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Bored in the Ballroom



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

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

Lucien Jackson.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m soaked.

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

I don’t go to the networking lunch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m close. So fucking close.

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

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

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

Then the guilt arrives.

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

Ethan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it does.

I know it does.

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

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

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

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

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

Two more nights.

Two more nights of this conference.

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

Or two more nights to stop pretending.

I open the door and step into the hallway.


Elevator Encounter



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

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

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

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

Lucien steps in.

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

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

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

The doors close. The elevator begins its smooth descent.

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

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

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

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

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

Silence stretches. Thick. Electric.

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

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

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

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

I open my mouth. Nothing comes out.

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

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

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

My heart slams against my ribs.

“Lucien—”

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

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

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

“Yes.” My voice is barely a whisper.

“Happy marriage?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A whimper escapes me—small, broken.

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

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

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

My voice cracks. “I… I want…”

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

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

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

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

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

Disappointment and relief crash through me at once.

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

The doors open on fifteen.

He steps aside, gesturing for me to exit first.

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

He’s watching me, eyes dark with promise.

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

The doors slide shut.

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

Ethan.

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

“Hey, babe.”

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

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

“You sound out of breath. Everything okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We hang up.

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

The guilt is suffocating.

But underneath it, the hunger is louder.

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

Tomorrow night.

Tomorrow night I have to decide.

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

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


Drinks and Dares



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Prove it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shatter.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My thumb hovers.

I type nothing.

Midnight tomorrow.

No more games.

Just raw, deep, breeding surrender.


The First Surrender



Midnight arrives like a held breath finally released.

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

The door opens.

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

“On time,” he rumbles. “Strip.”

I step inside. The door clicks shut with finality.

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

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

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

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

“On your knees,” he orders.

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

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

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

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

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

“Open wide.”

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

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

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

“Bed. Now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes—fuck, yes—”

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

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

“Tell me who’s going to breed you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Taste what I just bred into you.”

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

He smiles—dark, satisfied.

“That was round one.”

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

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

He slams back in—full force, no mercy.

Round two begins.


Morning Aftermath



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I fucked someone.”

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

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

So I do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I tell him everything—every filthy detail.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I promise,” I whisper.

The call ends.

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

Guilt is there—sharp, familiar.

But it’s quieter now.

Drowned out by hunger.

By need.

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

And Ethan wants him to.


Relentless Claim



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

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

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

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

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

Midnight. Suite 2317 again.

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

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

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

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

“Good girl,” he murmurs. “Now crawl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me who owns this pussy.”

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

“Louder.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I lock eyes—tears streaming, vision blurry.

“Say it.”

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

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

“Again.”

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

He keeps going—hours of it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He presses his hand to my lower belly.

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

I sob—quiet, exhausted—clinging to him.

Outside, the city is waking up.

Inside, I’m already lost.


The Homecoming



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

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

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

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

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

We barely make it through the front door.

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

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

Ethan groans—deep, broken—and leans in.

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

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

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

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

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

I do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The confession tips me over.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“When’s round two, slut?”

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

I type back with shaking fingers:

“Soon. My belly’s already growing.”

The message sends.

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

No turning back.

Only forward.

Into whatever comes next.


Epilogue



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

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

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

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

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

“When’s round two, slut?”

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

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

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

I turn the screen so he can see.

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

“Is that him?” he whispers.

“Yes.”

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

“Answer him.”

My fingers tremble as I type.

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

I hit send.

The reply is almost immediate:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My phone lights up again. Another text from Lucien.

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

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

I smile—slow, wicked, utterly owned.

“Yes, Sir.”

The screen goes dark.

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

No end.

Only more.
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