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Chapter 1



The gym smells like rubber mats, metal, and the faint metallic tang of sweat that never quite leaves the air no matter how hard they scrub. I swipe our new premium membership cards at the turnstile—black, sleek, heavier than the basic ones—and feel a tiny illicit thrill as the gate beeps green for both of us.

As a yoga instructor for the past six years, I’ve spent thousands of hours guiding bodies through flows that sculpt exactly the kind of physique I now carry: 5’6” of lean, powerful muscle. My strong legs come from endless warrior sequences and deep hip openers; my round, athletic ass from hundreds of glute bridges and chair poses that leave my students dripping and begging for savasana. Full C-cup breasts that still sit high thanks to relentless core work, long chestnut hair pulled into the high ponytail I wear for every class so it doesn’t whip my students in the face during sun salutations. Green eyes that have learned to read every micro-adjustment in posture, every held breath, every hidden desire to push just a little further.

Nathan trails a half-step behind, phone already in hand, scrolling through emails even though it’s Saturday morning and he promised me “quality time.” I don’t say anything. I’ve stopped expecting him to be fully present lately. Teaching yoga has made me hyper-aware of bodies—mine, my students’, and now, painfully, the growing distance in our own bed. Vanilla sex twice a month, always the same rhythm, always ending with him satisfied while I lie there still aching for something deeper, harder, more consuming.

Instead I adjust my ponytail and scan the sprawling floor ahead.

That’s when I see him.

He stands near the free-weight racks like he owns every square foot of this place. Six-four at least, shoulders so wide they make the regulation black polo stretch tight across his back. Dark skin gleaming under the fluorescent lights, arms thick with corded muscle that flexes casually as he reracks a pair of 100-pound dumbbells like they’re toys. Darius, the name stitched in white over his left pec reads. Head trainer.

My stomach does a slow, unfamiliar flip.

As a yoga instructor I praise perfect form every single day—alignment, control, power. But nothing in my classes has ever prepared me for this. The way his compression shorts hug those powerful thighs, the obscene, heavy outline of what has to be a massive cock even while soft. Heat prickles low in my belly, sudden and unwelcome, my yoga-honed core clenching involuntarily.

I tell myself it’s just professional appreciation. My eyes linger anyway.

Nathan bumps my shoulder lightly. “You okay, babe? You’re just… standing there.”

I force a smile, bright and practiced. “Yeah. Just taking it all in. This place is huge. Perfect for adding some real strength work to my yoga practice.”

He nods, already looking toward the cardio section. “Treadmill sound good? Side by side like old times?”

“Sure,” I say, but my gaze flicks back to Darius. He’s talking to a client now, deep voice carrying just enough that I catch the low rumble of it. Commanding without shouting. The woman he’s coaching laughs too loudly, touches his forearm for a second longer than necessary.

I swallow.

We head to the treadmills. Nathan picks ones near the windows; I choose the row that gives me a clear diagonal view of the weight floor. My legs churn into a steady run, quads and hamstrings firing exactly the way I cue in my power-yoga classes—strong, controlled, sculpted from years of holding poses most people quit after thirty seconds. Sweat beads between my breasts, soaks the waistband of my leggings. In the mirror ahead I catch my reflection: flushed cheeks, green eyes bright, lips parted, ponytail swinging. I look exactly like the confident instructor my students idolize. But inside, I’m quietly starving.

Forty minutes later we’re both glistening, breathing hard. Nathan wipes his face with the bottom of his shirt, exposing the soft little roll above his waistband. I used to kiss it during partner yoga sessions we tried early in our marriage, teasing him that it was “extra cuddle material.” Now it just reminds me how different our bodies feel—mine carved by daily flows and teaching, his softened by long office hours and weekend cycling that never quite matches my intensity.

“Think I’m gonna hit the sauna for a bit,” he says, already drifting toward the locker rooms. “You coming?”

“In a minute. I want to check out the class schedule first.”

He nods, distracted, and disappears.

I don’t go to the schedule board.

Instead I wander toward the training desk, pretending to study the promotional flyers. Darius is there now, alone, logging something into the tablet. Up close he smells like clean sweat and cedarwood cologne. My pulse thuds in my throat—exactly the same rhythm I feel right before I drop into a deep backbend in front of thirty students.

He glances up. Our eyes lock.

“New member?” His voice is bass, smooth, vibrating through my ribs the way a deep OM does, only ten times more commanding.

“Yeah. Just signed up today. Premium package.” I sound breathier than I mean to. “I teach yoga full-time, so I’m hoping to balance that with some serious strength training.”

He smiles—slow, knowing. “Good choice. Yoga bodies respond beautifully to heavy loads.” His gaze travels down my body for half a second—professional appraisal, except it doesn’t feel professional at all. “You already have the foundation. Strong legs, tight core, that round ass built for power. We’ll just… deepen it.”

My clit pulses at the way he says deepen, low and deliberate. I cross my arms under my breasts, suddenly hyper-aware of how hard my nipples are against my sports bra.

“I—maybe. I’d like that. The consultation, I mean.”

He pulls up the scheduling screen. “What’s your availability?”

“Pretty flexible. Mornings, evenings… whenever my studio schedule allows.”

His eyes flick to mine again. Something dark and hungry flashes there before it’s gone. “I’ve got an opening next week. Tuesday, 7 p.m. After regular hours. Quieter then. Better focus—no distractions while I correct your form.”

The implication hangs between us, thick as the humidity in my hottest vinyasa class.

“That works,” I say too quickly.

He taps the screen. “It’s booked. I’ll text you a reminder.” He pauses. “Gotta put your number in.”

I give it to him. My fingers tremble slightly as I type it into his phone—fingers that have guided hundreds of students into proper alignment now shaking because of one trainer’s proximity.

He saves it under “Elise – Yoga Instructor, Premium.” Then he looks at me again, voice dropping even lower. “Wear something you can move in. I like to see proper form… and I like to break it.”

Heat floods my face, my chest, between my thighs. My yoga-trained pussy clenches again, already slick inside my leggings.

“I will.”

He nods once, already turning to the next task like he didn’t just set my entire nervous system on fire. “See you Tuesday, Elise.”

I walk away on shaky legs, the same legs that hold me steady through ninety-minute flows now feeling weak for an entirely different reason. Pussy already soaked, nipples tight, mind spinning with the size contrast I can’t stop picturing—my toned yoga body against his towering, chiseled frame.

Nathan finds me near the exit ten minutes later, cheeks still flushed. “You good? You look… winded.”

I force another smile. “Just excited about getting back into training. Real training.”

He kisses my temple, oblivious. “That’s my girl.”

I let him take my hand as we head to the car.

But all I can think about is Tuesday at 7 p.m., the nearly empty gym, and the way Darius said my name like he already knew exactly how I would sound moaning it while he stretched me far beyond any yoga pose I’ve ever taught.


Chapter 2



Tuesday evening arrives faster than it should. I spend the entire day at the studio teaching back-to-back hot-vinyasa classes, flowing through chaturanga after chaturanga until my arms burn and my leggings are soaked through with sweat. Every downward dog, every warrior II, every time I cue my students to “root down through the feet and lift through the crown,” I feel the phantom pressure of Darius’s hands already on me—guiding, correcting, claiming.

I tell Nathan I have a late client consultation at the gym. He kisses me goodbye without suspicion, tells me to “have fun getting strong,” and heads back to his laptop. The lie sits easy on my tongue now.

I arrive at 6:55 p.m. The gym is quieter than on weekends—only a handful of die-hards still grinding under the lights. The front desk girl waves me through with a bored smile. I head straight to the private training studio tucked at the far end of the facility: frosted glass walls, rubberized floor, a rack of kettlebells and dumbbells, one padded bench, one cable machine, and a full wall of mirrors.

Darius is already there.

He’s changed out of the standard polo into a sleeveless black compression shirt that clings to every ridge of muscle on his chest and shoulders. Gray sweatpants hang low on narrow hips. The thick outline of his cock is unmistakable even at rest—long, heavy, pressing against the fabric like it’s trying to escape. My mouth goes dry.

“Elise.” He says my name like a command. “Right on time. Good girl.”

The praise hits me low and hot. I swallow, force a smile. “Didn’t want to waste your evening.”

He steps closer. The cedarwood-and-sweat scent wraps around me again. “You’re not wasting anything. Close the door.”

I do. The click of the latch sounds final.

He gestures to the open floor space. “We’ll start with a warm-up. Show me your default movement patterns. Squat first—bodyweight, slow.”

I drop into position, heels flat, chest proud, the way I teach every single day. Ass back, knees tracking over toes, core braced. I sink until my thighs are parallel, hold for a beat, then rise.

Darius circles me like a shark. “Good depth. Strong glutes—yoga’s done its job there.” His voice is close behind me now. “But your core’s drifting forward on the way up. Let me fix it.”

Before I can answer, his huge hands settle on my hips—fingers splayed wide, thumbs pressing into the dimples above my ass. The size difference is obscene: my toned, athletic frame against his massive palms. Heat radiates through my leggings like he’s branding me.

“Breathe out as you rise,” he murmurs, breath hot against my ear. “Squeeze the glutes hard at the top. Like this.”

He guides me down again, controlling the descent with effortless strength. When I hit bottom he presses forward just enough to make me feel the thick ridge of his cock nudge the small of my back through our clothes. I gasp.

“Feel that?” he asks, voice velvet and dark. “That’s where your power lives. Right here.” One hand slides up to flatten against my lower abs, pressing in. “Engage.”

I clench. My pussy flutters in response.

We move through more reps. Each time he adjusts me his touch lingers longer—fingers tracing the line of my spine, palm cupping the underside of my ass to “cue the squeeze,” thumb brushing the outer curve of my breast when he repositions my shoulders. Every contact sends electricity straight to my clit. By the third set my nipples are painfully hard, visible through my sports bra, and I know he can see.

“Deadlift next,” he says. “Romanian. Light bar to start.”

He loads a 95-pound barbell—nothing for him, challenging for me. I hinge at the hips, keeping my back flat the way I’ve drilled into every client. The stretch fires through my hamstrings, ass pushing back.

Darius steps in close again. This time his front presses fully against my backside as he reaches around to correct my grip. His cock—rock-hard now—slots right against the cleft of my ass like it belongs there. Thick. Long. Throbbing.

“Arch a little more,” he growls. “Push that pretty ass back into me. Let me feel how strong those yoga legs really are.”

I do. The pressure is unbearable. My pussy lips part inside my soaked panties, clit swollen and aching. I can feel every vein through the thin layers separating us.

He holds me there for a long second, hips rocking once—subtle, deliberate. “Fuck, Elise. You’re built to take it deep.”

A whimper escapes before I can stop it.

He chuckles, low and filthy. “That’s the sound I wanted to hear.”

We finish the set. My legs shake—not from the weight.

He racks the bar, turns me to face him. We’re inches apart. His chest rises and falls. Mine heaves.

“Last thing tonight,” he says. “Hip thrusts. Glute activation. You’ll feel this tomorrow.”

He sets up the bench, loads another plate. I lie back, shoulders on the pad, feet planted, bar across my hips. The cold steel bites through my leggings.

Darius kneels between my spread thighs to adjust the bar—unnecessarily. His forearms brush my inner thighs as he centers it. Then he stays there, huge hands gripping just above my knees, spreading me wider.

“Drive through the heels,” he orders. “Squeeze at the top. Hold it.”

I thrust up. My pussy clenches hard around nothing as my ass lifts, grinding the bar against my clit with every rep. He watches my face in the mirror behind me—eyes dark, lips parted.

“Harder,” he growls. “Show me how bad you want to feel full.”

I’m dripping now. I can smell my own arousal mixing with his. On the fifth rep he leans forward, one hand sliding up to press flat against my lower belly again—right over my womb.

“Imagine this,” he says, voice rough. “This tight little yoga pussy stretched around something a lot bigger than that bar. Something thick. Something that doesn’t stop until it’s bottomed out against your cervix. You think you could handle that, Elise?”

My hips buck involuntarily. A small, desperate moan slips out.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” I whisper. “God, yes.”

His thumb strokes once, slow and deliberate, right over my clit through the fabric. I jolt.

“Good girl.” He stands, towering over me. “Session’s over. For tonight.”

I sit up on trembling legs. My leggings have a visible wet spot at the crotch. He notices. Smiles.

“Wear something shorter next time,” he says. “I want better access to those hips.”

He hands me a small towel. “Clean yourself up before you go home to your husband. Wouldn’t want him smelling another man on you… yet.”

I take it, cheeks burning.

He walks me to the door, opens it for me. Just before I step out he leans down, lips brushing my ear.

“Thursday. Same time. Bring your A-game, Elise. I’m going to stretch you so wide you forget what anything smaller ever felt like.”

The door closes behind me.

I walk to my car on rubber legs, pussy throbbing, mind spinning with the memory of his cock pressed against me, the filthy promise in his voice, the way my body responded like it already belonged to him.

Nathan’s asleep when I get home, the house dark and quiet. I slip straight into the master bathroom, lock the door, and strip out of my soaked leggings and sports bra in seconds. My reflection in the mirror shows exactly what Darius did to me: nipples stiff and dark, chest flushed, inner thighs glistening with my own slick. My pussy lips are puffy, clit peeking out swollen and needy.

I step into the shower, turn the water on hot, and don’t even wait for it to warm fully. The second the spray hits my skin I slide two fingers straight down between my legs. I’m so wet they sink in with zero resistance, stretching my tight yoga-trained cunt exactly the way Darius’s words promised something bigger would.

“Oh fuck…” I moan under the water, eyes closing as I picture him.

I lean back against the tiled wall, one leg hooked up on the built-in bench, and start pumping my fingers hard—fast, deep, the way I never do with Nathan. My free hand squeezes my breast, pinching the nipple hard while I imagine Darius’s massive black hands doing it instead. Those thick fingers. That obscene 11-inch cock I felt throbbing against my ass.

I add a third finger, stretching myself wider, and my knees buckle. “Yes… just like that… stretch me…”

In my mind he’s kneeling between my thighs again, but this time there’s no barbell—only the fat, veined head of his BBC pressing against my entrance, splitting me open inch by brutal inch. I can almost feel the burn, the impossible fullness, the way my pussy would flutter and clench around something so much thicker than my husband’s 5.5 inches.

I fuck myself faster, thumb circling my clit in tight, frantic strokes. The shower drowns out the wet, obscene sounds of my fingers plunging in and out, but I hear them in my head—sloppy, desperate, dripping.

“Take it all, Elise,” I whisper, mimicking his deep voice. “This pussy is mine now. Gonna ruin you for that little white dick forever.”

The words send me over the edge. My first orgasm crashes through me—sharp, sudden, legs shaking so hard I almost slip. My walls clamp down on my fingers, gushing fresh slick down my thighs that the water instantly washes away. But I don’t stop. I keep thrusting, chasing the overstimulation that makes my eyes roll back.

I picture him breeding me right there on the training bench—flooding my womb with thick, hot cum while he growls about knocking up the pretty married yoga instructor. My second orgasm hits harder, longer, a deep, rolling wave that makes me cry out loud enough I bite my lip to stay quiet.

Still not enough.

I grab the detachable shower head, switch it to the pulsing massage setting, and aim the powerful jets directly at my swollen clit while three fingers stay buried inside me, curling against my G-spot. The water beats against me like a relentless tongue—fast, merciless. My hips jerk uncontrollably.

“Darius… fuck me… own this pussy… make me your size queen…” I gasp, voice breaking.

The third orgasm rips through me so violently my vision whites out. My whole body convulses, pussy squirting in weak, rhythmic pulses that mix with the shower spray. I keep the jets on my clit through the whole thing, riding the overstimulation until tears leak from the corners of my eyes and my legs give out completely.

I slide down the wall, panting, fingers still buried deep, aftershocks rippling through me for another full minute.

When I finally pull my hand free, my fingers are coated in creamy white slick. I bring them to my mouth without thinking and suck them clean, tasting myself while imagining it’s his cum I’m swallowing after he’s flooded me.

I know I’m already in too deep.

And Thursday is only two days away.


Chapter 3



The next forty-eight hours crawl by in a haze of yoga classes, meal preps, and Nathan’s gentle, oblivious affection. I teach my regular Wednesday hot flow at 6 a.m., then a restorative at noon, then a power sequence in the evening—every downward dog, every hip opener reminding me of Darius’s hands spreading me wider on that bench, his thumb ghosting my clit, his voice promising to stretch me until I forget smaller cocks exist.

I’m distracted. My students notice. One of them—a sweet older woman—asks if I’m okay during savasana. I smile too brightly, say I’m just “working through some personal flow,” and move on. Inside I’m burning.

Nathan and I eat dinner together like always. He talks about a new project at work, some spreadsheet drama. I nod, fork pasta into my mouth without tasting it, thighs pressed together under the table because even the seam of my leggings rubs my still-sensitive clit wrong—or right. Every time I shift, I feel the faint soreness from clenching around my own fingers in the shower Monday night. Three orgasms. Squirting. Crying out his name under my breath while water pounded my clit like I wished his tongue would.

I excuse myself early, claiming I need to plan tomorrow’s class. Nathan kisses my forehead, says he loves me, heads to the couch with his laptop. I retreat to our bedroom, close the door softly, and check my phone for the hundredth time.

Nothing yet.

I shower again—quick this time, no touching—then slip into bed in just an oversized T-shirt, no panties. The sheets feel too soft, too empty. I scroll Instagram mindlessly, liking fitness posts, until my phone buzzes at 10:47 p.m.

Unknown number: Progress pic from today’s client. Thought you might appreciate the form.

Attached is a photo: Darius in the same private studio, mid-hip-thrust on the bench setup we used. Black tank soaked dark with sweat, gray sweats clinging to every thick inch of his cock—semi-hard again, obscene bulge snaking down his thigh. The caption in the image reads: “Squeeze at the top. Hold. Feel the burn.”

My breath catches. Heat floods between my legs instantly.

I stare at the photo, zoom in. The outline is ridiculous—longer than Nathan’s hand, thicker than my wrist. My pussy clenches on nothing.

Another buzz.

Darius: You get home safe Monday?

Me (after three tries typing with shaky thumbs): Yes. Thank you for the session.

Darius: You were a good student. Responsive. Eager.

Me: I tried.

Darius: You did more than try. That little whimper when I pressed against you? Filthy. Kept thinking about it.

My free hand slides between my thighs without permission. I’m already slick.

Me: I couldn’t stop thinking about it either.

Darius: Good. Tell me what you couldn’t stop thinking about.

I hesitate. Nathan’s still in the living room—I can hear the faint click of his keyboard. The risk makes it hotter.

Me: Your hands. How big they are. How they made me feel… small. And the way you felt against me. Hard. Huge.

Darius: Keep going.

Me: I felt every inch through your sweats. It was throbbing. I wanted to see it. Touch it.

Darius: You will. Thursday. But tonight you’re gonna show me how wet that thought makes you.

A photo arrives: his hand wrapped around the base of his cock through the sweats, squeezing so the head flares even more obviously. No skin yet—just the promise.

Darius: Your turn, Elise. Send me proof you’re dripping for this BBC.

My heart hammers. I glance at the bedroom door—still closed. I spread my legs under the covers, slide two fingers along my slit. Soaked. I angle the phone down, snap a quick shot: glistening fingers spread apart, strings of slick connecting them, my puffy lips visible in the background.

I hit send before I can overthink it.

Darius: Fuck. That’s a greedy little pussy. Already leaking for something it’s never had.

Me: It wants it so bad.

Darius: It’s gonna get stretched so wide Thursday you’ll feel empty without me inside you after. Gonna ruin those tight yoga walls for anything smaller.

I bite my lip hard enough to taste copper. My clit throbs.

Me: Promise?

Darius: I don’t make promises I can’t keep. I’m gonna bottom out against your cervix, pump you full until it’s dripping down your thighs. You’ll be begging me to breed that married cunt.

The word breed hits like a slap. My fingers plunge inside me—three at once—stretching myself while I read his next message.

Darius: Touch yourself right now. Slow circles on that swollen clit. Imagine it’s my thumb again. But this time I don’t stop.

I obey. Slow, teasing circles. My hips lift off the mattress.

Me: I’m doing it. Feels so good.

Darius: Faster now. Pinch your nipples with your other hand. Hard. Pretend it’s my teeth.

I do. The sharp pain shoots straight to my core. A soft moan escapes—I clamp my hand over my mouth.

Darius: Send audio. Let me hear how desperate you are.

I shouldn’t. Nathan’s only twenty feet away. But the risk makes me reckless. I hit record, circle faster, let out a shaky, needy whimper—quiet but unmistakable—then send it.

His reply is instant.

Darius: Good fucking girl. That sound’s gonna live in my head all night. Now edge yourself. Get right to the brink, then stop. Three times. Text me each time you pull back.

I work myself ruthlessly. First edge comes fast—thighs shaking, pussy fluttering. I stop, panting.

Me: One.

Darius: Again.

Second edge—deeper, hips bucking. I whimper louder, bite the pillow.

Me: Two.

Darius: One more. Then you can come—but only while you’re reading this: Thursday I’m bending you over that bench, spreading those strong yoga legs, and sliding every thick inch in raw. No condom. No pulling out. Gonna flood your womb until you’re leaking my cum for days. Your husband will never fill you like that. You’re gonna be my breeding slut.

Third edge hits like a freight train. I’m crying silently, fingers buried to the knuckles, clit pulsing under frantic circles. I stop again—body screaming.

Me: Three. Please let me come.

Darius: Now. Hard. Think of my cock splitting you open. Think of me owning that pussy.

I slam three fingers deep, thumb mashing my clit, and come so violently my whole body arches off the bed. A muffled scream tears from my throat—I bury my face in the pillow as wave after wave crashes through me. Slick gushes around my fingers, soaking the sheets. My pussy clamps rhythmically, milking nothing, desperate for the real thing.

When it finally ebbs I’m shaking, tears on my cheeks, chest heaving.

Darius: Good girl. Clean your fingers. Taste how wet you got for me.

I do—suck them slow, salty-sweet, imagining it’s his cum instead.

Darius: Thursday 7 p.m. Wear a skirt. No panties. I want easy access when I claim what’s already mine.

Me: Yes, Darius.

Darius: Sleep tight, Elise. Dream of me stretching you.

I delete the thread—heart still racing—then lock my phone and curl into a ball, pussy still twitching with aftershocks.

Nathan knocks softly on the door a few minutes later. “Babe? You okay? I thought I heard something.”

I force my voice steady. “Just… bad dream. I’m fine.”

He opens the door, concern on his sweet face. “Want me to stay with you?”

I smile weakly. “I’m okay. Go finish your work.”

He kisses my forehead again—soft, loving, completely unaware that his devoted wife just came harder than she ever has with him, three times in two days, to another man’s filthy texts and the promise of being bred raw in forty-eight hours.

I wait until he’s gone, then slide my hand back between my legs.

I’m already wet again.

Thursday can’t come soon enough.


Chapter 4



Thursday evening feels like the edge of a blade. All day I’ve been a mess—teaching classes on autopilot, hips swaying through sun salutations while my mind replays Darius’s texts: raw, no condom, flooding your womb, breeding slut. My pussy stays slick and swollen, clit throbbing every time I shift on my yoga mat. I cancel my last private session of the day, claiming a migraine. The truth is worse: I can’t focus on anyone else’s body when mine is screaming to be claimed.

I tell Nathan I’m meeting a friend for drinks after work. He believes me without question, kisses my cheek, says he’ll order takeout and wait up. Guilt flickers, but it’s drowned out by the pulse between my legs.

I arrive at the gym at 6:50 p.m. The parking lot is nearly empty. The front desk is unmanned—Darius must have cleared it. I slip through the turnstile with my keycard, heart slamming against my ribs. I’m wearing exactly what he ordered: a short black tennis skirt that barely covers the bottom curve of my ass, no panties underneath, thin white crop top that clings to my sweat-damp skin, high ponytail swinging. Every step rubs my bare, slick pussy lips together. I’m already dripping down my inner thighs.

The private studio door is ajar. Light spills out, warm and low. I push it open.

Darius is waiting.

He’s shirtless tonight—ebony skin gleaming under the overhead lights, every muscle carved and ridged, sweat already beading along his collarbone from whatever warm-up he did before I arrived. Gray sweatpants again, slung dangerously low, the thick length of his cock outlined in brutal detail—half-hard and already longer than anything I’ve ever taken. Heavy balls shift visibly as he turns to face me.

“Lock it,” he says, voice deep and rough.

I do. The click echoes.

He steps closer, towering. “Good girl. No panties?”

I shake my head, voice small. “No.”

“Show me.”

I lift the hem of the skirt slowly. Cool air hits my soaked pussy. My lips are puffy, glistening, clit peeking out swollen and red. A thin string of arousal stretches and snaps as I spread my thighs a fraction.

Darius groans low in his throat. “Fuck. Look at that married cunt leaking for BBC already.”

He closes the distance in one stride, huge hand cupping my mound possessively. Two thick fingers part my lips, slide through the slick without resistance, then plunge knuckle-deep. I cry out, knees buckling.

“So fucking wet,” he growls against my ear. “You been touching this pussy thinking about me since Tuesday?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “Every night. Coming so hard to your texts.”

He pumps his fingers once, twice—curling against my G-spot. My walls flutter desperately.

“Gonna give you what you’ve been begging for tonight, Elise. Gonna stretch this tight little hole until it’s molded to my cock. You ready to be ruined?”

I nod frantically. “Please… I need it.”

He pulls his fingers free, brings them to my lips. “Taste how desperate you are.”

I suck them clean, moaning at my own tangy flavor mixed with the faint salt of his skin.

Darius spins me around, bends me over the padded bench we used for hip thrusts. My hands brace on the edge, ass up, skirt flipped onto my lower back. He kicks my feet wider, drops to his knees behind me.

Hot breath ghosts my pussy. Then his tongue—broad, flat, relentless—licks a long, slow stripe from clit to asshole. I jolt, whimpering.

“Quiet,” he orders. “Gym’s empty, but sound carries. Don’t want anyone hearing what a slutty yoga wife you are… yet.”

He eats me like he’s starving. Tongue fucking deep into my hole, then circling my clit with brutal precision. Lips sucking my folds, teeth grazing just enough to make me shake. One massive hand grips my ass cheek, spreading me wider; the other reaches under to pinch and roll my clit while his tongue spears inside again.

I come fast—too fast. My thighs quake, pussy gushing onto his chin as I bite my forearm to muffle the cry. He doesn’t stop. Keeps licking through the spasms until I’m oversensitive and squirming.

“First one’s free,” he says, standing. “The rest you earn on this dick.”

I hear the rustle of fabric. Then the heavy slap of his cock against my ass—hot, thick, impossibly weighty. He drags the fat head through my slit, coating himself in my slick.

“Look back,” he commands.

I twist, eyes widening. His cock is monstrous up close: 11 inches of thick, veined black meat, the head flared purple and glistening, heavy balls drawn tight. It twitches against my entrance.

“Watch it go in,” he says. “Watch your pussy swallow every inch your husband could never give you.”

He presses forward.

The stretch is immediate and obscene. My lips part wide around the head—burning, aching, perfect. I gasp as the ridge pops inside, then inch after thick inch follows. My walls flutter and clutch, trying to accommodate the impossible girth. Halfway in he pauses, lets me feel the fullness, the way my pussy lips grip him like a vice.

“Fuck, so tight,” he groans. “This cunt was made for big black cock.”

He sinks deeper. I feel every vein, every pulse. When he bottoms out—tip kissing my cervix—I sob with pleasure-pain. My whole body shakes.

“Take it all,” he growls, hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “This pussy belongs to me now.”

He starts thrusting—slow at first, letting me adjust, then harder, deeper. Each stroke drags against my G-spot, the head battering my cervix in a rhythm that makes stars burst behind my eyes. Wet, filthy sounds fill the room: slap of skin, squelch of my soaked cunt, my choked moans.

“Tell me,” he demands, pounding faster. “Tell me whose cock is stretching you.”

“Yours,” I cry. “Darius’s big black cock… so much bigger than Nathan… ruining me…”

He slaps my ass—hard. “Louder. Say it like you mean it.”

“Darius owns this pussy!” I scream, voice breaking as another orgasm builds. “He’s fucking me raw… gonna breed me… fill me with cum…”

“That’s right.” His thrusts turn brutal—deep, punishing. Balls slap my clit with every stroke. “Gonna pump this married womb full. Knock you up with my baby while your little-dicked husband waits at home.”

The words tip me over. I come again—harder, screaming his name, pussy clamping down like it wants to milk him dry. He doesn’t stop. Keeps fucking me through it, drawing it out until I’m shaking, tears streaming, overstimulation making every nerve scream.

He pulls out suddenly—cock glistening with my cream. Flips me onto my back on the bench, legs spread wide. I watch, dazed, as he strokes himself—huge fist flying along the slick shaft.

“Open your mouth,” he orders.

I do. He steps forward, aims the head at my lips.

“Gonna mark you first,” he growls. Thick ropes of cum erupt—hot, salty, splashing across my tongue, cheeks, chin. I swallow what lands in my mouth, moaning at the taste. He keeps stroking, painting my tits, my stomach, claiming every inch.

When he’s done he smears the head through the mess on my skin, then pushes back inside my still-twitching pussy—shallow thrusts, mixing his cum with my slick.

“Feel that?” he whispers. “That’s just the start. Next time I’m breeding you deep. No pulling out.”

He fucks me with those lazy, possessive strokes for another minute, stirring his load inside me, letting my walls squeeze every drop deeper. Then he pulls out slowly, deliberately—inch by glistening inch—until the fat head pops free with a wet sound.

A thick, creamy glob of his cum immediately oozes from my gaping, ruined hole. It’s obscene—white and pearly against my flushed pink folds, slowly dripping down over my clit, along my ass crack, pooling on the bench beneath me. My pussy stays open, winking, visibly stretched and unable to close fully after taking his massive girth.

Darius stares down at the mess he’s made, a satisfied smirk on his lips. “Look at that. Your married cunt is leaking my BBC cum already. Such a greedy little breeding hole.”

He grabs my hand and guides it between my legs. “Clean it up, Elise. Scoop every drop and eat it. Show me how much you love tasting the man who just owned you.”

My fingers tremble as I obey. I slide two digits through the leaking creampie, gathering the warm, thick mixture—his salty seed mixed with my own creamy arousal. The scent is heady, musky, intoxicating. I bring my fingers to my mouth and suck them clean, moaning loudly at the filthy flavor. Salty-bitter cum coats my tongue; I swirl it, swallow, then dive back for more.

“Deeper,” he commands, voice rough. “Push them all the way in and stir it up. I want you to feel how full I left you.”

I plunge three fingers inside my stretched pussy, scooping more of his load from deep within. It squelches obscenely. I pull them out coated in thick white strands, strings stretching between my fingers, and lick them slowly, deliberately—making eye contact with him the whole time.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he groans. “Your husband ever make you eat cum like this? Ever fill you so deep you have to scoop it out and swallow it?”

“Never,” I whimper between licks. “He could never… not like this… not this much…”

Darius watches me devour every drop until my fingers come out clean and my pussy is only glistening with spit and residual slick. He leans down, kisses me hard, tongue invading my mouth to taste himself on me.

“Good fucking girl,” he murmurs against my lips. “That’s how a real man marks his property. Next time I’m pumping it straight into your womb and making you keep it all day.”

He helps me sit up on shaky legs, skirt still hiked, thighs slick with the remnants I couldn’t quite catch. His cum is drying on my face, tits, and stomach under my top—sticky reminders of ownership.

“Thursday was just the first taste,” he murmurs against my lips. “Tomorrow night, same time. Bring your husband’s favorite panties. I want you wearing them when I fuck his wife in his place.”

I nod, boneless, dripping.

He walks me to the door, skirt still hiked, thighs slick.

“Text me when you get home,” he says. “Tell me how sore your pussy is. And how much you already miss this cock.”

I stumble to my car, legs weak, pussy throbbing with every step. His cum dries sticky on my skin under my clothes.

Nathan’s waiting with takeout when I walk in. He smiles, oblivious.

“You okay, babe? You look… flushed.”

I force a smile, thighs pressed together to keep more of Darius from leaking out.

“Just a good workout,” I say.

He pulls me into a hug. I feel his small cock stir against my hip—soft, inadequate.

I smile into his shoulder.

Tomorrow I bring his panties.

And I let Darius ruin me in them.


Chapter 5



The drive home is torture. Every bump in the road jolts my tender, freshly-fucked pussy, sending fresh trickles of Darius’s thick cum leaking out to soak the driver’s seat. My skirt is still hiked up under the seatbelt; I can feel the sticky mess drying on my inner thighs, on my stomach, between my breasts. My face feels flushed and marked—his cum has crusted slightly on my chin and cheeks where I didn’t wipe it all away fast enough. The scent of sex clings to me: musky cum, my own tangy arousal, his cedarwood sweat. I crack the window, but it doesn’t help much.

Nathan’s car is already in the driveway when I pull in. Lights on in the kitchen. He’s waiting, like he said he would.

I sit in the car for a full minute, breathing slow, trying to steady myself. My pussy throbs with every heartbeat—stretched, sore, gaping slightly even now, still leaking his load. My clit is hypersensitive from the overstimulation. I can still taste him on my tongue from when I scooped his creampie out and swallowed it on command.

I smooth my skirt down as best I can, tug the crop top lower to hide the dried streaks on my tits, and step out. My legs feel like jelly. I walk to the front door on shaky thighs, each step making more of Darius’s cum ooze out and slide down my leg.

Nathan opens the door before I reach it. He’s in sweatpants and a T-shirt, hair tousled, smiling that sweet, trusting smile.

“Hey, babe. You’re later than I thought. Everything okay?”

I force a nod, step inside. The house smells like Chinese takeout—normal, comforting, utterly wrong after what just happened.

“Yeah. Just… got caught up talking.”

He closes the door, leans in to kiss me. I turn my face at the last second so his lips land on my cheek instead of my mouth. He frowns slightly.

“You smell… different. Like the gym, but stronger.”

My heart slams. I can’t lie anymore. The words bubble up before I can stop them.

“Nathan… I need to tell you something.”

His brow furrows, concern flickering. “What’s wrong?”

I take his hand, lead him to the living room couch. We sit. My skirt rides up; I don’t fix it. A fresh trickle of cum slips free and drips onto the cushion beneath me. I feel it—warm, obscene.

“I wasn’t out with a friend tonight,” I say, voice trembling. “I was at the gym. With Darius. The trainer.”

Nathan’s eyes widen. He doesn’t speak, just stares.

“I… we… he fucked me, Nathan. Raw. Hard. In the private studio after hours. He stretched me so wide I screamed. He came inside me—on me—everywhere. I’m still full of him right now. His cum is literally dripping out of my ruined pussy as we speak.”

Silence stretches. I watch his face: shock, then something else. His pupils dilate. His breathing changes—shallower, faster. I glance down. The front of his sweatpants tents. His small cock is hardening.

“Tell me,” he whispers, voice hoarse. “Everything.”

Relief crashes through me, followed by a dark, vicious thrill. I shift closer, spread my thighs wide so he can see the glistening trails on my inner legs, the way my swollen lips are still parted and leaking.

“He bent me over the bench first. Ate my pussy until I came on his tongue—something you’ve never made me do, by the way. Then he slid that massive black cock in—inch by thick, veined inch. It burned so good, Nathan. He’s so much bigger than you. Thicker than three of your fingers. Longer than your entire pathetic little dick plus your hand. He hit places you’ve never even dreamed of reaching. Bottomed out against my cervix while I begged for more. Fucked me raw while telling me my pussy belongs to him now—permanently. That you’re just the warm-up guy who kept it wet for a real man.”

Nathan’s hand drifts to his crotch, rubbing slowly through the fabric. His eyes are locked on the mess between my legs, face flushing deeper with every word.

“Keep going,” he rasps, voice cracking.

“I came twice on his cock. Screaming his name. Begging him to breed me. He pulled out and came all over my face, my tits, my stomach—like I was his personal cum dump. Then he pushed back in and fucked his own load deeper, stirring it up until it was foaming out around his shaft. When he finally pulled out… it poured out of me. Thick, white, creamy ropes—way more than you’ve ever produced in your life. He made me scoop it up with my fingers and eat it. Every filthy drop. While he watched and called me his good little breeding slut. I swallowed his superior cum right there on the gym floor, Nathan. Tasted how much better he is.”

Nathan groans—low, desperate, humiliated. His hand moves faster inside his pants.

“Show me,” he begs, voice breaking. “Show me what he left in you. Show me how much he stretched my wife’s cunt.”

I stand slowly, legs shaking. I lift my skirt fully, exposing my swollen, red pussy. The lips are puffy and parted, still unable to close completely after taking Darius’s girth. A thick rope of his cum oozes out right then—slow, viscous—dripping down to my clit, then onto the floor between us with an audible plop.

Nathan drops to his knees in front of me without a word, face inches from my dripping hole.

“Please,” he whimpers, looking up at me with eyes full of desperate, shameful hunger. “Let me taste him. Let me clean the mess a real man left in my useless wife.”

The power shift hits me like lightning. I thread my fingers through his hair, yank his head forward roughly.

“Clean your wife’s pussy, Nathan. Lick up every thick drop of the superior black cock that just ruined me for you forever. Taste what a real man’s load smells and feels like—because yours never will.”

He dives in like a starving animal.

His tongue is frantic, sloppy—lapping at the leaking creampie, sucking the thick globs straight from my gaping hole. He buries his face so deep his nose mashes against my clit, tongue scooping Darius’s load from inside me with wet, obscene slurps. Cum smears across his cheeks, his chin, his lips—he doesn’t care. He’s moaning into my pussy, the vibrations making me shudder.

“Does it taste good?” I taunt, grinding against his mouth. “Taste how much bigger he is? How much more he filled me? You could never leave me this messy, could you? Your pathetic little prick barely makes a teaspoon. Darius flooded me like a firehose. Look at you—on your knees eating another man’s cum out of your wife’s stretched-out cunt. This is what you’re good for now. Cleanup crew.”

He whimpers louder, tongue plunging deeper, swirling to collect every drop. “No… never… he’s so much bigger… so much better… I’m nothing compared to him…”

“That’s right,” I hiss, yanking his hair harder. “Say it. Say your tiny white dick is worthless. Say my pussy belongs to Darius now.”

“My tiny white dick is worthless,” he mumbles into my folds, voice muffled and broken. “Your pussy belongs to Darius now… I’m just… just the cuck who cleans up after a real man…”

I laugh—low, cruel, aroused. “Good boy. Now suck harder. Get every last bit of his superior seed out of me. Swallow it down like the eager little cum-guzzler you are.”

Nathan obeys, lips sealing around my hole, sucking greedily while his hand strokes his small cock furiously inside his pants. The humiliation fuels him—he’s leaking pre-cum through the fabric, hips jerking. I feel another small orgasm building from the sheer dominance of it all. I grind down on his face, smearing more of Darius’s remnants across his nose and mouth.

When I finally come—sharp, mean, clenching around his probing tongue—fresh slick mixes with the last traces of cum. Nathan drinks it all, swallowing with audible gulps, face shiny and wrecked.

I push him back hard. He falls onto his ass, panting, lips swollen, chin dripping, eyes glazed with submissive bliss and shame.

“Thank you,” he breathes, voice small. “For letting me… for telling me… for making me do this…”

I cup his cum-smeared cheek, thumb tracing the mess on his lip before pushing it into his mouth. He sucks it clean without hesitation.

“This is just the beginning, Nathan,” I whisper. “Tomorrow night I’m going back. Wearing your favorite panties—the blue lace ones you bought me for our anniversary. Darius is going to fuck me raw in them. Ruin them. Pump me so full his cum soaks through and stains them with his scent. Then I’ll bring them home dripping for you to suck clean… or maybe I’ll make you wear them while you jerk your useless little cock and listen to me describe every thrust.”

His cock twitches hard in his hand. He nods frantically, tears of humiliation and arousal in his eyes.

“Yes… please… I want that. I want to watch someday… to clean… to know I’m not enough anymore… never was…”

I lean down, kiss him deep—tasting Darius on his tongue, forcing him to share the flavor of his own defeat.

“Good boy,” I murmur. “Now go to bed. Tomorrow your wife gets bred again. And you’ll be right here waiting to lap up what a real man leaves behind.”

He stumbles to the bedroom, hard and leaking, shoulders hunched in perfect, broken submission.

I stay on the couch, legs spread, fingers idly circling my still-throbbing clit.

Tomorrow night.

Darius promised to breed me deep.

And Nathan will be waiting—eager, humiliated, hungry—to devour every drop.


Chapter 6



The next weeks blur into a relentless rhythm of surrender.

I schedule every available after-hours slot Darius offers—three, sometimes four nights a week. The private studio becomes my second home: rubber floor slick with our sweat, mirrors fogged from heavy breathing, the bench permanently indented from where he bends me over night after night. I tell Nathan I’ve joined a “specialized strength program.” He nods, eyes glazed with anticipation, already hard in his pants before I even leave the house. He knows exactly what the program entails now.

Tonight is Wednesday. I arrive at 8:15 p.m., gym long closed to the public. Darius texted earlier: “Wear the blue lace panties. Nothing else under the skirt. I want them soaked before I even touch you.”

I obey. Nathan’s favorite anniversary gift—delicate sky-blue lace, barely-there thong—clings to my already-dripping pussy as I walk through the empty halls. The fabric is thin enough that my swollen lips outline clearly against it; every step rubs my clit, keeping me on edge.

Darius waits inside, door ajar. Shirtless again, sweatpants low, cock already thick and half-hard down his thigh. He doesn’t speak at first—just pulls me inside, locks the door, and shoves me against the mirrored wall.

“Show me,” he growls.

I hike the skirt. The blue lace is dark with wetness at the crotch, clinging transparently to my folds.

He drops to one knee, hooks two fingers under the waistband, yanks them aside—not off—and buries his face between my thighs. Tongue lashes my clit through the lace first, then pushes the fabric into my hole with the tip, tasting me through it. I moan, hands fisting his short hair.

“These are staying on,” he says against my pussy. “Gonna fuck you in your husband’s gift. Gonna ruin them with my cum. Then you take them home dripping for that pathetic little cleanup bitch.”

The words make me clench. “Yes… please…”

He stands, spins me, bends me over the bench. Skirt flipped up, blue lace pulled to the side. His cock slaps heavy against my ass—hot, thick, already leaking pre-cum. He drags the fat head through my slit, coating himself in my slick, then notches at my entrance.

“Beg for it, Elise. Beg your owner to breed this married cunt raw and knock you up tonight.”

“Please, Darius… fuck me… breed me… pump me full of your seed… I’m ovulating this week… risk knocking me up right here in the gym…”

He slams in—one brutal thrust burying half his length. I scream, back arching, walls spasming around the invasion. The blue lace scrapes my clit with every inch he forces deeper. He doesn’t pause—keeps driving until his balls rest against me, tip kissing my cervix.

“Fuck, still so tight,” he groans. “Even after all these sessions. This fertile little hole was made for BBC breeding. Feel how deep I am? That’s my cock right against your womb. Tonight I’m flooding it until you’re overflowing. Your husband’s gonna raise my black baby and never know.”

He starts pounding—hard, deep, relentless. Each thrust shoves the lace against my clit, the friction maddening. Wet slaps echo off the mirrors; my juices soak the fabric, turning it dark and sticky. He grips my ponytail, yanks my head back so I watch us in the reflection: my toned yoga body impaled on his massive black cock, blue panties stretched obscenely to the side, tits bouncing under my crop top.

“Look at yourself,” he snarls. “Look at what a reckless breeding slut you’ve become. This pussy doesn’t even remember your husband’s little prick anymore, does it? You’re dripping for me to put a baby in you while he’s at home jerking off to the thought.”

“No… oh god, no… only yours… only your huge cock… please breed me… I want your baby… I’m not on anything… cum inside me deep…”

He slaps my ass—hard enough to leave a handprint. “Louder. Tell me you want me to knock you up tonight. Tell me you’re risking everything for this BBC load.”

“I want you to knock me up tonight!” I scream, voice breaking. “Risk it all… fill my womb… make me pregnant with your black baby… Nathan could never… he’s too small, too weak… only you can breed me!”

He reaches around, fingers finding my clit through the soaked lace, rubbing fast circles while he rails me. The pressure builds—sharp, overwhelming. My legs shake; I’ve never felt this full, this owned, this dangerously fertile.

“Come for me,” he commands. “Squirt on this breeding dick. Soak your husband’s panties while I flood your unprotected womb.”

I shatter.

The orgasm rips through me—violent, uncontrollable. My pussy clamps down, walls fluttering wildly, and then I’m gushing. Hot, clear fluid sprays around his thrusting cock, soaking the blue lace, dripping down my thighs, puddling on the bench. I scream his name, vision whiting out, body convulsing as wave after wave forces more squirt from me.

Darius doesn’t stop—fucks me through it, prolonging the overstimulation until I’m sobbing, begging, hips jerking uncontrollably.

“That’s it… milk my cock… squeeze every drop into your fertile cunt… gonna knock you up right now… your belly’s gonna swell with my seed while your husband sucks my cum out of your panties every night…”

He buries himself to the hilt, balls drawing tight. His cock pulses—thick, hot ropes of cum erupting deep inside me, painting my cervix, flooding my womb in heavy, potent jets. Spurt after heavy spurt, so much it overflows around his shaft, soaking the ruined lace even more. He grinds against me, stirring his load deeper, growling filthy breeding threats.

“Take it all… every fucking drop… I’m putting a baby in you tonight, Elise… you’re gonna miss your period and know it’s mine… Nathan’s gonna watch your belly grow and clean my cum every single night… this pussy is bred now… owned… pregnant with BBC.”

He stays buried until the last pulse, then slowly pulls out. His cock glistens with our combined mess. The blue lace snaps back into place—sodden, stretched, cum immediately seeping through the delicate fabric in thick white streaks, visibly pooling in the crotch.

Darius yanks them down my legs, steps on them so I can step out. Holds the dripping thong up like a trophy.

“These are coming home with you. You’re gonna hand them to Nathan still warm and heavy with my breeding load. Make him suck my cum out of the lace while you describe exactly how I flooded your womb tonight… how I might have just knocked you up while he was waiting at home like a good little cuck.”

I nod, boneless, pussy still twitching, leaking his massive load down my thighs.

He kisses me—deep, possessive—then slaps my ass lightly.

“Tomorrow night again. Bring another pair. I’m not done breeding you until your belly is round with my baby.”

I leave the studio on trembling legs, cum-soaked panties balled in my fist, skirt barely covering the mess dripping down my legs.

Nathan waits at home—lights low, cock already hard in his hand when I walk in.

I don’t speak at first. Just drop to my knees in front of him, hold up the ruined blue lace—Darius’s thick cum still oozing from the crotch.

“Open your mouth,” I say, voice husky.

He does—eager, broken.

I stuff the soaked fabric between his lips.

“Suck,” I command. “Taste what a real man left in your wife tonight. While you do, I’m going to tell you exactly how he flooded my womb… how he might have just knocked me up… and how much I begged for his black baby while wearing the panties you bought me.”

Nathan moans around the lace, sucking greedily, eyes rolling back in humiliated bliss.

And I start talking—filthy, detailed, merciless—while his small cock leaks pre-cum onto his stomach.

Tomorrow I go back.

And the night after.

Darius’s breeding property now.

Forever.


Chapter 7



The breeding obsession consumes everything.

It starts the very next night after the blue-lace ruin. I text Darius from the car on the way home from teaching my last class: “I’m late. My period’s late.” No emoji, no hesitation—just the raw fact hanging there like a lit fuse.

His reply is instant: “Come now. Private studio. Door’s open. We’re confirming tonight.”

I don’t even go home first. I drive straight to the gym, heart hammering, pussy already clenching at the thought. Nathan’s at home waiting for the latest pair of ruined panties, but tonight there will be no panties. Just me, raw, fertile, and terrified-excited.

The studio is dimly lit when I slip inside. Darius stands in the center, arms crossed over his bare chest, sweatpants tented obscenely. No words at first. He just points to the bench.

“Strip. Everything. Then bend over and spread.”

I obey in seconds—yoga top, leggings, bra, soaked thong—until I’m naked, skin prickling in the cool air. I bend over the bench, ass high, legs wide, pussy already glistening and swollen from the drive. My clit throbs visibly; I can feel the faint ache of ovulation deep inside.

Darius circles me slowly, like a predator inspecting prey. His hand trails down my spine, over the curve of my ass, then cups my mound from behind—two thick fingers parting my lips, sliding through the slick.

“Still no period,” he murmurs, voice low and dangerous. “You’re ripe as fuck, Elise. This pussy’s begging to be bred again. Tonight we’re doing it marathon-style. No breaks. No pulling out. I’m pumping load after load until your womb’s so full it can’t take anymore… until we know for sure I’ve knocked you up.”

A whimper escapes me. Fear and lust twist together so tight I can barely breathe.

He drops his sweats. His cock springs free—rock-hard, veins bulging, pre-cum already beading at the slit. He steps behind me, slaps the heavy length against my ass cheeks, then drags the fat head through my folds.

“Feel how thick I am tonight? That’s because I’ve been saving up. Gonna flood you so deep your belly swells by next month. Your husband’s gonna watch it happen—watch my black baby stretch you while he cleans the overflow every single night.”

He thrusts in—slow this time, letting me feel every brutal inch splitting me open. The stretch is familiar now, but the stakes make it obscene. My walls flutter and clutch, milking him instinctively. When he bottoms out, tip pressed hard against my cervix, he holds there, grinding in slow circles.

“Feel that?” he growls. “That’s where my cum’s going. Straight through. No condom. No birth control. Just raw BBC seed painting your insides until it takes.”

He starts fucking—long, deliberate strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out so my pussy gapes, then slamming back in balls-deep. Each thrust forces a wet squelch; my juices coat his shaft, drip down my thighs. He grips my hips hard enough to bruise, angling so the head batters my cervix with every plunge.

“Beg for it,” he demands. “Beg me to knock you up right now.”

“Please… breed me… knock me up… fill my womb… make me pregnant with your baby… I want it… I need it… risk everything… ruin my marriage… give Nathan a black baby to raise…”

He growls approval, pace turning brutal. The bench creaks under us. My tits swing with every impact; my ponytail comes loose, chestnut strands sticking to my sweat-slick back. I come first—hard, screaming, pussy spasming around him, trying to pull him deeper. He doesn’t slow. Keeps pounding through my orgasm, drawing it out until I’m shaking, oversensitive, tears streaming.

“First load coming,” he warns. “Take it all.”

He buries himself to the root, cock pulsing violently. Hot, thick ropes erupt against my cervix—spurt after heavy spurt, flooding me so full I feel the pressure build inside. Cum overflows immediately, leaking around his shaft, dripping onto the floor in creamy puddles. He grinds in deep circles, forcing every drop higher, growling filthy promises.

“That’s one… gonna give you three more tonight… four… until you’re leaking for days and your test comes back positive.”

He doesn’t pull out. Stays buried, cock still hard, twitching inside me. After a minute he starts slow thrusts again—stirring his own load, making it foam out around his base.

“Round two,” he says. “Gonna fuck this bred cunt until you squirt again.”

He flips me onto my back on the bench, legs hooked over his shoulders, folding me in half so my pussy is tilted up—perfect for deep penetration. He slams back in, the new angle letting him hit even deeper. My cervix feels bruised, kissed, claimed. His heavy balls slap my ass with every thrust; the wet, obscene sounds fill the room.

“Look at me,” he orders. “Watch the man who’s putting a baby in you.”

I stare up at his chiseled face, dark skin gleaming with sweat, eyes locked on mine—possessive, triumphant. He reaches down, thumb mashing my clit in tight circles while he rails me.

“Come again,” he growls. “Squirt while I breed you. Show me how bad you want this black baby.”

The second orgasm hits like lightning—my whole body seizes, pussy clamping down, and I squirt hard, clear fluid arcing around his pistoning cock, soaking his abs, the bench, my thighs. He roars, thrusts turning erratic, and unloads again—another massive flood, thick ropes painting my insides, overflowing in creamy rivulets that run down to my ass.

He keeps going. Round three. Round four. Each time he fills me deeper, more cum leaking out with every withdrawal, only to be fucked back in on the next plunge. My pussy is a sloppy, gaping mess—swollen, red, constantly leaking his seed. I lose count of my orgasms; they blur into one long, shuddering wave of overstimulation and surrender.

By the final load he’s growling in my ear, voice wrecked: “This is it… last one tonight… gonna make sure it takes… your belly’s gonna round out with my baby… Nathan’s gonna suck my cum out of you every night while your tits swell and your nipples darken… you’re mine now… bred… owned… pregnant.”

He buries deep one last time, cock pulsing, flooding me with what feels like the biggest load yet. I feel it—hot, heavy pressure against my womb, cum so abundant it pushes back against his shaft. When he finally pulls out, a thick gush follows—creamy white pouring from my ruined hole, pooling beneath me on the bench.

He scoops a handful of the mess, smears it across my lower belly like he’s marking territory.

“Keep that inside,” he says. “No cleaning up tonight. Go home leaking. Let your husband see what a bred slut looks like.”

I dress on trembling legs—crop top clinging to sweat, skirt barely covering the rivers of cum running down my thighs. No panties. Just his seed dripping freely.

When I stumble through the front door, Nathan is waiting on the couch, cock in hand, eyes wide.

I don’t speak. Just lift my skirt, spread my legs, and let him watch the thick, continuous leak of Darius’s multiple loads pouring from my gaping pussy onto the floor.

His hand moves faster. Tears of humiliated arousal shine in his eyes.

“Clean me,” I whisper. “Clean the man who just bred your wife.”

He drops to his knees, tongue diving in—lapping, sucking, swallowing the endless creampie while I describe every load, every thrust, every promise of pregnancy.

And somewhere deep inside, I feel it—the possibility, the risk, the terrifying thrill.

Tomorrow I take a test.

But tonight, I’m already his.


Chapter 8



The test comes back positive two weeks later.

Two pink lines stare up at me from the bathroom counter while Nathan hovers behind me, breath shallow, cock already straining against his boxers. I don’t cry. I don’t panic. I feel a dark, electric thrill coil low in my belly—the same place Darius has flooded so many times now. My hand drifts to the slight swell that’s just beginning to show under my yoga top, the first undeniable proof of what we’ve done.

I turn to Nathan, hold up the stick.

“He did it,” I whisper, voice thick with lust. “Darius bred me. I’m carrying his baby.”

Nathan drops to his knees right there on the tile, face pressed to my stomach, kissing the spot where our child—his child to raise, Darius’s child to claim—grows. His small dick leaks pre-cum onto the floor as he murmurs, “Thank you… thank you for letting him… thank you for making me this…”

Tonight is the final session. The one where everything locks into place forever.

I arrive at the gym after closing, same private studio, same bench that’s witnessed every surrender. But tonight the door is propped open a crack—deliberate, risky. Darius texted earlier: “Bring him. Let him watch from the corner. No touching. Just seeing what a real man does to his pregnant wife.”

Nathan follows me in, silent, trembling, dressed in nothing but loose shorts and the blue lace panties I made him wear under them—the same pair Darius ruined weeks ago, still faintly stained with old cum. He takes his place in the shadowed corner chair, cock already hard and leaking through the lace.

Darius locks eyes with him first.

“Sit there, cuck. Watch me fuck your pregnant wife one more time. Watch the man who knocked her up claim what’s his.”

Nathan whimpers, hand drifting to rub himself through the lace.

Darius turns to me. I’m already naked—skirt, top, bra discarded. My breasts are fuller, nipples darker and more sensitive. My belly has the softest curve now, a gentle swell that makes every movement feel heavier, more owned.

He steps close, huge hands cupping my stomach possessively.

“Look at this,” he growls, loud enough for Nathan to hear. “My baby growing in your married womb. You’re mine now, Elise. Not his. Never his again.”

He kisses me—deep, claiming—then guides me to the bench. This time he sits, cock standing straight up like black marble, thick veins pulsing. I straddle him facing away, toward Nathan, so my husband can see every inch disappear into me.

Darius grips my hips, lowers me slowly.

The stretch is exquisite—my pregnant pussy even tighter around his girth from the hormonal changes, every nerve singing. I sink down until my ass rests on his thighs, his cock buried to the hilt, tip pressed against my cervix like a promise.

“Feel that?” Darius murmurs in my ear, hands sliding up to cup my swollen breasts. “That’s your owner deep inside the mother of my child. Tell your husband how good it feels.”

I lock eyes with Nathan. His hand is frantic on his small cock through the lace.

“It feels… so full… so right… he’s so much bigger… stretching me even now… hitting places you never could… breeding me again even though I’m already pregnant…”

Darius starts thrusting up—slow, powerful rolls of his hips that make my tits bounce, my belly jiggle slightly. Each upward stroke grinds his cockhead against my cervix, sending sparks through my core. I moan, head falling back against his shoulder.

“Tell him,” Darius orders. “Tell him this pussy is mine. That you’re carrying my baby. That he’s going to raise it while I keep fucking you raw whenever I want.”

“This pussy is yours, Darius,” I gasp, riding him harder now. “I’m carrying your black baby… Nathan’s going to raise it… change its diapers… feed it… while you keep breeding me… keep owning me… keep flooding this pregnant cunt with cum…”

Nathan sobs—half pleasure, half broken surrender—his hand a blur on his pathetic dick.

Darius lifts me off suddenly, spins me around so I’m facing him, straddling again. He guides my swollen breasts to his mouth, sucking one dark nipple hard while he slams back up into me. Milk beads at the tip—early, unexpected—and he groans, lapping it up.

“Fuck… already producing for my baby… taste that, cuck? Your wife’s tits are leaking because of me.”

He switches to the other nipple, sucking greedily while his cock pistons deep. My orgasm builds fast—overwhelming, unstoppable. I come screaming, pussy clamping down, squirting around his shaft in hot pulses that soak his balls and thighs. He doesn’t stop—keeps fucking through it, drawing out every shudder.

“Gonna fill you again,” he growls. “Gonna pump one more load into this bred womb. Mark it as mine forever.”

He slams up one last time—deep, brutal—cock pulsing violently. Thick ropes erupt against my cervix, flooding me, overflowing, running down his shaft in creamy rivers. I feel every spurt—hot, heavy, claiming—and grind down to take it all, moaning his name like a prayer.

When he finally stills, I collapse against his chest, panting, dripping. He holds me there, hands on my belly, cock still twitching inside me.

“Tell him the new rules,” Darius says softly.

I lift my head, look at Nathan—tears streaming, cock spent in the ruined lace, cum staining the fabric.

“From now on,” I whisper, “Darius owns me. He breeds me whenever he wants. You clean me after every session. You raise his baby. You wear the panties he ruins. You thank him for making me whole.”

Nathan nods frantically, crawling forward on his knees.

Darius pulls out slowly—cock glistening, my pussy gaping and leaking fresh cum. Nathan reaches us, tongue already extended.

“Clean her one last time tonight,” Darius commands. “Then take her home. Tomorrow, pack your things for the guest room. This is our family now.”

Nathan dives in again—lapping, sucking, swallowing the thick creampie while Darius watches, hand on my belly. I stroke Nathan’s hair as he laps the final remnants.

“That’s it, Nathan,” I murmur. “Suck every drop of your wife’s breeder out of me. Feel how loose I am now? How stretched? That’s permanent. Darius made sure of it.”

Nathan moans into my folds, pulling back just enough to gasp, cum stringing from his lips.

“It tastes… so thick… so much more than mine ever was…”

Darius chuckles darkly, thumb circling my navel.

“Of course it does. Real men produce real loads. Yours? Barely a dribble. That’s why she needed me. Why she’s carrying my seed now instead of yours.”

I tilt Nathan’s chin up with my foot, forcing him to meet my eyes.

“Tell us what you are now.”

Nathan swallows hard, voice trembling but fervent.

“I’m… the cuck. The cleanup boy. The one who raises another man’s baby… who jerks off in ruined panties while you get bred… I’m nothing compared to him. Thank you… thank you both for letting me serve like this.”

Darius leans forward, voice dropping.

“Good. But let’s make it crystal clear. From tonight on, the rules don’t change—they get stricter. You sleep in the guest room. Elise sleeps in our bed—mine and hers. When I come over, you greet me at the door on your knees, kiss my shoes, then crawl to the corner and watch. No touching yourself until I say. After every session, you clean her exactly like this—tongue first, then fingers if there’s more. You thank me every time for keeping her satisfied. You thank her for letting you taste what a superior cock leaves behind.”

Nathan nods frantically, tongue darting out to catch another drip.

“Yes… yes, sir… thank you, sir… thank you, Elise… I’ll do everything… anything…”

I grind down against his mouth once more.

“And when the baby comes,” I add softly, cruelly sweet, “you’ll change every diaper. Feed every bottle. Rock it to sleep. While I’m in the next room getting fucked again—maybe on the nursery floor so you can hear every thrust through the wall. You’ll raise Darius’s child like it’s yours, knowing every time you look at it you’ll remember who really bred your wife.”

Nathan sobs around my clit—pleasure and shame twisting together. His small cock twitches helplessly in the cum-stained lace, untouched but leaking steadily.

Darius reaches down, grips Nathan’s hair, forces his face deeper.

“One more thing, cuck. Next week we’re taking this public. Group fitness studio—doors unlocked, lights on low. Anyone walking by could see. You’ll sit in the corner again, wearing nothing but those panties, stroking yourself while I fuck your pregnant wife on the mirrored wall. If someone hears, if someone looks… you’ll thank them too. For witnessing what a real man does to a woman who used to be yours.”

Nathan’s muffled cry vibrates through my core. He nods as best he can.

“Yes… god yes… please… let them see… let everyone know…”

I come again—small, sharp, clenching around Nathan’s tongue—while Darius watches with possessive pride.

When the spasms fade, Darius finally releases Nathan’s head. My husband pulls back gasping, face shiny and wrecked, lips swollen.

Darius stands, towering over both of us. He cups my face, kisses me slow and deep—tongue claiming what’s left of his own taste in my mouth—then looks down at Nathan.

“Clean her one last time tonight. Then take her home. Tomorrow, pack your things for the guest room. This is our family now.”

Nathan crawls forward again, obedient, devoted, broken in the most perfect way.

I stroke his hair as he laps the final remnants.

“Good boy,” I whisper. “This is forever.”

Darius’s hand rests on my belly—warm, claiming.

No turning back.

I’m owned.

Bred.

Addicted.

And the future stretches out—endless nights, endless loads, endless surrender—with just enough risk to keep the fire burning forever.
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