No? That’s because this cunt was made for BBC. Made to be bred by a real man.”

A third, smaller orgasm rippled through her as footsteps paused right outside the door. Someone jiggled the handle—thankfully locked—then walked away muttering about finding another stapler. The near-miss sent Sloane spiraling again, her pussy clamping down like a vice around Kwame’s thick shaft.

With a low, guttural groan, Kwame buried himself to the hilt and came. Cum erupted deep inside her, flooding her womb once more. He kept grinding through his orgasm, making sure every drop stayed packed against her cervix.

“Take it all, slut,” he whispered hotly. “My cum belongs in this pussy. Not his.”

He stayed buried for a long moment, letting her feel the pulsing warmth, before finally pulling out. A thick stream of his seed immediately began leaking down her thighs. Kwame spun her around, kissed her roughly, then smirked as he tucked his still-hard, cum-slick cock back into his pants.

“Clean yourself up and get back to your desk,” he ordered softly. “I want you sitting in my cum all afternoon, thinking about how easily I can take you whenever I want.”

Sloane nodded weakly, legs like jelly, her skirt falling back into place over her dripping, well-used pussy. She slipped out first, heart racing as she made her way back to her desk on shaky legs, feeling every sticky step. Kwame returned a minute later, looking perfectly composed, and gave her a knowing wink across the aisle.

All afternoon she sat there, cum slowly seeping into her chair, the risk and the ownership making her ache for more.

That evening she would tell Adam every detail while he cleaned her again—eager, hard, and completely hooked.


All-Night Marathon



Adam had surprised her that Friday afternoon with a single text: I booked you the night at Kwame’s downtown apartment. Pack an overnight bag. I want every detail when you get home tomorrow.

Sloane’s stomach had flipped with nervous excitement the entire drive over. Now, standing outside the sleek high-rise building, her thick thighs already slick with anticipation, she rode the elevator to the fifteenth floor with her heart hammering against her heavy G-cup breasts.

Kwame opened the door wearing only gray sweatpants that did nothing to hide the heavy outline of his massive BBC. His compact, powerfully ripped body looked even more imposing in the dim apartment lighting. He didn’t say a word at first—just pulled her inside, kicked the door shut, and claimed her mouth in a bruising kiss while his hands roamed greedily over her soft, chubby curves.

“Finally got you for a whole night,” he growled against her lips, already tugging her blouse open so her heavy tits spilled free. “No rushing. No thin doors. Tonight I’m breaking this married pussy in properly.”

He stripped her completely in the living room, then carried her to the bedroom like she weighed nothing. The king-sized bed waited, sheets already turned down. Kwame dropped her onto it and shoved her thick thighs wide apart, burying his face between them for only a moment—long enough to taste how soaked she already was—before he stood, shoved his sweatpants down, and let his eleven inch, wrist-thick BBC spring free.

“Eyes on it,” he ordered, stroking the veined length slowly. “This is what owns you now. Not your husband’s little 5.7-inch dick. Say it.”

“This BBC owns me,” Sloane whimpered, hazel eyes locked on the massive cock swaying heavily between his legs. “My pussy belongs to you.”

“Good girl.” He climbed between her legs and pushed in with one long, relentless thrust, bottoming out against her cervix in a single stroke.

Sloane cried out, back arching as the brutal stretch consumed her. He didn’t give her time to breathe—his hips immediately set a punishing rhythm, slamming into her with deep, powerful strokes that made her heavy tits bounce wildly. The wet, obscene slap of his heavy balls against her ass filled the room.

“Fuck, this cunt is greedy,” he groaned, gripping her wide hips hard enough to bruise. “Sucking me in like it’s starving for black seed. You’re going to take every load tonight, Sloane. I’m breeding you until your womb is overflowing.”

He fucked her through her first orgasm within minutes—hard, fast, and merciless—making her squirt all over his abs and the sheets. Then he flipped her onto her hands and knees and took her again, even deeper, one hand fisting her ponytail while the other slapped her soft ass.

“Beg for it,” he demanded, pounding her relentlessly. “Beg me to breed you like the shameless hotwife slut you are.”

“Please,” Sloane sobbed, voice breaking as another orgasm built. “Please breed me, Kwame. Fill me with your cum. I want to carry your baby. My husband’s little cock could never do this—please own my womb!”

Kwame roared in satisfaction and flooded her with the first massive creampie of the night, thick ropes painting her cervix. He stayed buried deep, grinding, forcing every drop inside before pulling out and immediately flipping her onto her back again.

The marathon continued for hours.

Round after round, he used her in every position—missionary with her legs pinned to her shoulders so he could watch her face break, doggy with her ass up high, riding him until her thick thighs burned and she squirted down his shaft again and again. Each time he came, he talked filthier, deeper:

“Look at that belly swelling with my loads… your husband’s going to eat this out of you tomorrow and know I’m the one who bred you.”

“Gonna keep pumping you full until you’re pregnant. You’re my white breeding bitch now.”

By the fourth creampie, Sloane was a shaking, overstimulated mess—voice hoarse from screaming, pussy puffy and gaping, cum leaking constantly from her stretched hole onto the soaked sheets. Kwame showed no mercy. He overstimulation-fucked her straight into a fifth, sixth, and seventh orgasm, each one stronger, each one making her squirt harder until she was sobbing and begging incoherently.

At one point, around 2 a.m., he had her folded in half, ankles by her ears, hammering downward with brutal force while she screamed, “I’m yours! Breed me! Make me pregnant!”

He gave her two more loads in that position, the sheer volume of cum now bubbling out around his thick cock with every thrust.

Finally, near dawn, after the eighth creampie, Kwame collapsed beside her, pulling her sweat-slick, trembling body against his ripped chest. Sloane was utterly broken—voice raw, thighs quivering uncontrollably, her soft, chubby belly slightly distended from the sheer amount of cum packed inside her womb. Her hazel eyes were glassy, a dopey, satisfied smile on her face.

“You’re ruined for him now,” Kwame murmured, stroking her warm brown hair as she drifted toward exhausted sleep. “Tomorrow when Adam cleans you, tell him how many times I filled you. Tell him you begged to carry my child.”

Sloane could only whimper in agreement, already aching for the next time, her body completely owned.


Parking Garage Exposure



The team dinner ran late; the upscale restaurant buzzed with laughter and clinking glasses until almost ten. Sloane had sat across from Kwame the entire evening, her thick thighs pressed tightly together under the table while his foot occasionally brushed hers. Every time their eyes met, the heat in his gaze promised exactly what was coming next.

Adam had texted her midway through the meal: I’m already in the parking garage. Black SUV in the far corner. I want to watch.

Sloane’s pussy had clenched hard at the words, still tender and full from the all-night marathon just two nights earlier.

Now the three of them converged in the dimly lit company parking garage on the lower level. Most cars were gone, leaving long stretches of concrete and flickering overhead lights. Sloane’s heels clicked as she walked toward her sedan, Kwame right behind her. Adam’s SUV idled quietly in the shadows about thirty feet away, his silhouette visible behind the tinted windshield.

Kwame didn’t waste time. The moment they reached her car, he spun her around and bent her forward over the warm hood, her heavy G-cup tits flattening against the glossy paint. He yanked her skirt up roughly around her wide hips, exposing her bare ass and already dripping pussy.

“Spread those legs, breeding slut,” he ordered, voice low but commanding. “Show your husband how a real man takes what’s his.”

Sloane obeyed instantly, parting her thick thighs. She glanced toward Adam’s SUV, knowing he could see everything. The thrill of being watched made her even wetter.

Kwame freed his massive eleven inch BBC, the thick shaft slapping heavily against her ass. “Look at that,” he taunted, loud enough for Adam to hear through the cracked window. “Your wife’s married cunt is already leaking for me again. Bet your little 5.7-inch dick is twitching in your pants right now.”

He rubbed the fat, leaking head up, and down her slick folds, teasing her entrance. Then, with one powerful thrust, he buried himself balls-deep in a single stroke.

Sloane cried out, the sound echoing off the concrete walls. The brutal stretch was as overwhelming as ever, her pussy lips stretched obscenely around his girth. Kwame immediately set a hard, relentless pace, hips slapping loudly against her soft ass with every deep thrust.

“Fuck—yes—harder,” she moaned, gripping the edge of the hood.

Headlights suddenly swept across the garage as a car turned down the ramp two levels up. The beams flashed over them for a brief second, illuminating Sloane bent over her car getting railed. Kwame didn’t slow down. If anything, he fucked her harder, one hand fisting her ponytail to arch her back.

“Risky enough for you, baby?” he growled. “Anyone could drive by and see me owning this pussy right under the company’s nose.”

Security lights flickered on automatically in the next row, casting harsh pools of light that came dangerously close to their spot. The risk sent adrenaline and lust surging through Sloane. Her first orgasm hit fast and violent—she squirted hard around his thick cock, fluid spraying onto the concrete beneath her feet as she bit her lip to stifle her scream.

Adam’s SUV rocked slightly; he was clearly stroking himself while watching.

Kwame laughed darkly. “Your husband’s enjoying the show. Bet he loves seeing how much deeper I reach.” He slammed into her again and again, the wet, filthy sounds of her creampied pussy echoing louder. “Tell him whose cock you crave now.”

“Yours!” Sloane gasped, voice breaking. “I crave your BBC—your thick, breeding cock! Adam’s little dick could never—”

Another set of headlights approached from the exit ramp. This time the car slowed, as if the driver might have noticed something. Kwame kept pounding her without mercy, grinding deep on every thrust.

“Gonna fill you right here,” he grunted. “Gonna pump another load into your womb while your husband watches and your coworkers might drive past any second.”

Sloane came again, harder, her squirting soaking Kwame’s balls and dripping down her trembling thighs. The approaching car finally continued on, but the near-miss only intensified everything.

With a deep, possessive groan, Kwame buried himself to the hilt and erupted. His cum blasted straight into her, flooding her already well-used pussy. He kept thrusting through his orgasm, making sure every drop stayed deep, then slowly pulled out. A thick glob of his seed immediately oozed from her stretched hole and ran down her leg.

“Stay just like that,” he ordered, stepping back so Adam could see the fresh creampie leaking from his wife.

Sloane remained bent over the hood, panting, cum dripping onto the garage floor while the security lights continued to flicker nearby. Kwame gave her ass a firm slap, then leaned down to whisper hotly in her ear, loud enough for Adam to hear:

“Clean her up when you get home, cuck. Taste how thoroughly I’ve claimed her tonight.”

He tucked his still-hard cock away and walked off toward his own car with a satisfied smirk, leaving Sloane trembling and leaking on the hood of her sedan.

Adam’s SUV door opened a moment later. He approached quickly, eyes dark with lust, and dropped to his knees right there in the garage. His tongue immediately went to work, eagerly lapping up Kwame’s thick load from her swollen pussy while occasional headlights swept past in the distance.

Sloane moaned softly, fingers gripping the car, already aching for the final tease that awaited them back at the office on Monday.


Monday Morning Tease



Monday morning arrived with a crisp autumn chill, but Sloane felt anything but cool as she stepped off the elevator onto the tenth floor. Her navy pencil skirt hugged her wide hips and thick thighs a little tighter than usual, and beneath it, her lace panties were already damp. She could still feel the faint, delicious ache from the nonstop breeding Kwame had given her over the weekend—especially the risky parking-garage creampie Adam had cleaned up right there on the concrete.

She settled into her desk directly across from Kwame’s, her heavy G-cup breasts straining against a soft cream blouse as she crossed her legs. The moment she sat, a warm trickle of his dried cum from the weekend’s last load shifted inside her. She hadn’t douched. She hadn’t even showered thoroughly. She wanted to carry him with her all day.

Kwame looked up, his deep brown eyes locking onto hers with that familiar dominant smirk. He didn’t say a word at first—just let his gaze travel slowly over her body, lingering on the way her tits filled out the blouse and the subtle way she shifted in her seat. Then he typed something, and her phone buzzed.

Still full of me?

Sloane bit her lip and replied under the desk: Yes. Leaking a little every time I move.

His low chuckle reached her across the narrow aisle. Throughout the morning, the teasing was relentless but subtle enough for the open office. When she stood to grab a file, he rose too, brushing close enough that his hand grazed her ass. When she bent slightly to reach a lower drawer, he leaned in and whispered just loud enough for her ears only, “Good girl. Keep that married pussy nice and creamy for your bull.”

By ten-thirty she was soaked again, nipples tight against her bra, thighs sticky. She caught Adam texting her from his floor: How’s the view today?

She sent back a single emoji: 🔥 followed by Still carrying his cum. Can’t stop thinking about the garage.

Adam’s reply came instantly: Fuck, babe. I’m hard at my desk. Can’t wait to clean you again tonight.

The day dragged in the sweetest torture. Every glance from Kwame felt like a caress. Every time he stretched or stood, her eyes dropped to the heavy bulge in his slacks, remembering exactly how that thick eleven inch BBC had stretched and owned her. The size contrast played on constant loop in her mind—Adam’s loving but inadequate 5.7 inches versus the brutal, womb-filling reality of Kwame.

Just before lunch, Kwame sent a group text to both her and Adam:

Off-site planning meeting next month. Private cabin up north. Three days. No interruptions. Bring the cuck if he wants to watch me breed his wife properly. Pack light—clothes optional.

Sloane’s pussy clenched so hard she had to grip the edge of her desk. She looked across at Kwame; he simply raised an eyebrow, daring her to reply. She typed back with shaky fingers: We’ll be there.

Adam’s response popped up seconds later: Wouldn’t miss it. Can’t wait to see her take every load while I clean up.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a haze of stolen glances and building heat. By the time Sloane got home, she was dripping down her thighs again. Adam met her at the door, pulled her straight to the bedroom, and dropped to his knees without a word. He buried his face between her thick thighs, eagerly licking and sucking Kwame’s lingering seed from her swollen pussy while she recounted every teasing moment of the day.

When he finally slid his smaller cock inside her loose, cum-slick hole, the contrast made them both moan. Adam thrust gently, lovingly, while Sloane whispered filthy promises about the upcoming off-site—how Kwame would fuck her for three straight days, how she would beg to be bred, how Adam would watch and clean every creampie.

“I’m completely addicted,” she gasped as Adam came inside her with a shudder. “His BBC owns me now. But I still love coming home to you… and to this.”

Adam kissed her softly, then slid down again to lap up their mixed fluids. “I love it too,” he murmured against her pussy. “Love watching you become his breeding slut. Love tasting how thoroughly he claims you.”

Later that night, as they lay tangled together, Sloane’s phone lit up with one final text from Kwame:

Monday mornings are going to be like this from now on. Get used to sitting across from me while my cum drips out of you. See you tomorrow, owned.

Sloane smiled into the darkness, her body already aching for more—more risk, more breeding, more of the addictive dynamic that had completely transformed her. The desk neighbor who had started as a simple flirtation had become her obsession, and with Adam’s eager support, there was no turning back.

The future stretched ahead, filthy and thrilling: office teases by day, marathon breedings by night, and that private off-site cabin where she would finally let Kwame claim her completely—perhaps even give him the child her body now craved.

She was no longer just Sloane, the dedicated project coordinator and loyal wife.

She was Kwame’s shameless, dripping, BBC-addicted hotwife.

And she had never been happier.
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