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Content Warning

This book is intended for adult readers 18 years and older only.

It contains explicit sexual content including:

	Breeding and impregnation kink

	Consensual rough sex

	Risky / semi-public sex (with party guests nearby)

	Size difference

	Dominant male / submissive female dynamic

	Multiple creampies

	Strong dirty talk and possessiveness


All acts are fully consensual between the characters.
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Sophia

I couldn’t believe I had actually shown up.

The invitation had arrived two weeks earlier in thick cream cardstock with gold embossed lettering. An exclusive Easter weekend at Blackthorn Manor. Black tie optional but strongly encouraged. All expenses paid for a select group of guests. I had stared at it for days before finally saying yes. Now my heels clicked across the gravel driveway as the grand stone manor rose in front of me like something out of a dream. Twinkling fairy lights draped every tree and balcony. Laughter and music spilled out from the open French doors. The entire estate was alive with the party already in full swing.

A liveried staff member took my small overnight bag and smiled politely. “Welcome to Blackthorn Manor, Miss Sophia. Mr. Marcus is expecting you.”

My stomach did a little flip at the name. Marcus Vale. The mysterious owner of the manor and host of this weekend. I had only seen one photo of him online. Tall, dark-haired, sharp jaw, the kind of man who looked like he owned every room he walked into. I smoothed down the front of my emerald green dress and tried to steady my breathing.

Inside, the grand hall took my breath away. Crystal chandeliers sparkled above a sea of elegantly dressed guests. Waiters moved through the crowd with trays of champagne and tiny Easter-themed canapés. A string quartet played softly in the corner while people laughed and chatted. The air smelled of fresh lilies, expensive perfume, and warm vanilla from the dessert table.

I had barely taken three steps when a deep voice spoke right beside me.

“You must be Sophia.”

I turned and my heart skipped. Marcus Vale stood less than two feet away. He was even taller than the photos suggested. Broad shoulders filled out his perfectly tailored black suit. His dark hair was styled just enough to look effortless. His eyes were a striking steel gray that locked onto mine and didn’t let go.

“Yes,” I managed. “And you must be the man who throws parties that make people forget the real world exists.”

A slow smile curved his lips. “Guilty. I like giving my guests an experience they’ll never forget.” His gaze moved over me in one smooth sweep. “You look stunning tonight. That dress was made for you.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “Thank you. The invitation said the theme was elegant Easter so I tried to follow the rules.”

“You followed them perfectly.” He offered me his arm. “Come. Let me show you around before the night gets too loud.”

I slipped my hand into the crook of his elbow. His arm felt solid and warm under the suit jacket. As we walked through the crowded hall he leaned down slightly so only I could hear him.

“Most guests are here for the usual Easter festivities. Champagne, chocolate eggs, polite conversation. But I have a feeling you are looking for something a little more memorable than that.”

His voice had dropped lower. The words sent a shiver down my spine. I glanced up at him and found those steel gray eyes watching me intently.

“Maybe I am,” I said, surprised at how steady my voice sounded. “What exactly do you offer that is more memorable?”

Marcus guided me toward a quieter side corridor lined with oil paintings. The party noise faded slightly behind us. He stopped in front of a large window that overlooked the manicured gardens where lanterns glowed among the hedges.

“I like to give certain guests private tours of the manor,” he said. “Rooms most people never see. Experiences they will think about long after they leave.” His fingers brushed lightly over the back of my hand where it rested on his arm. “Would you like a private tour, Sophia?”

The way he said my name made my pulse jump. I could hear the party still going strong in the main hall. Laughter, music, clinking glasses. But right here in this quiet corridor it felt like the rest of the world had faded away.

I met his eyes and answered honestly.

“Yes. I would like that very much.”

Marcus smiled again. This time the smile reached his eyes and held a promise that made my stomach tighten with anticipation.

“Then the night belongs to us,” he said softly. “Let me show you what Blackthorn Manor can really offer.”

He kept my arm tucked against his side as he led me deeper into the manor. Every step felt like the beginning of something I would never forget.
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Marcus

I guided Sophia down the quiet corridor with my hand resting lightly at the small of her back. The party noise from the main hall grew softer behind us, but it never fully disappeared. Laughter and music still drifted through the walls like a constant reminder that we were not alone. That was exactly how I wanted it. I loved the edge it gave everything.

I pushed open the heavy oak door to the private library and let her step inside first. The room was one of my favorites in the manor. Floor to ceiling shelves lined every wall, filled with leather bound books that no one ever touched. A large antique desk sat in the center and two deep leather armchairs faced the fireplace where a low fire crackled. Heavy velvet curtains were drawn across the tall windows so the only light came from the fire and a single brass lamp on the desk.

Sophia turned in a slow circle, taking it all in. The emerald green dress hugged every curve of her body and the soft lighting made her skin glow. I closed the door behind us with a quiet click and leaned against it for a moment, just watching her.

“This room is off limits to the other guests tonight,” I said, my voice low. “No one will come in unless I allow it.”

She looked over her shoulder at me, eyes bright with curiosity and something hotter. “So it is just us?”

“For now.” I crossed the room slowly and stopped right in front of her. I reached out and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, letting my fingers trail down the side of her neck. “I like to take my time with certain guests. I like to learn exactly what makes them tremble.”

I slid my hand lower, over her collarbone and down between her breasts, stopping just above the neckline of her dress. Her breath caught but she didn’t pull away. Good. I traced the edge of the fabric with one finger, feeling the rapid rise and fall of her chest.

“Turn around for me,” I told her softly. “Hands on the desk.”

She obeyed without hesitation, placing her palms flat on the polished wood and arching her back slightly. The position pushed her ass out toward me. I stepped close behind her and pressed my body against hers, letting her feel how hard I already was through my suit pants. I kept my hands on her waist and slowly slid them up her sides, mapping every curve.

“You have been thinking about this since you accepted the invitation, haven’t you?” I murmured against her ear. “Wondering what the host of this perfect little party would do to you when no one was watching.”

I let one hand drift higher until my palm cupped her breast through the dress. I squeezed gently, then rolled her nipple between my fingers until it tightened. She let out a soft sound and pressed back against me. I smiled and kept the touch light and deliberate, never rushing.

“Shh,” I whispered. “The party is right outside that door. You have to stay quiet for me. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

I continued exploring her body with slow, controlled touches. My other hand moved down over her stomach and lower until my fingers rested on her thigh just below the hem of her dress. I inched the fabric up slowly, exposing more of her skin, but I didn’t go higher yet. I wanted her aching for it.

I leaned in and kissed the side of her neck, then grazed my teeth along the same spot. “You are already wet for me. I can feel the heat coming off you. But you are not going to come yet. Not until I decide you have earned it.”

I slid my hand higher under her dress until my fingers brushed the lace edge of her panties. I traced the fabric lightly, feeling how damp it already was, but I refused to give her any real pressure. I kept teasing her with slow, feather light strokes while my other hand continued playing with her breast.

Every time her hips tried to rock against my hand I pulled back just enough to deny her. I could feel her frustration building in the way her breathing changed. It made me harder.

I pressed my cock against her ass and rocked slowly, letting her feel exactly what she was doing to me.

“Tell me how badly you want my fingers inside you,” I said, voice low and calm. “Use your words, Sophia. Be honest.”

She whimpered softly. “Please, Marcus. I need you inside me. I am so wet it hurts.”

I rewarded her honesty by slipping one finger under the lace and stroking along her slit. She was soaked. I circled her clit once, twice, then pulled my hand away completely.

“Not yet,” I told her, my tone amused. “I am going to enjoy breaking you slowly tonight. One room at a time. One touch at a time.”

I stepped back and turned her around to face me. Her eyes were dark with need and her lips were parted. I cupped her face with both hands and kissed her deeply, slowly, tasting her desperation.

When I pulled back I rested my forehead against hers.

“The party is still going on out there,” I whispered. “And I am going to keep you right on the edge until you are begging me to fuck you in every single room of this manor.”

I kissed her once more, soft and lingering, then took her hand and led her toward the next part of the night.
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Sophia

Marcus kept my hand firmly in his as he led me out of the library and down another quiet hallway. My heart was still racing from everything he had done to me in there. My dress felt wrinkled and my skin felt too hot. Every step made me aware of how wet I still was between my legs. He had left me right on the edge and I was aching for more.

He pushed open a narrow door at the end of the corridor and cool night air rushed in. We stepped onto a hidden balcony that overlooked the back gardens. The party was in full swing below us. Strings of lanterns glowed among the hedges and guests moved across the lawn with champagne glasses in their hands. Laughter and music floated up clearly. We were only one floor above them. Anyone who looked up at the right angle might see us.

Marcus closed the door behind us and pressed me against the stone wall immediately. His body covered mine completely.

“No one can see us clearly from down there,” he said against my ear. “But they might hear you if you are not careful.”

Before I could answer he kissed me hard. His tongue slid against mine and his hands gripped my hips. He lifted the hem of my dress up to my waist in one quick motion. Cool air hit my bare skin and I shivered. His fingers hooked into my panties and pulled them down my thighs until they dropped to my ankles. I stepped out of them without breaking the kiss.

He turned me around so I faced the balcony railing. The party spread out below us like a glittering scene from a movie. Marcus pressed against my back and I felt him free his cock from his pants. The thick head rubbed against my soaked entrance.

“Hold onto the railing,” he ordered quietly. “And don’t let go.”

I gripped the cold stone with both hands. He pushed my dress higher and thrust into me in one fast stroke. I gasped sharply as he filled me completely. He was so thick and hard that the sudden stretch made my knees weak. He didn’t give me time to adjust. He started fucking me with quick, urgent strokes, one hand on my hip and the other reaching around to rub my clit.

The risk made everything more intense. I could hear people laughing and talking just below us. If anyone looked up they might see my silhouette against the railing. The thought sent a fresh rush of heat through me. Marcus kept pounding into me fast and deep. His hips slapped against my ass with every thrust.

“Quiet,” he warned, voice low and rough. “They are right there. One moan too loud and someone might look up and see me breeding you.”

His words made me clench around him. He fucked me harder, the angle perfect and the speed relentless. I bit my lip to stay quiet but small desperate sounds still escaped. He reached around and covered my mouth with his hand while he kept driving into me.

“That is it,” he growled against my ear. “Take it fast and deep. Let me feel how much you love the risk.”

I pushed back against him, meeting every thrust. The party continued below us completely unaware. Music played and glasses clinked while Marcus fucked me harder against the railing. His fingers rubbed my clit in fast circles and I felt my orgasm building fast.

“Come for me right now,” he demanded. “Come while the whole party is happening beneath us.”

I came hard, my moan muffled against his palm. My pussy clenched around his cock in tight pulses. Marcus groaned low in his throat and slammed deep one final time. He came inside me with hot, powerful spurts, filling me while the party went on below. He kept grinding against me, pushing every drop as deep as possible.

When the last wave passed he stayed buried inside me for a few seconds longer. He kissed the side of my neck and slowly pulled out. I felt his cum start to leak down my thighs immediately.

He turned me around and kissed me deeply, his hands gentle on my face now.

“You did so well,” he whispered. “But we are only getting started. There are still many rooms left in this Manor.”

He helped me smooth my dress down and slipped my panties into his pocket with a small smile.

“Keep my cum inside you while we walk back through the party,” he said. “I want you feeling me with every step.”

He took my hand again and led me back inside. My legs felt shaky and my heart was still racing. The party noise grew louder as we re-joined the crowd, but all I could think about was how full I still felt and how desperately I wanted more of him in the next room.
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Marcus

I kept Sophia’s hand firmly in mine as I led her away from the balcony and down the narrow stone steps that descended into the manor’s old wine cellar. The party noise above us grew muffled with every step we took. Only the faint echo of laughter and music remained. The air turned cooler and smelled of aged oak and dark earth. Rows of dusty wine racks lined the walls, bottles lying on their sides in perfect order. A single hanging bulb cast a soft golden glow over everything.

I closed the heavy wooden door behind us and turned the key in the lock with a quiet click. Sophia’s eyes were still bright from the balcony. Her emerald dress was slightly wrinkled and her cheeks were flushed. I could see the way her thighs pressed together. She was still feeling every drop I had left inside her.

“Perfect,” I said softly. “No one comes down here during the party. But the staff sometimes use the side stairs to fetch more wine. We might have visitors at any moment.”

I backed her against one of the tall wine racks and pressed my body to hers. My hands slid down her sides until I reached the hem of her dress. I pushed the fabric up slowly, bunching it around her waist. She was bare underneath now. Her panties were still in my pocket. I dropped to my knees in front of her and spread her thighs wider.

“Look at you,” I murmured, my voice low and amused. “Still dripping from the balcony. Such a greedy little thing.”

I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly along her slit, tasting the mix of her wetness and my earlier cum. Sophia gasped and gripped the wooden rack behind her. I took my time, licking her with long, lazy strokes, circling her clit without giving her the pressure she needed. Every time her hips tried to rock against my mouth I pulled back just enough to deny her.

I slid two fingers inside her and curled them slowly while my tongue continued its teasing circles. Her breathing grew ragged. I could feel her getting close already. I smiled against her and kept the rhythm steady and light.

Just then footsteps sounded on the stone stairs outside the main door. Two staff members were talking quietly as they approached.

I froze instantly and pulled my mouth and fingers away. Sophia whimpered in frustration. I stood up quickly, pressed my body against hers, and covered her mouth with my hand.

“Shh,” I whispered against her ear. “Not a sound.”

The footsteps stopped right outside the door. One of the staff members laughed at something the other said. They were only feet away. I kept my hand over Sophia’s mouth and watched her eyes widen. My cock was rock hard against her stomach. I rocked against her slowly while we waited, letting her feel me but giving her nothing else.

After what felt like forever the footsteps moved away and faded down the corridor.

I removed my hand from her mouth and dropped back to my knees.

“Where were we?” I asked, my tone playful. “Ah yes. Right here.”

I buried my tongue inside her again, fucking her with it while my fingers returned to her clit. I brought her right back to the edge in seconds. Her thighs started to shake. I could feel her getting closer and closer.

Then the side door at the far end of the cellar creaked open.

Another staff member stepped inside carrying an empty crate. He was humming to himself and didn’t see us yet, but he was heading straight toward our row of racks.

I pulled away from Sophia again and stood up fast. I pressed her against the rack and kissed her hard to keep her quiet. My hand slipped between her legs and I rubbed her clit in slow circles while the staff member moved closer. Every time he took a step I stopped touching her completely. She was trembling against me, desperate and silent.

The man grabbed a few bottles, closed the crate, and finally walked back out the side door.

The moment the door clicked shut I dropped to my knees once more.

“Poor little bunny,” I teased, my voice low and amused. “So close twice already and still no release. Let us try again.”

I licked her slowly and deeply, savoring every taste. I slid three fingers inside her this time and fucked her with them while my tongue worked her clit. She was soaking my hand and my chin. Her legs were shaking so hard I had to hold her up with my free arm.

I brought her right to the edge again, feeling her walls start to flutter around my fingers.

Then the main door handle rattled.

Someone was trying to open it.

I pulled back immediately and stood up, covering Sophia’s mouth once more. I pressed my body against hers and rocked my hard cock against her thigh while we waited in silence. The person outside tried the handle twice more, then gave up and walked away.

I looked down at Sophia. Her eyes were glassy with need and frustration.

“Three times now,” I whispered, my tone clearly entertained. “I wonder how many more times I can edge you before you start begging out loud.”

I knelt again and this time I didn’t stop. I licked and sucked and fingered her until she was right there, right on the brink, her whole body trembling.

I kept her there, right on the edge, for a long delicious minute.

Then I finally gave her what she needed.

I sucked her clit hard and curled my fingers perfectly.

Sophia came with a silent, shaking cry, her pussy pulsing around my fingers while I drank every drop of her release.

I stayed on my knees and licked her gently through the aftershocks until she was limp and whimpering.

When I finally stood up I kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on my tongue.

“Four rooms down,” I murmured against her lips. “And the night is still young.”

I pulled her dress back down, took her hand, and led her toward the next room, my cum still inside her and her legs still trembling with every step.
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Sophia

Marcus kept my hand in his as we climbed the wide staircase to the second floor. My legs still felt shaky from the wine cellar and every step reminded me how full I still was with him. The party noise below us had grown louder again, but it felt far away now. He pushed open a heavy door at the end of the hallway and guided me into a beautiful guest bedroom. The room was elegant and private with a large four poster bed, soft lighting from wall sconces, and tall windows covered by heavy curtains. A small sitting area with two armchairs sat near the fireplace where a low fire burned.

He closed the door behind us and locked it with a quiet click. Then he turned to me and smiled slowly.

“This room is ours for as long as we want it,” he said. “No interruptions this time. Just you and me.”

He walked me backward until the backs of my thighs touched the edge of the bed. His hands slid up my sides and he slowly peeled the emerald green dress off my body, letting it pool at my feet. I stood in front of him completely naked while he remained fully dressed in his suit. The contrast made my pulse race.

Marcus sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled me between his spread thighs. He looked up at me with those intense steel gray eyes.

“Straddle me,” he said softly. “I want you to ride me slow and deep. I want to feel every single inch of you taking me.”

I climbed onto his lap and sank down onto his cock in one slow motion. He was still so thick and hard that the stretch made me gasp. He stayed completely still inside me once I was fully seated and wrapped his arms around my waist to hold me there.

“Look at me,” he said quietly. “Feel how deep I am right now. Feel how perfectly you are stretched around me.”

I met his eyes and rolled my hips in a slow circle. The movement made him press right against that sensitive spot inside me. Marcus kept his hands on my waist and guided me into a steady rhythm.

“That is it,” he murmured. “Nice and slow. Feel the way your pussy grips me every time you sink down. Feel how wet you are making my cock.”

I rode him exactly the way he wanted, long deep rolls that let me feel every inch of him. He never sped up. He never let me go faster. He just held me and talked to me the entire time.

“You are doing so well,” he praised. “I can feel you fluttering around me. You are getting close already, are you not?”

I nodded and bit my lip. He smiled and kept guiding my hips in that same slow rhythm.

“Don’t come yet,” he said calmly. “I want you to stay right on the edge for me. Feel how full you are. Feel how deep I am inside you. This is where I am going to breed you tonight.”

Every slow roll of my hips sent waves of pleasure through me. He kept talking me through it, describing exactly how I felt around him, how wet I was, how tight I was gripping him. His voice stayed low and steady the whole time. He never rushed. He just held me there on the edge, making me feel every single sensation.

I rode him like that for what felt like forever. My thighs started to burn but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop. Every time I got close to coming he would slow me down even more and make me wait.

“You are being so good for me,” he whispered. “Look down. Watch how beautifully you are taking my cock.”

I looked down and the sight of him disappearing inside me over and over made me moan. Marcus smiled and kept the slow rhythm going.

“Tell me how it feels,” he said.

“It feels so deep,” I breathed. “I feel so full. I feel like I belong to you right now.”

His eyes darkened with satisfaction. He pulled me closer so my breasts pressed against his chest and kept guiding my hips in those long, controlled circles.

“That is exactly right,” he murmured. “You do belong to me tonight. Every room in this manor is going to know it by the time I am finished with you.”

He kept me riding him like that for a long time, talking me through every sensation, keeping me right on the edge without letting me fall over it. My whole body was trembling and I was dripping down his cock and thighs. He never sped up. He never lost control. He just held me there in that perfect slow rhythm and made me feel everything.

When he finally felt me shaking uncontrollably he pressed his forehead to mine and whispered against my lips.

“Come for me now, Sophia. Come while you are riding me so slowly. Let me feel you fall apart around my cock.”

I came hard with a broken moan, my pussy pulsing around him in long waves. Marcus held me tight and let me ride out every spasm while he stayed buried deep inside me.

He kissed me softly when it finally faded and stroked my back with gentle hands.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “But we are not done yet. There are still more rooms waiting for us.”

He lifted me off him slowly and stood up, keeping me steady on shaky legs. His cock was still hard and glistening with me. He kissed me once more, slow and deep, then took my hand.

“Ready for the next room?” he asked.

I nodded, already aching for whatever came next.
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Marcus

I kept Sophia’s hand tightly in mine as I led her away from the guest bedroom and down the narrow service corridor that ran behind the main kitchen. The party noise was loud again now. Music, laughter, and the clatter of plates drifted through the walls. Staff members were moving quickly in and out of the main kitchen, preparing more trays of champagne and desserts. I could hear their voices clearly as they worked just on the other side of the thin door ahead of us.

I pushed open the door to the small pantry room and pulled Sophia inside with me. The space was narrow and dimly lit by a single overhead bulb. Shelves lined the walls, stacked with jars, boxes of ingredients, and extra glassware. There was barely enough room for both of us to stand. I closed the door behind us and turned the lock with a quiet click.

Sophia’s eyes were wide as she looked around. Her emerald dress was still slightly wrinkled from everything we had already done tonight. Her cheeks were flushed and her breathing was quick.

“Staff come in here every few minutes to grab supplies,” I told her, my voice low. “We don’t have long. But I am not waiting any longer to have you again.”

I backed her against the shelves and kissed her hard. My hands slid under her dress immediately and pushed it up to her waist. She was still bare underneath from earlier. I freed my cock from my pants in one quick motion. I was already rock hard and leaking. I lifted one of her legs and hooked it around my hip, then thrust into her in one fast stroke.

She gasped against my mouth. I covered her lips with mine again to keep her quiet and started fucking her hard and fast. There was no slow buildup this time. I drove into her deep and urgent, the shelves rattling softly behind her with every thrust. Her back pressed against the stacked boxes and jars.

I could hear footsteps right outside the door. Two staff members were talking as they approached the pantry.

I didn’t stop. I kept pounding into her, one hand gripping her ass and the other covering her mouth to muffle her moans. The risk made everything sharper. I fucked her faster, the wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her mixing with the voices just outside.

The door handle rattled.

I slammed deep and held still inside her, my hand still over her mouth. Sophia’s eyes were wide and desperate. Her pussy clenched around me in tight pulses. The staff member outside tried the handle again, then muttered something and walked away.

The moment the footsteps faded I started fucking her again, even harder than before. I drove into her with quick, powerful strokes, chasing the release I needed.

“You feel how risky this is?” I growled against her ear. “Anyone could walk in and see me breeding you right now.”

She moaned against my palm and I felt her start to come. Her walls squeezed me so tight I could barely move. I kept thrusting through her orgasm, the shelves shaking behind her. I slammed deep one final time and came hard, pumping thick ropes of cum straight into her while the party continued just outside the door.

I stayed buried inside her for a few seconds longer, grinding slowly to push every drop as deep as possible. When I finally pulled out I quickly fixed her dress and tucked myself back into my pants. Her thighs were shiny with my cum again.

I kissed her once, hard and deep, then took her hand.

“Next room,” I said, my voice rough. “We are not finished yet.”

I unlocked the pantry door and led her back into the corridor before anyone could catch us. Her legs were shaky and I could see the way she pressed her thighs together with every step. I smiled to myself as I guided her toward the next part of the manor.

The night was still young and I had many more rooms left to claim her in.
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Sophia

Marcus kept my hand tightly in his as we left the pantry and walked back into the main hallway of the manor. The party was still in full swing. Guests moved through the wide corridor in small groups, laughing and chatting while they carried fresh glasses of champagne. The air smelled of flowers and expensive perfume. Every few seconds another couple or small group passed us, their voices bright and carefree. No one paid us any attention, but the risk of being noticed made my heart race.

Marcus slowed his steps and guided me toward a deep alcove halfway down the hallway. It was partially hidden by a large marble column and a tall potted fern, but it wasn’t private. Anyone walking past could see us if they looked in the right direction. He pulled me into the shadowed space and pressed my back gently against the cool wall.

“Stay very still for me,” he said softly against my ear. “The guests are walking right past us. If you make a sound they might stop and look.”

His body shielded me from the hallway as he slid one hand down my side and under the hem of my dress. His fingers brushed along my inner thigh and found me still slick and sensitive from everything he had already done tonight. He pushed two fingers inside me without warning, slow and deep, and curled them against that spot that made my knees weak.

I bit my lip hard to stay quiet. A group of guests walked past the alcove only a few feet away, their laughter loud and close. Marcus didn’t stop. He kept fingering me with slow, controlled strokes while the people passed. His thumb circled my clit lightly, teasing me without giving me enough pressure to come.

“Feel how wet you still are,” he whispered, his voice amused. “Even after I filled you in the pantry. You are dripping down my hand right now while people walk past us.”

I pressed my forehead against his shoulder and tried to breathe quietly. Another couple strolled by, so close I could smell their perfume. Marcus curled his fingers deeper and rubbed my clit a little faster. My legs started to shake. I was right on the edge again. He felt it and immediately slowed down, keeping me hovering there without letting me fall over.

“Not yet,” he murmured. “You have to stay quiet and still. If you move or moan too loudly they will see exactly what I am doing to you.”

A larger group of four guests walked past, talking about the fireworks that would start soon. Marcus kept his fingers buried inside me and rubbed slow circles over my clit the entire time they were in view. My thighs trembled and I had to fight the urge to rock against his hand. The moment the group disappeared around the corner he sped up again, pushing me right back to the edge.

“You are doing so well,” he praised quietly. “Trying so hard to be good while I play with you in the middle of the party.”

I was shaking now, my breath coming in short, silent gasps. He brought me right to the brink and then eased off again as another couple walked past. This time the man glanced toward the alcove for a second. Marcus froze completely, his fingers still deep inside me, and waited until the couple moved on.

As soon as they were gone he started again, faster this time, his thumb pressing firmly on my clit while his fingers curled inside me.

“Come for me now,” he whispered against my ear. “Come while the next group is walking past. Stay completely silent.”

I came hard, my whole body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed through me. I bit down on my lip to keep from crying out. My pussy clenched around his fingers again and again while a new group of guests strolled right past the alcove, laughing and chatting only feet away from us. Marcus kept stroking me through every pulse, drawing out the orgasm until I was shaking and gasping against his shoulder.

When the last spasm finally faded he slowly pulled his fingers out and brought them to my lips.

“Taste how much you came for me,” he said softly.

I licked his fingers clean while another couple walked past. My cheeks burned but I couldn’t stop myself. Marcus watched me with dark, satisfied eyes.

He smoothed my dress down and kissed me once, slow and deep.

“Six rooms down,” he whispered. “And I still haven’t had enough of you yet.”

He took my hand again and led me out of the alcove, my legs shaky and my body still tingling. The party continued around us as if nothing had happened, but I could feel his cum and my own wetness on my thighs with every step.

Marcus leaned down so only I could hear him.

“Next room is going to be even riskier,” he promised. “Are you ready?”

I nodded, already aching for whatever he had planned next.
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Marcus

I kept Sophia’s hand in mine as I led her up the private staircase at the back of the manor. The main party noise had faded to a distant hum. We slipped through a hidden door on the third floor and stepped into the master bathroom suite. The room was luxurious and private, with marble floors, a large walk-in shower, and a wide double vanity lined with a floor-to-ceiling mirror. Soft lighting glowed from wall sconces and reflected off the polished surfaces.

I closed the door behind us and locked it. Then I turned to Sophia and slowly backed her toward the vanity until her hips touched the cool marble edge.

“This is my private bathroom,” I told her quietly. “No one else is allowed in here tonight.”

I lifted her onto the counter so she sat facing the huge mirror. Her emerald dress was wrinkled and her hair was slightly messy from everything we had already done. She looked beautiful and flushed. I stood between her spread thighs and met her eyes in the reflection.

“Look at yourself,” I said softly. “Watch what I am going to do to you.”

I reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to her waist. Then I pushed the fabric down her hips until it pooled on the floor. She was completely naked now, sitting on the marble counter with her legs open for me. I stayed fully dressed in my suit and slowly unbuckled my belt.

I freed my cock and rubbed the thick head along her slit, coating myself in her wetness. She was still so slick and full from earlier. I pushed inside her in one slow, deep stroke, watching her face in the mirror the entire time.

“Eyes on the mirror,” I reminded her. “Watch how beautifully you take me.”

I started fucking her with long, controlled thrusts. Each stroke was deliberate and deep. I kept one hand on her hip and the other on her lower belly so she could see exactly where I was buried inside her. The mirror reflected everything, the way her breasts moved with every thrust, the way her mouth fell open when I hit that perfect spot.

“You feel so good around me,” I murmured, keeping the rhythm slow and steady. “Look at how your pussy stretches for my cock. Look at how wet you are making me.”

Sophia’s eyes stayed fixed on the mirror. Her breathing grew heavier with every deep thrust. I kept the pace unhurried, grinding against her clit on every inward stroke, making sure she felt every inch of me.

I leaned in closer so my chest pressed against her back and wrapped one arm around her waist. My other hand slid down to rub slow circles over her clit while I continued the deep, controlled rhythm.

“Watch yourself come for me,” I whispered against her ear. “I want you to see how pretty you look when you fall apart on my cock.”

She started trembling. I kept the pace exactly the same, slow and deep, never speeding up. I rubbed her clit in perfect circles and felt her walls start to flutter around me. When she came she cried out softly, her eyes locked on her own reflection in the mirror. I held her through it, still thrusting slow and deep, letting her ride every wave while she watched herself.

I didn’t stop when her orgasm faded. I kept fucking her with the same controlled rhythm, building her up again. My hand stayed on her belly, pressing lightly.

“This is where I am going to put my baby tonight,” I said quietly. “Right here while you watch.”

I kept the pace steady and deep, grinding against her with every thrust. Her second orgasm built slower this time. I could feel her getting closer and closer. I rubbed her clit a little firmer and thrust deeper.

“Come again,” I told her. “Look in the mirror and come for me while I breed you.”

She came harder the second time, her body shaking as she watched herself in the reflection. I groaned low in my throat and thrust deep, filling her with another thick load while she pulsed around me. I stayed buried inside her, grinding slowly, pushing every drop as far as it would go.

I kissed the side of her neck and met her eyes in the mirror.

“Eight rooms down,” I whispered. “And I still haven’t had enough of you.”

I stayed inside her for a long moment, letting her feel me soften slowly. Then I gently lifted her off the counter, helped her back into her dress, and kissed her once more.

“Two rooms left,” I said against her lips. “And I plan to make both of them count.”

I took her hand and led her out of the bathroom, already thinking about the next place I would claim her.
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Sophia

Marcus led me up the last flight of narrow stairs and pushed open the heavy metal door at the top. Cool night air rushed over us as we stepped out onto the flat rooftop terrace. The entire manor garden spread out far below us like a glittering sea of lanterns and moving guests. The party was still loud and alive down there. Music drifted up clearly and people were gathered in groups on the lawn with drinks in their hands. A low stone wall ran around the edge of the terrace and offered some cover, but anyone who looked up at the right moment could see us clearly against the night sky.

My heart pounded hard. We were completely exposed up here.

Marcus closed the door behind us and pressed me against the low stone wall immediately. His hands were rough and urgent as he shoved my dress up to my waist. I was still bare underneath from the last room and I could feel how wet and messy I was from everything he had already done to me tonight.

“No time to be gentle,” he said, his voice low and rough. “I need you right now.”

He freed his cock from his pants in one quick motion. It was thick and hard and already leaking. He lifted one of my legs and hooked it around his hip, then thrust into me hard and fast. I gasped sharply as he buried himself to the hilt in one stroke. He didn’t give me any time to adjust. He started fucking me with quick, powerful thrusts, his hips slamming against mine.

The stone wall dug into my back but I didn’t care. The risk made everything sharper. I could see the party happening right below us. Guests were laughing and pointing at the sky as the first fireworks exploded overhead in bright bursts of gold and red. The loud booms covered the sound of Marcus pounding into me.

He gripped my ass with both hands and drove into me harder. “Look down there,” he growled against my ear. “All those people having their polite little Easter party while I am up here breeding you on the roof.”

Another firework burst overhead, lighting up the entire terrace for a second. I could see everything clearly in that flash. My dress bunched around my waist, my leg wrapped around Marcus, his cock disappearing inside me over and over. The sight made me moan louder. He covered my mouth with his hand and kept fucking me fast and deep.

The fireworks continued exploding above us in bright colorful bursts. Each boom shook the air and masked the wet slap of his hips against mine. Marcus kept thrusting hard, his cock hitting deep with every stroke. His free hand slid between us and rubbed my clit in fast circles.

“Come for me while they watch the fireworks,” he said, voice strained. “Let me feel you come on my cock while the whole party is right below us.”

I came hard, my moan muffled against his palm. My pussy clenched around him in tight pulses as the sky lit up with another explosion of blue and silver sparks. Marcus groaned and slammed into me even harder, chasing his own release.

He thrust deep one final time and came inside me, pumping thick hot spurts straight into my womb while the fireworks continued exploding overhead. He kept grinding against me, pushing every drop as deep as possible until the last firework faded and the sky went dark again.

He stayed buried inside me for a few seconds longer, breathing hard against my neck. Then he slowly pulled out and fixed my dress, smoothing it down over my hips. I could feel his cum already starting to leak down my thighs.

Marcus kissed me once, hard and deep, then took my hand.

“Nine rooms down,” he said, his voice rough with satisfaction. “One more left. And I am going to make the last one count.”

He led me back toward the stairs, my legs shaky and my body still buzzing from the risk and the pleasure. The party continued below us as if nothing had happened, but I could feel him with every single step.
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Marcus

I kept Sophia’s hand in mine as I led her back through the quiet service corridors and into the main master bedroom on the top floor. This was the largest and most private room in the entire manor. The party noise from downstairs was still audible through the thick walls, but it felt far away now. A single lamp glowed on the nightstand, casting warm light across the massive four-poster bed. Heavy velvet curtains covered the windows so no one outside could see in.

I closed the door and locked it behind us. Then I turned to Sophia and slowly backed her toward the bed until her legs touched the edge. Her emerald dress was wrinkled and her hair was messy from everything we had done tonight. She looked flushed and beautiful and completely mine.

I took my time undressing her. I slid the dress down her body and let it fall to the floor. Then I removed every last piece of my own clothing until we were both naked. No mask. No suit. Just me and her.

I lifted her onto the bed and laid her down on her back in the center of the mattress. I climbed over her and settled between her spread thighs. My cock was rock hard and already leaking. I rubbed the head along her slit, feeling how wet and full she still was from every room we had claimed tonight.

“Look at me,” I said quietly. “No more games. No more rushing. This time I want you to feel everything while I breed you properly.”

I pushed inside her in one slow, deep thrust. She gasped and her hands flew to my shoulders. I stayed buried to the hilt and started rocking into her with long, powerful strokes. Each thrust was deliberate and possessive. I wanted her to feel exactly who was claiming her.

The party continued downstairs. Music and laughter drifted up through the floor, but in this room it was just us. I kept the rhythm steady and deep, grinding against her clit with every inward stroke. My hand rested on her lower belly, pressing lightly.

“This is where my baby is going to grow,” I told her, voice low and rough. “Right here inside you. I have filled you in every room of this manor tonight, but this is the one that matters.”

Sophia moaned and wrapped her legs around my waist. I thrust harder, driving deep while I watched her face. Her eyes stayed locked on mine the entire time. I could feel her getting closer with every stroke.

I leaned down and kissed her deeply, my tongue sliding against hers while I kept fucking her. When I pulled back I rested my forehead against hers.

“Beg for it,” I said. “Beg me to give you my last load. Tell me you want me to breed you right here in my bed while the party is still going on downstairs.”

“Please, Marcus,” she gasped. “Please breed me. Fill me with your cum. I want to carry your baby. I need it so badly.”

Her words pushed me closer to the edge. I fucked her harder, the bed creaking under us with every powerful thrust. I kept one hand on her belly and the other on her hip, holding her exactly where I wanted her.

“Come for me,” I ordered. “Come while I fill you one last time.”

She came hard, her pussy clamping down on my cock in tight, rhythmic pulses. I slammed deep and let go, pumping thick rope after thick rope of cum straight into her womb. I stayed buried to the hilt and ground against her, pushing every drop as far inside as possible while she milked me through her orgasm.

I kept moving slowly even after I finished, savoring the way she felt around me. The party noise downstairs continued, but in this room everything was quiet except for our breathing.

I rolled us so she was lying on top of me, my cock still buried deep inside her. I stroked her back and her hair with gentle hands.

“You were perfect tonight,” I whispered. “Every single room. Every single time I took you.”

I kept her like that for a long time, my hand resting protectively on her lower belly. I could already imagine it starting to swell with my child. The thought made me hold her even tighter.

When I finally felt her breathing slow I kissed the top of her head and spoke softly against her hair.

“You can stay here as long as you want,” I told her. “But when you leave this manor tomorrow, you will still be carrying me inside you. And next Easter you will come back to me again.”

I held her close while the party continued downstairs, my cock still buried inside her, my cum still deep in her womb.

This was the perfect ending to the night.
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