

Chapter 1

The chandeliers of the *Grand Mercer Hotel* cast a dazzling reflection across the ballroom, their glittering tears of crystal catching the low light and shimmering like diamonds on the necks of the evening's elite. Kendra Mercer stood near the edge of the crowd, her emerald dress clinging to her in all the right places, the deep V-neckline dipping just enough to tease, just enough to draw the eyes of the men here—especially one. She took a slow sip of champagne, the bubbles dancing on her tongue as her gaze scanned the room until she found *him*.

Darius Voss.

His presence alone sent a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs. She could feel it, creeping up her dress, soaking into the delicate lace of her panties. He was everything she’d dared to dream and more—a towering figure in a perfectly tailored charcoal suit, his dark skin contrasting with the tailored white, his jaw sharp enough to cut glass. His eyes, though, were what really did it for her. They were warm and assessing, like he was already stripping her bare, examining every inch of her body with the same intensity he reserved for business deals. The air hummed with the tension of a thousand unspoken agreements, and Kendra knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that *he* was the one she’d been waiting for.

She shouldn’t have been surprised when Mark’s voice came from beside her, low and gravelly, his breath ghosting over her ear. *"Baby, you’re staring. And not at the right man."* His fingers tightened around her wrist, just enough to remind her who she belonged to. Kendra swallowed, her throat dry. *"I’m not staring,"* she whispered, but her pulse betrayed her, racing under his touch. She knew he saw the truth—the way she couldn’t take her eyes off Darius.

*“No?”* Mark’s thumb brushed over her inner wrist, tracing the delicate veins he knew drove her wild. His cock was already hard for her, pressing against the inside of his thigh, thick and insistent through the fabric of his trousers. *"Then look at me. *This* is what you came for."* He dragged her attention back to him with a smirk, his golden-brown eyes dark with desire. *"Let them see you want *me*. Let them see you can’t wait to take my cock back home."*

Kendra forced herself to look at him, to nod and smile like a good little wife. But the truth was, she *wasn’t* his anymore—not really. Not the way she wanted to be. Her pussy clenched, her clit throbbing in time with her racing heart. Mark might have the right to claim her tonight, but Darius? Darius was the man who’d fill her the way she *craved*.

She spotted him across the room, his gaze locked onto hers instantly. The intensity in his stare sent another jolt of heat straight to her core, her thighs trembling as she took another sip of champagne. The golden liquid trailed down her throat, warming her insides as the whispers began to swirl around them. Somewhere nearby, a woman gasped, her voice high with excitement, *"Oh! Look at that! He’s *so* big!"* followed by another's lower, more heated whisper, *"I heard he can go all night. Fucking relentless."* The rumors cut through the hum of conversation like a knife. Kendra had heard them before—whispers about Darius’s cock, his reputation as a man who didn’t just *fuck*—he *bred*. Thick, relentless, leaving women swollen, spent, and completely *owned*.

The thought alone had her shifting in her heels, her body *aching* for something she couldn’t quite put a name to. It wasn’t just about the taboo, the thrill of something forbidden. It was deeper than that. She needed to feel *stretched*. *Filled*. *Claimed*. Her panties were now completely soaked, the lace sticking deliciously to her skin, a secret only she and the growing wetness between her thighs knew about.

The elevator doors slid open with a soft *whoosh*, and Kendra’s breath caught. She’d been avoiding it all night—the third-floor restroom was a trek, and she’d spent hours in there already, her fingers buried inside her panties while she fantasized about the man across the room. But now, she couldn’t resist. Not with that look in Darius’s eyes, not with the way her body *burned* for him.

She slipped inside, the doors sealing behind her with a quiet hum. Her breath fogged the mirror, the only reflection in the dimly lit space her own—flushed cheeks, dark lips parted just slightly. She braced herself against the wall, her heels leaving the plush carpet with a soft *thud*, her body trembling with anticipation. And then *he* was there.

The scent of him hit her first—bergamot and cedar and something darkly spicy, like sandalwood and a hint of danger. She closed her eyes as he stepped into the elevator, the space suddenly *smaller*, tighter, his presence filling her lungs with his cologne, her senses with the heat of his body.

Darius didn’t speak. Instead, he leaned against the wall opposite hers, his arms crossed, his broad chest rising and falling with slow, controlled breaths. His gaze raked over her, lingering on the swell of her breasts under the emerald dress, the angle of her hips, the way her thighs pressed together. *"You’ve been hiding in there a long time, Mrs. Mercer,"* he finally said, his voice smooth as aged whiskey, low enough to be just between them yet somehow commanding the entire space. *"Were you *waiting* for me?"*

Kendra’s heart hammered against her ribcage. She could feel the way his eyes darkened, the heat in them burning brighter than the chandeliers upstairs. *"No,"* she said, her voice coming out breathless, almost a sigh. *"I—I had to use the restroom."* The lie tasted bitter on her tongue, but she couldn’t bring herself to admit the truth. Not yet. Not when he was so *close*, his body heat radiating across the small space, making her skin tingle.

Darius hummed, a low, knowing sound that vibrated through the elevator car. *"Indeed."* He stepped forward, the motion graceful despite his size, his body caging her in against the mirrored wall. The scent of him was *in* her now, thick and dark and *intoxicating*, filling her senses. *"Or were you thinking of *me*?"*

His fingers brushed her shoulder, sending a shiver down her spine. Kendra whimpered, her body arching into the touch like an obedient pet. *"N-no,"* she stammered, but the word came out unconvincing, her lips already parting, her breath coming in short gasps. Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric of her dress, pressing against the emerald silk, a desperate plea for attention she couldn't voice.

*"Then why the tremors, little wife?"* His hand slid down her arm, his thumb tracing the sensitive inside of her wrist, his touch sending electric jolts straight to her clit. *"Why the way your dress clings to you like you’re *dripping*?"*

Kendra’s mind raced, her body betraying her in ways she couldn’t control. She should have pulled away. She should have denied him. But the truth was, she *wanted* him to know. She *craved* it. *"I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,"* she said, but her voice was weak, her hips already shifting forward, betraying her desire. *He* knew. Of *course* he knew.

Darius chuckled, the sound vibrating through her, straight to her clit. *"Liar."* His fingers traced lower, brushing her hip, the waistband of her dress, before dipping just beneath the hem, his fingertips skimming over the lace of her panties, already damp with her arousal. *"You’re *soaked*, aren’t you?"* He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear, his words a whispered promise. *"Right now, just thinking about how *good* my cock would feel inside you."*

Kendra moaned, her legs parting without conscious thought. She could feel the heat of his body through the layers of fabric, the impressive ridge of his cock already pressing against her ass, thick, long, and *relentless*. Her pussy clenched, her clit throbbing in desperate need. *"M-Mark—"* she started, but Darius cut her off with a sharp, knowing laugh.

*"Your husband isn’t here, Kendra,"* he murmured, his fingers now teasing the lace of her panties with deliberate slowness. *"But I am."* His touch was *electric*, sending sparks straight through her body, her breath hitching as he dipped lower, brushing her slit through the soaked fabric. *"Tell me the truth. Were you fantasizing about *me* while you fingered that pretty little cunt of yours?"*

*"Yes,"* Kendra gasped, her hips jerking forward involuntarily. *"God, *yes*—"*

*"Louder,"* Darius ordered, his fingers not moving but his presence demanding. *"I want your husband to hear."* His cock pressed harder against her ass, his voice dark and teasing, thick with promise. *"I want *him* to know what you were thinking about when you took yourself in that little bathroom."*

Kendra’s mind reeled, her voice suddenly loud and clear, even in the quiet elevator. *"I was thinking about *you*!"* Her pussy *flooded*, her juices soaking her thighs, her dress clinging to her in every way that mattered, the emerald fabric now visibly damp where her arousal had soaked through. *"I was thinking about how *big* you’d fill me. How *thick* your cock would feel inside me. How *good* it would be when you *bred* me."*

The elevator dinged, the doors sliding open to reveal one of the hallways on the floor, but neither moved. Darius didn’t shift his position, his fingers still tangled in her hair as he pulled her back just enough to meet her gaze in the mirror. His eyes were dark, almost black with desire, his jaw clenched like he was fighting the need to *fuck* her right then and there. *"You’re *sure*?"* he asked, his voice rough and gravelly with restraint. *"Because once you take this step, you belong to *me*."*

Kendra’s breath fogged the mirror again, her voice coming out desperate and needy. *"I *want* to belong to you. I want *your* cock. I want *your* cum."* She could feel it already—the way he’d *own* her, stretch her, fill her beyond anything she’d ever felt. *"Please."*

Darius’s smirk widened, his fingers tightening in her hair. *"Then *prove* it."* He guided her out of the elevator, her legs unsteady, her mind racing with anticipation. But when he pushed her against the wall just outside the doors, his hand sliding under her dress, cupping her ass, she knew—she was already his.

The gala’s laughter and music seemed distant, muffled, as Darius’s lips crashed against hers, his kiss *hungry*, demanding, bruising in its intensity. His tongue plunged into her mouth, claiming every corner, tasting the champagne on her lips. Kendra melted into him, her hands flying to his chest, feeling the hard planes of muscle under his expensive suit. His cock pressed against her stomach, thick and insistent through the fabric of his trousers, a promise of what was to come.

*"Later, little wife,"* he murmured when he finally pulled away, his breath hot against her ear, his voice rough with desire. *"Your husband’s waiting. And so am *I*."*

And then he was gone, leaving Kendra breathless, her body *aching*, her pussy still clenching empty, her dress still damp with her arousal. She found Mark leaning against the opposite wall, his eyes dark with approval, a glass of bourbon in his hand. *"Well?"* he asked, his voice rough and low. *"Did you *take* his cock?"*

Kendra’s breath hitched, her mind still reeling from Darius’s touch, his words, the *promise* of what was to come. *"No,"* she whispered, but her grin betrayed her, a smile of pure anticipation playing on her lips. *"Not in the elevator. But I *will*."* She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. *"I *need* him. I need *his* cock. I want him to *breed* me."*

Mark’s eyes darkened even further, his grip on her waist tightening, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. *"Fucking hell,"* he growled, pulling her into his arms, his other hand cupping her ass. *"I hope you’re ready, baby."* His thumb traced her lower lip, pulling it down slightly, his voice thick with desire. *"Because he’s *not* going to disappoint you."*

Kendra’s pussy clenched, her body trembling with need, her nipples still hard peaks against her dress. The gala’s laughter and music faded into the background, unimportant, as she glanced over Mark’s shoulder and spotted Darius standing at the end of the hallway, his sharp eyes watching her with a hunger that *matched* her own. *"I’m *ready*,"* she promised, her voice breathless with anticipation.

*"Good,"* Mark murmured, his lips brushing hers, his breath mingling with hers. *"Because tomorrow, you belong to *him*."*

The night stretched on, a blur of champagne and polished smiles and *secrets*—secrets Kendra couldn’t wait to make a reality. Her body thrummed with anticipation, every touch from Mark now a prelude to what Darius would do to her. The emerald dress felt like a promise against her skin, a declaration to the world that she was available, that she was *wanting*, that she was ready to be taken by the man who watched her from across the room, whose eyes promised everything she’d been dreaming of and more.




Chapter 2

The cold marble beneath Kendra’s knees was a jarring contrast to the fevered heat of her own skin. She didn’t flinch when Darius’s polished black loafers came into view—she *ached* for it, for them, for the weight of his cock between her thighs. The memory of his voice, rough with promise, curled through her like a whispered obscenity. *Prove it.*

Her pulse throbbed against the inside of her wrists, the delicate silver bracelet Mark had given her earlier digging into her skin. She should have taken it off. She should have done *anything* but kneel before the man who held her husband’s trust, his loyalty, his *power*—like a pawn in the most decadent of games. But the scent of him still clung to the elevator, mingling with the faintest trace of her own arousal, and the command in his eyes, the one she’d glimpsed earlier in the hallway, had rooted her where she was.

Kneeling.

Waiting.

*Worthy.*

She swallowed hard around his cock, her throat still raw from the last few strokes, the wet, sinful sound of her lips sealing around him. He was massive, his shaft veined and pulsing under her tongue, the salty tang of pre-cum sharp on her palate. She could taste *him*—the dark heat of his cologne, the bite of his dominance, the way his cum would stretch her throat if she was only allowed to take it. But for now, he was just a cock in her mouth, a test, a *trial*.

Darius’s fingers tightened in her hair, not in pain but in punishment, his hips flexing as he drove deeper. Kendra gagged, her eyes watering as he tested her limits, as he *demanded* she prove herself. But she *wanted* to prove herself. She needed the sting of his control, the burn of his cock forcing its way into her throat. She moaned around him, the vibration making his cock twitch in her mouth. She reached up with one hand, cupping his heavy balls, feeling their weight in her palm. He groaned in response, his grip tightening even more in her hair, pulling her deeper onto his length. She felt the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat, and she relaxed, swallowing around him, taking him even further down her throat. The sound of her gagging filled the elevator, a symphony of submission that made her pussy clench with need.

“Open wider,” he ordered, his voice a low growl that sent a fresh wave of heat straight between her thighs.

Kendra obeyed, her jaw unclenching, her lips stretching around him with a wet *pop*. The elevator jolted as it changed floors again, but Darius didn’t pull away. If anything, he *pushed* harder, forcing her to take him deeper, her gag reflex protesting as her throat flayed with the sheer *width* of his shaft. She could feel the pressure, the way he filled her, the way her body was *his* to command as he did. The tip of his cock touched the entrance to her throat, and she swallowed again, trying to take him, to please him. Her saliva dripped down her chin and onto her breasts, making the fabric of her dress cling to her skin. The scent of his arousal mixed with hers, creating an intoxicating perfume that filled the small space.

“Fuck,” Darius cursed under his breath, his fingers tangled in her hair, his grip bruising. “You were *made* for this, weren’t you?”

Kendra could barely nod, her throat too full, the way her cunt clenched around nothing aching too much. The elevator doors slid open with a quiet *whoosh*, but she didn’t rise. If anything, she *deepened*, her fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her soaked panties, tracing her own swollen folds. She whimpered around his cock, the sound muffled and desperate, her own fingers rubbing her clit in sharp, needy circles. Her fingers were slick with her own arousal, making the friction against her clit almost painful in its intensity. She could feel every ridge, every fold of her own pussy as she played with herself, her eyes rolling back in her head as pleasure shot through her. She wanted to touch herself more, to feel herself come, but she knew Darius wouldn’t allow it. She wanted him to feel her desperation, to know how badly she needed him.

She could hear Darius’s breath hitch, his own cock *throbbing* in her mouth, the muscles in his thighs flexing under her touch. “Little wife,” he murmured, his fingers slick with her saliva as he fisted her hair. “You’re *playing* with fire.”

Kendra shivered, her free hand slipping lower, her fingers teasing her entrance. She *needed* him to fill her, to stretch her, to *use* her the way Mark had said he would. She wanted to feel the sting, to feel the way her body belonged to someone else—not just in the elevator, but in the hotel, in the city, in *anywhere* he wanted to fuck her. She wanted to *earn* his roughness, his relentlessness, to know that he chose her, that she made him *hungry*. Her fingers dipped inside herself, and she moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating against his sensitive flesh. He groaned in response, his hips thrusting forward, fucking her face with slow, deliberate strokes. She could feel his cock sliding in and out of her mouth, the tip hitting the back of her throat with each thrust. Her fingers matched his rhythm, fucking herself with two fingers, her palm grinding against her clit. She was so close, so desperate to come, but she held back, waiting for his permission, wanting to show him how good she could be, how obedient she could be when it really mattered.

Darius’s fingers left her hair for a second. He gripped her chin, tilting her face up toward him. “Enough,” he said, his voice rough with command. But there was something else there, something dark and teasing. “I want to *see* you.”

Kendra pulled away from his cock with a wet *squelch*, the sound loud in the confined space. She looked up at him, her breath ragged, her lips swollen and glistening with his cum. Darius’s eyes darkened, his jaw clenched as he took in the sight of her, kneeling before him, hands buried in her own cunt, her pussy *dripping* with need. He reached down, grabbing her wrists, his fingers rough as he pulled her hands away.

“No touching,” he said, his voice a command that sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her.

Kendra’s pussy *ached*, her clit throbbing with desperate need as she pulled her hands free. She didn’t protest. She couldn’t. Not when the way he was looking at her, like she was a sinful feast he was already preparing to devour, was making her *wetter* than ever. She could feel his cum dripping down her fingers, mixing with her own arousal. She brought her fingers to her mouth, licking them clean, savoring the taste of herself and him together. It was a heady combination that made her dizzy with desire. She wanted more, wanted to taste him properly, to feel him inside her in every way possible.

Darius reached down, pulling his cock free from his trousers. Kendra’s breath hitched, the sight of him even more *intoxicating* than it had been in the elevator. His cock was massive, the thick shaft already glistening with pre-cum, the purple head *aching* to be inside her. She couldn’t take her eyes off it, the way it *tapered* to a sharp ridge, the way it *pulsed* as he took hold of it with one hand. She could see the thick veins running along its length, the heavy, swollen head that promised to stretch her to her limits. She wanted to feel it inside her, to feel him filling her, taking her, claiming her.

“Stand up,” Darius ordered, his voice rough with anticipation.

Kendra rose to her feet, her legs trembling, her pussy *clenching* as she took in the sight of him. She knew he could see the way her dress clung to her body, the way her own breath left her skin damp with sweat, the way her pulse raced under the surface. She knew he could see the way she looked at him—not with fear, not with hesitation, but with *desire*. This was *hers*. Hers to earn. To *take*. He grabbed her by the wrists, his fingers wrapping around her skin with a possessive grip. “Hands on the wall,” he commanded, and Kendra obeyed instantly, her fingers pressing against the cool marble, her body arching into him as he pushed her forward.

Darius’s cock pressed against her ass, already soaked with her own arousal. He dipped lower, his fingers brushing her pussy before slipping inside her, his thumb teasing her clit with rough, demanding strokes. Kendra groaned, her body *aching* for something more, for something *bigger*. His fingers were thick, stretching her, preparing her, but it wasn’t enough. She wanted his cock, wanted to feel it filling her completely. His thumb circled her clit, applying just the right amount of pressure to make her moan, to make her hips buck back against him. She could feel the cool marble beneath her fingertips, feel the way her dress clung to her body, the way her own breath fogged the air around her. She could feel the way she wanted him, *needed* him, not just to fuck her, but to *breed* her, to fill her, to own her. His fingers slipped out of her pussy, and she whimpered at the loss. She heard the sound of a condom wrapper being torn open, and she bit her lip in anticipation. She wanted to feel him, skin to skin, but she understood the need for protection, the need to be careful. She watched in the reflection of the elevator wall as he rolled the latex down his thick shaft, her pussy clenching in response. He was so big, so imposing, and she was completely at his mercy. She *loved* it.

Darius’s fingers left her pussy. He grabbed her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back against him. Kendra whimpered, her mind racing as she felt the thick head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He lined himself up, rubbing the tip against her sensitive flesh, teasing her, making her beg for more. She could feel the heat radiating from his cock, could feel the power in his hands as they held her in place. He was in complete control, and she couldn’t wait for what was coming next.

“Are you *ready*?” he asked, his voice a dark purr that sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her.

Kendra could barely nod, her body *aching*, her mind already reeling with the sheer *size* of his shaft. “Y-yes,” she stammered, her voice barely audible. “Please.”

Darius’s fingers tightened in her waist. He pushed forward, his cock *stretching* her with a rough, relentless motion. It was *different* than in the bathroom, than in the hallway. It was *brutal*. Kendra gasped, her voice suddenly loud and clear as she screamed out. Her pussy clenched around his thick shaft, the pain of being filled *raw* with him sending her into a fresh wave of desire. She could feel every ridge, every vein, the way his cock *filled* her, the way he *owned* her. Her nails dug into the cool marble, her body *aching* with pleasure and pain. She wanted to turn around, to see his face, to see the expression of ecstasy on his features as he took her, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from the wall, from the reflection of her own body, so wanton, so desperate for his cock.

Darius’s hips flexed, his cock driving into her with deep, powerful strokes. Kendra’s nails dug into the cool marble, her body *aching* with pleasure and pain. She could feel every ridge, every vein, the way his cock *filled* her, the way he *owned* her. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the elevator, a primal symphony of lust that made her head spin. He slammed into her, his balls hitting her ass with each thrust. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the pleasure coiling tight in her belly. She wanted to come, but she knew he wasn’t done with her yet. He was just getting started.

“Darius—” she gasped, her voice breaking under the pressure. “I need—”

“Not yet,” he growled, his voice a command that sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her.

Kendra *ached*—she wanted to come, to feel the stinging heat of his cum filling her, but he wasn’t done with her yet. His fingers left her hips, slipping around her throat, his thumb resting on her pulse as he continued to fuck her with rough, relentless strokes. Her skin burned beneath his touch, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she tried to take every inch of his cock inside her. She could feel the way he *controlled* her, the way he *owned* her, and it sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her core. He tightened his grip on her throat, not enough to cut off her air, but enough to make her feel his dominance, to show her who was in charge. She felt lightheaded, dizzy with pleasure, and she loved it. She loved the feeling of being owned, of being used, of being his for the taking.

“F-Fuck,” she gasped, her voice breaking under the sheer *pressure* of his cock. “I—I can’t—”

“You will,” Darius said, his voice a command, as his fingers tightened in her throat.

The elevator dinged, the doors sliding open to reveal the lobby, the distant hum of the gala music barely audible in the small space. Kendra could feel Darius’s breath hot against her ear, the rough, panting motion of his own pleasure. She could feel the sweat on his skin, smell the scent of his cologne mixed with the musk of sex. The lobby was crowded, people chatting and laughing, completely oblivious to what was happening in the elevator. The thought of being seen, of being caught, sent a new wave of arousal crashing through her. She wanted them to see, wanted them to know what he was doing to her, how he was taking her. She wanted the world to know that she was his.

“Now,” Darius growled, his voice a command that sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her core.

Kendra’s body *shivered*—her orgasm *built*, her pussy *clenching* around his thick shaft, her own arousal spilling down her thighs. She could feel the way he *controlled* her, the way he *owned* her, and it sent a fresh wave of pleasure crashing through her, her voice suddenly loud and clear as she screamed out. It was a sound of pure ecstasy, of complete surrender, of utter fulfillment. Her body convulsed around his cock, her pussy milking him, demanding his release. He groaned in response, his fingers tightening in her throat as he continued to fuck her with rough, relentless strokes. His own body *shuddered*, the hot pulse of his cock sending a fresh wave of pleasure crashing through her own body.

Then, with a final, deep thrust, he *fucked* himself inside her, his cum *filling* the condom with a hot, stinging pulse. Kendra’s voice echoed in the silence of the elevator, her voice breaking as she screamed out. Her body trembled with the intensity of the orgasm, with the feeling of being completely and utterly owned by him. She felt pleasured, used, and perfectly satisfied. The sound of his breathing was ragged, his grip on her throat loosening as he held her close, his body still trembling with the aftermath of his release. She felt his cock twitch inside her, felt the slow, rhythmic pulsing as he finished. She was so full, so complete, and she never wanted the feeling to end.

Darius’s fingers left her throat. He pulled her back against him, his cum dripping down her thighs as he held her, his own body *shivering* with aftershocks of pleasure. Kendra could feel the way her own body trembled with the sheer *weight* of his cum filling *her*, the way her pussy *clenched* around the thick shaft he still held inside her. She could feel the heat, the wetness, the complete and total possession of his body. She had never felt so desired, so wanted, so *alive*. The elevator doors slid open, the distant hum of the gala music suddenly loud in the silence of the lobby. Darius’s fingers left her hips. He adjusted his trousers, his eyes burning into hers as he stepped back, leaving Kendra breathless, her body still *aching* with need.

“There,” he said, his voice rough with satisfaction, his smirk widening as he looked at her. “Now you know what I can give you, little wife.”

Kendra’s breath hitched, her mind reeling as she glanced over her shoulder and spotted Mark standing by the bar, his golden-brown eyes dark with *approval*, with *hunger*. She *wanted* him to see her, wanted him to know what she’d been through, what she was *ready* to do for his sake, for their own. She wanted him to see the flush in her cheeks, the sheen of sweat on her skin, the way her dress was disheveled and wrinkled. She wanted him to see the mark of Darius’s fingers on her throat, the dark bruise that would fade but never be forgotten. She wanted him to know that she was his, completely and utterly, and that she was willing to do anything, to be anyone, for him.

“You did *well*,” Darius murmured, his fingers brushing her chin, leaving a rough, possessive mark. He reached down, helping her straighten her dress, his fingers lingering on her hip, on her waist, on her body. “But I’m *not* done with you, Kendra Mercer.”

Kendra swallowed hard, her pussy still *pulsing* around nothing, her body *aching* for release. She wanted him to fuck her again, to *breed* her, to leave his mark on her. She wanted to feel the sting of his hand, the burn of his cock, the mark of his possession. She wanted to be his in every way that mattered, to be the object of his desire, the recipient of his gruff commands, the vessel of his pleasure. She wanted to be everything he wanted her to be, and more.

“Not yet,” Darius confirmed, his smirk deepening, his fingers tracing the delicate lace of her panties. He leaned in, his breath hot and rough against her ear. “Later, little wife. Tonight is about *him*. But tomorrow…”

Kendra’s breath fogged his neck as she exhaled. She knew what he meant, knew what was to come. She wanted it. She *ached* for it. She wanted the rough possession, the complete submission, the raw, unadulterated sex that would leave her sore and satisfied. She wanted to be his plaything, his toy, his possession. She wanted to be his for as long as he wanted her, for as long as he could stand to look at her.

The elevator doors slid closed behind them with a soft *whoosh*, the silence filled with the heavy, panting motion of their breaths. Darius’s fingers left her body, his eyes burning into hers as the elevator began to ascend again. She could feel his gaze on her, hot and intense, like a brand on her skin. She could feel the heat between her legs, the slickness of his cum, the ache of her pussy that was already craving more. She was a mess, a wanton, a desperate woman who had just been thoroughly fucked and wanted nothing more than to do it all over again.

“Go back to him,” Darius said finally, his voice a command that sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her. “And tell him what you’re *ready* for.” He adjusted his cock, his smirk deepening as he looked at her. “I won’t disappoint you, Kendra Mercy. That’s a promise.”

Kendra’s pussy *ached* as she stepped out of the elevator, her legs trembling like she’d just taken a marathon. The music, the laughter felt *loud* now, like a mocking echo of the way *she* felt—full, stretched, *owned*. She glanced back, spotting Darius lingering in the shadows, his sharp eyes watching her, his smirk widening as she took a deep breath, her hand trembling before she touched her own pussy. She could feel the heat, the slick of his cum, the way her own arousal slipped down her thighs, leaving a dark mark on the delicate lace of her panties. *He* knew. He *remembered*. The thought sent another shiver through her, her breath fogging the air as she exhaled.

Kendra forced herself to walk, her legs trembling, her own breath coming in ragged gasps. She *needed* to be ready for Mark, for their own private moment, for what was to come when Darius took over—when he *claimed* her and left his mark on her, made her *his* in every way that mattered. She wanted to feel his hands on her, his mouth on her, his cock inside her. She wanted to be his perfect little wife, his submissive lover, his willing plaything. She wanted to satisfy him, to please him, to make him proud. She wanted to be everything he wanted her to be, and more. She wanted to be the woman who could handle both of them, who could take their commands, their roughness, their desire, and turn it into something beautiful, something transcendent, something that would bind them all together forever.

She slipped into the gala’s restroom, her own reflection in the mirror showing a woman on the edge—and not just of desire. She *ached*, her lips swollen, the dark mark of Darius’s fingers on her throat standing out against her pale skin—like a *brand*. A sign of what was to come. The restroom was empty, the soft *whoosh* of the door closing behind her the only sound in the small space. Kendra let her dress fall to the floor, her own breath coming in ragged gasps as she knelt naked before the sink, her own reflection showing her how *full* she looked, how *ready* she was. She could see the redness of her pussy, the slight swelling, the marks from Darius’s fingers on her hips. She was a mess, a beautiful, wanton mess, and she loved it. She wanted more of it. She wanted to be covered in them, marked by them, owned by them. She reached down, touching her own pussy, her fingers already slippery with the dark heat of his cum. Her breath hitched, her clit throbbing as she traced her own swollen folds, her pussy *aching* with the sheer *weight* of what she wanted, of what she needed. She wanted to come, to feel the release, to ease the ache, but she wanted it to be with them, to be for them. She wanted it to be a gift, an offering, a sacrifice made for their pleasure.

She heard the soft *whoosh* of the restroom door opening behind her, the music, the laughter, suddenly *distant* as she looked up in the mirror, spotting Mark’s golden-brown eyes, his smirk deepening as he took in the sight of her. He was so handsome, so powerful, so in control. He was the man she loved, the man she wanted to please, the man she wanted to share with the man who had just so thoroughly fucked her. She saw the approval in his eyes, the hunger, the desire. He was watching her, studying her, seeing the effect she had on him. She wanted to see the effect he had on her, wanted to feel his hands on her, his mouth on her, his cock inside her. She wanted to be his, completely and utterly, and she wanted him to know it.

Kendra’s breath hitched, her fingers *teasing* her own pussy as he stepped into the restroom behind her, his fingers already *unbuttoning* his trousers. She could hear the sound of his zipper, the rustle of his clothes, the soft thud of his belt hitting the floor. She was on display, open for him, ready for him, waiting for him to take what he wanted, to do what he pleased. She was his to command, his to control, his to use. She wanted it, craved it, needed it more than anything else in the world. She wanted to be his perfect little wife, his submissive lover, his willing plaything. She wanted to satisfy him, to please him, to make him proud. She wanted to be everything he wanted her to be, and more. She wanted to be the woman who could handle both of them, who could take their commands, their roughness, their desire, and turn it into something beautiful, something transcendent, something that would bind them all together forever.

“Well?” he murmured, his voice rough with *anticipation*. “Did you *earn* him?”

Kendra’s breath fogged the mirror as she exhaled, her fingers slipping lower, her pussy *clenching* as she felt the heat of his body behind her. She could feel his cock, hard and ready, pressing against her ass. She could feel his hands on her hips, his grip firm and possessive. She could feel his breath on her neck, hot and demanding. She was his, completely and utterly, and she couldn’t wait to show him just how much she had learned, just how much she had earned.

“Yes,” she whispered, her fingers teasing her own pussy again. “He *fucked* me, just like you said.”




Chapter 3

The gala’s grand ballroom was a blur of champagne flutes and hushed whispers, the scent of roses and expensive cologne thick in the air. Kendra stood near the edge of the crowd, her fingers tracing the rim of her abandoned glass, the taste of Darius still lingering on her tongue. Not just the taste—him. The way his cock had filled her throat, the way his fingers had bruised her skin, the way he had owned her in that elevator like she was nothing more than a vessel for his pleasure.

She could still feel the ghost of his hands on her body, the rough calluses of his fingers, the way he had gripped her hair and controlled every movement. The way he had looked down at her, his dark eyes filled with possession, as he had used her mouth for his pleasure. The way she had willingly surrendered, parting her lips and allowing him to take what he wanted.

Adam had been watching her from across the room, his dark eyes tracking her every move with a possessive intensity that made her shiver. She knew he could see it—the way she carried herself differently now, the way her lips were still swollen from being stretched around Darius’s impressive girth, the way her thighs were slick with the remnants of his cum. Adam knew what had happened in that elevator, and he approved. More than that, he was turned on by it.

Kendra glanced down at her wrist, where the delicate silver cuff Mark had given her earlier glinted under the chandelier’s light. A reminder. A test. She had passed the first one. Now came the second, and she was both nervous and excited about what it might entail.

Adam excused himself from his conversation with a wealthy investor, his stride purposeful as he cut through the crowd toward her. Kendra’s pulse quickened. She could already feel the weight of his gaze, the way it burned into her skin like a brand. He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could smell the dark, spicy scent of his cologne, the faintest hint of whiskey on his breath.

“You look flushed,” he murmured, his fingers brushing against her cheek, his thumb tracing the curve of her jaw. “Did you enjoy your little interlude?”

Kendra swallowed hard, her throat still raw from Darius’s cock. Her lips were sore, her jaw was aching, and she could taste him still—salty and masculine, with a hint of something that was uniquely him. “More than you know,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Adam’s smirk deepened, and he leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear. “I know exactly how much you enjoyed it,” he whispered, his voice low and intimate. “I watched you. I watched his cock disappearing between your lips, watched your eyes water and your throat work. I saw the moment you surrendered completely, when you stopped trying to control it and just let him use you.” His fingers trailed down her neck, over her collarbone, and then lower, brushing against the swell of her breasts. “And now you’re dripping for me, aren’t you? Just thinking about it.”

Kendra’s breath hitched. He was right. She was dripping, her panties already soaked with anticipation. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. “I am.”

Adam’s fingers slipped beneath the hem of her dress, tracing the line of her panties. “Let’s see,” he said, his voice rough with desire. He pushed the fabric aside, his fingers gliding through her folds, finding her already dripping entrance. “You’re absolutely soaked,” he murmured, his fingers circling her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body. “You’re going to be a good girl tonight, aren’t you? You’re going to let me take you however I want.”

Kendra could only nod, her body already burning with need. “Yes, Adam,” she managed to say, her voice breathless. “I’m going to be your good girl.”

Adam’s touch became more demanding, his fingers plunging into her, stretching her. Kendra gasped, her hips rolling against his hand, seeking more of the pleasure he was offering. “That’s it,” he growled, his thumb pressing against her clit, circling it in time with the thrusts of his fingers. “Take it. You know how to take it now, don’t you? You learned from the best.”

Kendra’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body aching with need. She could feel the way his fingers stretched her, the way her own arousal spilled down her thighs, the way her clit throbbed under his touch. She wanted more than just his fingers. She wanted him to fuck her, to take her, to claim her in front of everyone if he wanted to.

Adam’s fingers left her pussy, and Kendra whimpered at the loss. But then he was grabbing her wrist, pulling her toward the door, his movements swift and determined. “We need some privacy,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “We have some tests to run.”

The private office was dimly lit, the heavy wooden door clicking shut behind them with a finality that sent a shiver down Kendra’s spine. Adam didn’t waste time. He turned her toward the desk, his fingers gripping her waist as he pressed her against the cool mahogany surface. The leather of her dress creaked under the pressure, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

“Hands on the desk,” he ordered, his voice rough with command.

Kendra obeyed, her fingers splaying against the polished wood as she arched her back, her ass pressing against the hard length of his cock. She could feel him through his pants, thick and ready, the heat of him searing through the thin fabric of her dress.

Adam’s fingers trailed up her thighs, his touch slow and deliberate. “You’re soaked,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “Did he make you come?”

Kendra shook her head, her voice barely a whisper. “He said I had to earn it.”

Adam’s chuckle was dark, amused. “And did you?”

Kendra’s breath hitched. She remembered the way Darius had used her body, the way he had filled her throat and made her swallow, the way he had controlled every single moment of their encounter. “I think so,” she said, her voice filled with uncertainty.

Adam’s fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, his touch rough as he found her dripping entrance. “Show me,” he demanded, his voice a growl.

Kendra gasped as his fingers slid inside her, her pussy clenching around him. She was so wet, her arousal slicking his fingers as he pumped them in and out, his thumb circling her clit with slow, teasing strokes. She moaned, her hips rolling back against him, her body aching for something more. “That’s it,” Adam growled, his fingers not moving but his voice rough with approval. “Let me feel how much he turned you on.”

Kendra’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body aching with need. She could feel the way his cock pressed against her ass, the way his fingers stretched her, the way her own arousal spilled down her thighs. She wanted him to fuck her, to breed her, to leave his mark on her the way Darius had.

Adam’s fingers left her pussy. He grabbed her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back against him. Kendra whimpered, her mind racing as she felt the thick head of his cock pressing against her entrance. “Are you ready?” he asked, his voice a dark purr that sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her.

Kendra could barely nod, her body aching, her mind already reeling with the sheer size of his shaft. “Y-yes,” she stammered, her voice barely audible. “Please.”

Adam’s fingers tightened in her waist. He pushed forward, his cock stretching her with a rough, relentless motion. It was different than Darius’s—softer, but no less intense. Her pussy clenched around him, the burn of being filled raw with him sending her into a fresh wave of desire. “Fuck,” Kendra gasped, her voice suddenly loud and clear as she screamed out. Her pussy clenched around his thick shaft, the pain of being filled raw with him sending her into a fresh wave of desire. She knew she was close, that she was earning his roughness, his command, but she needed more.

Adam’s hips flexed, his cock driving into her with deep, powerful strokes. Kendra’s nails dug into the cool desk, her body aching with pleasure and pain. She could feel every ridge, every vein, the way his cock filled her, the way he owned her. Adam’s fingers left her hips, slipping around her throat, his thumb resting on her pulse as he continued to fuck her with rough, relentless strokes.

Her skin burned beneath his touch, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she tried to take every inch of his cock inside her. She could feel the way he controlled her, the way he owned her, and it sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her core. “Adam—” she gasped, her voice breaking under the pressure. “I need—”

“Not yet,” he growled, his voice a command that sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her.

Kendra ached—she wanted to come, to feel the stinging heat of his cum filling her, but he wasn’t done with her yet. His fingers left her hips, slipping around her throat, his thumb resting on her pulse as he continued to fuck her with rough, relentless strokes.

Her skin burned beneath his touch, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she tried to take every inch of his cock inside her. She could feel the way he controlled her, the way he owned her, and it sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her core.

“F-Fuck,” she gasped, her voice breaking under the sheer pressure of his cock. “I—I can’t—”

“You will,” Adam said, his voice a command, as his fingers tightened in her throat.

The door handle rattled.

Adam didn’t even look, but his cock twitched inside her, as if he’d heard Darius’s voice too. “We’re not done yet,” he growled, pulling Kendra off his cock with a wet pop. She gasped, her lips swollen and glistening, her cheeks flushed with the burn of his thickness.

“But I’m so close,” she pouted, fingers flying to her lips as she caught her breath.

Adam grabbed her wrists, pulling her hands away. “No,” he said, voice firm. “You’re breeding material, and you won’t come until I say so.” He reached down, palming his cock once before pressing the head against her chin, smearing her in his slick pre-cum. “Now. Kneel.”

Kendra obeyed, heart pounding as she dropped to her knees before him. Adam’s cock pressed against her cheek, the heat radiating off it as he forced her to take it all in—tip to base. She squeezed her eyes shut, hands planted on his thighs for balance, and moaned as she felt the stretch, the way her jaw ached but her pussy flooded in response.

“Fuck,” Adam groaned, eyes glued to Kendra’s mouth as she took just the tip. “You’re going to come so hard.”

The door creaked open.

Darius stepped inside, the dark wood swallowing the light behind him. He wore the same sharp suit from the elevator, but now, the top buttons were undone, the crisp white shirt straining over his broad chest. His tie hung loose around his neck, one corner tucked into his waistband, as if he’d been in the middle of something sinful and had only just stopped.

And then there was his cock.

Kendra swallowed hard. He was harder than before, the thick, veiny shaft jutting against his pants, the dark skin glistening with moisture. His briefcase rested on one hip, and in his free hand, he toyed with a silk handkerchief, letting it trail between his fingers as his slow, predatory gaze raked over her.

“Well, well,” Darius drawled, his voice rich and velvety, like a fine wine she’d already sampled. “If it isn’t my little breeding wife on her knees.”

Kendra’s breath hitched. She could feel Adam’s fingers tightening in her hair, his cock still pressed against her cheek, his voice rough with amusement. “She’s earning her place, boss.”

Darius’s smirk deepened. He dropped the handkerchief onto the desk, then knelt in front of her, the top of his head just grazing her chin. “Oh, she’s earning something, alright,” he murmured. “Tell me, little wife. Do you like the taste of my cock as much as you like the feel of it deep in your throat?”

Kendra swallowed hard, her throat still raw from his earlier use. “Yes,” she managed to say, her voice barely a whisper.

Darius’s fingers trailed over her thigh—so close to the slick heat between her legs. “Good,” he said. “Because I have a feeling you’re going to be tasting it a lot more often.”

He rose to his feet in one fluid motion, towering over her as he undid his belt, the sound of his zipper lowering loud in the quiet office. Kendra’s eyes went wide at the thunk of his heavy cock hitting the front of his pants. It was impossible—how could something so big fit in there? And then he stepped free of his pants, and there it was, full and throbbing, the head already slick with pre-cum.

“You’ve seen me at the office,” he said, his voice a growl. “You know what kind of reactions I get. But this?” He wrapped a hand around his shaft, stroking just once, and Kendra watched, mesmerized, as the thick veins pulsed beneath his fingertips. “This is all yours.”

His free hand tangled in her hair, and he pulled, just enough to make her gasp. “Now. Let’s see if you earn it.”

Darius didn’t let her adjust. Didn’t give her time to swallow her nerves. One moment she was staring at his cock, the next he was pushing, the flared head of his monstrous length pressing against her lips. She gagged instantly, the thick, unfamiliar weight forcing her mouth open wider than she ever had before.

“Good girl,” he rumbled, fingers tightening in her hair. “Take it.”

Kendra obeyed, sucking in as much as she could, her tongue swirling around the hot, smooth underside of his cockhead. She couldn’t breathe—not with how big he was, how deep he pressed. Her eyes watered, saliva dripping down her chin, but Darius didn’t stop. He fucked her face, slow and steady, his shaft hitting the back of her throat with every roll of his hips.

“There’s a good wife,” he said, voice rough with pleasure. “Such a hungry little slut.”

Kendra moaned around his cock. Adam’s words echoed in her mind: "He's got skills, baby. Black cock skills." And Darius did—he worked her mouth like a professional, his cock thickening with every whimper, every deep swallow.

“That's it,” he groaned. “Let me feel that tight little throat. Let me own your fucking face.”

Darius's cock stretched further, forcing her lips even wider. “Let’s see,” he said, pulling back just enough to grin down at her. “Take this.”

Kendra nodded, eyes wide and eager, as he pushed again. This time, she let him fill her, the thick, hot weight of him deep in her throat. She gagged, but Darius held her there, breathing hard above her.

“There's my good wife,” he said, his voice rough with pleasure. “Such a hungry little slut.” He fucked her face again, slow and steady, her moan vibrating around his shaft.

“That's it,” Adam said, voice tight with need. “My wife worshipping black cock. My good wife.”

Darius grunted, his hips rolling faster now as he used Kendra's mouth. “Tell me,” he demanded, pulling back just enough to speak. “Does my cock feel better than his?”

Kendra gulped, but she nodded, the truth too real to hide. Adam chuckled, his fingers trailing down her spine, over the curve of her ass.

“Fuck yes,” Adam agreed. “Her pussy's tight as hell when she takes something big. And my wife loves something big.”

Darius's cock pulsed, and he roared, coming deep in her throat. Kendra gulped, her lips spreading around his thickness as he emptied into her, his cum filling her, slicking her tongue. Darius held her there, breathing hard, before finally pulling free with a wet pop.

Kendra collapsed, her lips swollen, her throat burning but full of his cum. Adam kissed her deeply, tasting Darius on her tongue.

“You earned it,” Darius said, voice ragged. “But now? The real test begins.”

The door creaked open again, and Kendra’s breath hitched as Darius reached into his briefcase, pulling out a sleek, black device. It hummed to life in his hand, the vibration alone sending a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her.

“What is that?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Darius smirked, his fingers tracing the smooth surface of the device. “This, little wife, is your breeding toy.” He pressed a button, and the device pulsed, the vibrations growing stronger. “You’re going to learn how to take it. And when you’re done? You’re going to take me.”

Kendra’s breath hitched as Darius knelt in front of her, his fingers teasing her entrance. “Open,” he commanded, pressing the device against her lips.

Kendra obeyed, her lips parting as he pushed the toy inside her mouth. It was massive, the head thick and glossy, the shaft long enough that when it pressed against her tongue, she gagged.

“There's my good wife,” Darius said, voice growing rougher with every second. “Take it like a breathing slut.”

Kendra obeyed, her lips stretched around the toy, her tongue swirling against the hot, smooth surface. The vibrations started, deep and pulsing, and she moaned around it, her core clenching in response.

Adam’s fingers bit into her hips. “Fuck yes,” he growled. “My wife taking a cock that big.”

Darius fucked her face with the toy, and Kendra whimpered—she could feel how close he was to coming again, how close he was to losing the test, the only test she wanted him to lose.

“You’re driving me wild,” Darius groaned, his hips rolling faster. “Tell me what you really want, little wife. Or I’ll stop.”

Kendra gagged, pulling the toy free just enough to speak. “I want you to breed me,” she squeaked. “I want your seed inside my pussy until it's dripping. I want to feel you own me.”

Darius roared, his fingers flying from her hair to his cock. “Adam! Get your wife unlocked. She's passing.”

Adam didn't waste a second. He freed her hands, pulling her to her feet as Darius stripped his pants free, his cock throbbing in front of him.

“Spread the desk,” Darius commanded, eyes dark and dominating.

Adam obeyed, dragging his briefcase and the contents of his desk off to the side before flipping the heavy wood onto its back. “There,” he said, grinning. “My wife’s breeding desk.”

Darius laughed, his fingers tracing the slick heat between her legs. “Adam’s proud of you,” he said. “But I am too.” He pushed her onto the desk, her ass landing on the cool wood, her legs splayed wide.

Kendra moaned as he knelt between them, his fingers teasing her dripping entrance. “You're going to be such a good little breeder,” he said. “Taking my seed every night. Dripping it out of your pussy like the proper little slut you are.”

“Yes!” Kendra squealed, nodding her head. “Please! I want it! I want your cock inside me!”

Darius laughed, his fingers circling her entrance before pushing—just one digit, and then two, stretching her even more than his cock had. Adam grabbed her hips, holding her steady as Darius finger-fucked her, his thumb rubbing against her clit with every roll of his fingers.

“You're so wet,” Darius growled. “My little wife, ready to take a breeding cock.” His fingers pulled free, and she whined, but the sound was swallowed as he lined his massive cock up with her entrance.

“Breathe,” Adam said, fingers biting into her skin.

Kendra obeyed, drawing in a shaky breath as Darius pressed—just the tip at first. But then he pushed, and she felt it—the stretch, the burn, his massive cock filling her like nothing ever had before.

“Fuck!” she screamed, her nails digging into Adam’s shirt. “You're so fucking deep!”

Darius laughed, his hips rolling forward, his cock thickening even more as he seated himself inside her. “Such a good wife,” he said. “Such a hungry little breeder.” He pulled back, and Kendra groaned as he slowed—oh, fuck, he was going to take his time, wasn't he? To own her, to make her take his seed like a true breeding slut.

“That's it,” Adam said, his fingers tracing the inside of her thigh. “My wife, taking black cock like a champion.”

Kendra moaned as Darius fucked her, his thick cock gliding in and out of her, hitting every spot with every thrust. He grabbed her hips, pulling her forward as he plowed deeper, his cock splitting her wide open.

“You love my cock, don't you?” Darius growled, his thumbs digging into the curve of her ass. “You worship it. You beg for it. And you're going to be such a good little wife, taking it every night.”

Kendra squealed, her head thrashing against the desk. “Fuck yes! I'll be your breeding wife! I'll take your seed! I'll be your little cum dumpster!”

Adam laughed, his fingers trailing over her nipples, pinching just enough to make her gasping around Darius's cock. “My wife loves something big,” he said. “And my good wife just found the perfect breeder.”

Darius chuckled, hips rolling faster now, his cock pulsing inside her as he lost himself to the pleasure. “You're going to be such a good wife,” he said. “Such a hungry little breeder.” He grabbed her hair, pulling until she was seated against his chest, her back pressed to his front.

“I'm cumming,” he roared, his fingers digging into her skin as he filled her, his cum pulsing into her like a seeding river. “Take it, wife. Take it all.”

Kendra’s voice echoed in the silence of the office, her body shaking as she felt him spill, his cum warming her, filling her. Adam’s fingers trailed over her lips, collecting a bit of the spilled cum from when Darius had come in her mouth. “Fucking taste,” Adam groaned. “My wife, taking black cock.”

Darius chuckled, pulling out of her with a wet pop. “Good girl,” he said, voice rough. “But you're not done yet.” He flipped her onto her stomach, her ass landing on the desk as he kissed her and her fingers hooked into the briefcase.

“Adam,” Darius demanded, his voice dominating.

Adam nodded, smirking, before gripping Kendra’s jaw, forcing her mouth open as he spilled his own cum into her. “Fucking taste,” Adam groaned, his cock pulping against her lips. “My wife, taking cum like a good little breeding slut.”

Kendra gulped, her throat burning with the mix of cums, the two breeders groaning above her as they shared her in this way.

“Adam,” Darius growled. “Your wife is mine now.” He pushed Kendra forward, fucking her onto the desk with nothing but his cock gliding in and out of her worshipping pussy.

“She's my wife,” Darius growled. “She'll take my seed every night. She'll be my little breeder.”

“She's my wife,” Adam growled, his fingers tracing the curve of her ass as he leaned down, his lips fusing with hers. “She'll have your seed.”

Kendra screamed, her body shaking as she felt Darius fill her, his cum pulsing against her cervix. “I'll be your little cum dumpster!” She pleaded, her voice breathless. “I'll take it all! Every time!”

“Good girl,” Darius growled, his fingers digging into her skin as he finished, his cum warming her, filling her. “Such a good little breeding wife.”

The desk thunked back down, Kendra collapsing onto it, dripping with cum. Adam kissed her deeply, his lips tasting of Darius and his own cum.

“Take her home,” Darius commanded, already re-zipping himself, his pants straining around his massive cock. “I'll see her tomorrow. And every night after.”

Adam nodded, smirking, before hauling Kendra to her feet. She was weak, her legs shaking, but she laughed, her lips swollen, her pussy dripping with cum.

“My good girl,” Darius said, voice playful. “I knew you'd be perfect.”

“I think I just earned a lot of cum,” Kendra giggled, her fingers trailing over her dripping pussy.

Adam laughed, his fingers hooking under her chin. “You earned every fucking drop, baby.”

“And more,” Kendra panted, already planning the next time Adam would let her play with Darius's breeding cock. “So much more.”




Chapter 4

Kendra let out a ragged breath as the office door clicked shut behind them, Adam’s fingers still tangled in hers like a leash. The walk back to the gala was a blur—her mind was locked on the thick, hot ropes of cum still pooling inside her, the way Darius’s cock had *own*ed her so fucking completely. She dragged her fingers through her damp hair, trying to slow the frantic tremble of her thighs, but every step she took sent fresh waves of wet heat spilling down her calves. Her pussy ached, deliciously sore from the brutal breeding she’d just received, but the ache was mixed with a deep, satisfying fullness that she couldn’t get enough of. The milky seed inside her was beginning to seep out, leaving a warm, sticky trail down her inner thigh. She ran her fingers along the slick path, bringing them to her lips to taste the salty nectar. Her body shuddered at the reminder of what had just been pumped into her, the way she’d been used and claimed so thoroughly.

The door hadn’t even closed completely before Adam turned her toward him, his back pressed against the wall. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. His cock, already swollen and leaking pre-cum, strained against his slacks, hot and demanding against her hip. Kendra sank to her knees without hesitation, her swollen lips parting around his thickness as he freed himself from his pants. The moment she felt the slick heat of his cock brush against her tongue, she sucked hard, savoring the taste of him—still mixed with the salty, milky burst of Darius’s seed. Adam groaned, his fingers digging into her hair, pulling it tight enough to make her whimper around his shaft. He guided her movements, controlling the depth and rhythm of her sucking. Her lips stretched obscenely around his girth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside. She could feel his cock hardening even more in her mouth, the veins pulsing with need. Her own pussy was throbbing in response, aching to be filled again despite the recent breeding.

“Fuck,” he growled, pulling her head back just enough to speak. “Look at yourself, baby. You’re *glistening* with cum already.” His voice was thick, rough, laced with something far worse than simple arousal. It was *possession*—the kind of dark, hungry need that told her he’d never let her go.

Kendra moaned around his cock, her fingers tracing the damp spot on her chin where his pre-cum had smeared. “I can’t wait to see it dripping out of me,” she whispered, her tongue swirling against the underside of his shaft. “I’ll be *so* full of your cum tonight. I’ll be your little breeding machine.” She pulled back slightly, leaving just the tip of his cock between her lips, her tongue flicking against the slit. “I want you to fill me up until it overflows. I want to feel your cum dripping down my legs for days, a constant reminder of who owns this pussy.”

Adam *groaned*, his hips jerking forward, his cock filling her mouth with a rough, desperate thrust. “Take it,” he demanded, not pulling back, not letting her breathe. His cock was *thick*—thicker than Darius’s, she realized, as the veins pulsed beneath her tongue, *forcing* her lips wider. Her throat *burned*, her lips stretched obscenely around him, but she didn’t dare fight it. Not now. Not when Adam’s fingers were *tight* in her hair, his cock *thickening* in her mouth with every hungry suck.

“Fucking *yes*,” he hissed, his voice barely human. “That’s my *breeding* wife. My little cum dumpster. Take every inch of your husband’s cock.”

Kendra’s eyes watered as he hit the back of her throat, but she kept her lips sealed tight around his shaft, sucking desperately as he fucked her face. She felt something welling up inside her, a familiar pressure building in his balls. He was close, and she wanted every drop. She doubled her efforts, her head bobbing eagerly, her tongue working the sensitive underside of his cock. Her fingers found her own pussy, still dripping with the seed Darius had planted inside her. She circled her clit, the dual sensations of sucking Adam’s cock and pleasing herself sending shivers through her body. She could feel her own arousal pooling, mixing with the cum already leaking from her pussy.

“You’re *earning* something special,” Adam growled, finally pulling back with a wet *pop*. Kendra gasped, her lips swollen, her throat *raw* from the sheer size of him. Saliva mixed with pre-cum dripped from her chin. “Now stand up. And let’s *prove* how *good* of a breeding wife you really are.”

Kendra whimpered, already rising to her feet, her fingers brushing against her own pussy, still *dripping* with Darius’s cum. Adam’s hand *slid* down her waist, hooking beneath the edge of her panties. With one swift tug, he *ripped* them away, leaving her bare and exposed before him.

“Adam, *please*—” she gasped as his fingers *pushed* inside her, his thumb *circling* her clit with rough, relentless strokes. “I need more.”

“More *what*?” he asked, his voice a dark tease. His fingers *pulsed* inside her, *stretching* her, *filling* her, and Kendra moaned, her knees buckling as the pleasure *coated* her from within. She could feel the cum inside her shifting with his movements, a warm, thick presence against her walls.

“I need more *cum*,” she practically *whined*, her voice desperate. “I want to be your *little* cum dumpster! I want you to pump me so full I can’t walk straight. I want to feel your seed dripping out of me all night.” She reached down, wrapping her hand around his cock, stroking it in time with his fingers inside her. “Please, Adam. Breed me again. Make me yours completely.”

Adam *laughed*, dark and pleased, before finally *fucking* her with his fingers, his thumb *rubbing* against her clit as his middle finger *deeper*, *hitting* that perfect spot inside her. Kendra let out a choked cry, her hips *rolling* as her own arousal threatened to spill down her thighs. She could already feel her pussy *clenching*, *tightening*—desperate for a cock. She squeezed around his fingers, showing him how hungry she was, how ready her body was for more.

“You’re *so* fucking wet,” Adam growled, his fingers *pumping* faster, *harder*. “Such a *hungry* little wife. You just can’t get enough, can you? My wife loves being used as a cum receptacle.” He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “You love the feeling of being filled with so much seed that it’s overflowing, don’t you? You love knowing that every time you sit down tonight, you’ll feel my cum leaking out of you and staining your dress.”

Kendra *whined*, but she nodded eagerly, her fingers *digging* into his shoulders as she tried to pull him closer, to *take* him the way she’d been bred to. “Yes, I do,” she confessed, her voice breathless with need. “I love it. I live for it. I’m your dirty little cum slut, ready to be bred whenever you want. Whenever you need.”

Adam *laughed*, his fingers finally pulling free, leaving her *aching*, empty, and *begging* for something real, something *thick*, something that would *own* her. He stepped back, his eyes roaming her body appreciatively. Kendra could see the hunger in his gaze, the way he was undressing her with his eyes even though she was already half naked. She reached for her dress, but Adam stopped her with a shake of his head.

“Let me,” he said, his voice thick with desire. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress, lowering it slowly, deliberately. Kendra shivered as the cool air hit her exposed skin. Adam pushed the straps down her shoulders, letting the dress pool at her feet. He was left standing in front of her in his tuxedo, looking like a god among men, while she stood bare before him, her body a canvas of desire and possession.

“You are *fucking* perfect,” he murmured, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her already hard nipples. “Mine. All mine.”

Kendra arched into his touch, moaning softly. “Yours,” she agreed, spreading her legs slightly, inviting him to take what he wanted. “Always yours.”

Adam’s hands moved to her waist, lifting her effortlessly. Kendra wrapped her legs around him, her arms around his neck as he carried her to the marble countertop of the bathroom. He set her down gently before dropping to his knees. His fingers *tangled* beneath her dress, *hauling* it down her body with one swift motion. The sound of her zipper *lowering* filled the air, and then he *grabbed* her panties, *ripping* them away completely before *spreading* her legs wide.

Kendra *gasped*, but she didn’t fight it—and why would she? She was *his*—his breeding wife, his cum slut, his *perfect* little wife. Whatever he wanted, she would give him.

Her breath hitched as she felt the *cool* marble beneath her palms, her legs *splayed* as Adam stood over her, his fingers *undoing* his belt, his zipper *lowering* with a sharp *hiss*. His cock *spilled* free—*thick*, veiny, and already *dripping* with pre-cum. Kendra moaned at the sight, her pussy clenching in anticipation. She wanted that cock inside her, filling her, breeding her. She wanted to feel him pulsating as he pumped his seed deep within her womb.

“Oh, *fuck*,” Kendra moaned, watching as he *palmed* his cock, his knuckles *slicking* against the wet underside of his shaft. “I’m *so* ready, Adam. *Please*. Fill me. Make me yours completely.”

Adam didn’t *move*. He didn’t speak. He didn’t even *breathe*, just *stared* at her with dark, possessive hunger. “Tell me again,” he demanded, his voice a growl. “Who do you belong to?”

Kendra *laughed*, breathless and desperate. “I belong to you,” she said, spreading her legs even wider to show him just how *ready* she was. “I’m your *breeding* wife. Your *cum slut*. I’m *yours*. Every inch of me is yours to use, to breed, to own.”

Adam *grunted*, his cock *pulsing* as he finally *stepped* forward, his fingers *teasing* her entrance. “Good girl,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “Such a *hungry* little wife.” He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. “And I’m going to give you exactly what you need.”

Kendra *moaned*, already *pushing* her ass up, begging for his cock to *fill* her. Adam *laughed*, dark and *possessive*, before *finally* pressing the swollen head against her entrance. He *didn’t* give her time to adjust—he *slammed* into her, his massive cock *splitting* her wide open with one rough thrust.

Kendra *screamed*, her fingers *digging* into the cool marble, her body *aching* from the sheer *weight* of him, the way his cock *stretched* her beyond anything she’d ever known. “Fuck, *Adam*—” she gasped, her voice desperate. “You’re *so* deep—I—I can’t—”

“Say it,” he growled, his fingers *digging* into her thighs, *forcing* her legs even wider. “Say *you can’t* take a breeding cock like my *good* little wife.”

Kendra *whined*, her voice already breaking under the intensity of his thrusts. “I can’t—*I can’t*—take it—*oh, fuck*—”

Adam *chuckled*, dark and *ruthless*, before *rolling* his hips, his cock *thickening* even more as he *filled* her. “You *will*,” he murmured, his lips *trailing* over the curve of her ass. “Because you’re *mine*. And I *own* your fucking *pussy*.”

Kendra *screamed*, her body *shaking* under his command. She could feel his cock *pulsing* inside her, the way his balls *tapped* against her skin as he *fucked* her. Her own climax was already *building*—desperate, *raw*, but she *squeezed* her eyes shut, fighting it. She *couldn’t* come—not yet. She wanted to feel him come first, to feel his seed filling her to the brim.

“You’re *so* fucking *good*,” Adam growled, his hips *snapping* against her, his cock *hitting* every spot inside her. “My wife, taking my breeding cock like a *champion*—”

Kendra *moaned*, her fingers *digging* into his thighs, trying to *pull* him even deeper—but she couldn’t. Not when he was *already* so *fucking* deep, his cock *filling* her, *owning* her. Her pussy *clenched*, trying to hold onto him, desperate for the *final* taste of his cum inside her. She wanted to feel him swelling inside her, his knot forming to lock them together as he bred her properly.

Adam *grunted*, his fingers *tightening* in her hair. “You’re *going* to come for me,” he said, his voice a dark command. “You’re going to *creak* this cock into you, you dirty *wife*. And then? You’re going to *drip* my cum all over your fucking *husband*.”

---

Kendra *obeyed* without hesitation, her orgasm *erupting* inside her, a desperate, *aching* release that made her *scream*, her pussy *clenching* so hard around Adam’s cock that she felt it *throbbing*. He came just seconds later, his fingers *digging* into her skin, his cock *pulsing* as he *filled* her, his cum *warming* her, *stretching* her as he *emptied* into her. She could feel him *pulping* against her entrance as he came, the ropes of cum *spilling* inside her, *filling* her to the brim. Adam *roared*, his fingers *tugging* at her hair, her nipples, before *finally* pulling out with a wet *pop*.

Kendra *collapsed*, her legs *shaking*, her pussy *dripping* with his cum, the remnants of Darius’s seed still *thick* inside her. She could *feel* them—the way they *coated* her, the way her body *ached* for more, for *both* of them.

Adam *laughed*, dark and *pleased*, before *dropping* down to his knees beside her. He wrapped a hand around his cock, *stroking* it once before *pressing* it against her *dripping* pussy. Kendra *whined*, desperate for another *filling*—she didn’t even *care* anymore. Whatever he wanted, she would take.

“You’re *already* so *fucking* soaked,” he murmured, his fingers *brushing* against her skin, his breath *hot* against her ear. “My wife—such a *good* little cum slut.”

Kendra *gasped*, her body *aching* with need, her pussy *clenching* as he *pushed*—just the *tip* of his cock *teasing* her entrance. “Adam, *please*—” she begged, her voice desperate. “I *need* you. I’ll be *good*—just *fuck* me again.”

Adam *smirked*, before *pushing* deeper, his cock *splitting* her open once more. Kendra let out a low, desperate groan, already *riding* him, her tits *bouncing* as her pussy *clenched* around his shaft. She could feel his cum—*thick*, *slick*—already *spilling* inside her. She was *going* to be *well bred* tonight.

“Yes,” she *whimpered*, her voice *breaking* under the intensity of his thrusts. “Yes—I’ll be your *good* wife, Adam. I’ll take your cum—I’ll *drip* it like the *breeding* slut you always wanted.”

Adam *grunted*, his hands *sliding* over her ass, *spanking* her hard enough to make her *squeeze* around his cock. “That’s my *good* girl,” he growled. “Such a *happy* little cum slut.”

Kendra’s orgasm *built* again—this time, *deeper*, *hotter*, the pressure *coating* her from within as Adam *fucked* her. He was *worshipping* her, *owning* her, and she *loved* it. She *loved* the way his cum *spilled* inside her, the way her pussy *flooded* with it, the way she could already feel it *dripping* down her thighs.

“Adam—” she *gasped*, her voice desperate. “*I’m going to come*—fill me—*please*—”

Adam *roared*, his fingers *tightening* in her hair, his cock *pulsing* as he *emptied* into her, his cum *warming* her like a *brand*. She came seconds later, her pussy *clenching*, her body *shaking* under his command.

She felt *so* full by the time Adam pulled her up, his arms *wrapping* around her like a leash. The elevator ride to their penthouse was a blur—her mind still *reeling* from the sheer *weight* of him inside her, the way his cum had *stretched* her beyond anything she’d ever known. She could feel it leaking out of her, warm and thick, coating her inner thighs. Her dress was already ruined, stained with the evidence of her breeding.

“My *good* girl,” Adam murmured, his lips *trailing* over her neck, his fingers *digging* into her hips. “Such a *hungry* little wife.”

Kendra moaned, her fingers *brushing* against her own lips—they were still *swollen* from his cock, from the way he’d *used* her so *roughly* in Darius’s office. She could *taste* him—*slick*, *milky*—already *spilling* inside her. The taste was a constant reminder of her place, of who she belonged to.

“I *love* being your *breeding* wife,” she whimpered, her voice *desperate*. “I *love* being your *cum slut*. I live to serve you, to please you, to take whatever you give me.”

Adam *chuckled*, his fingers *tracing* the slick heat between her legs. “You *better*,” he growled. “Because you’re *mine* now. Every inch of this perfect body is mine to use, to breed, to own. You’re my property, my breeding machine, my cum receptacle.” His fingers delved deeper, playing with the cum already dripping from her pussy. “And I’m never letting you go.”

---

The penthouse door clicked shut behind them, the sound *swallowing* their desperate need. Adam didn’t waste a second—he *hauling* her toward the bathroom, his cock *already* beginning to swell again inside his pants. Kendra’s pussy clenched in anticipation, still aching from the recent breedings but already hungry for more. She wanted to feel him filling her once again, to feel his seed mixing with the other cum already inside her, to be completely marked as his.

“You want me to *clean* you up?” he asked, his voice a dark tease, his fingers *tracing* the damp spot between her legs.

Kendra moaned, her voice desperate. “Yes—but *no*—I can’t wait. I want to be *full*—I want to feel you *own* me, Adam. I want to *drip*—”

Adam *laughed*, spinning her toward him, his fingers *tangling* in her hair. “Dirty girl,” he growled, his lips *crushing* against hers as he *forced* his tongue inside her mouth. She could *taste* him—the salty, milky heat of his cum, the way he’d *spilled* inside her.

And then he *pushed*—*pushing* her onto the marble countertop, spreading her legs wide as he *dropped* to his knees. His fingers were *rough*, *demanding*—he *pulled* her dress up, exposing her already dripping pussy to his hungry gaze. He leaned in, his tongue *flicking* out to taste the cum leaking from her opening. Kendra *screamed*, her fingers *digging* into his shoulders, her hips *rolling* as his tongue *lapped* at her, *cleaning* her thoroughly while bringing her to the brink of another orgasm.

“You’re *so* tight,” Adam growled, his fingers *pumping* faster, *harder*, his thumb *circling* her clit as he *fucked* her with his tongue. “My wife—such a *hungry* little cum slut. You love it when I eat my cum out of your pussy, don’t you? You love knowing that I’m tasting myself inside you, marking you as mine.”

Kendra’s voice broke, her body *shaking* under his command. “Adam—” she *gasped*. “*I’m going to come*—”

“Come for me,” he demanded, his voice a dark growl. “Come all over your husband’s *fucking* fingers, baby. Let me feel that tight pussy clenching around me one more time.”

Kendra *obeyed*, her body convulsing as her orgasm ripped through her. Adam *watched*, his fingers *tracing* the slick heat between her legs, his gaze *dark*, *hungry*. He stood up, unzipping his pants and freeing his already hardened cock. Kendra *obeyed* without hesitation, turning around and *bending* over the counter, presenting her pussy to him. She could feel the cum dripping from her, a steady stream down her inner thighs.

“You’re *going* to take it so *good*,” Adam growled, his fingers *tightening* in her hair. “You’re *going* to take every fucking *drop*—”

He *slammed* into her from behind, his cock *filling* her to the brim once again. Kendra *screamed*, the sudden intrusion sending waves of pleasure through her already sensitive body. Adam *fucked* her hard and fast, his balls *slapping* against her ass with each thrust. He was *rough*, *demanding*, but Kendra loved every second of it. She wanted to be used, to be claimed, to be owned completely.

“You’re *so* fucking *good*,” he grunted, his hands *gripping* her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust. “My perfect little breeding wife. Taking my cock like the dirty slut you are.”

Kendra *moaned*, her fingers *clutching* the edge of the counter, her body *shaking* with the force of his thrusts. “Yes,” she *whimpered*. “I’m your dirty slut. Your breeding machine. Fuck me, Adam. Breed me. Fill me up until I can’t take any more.”

Adam *grunted*, his fingers *digging* into her skin, his pace *quickening*. “I’m gonna come so deep inside you, baby,” he growled. “I’m gonna pump you so full of my seed that it’ll be leaking out of you for days. Everyone will know you’ve been properly bred.”

Kendra’s orgasm *built* again, this time *overwhelming* her senses. She could feel his cock *thickening* inside her, getting ready to spurt his seed deep within her womb. She wanted it. She needed it. She *craved* it.

“Adam—” she *gasped*. “*I’m going to come*—fill me—*please*—”

Adam *roared*, his fingers *tightening* in her hair, his cock *pulsing* as he *emptied* into her, his cum *warming* her like a *brand*. He *fucked* her harder as he came, each spurt of cum sending her closer to the edge. She came seconds later, her pussy *clenching*, her body *shaking* under his command, her screams echoing through the bathroom as she was filled to the brim with his seed.

Adam *collapsed* against her, his cock still buried deep inside her, both of them breathing heavily. He wrapped his arms around her, *pulling* her closer, *owning* her completely. Kendra *moaned*, feeling the cum leaking from her pussy, a warm, sticky reminder of her place in his world.

“Look at you,” Adam murmured, his fingers *tracing* the damp spot between her legs. “My *breeding* wife, so *well* *bred*. Such a *good* little cum slut for me.”

Kendra *moaned*, her fingers *brushing* against her own lips, still *swollen*, still *dripping* with his cum. “I *love* being your wife,” she whispered, her voice *desperate*. “I *love* being your cum slut. I live to serve you, to please you, to be your perfect breeding machine.”

Adam *smirked*, before *hauling* her up, his arms *wrapping* around her like a leash. “Go to the bedroom,” he commanded, his voice dark, possessive. “Now. I’m not done with you yet.”

Kendra *obeyed*, her legs *shaking* as she *stumbled* toward the bedroom, already *planning* how she was going to *take* him again, *earn* more of his cum, more of his possession. She could feel the cum leaking from her pussy with every step she took, and it only made her more excited for what was to come. Because she was *already* his. And she *wanted* more. *So much more.*




Chapter 5

The penthouse was a gilded tomb of whispered promises and dripping sin. Kendra’s breath came in shallow, desperate pants as she stumbled toward the master bedroom, her thighs slick with Adam’s cum, the thick liquid still seeping out of her with every step. The marble floor beneath her feet was cold, but the heat between her legs was infernal—her swollen pussy throbbing even as the remnants of his seed coated her, the sharp sting of her own arousal a reminder that she wasn’t finished yet.

Adam’s fingers brushed against the small of her back, lingering just long enough to make her whimper. "Hands on the bed," he murmured, his voice a dark, velvet command. "Now."

Kendra didn’t hesitate. She turned, her fingers already gripping the edge of the mattress, her ass pressed forward as he approached. The sight of her own cum-drenched pussy in the mirror made her throat tighten with need, her hips automatically bucking back as if searching for something to fill her.

Adam chuckled, low and rough, as his fingers traced the damp spot between her thighs, his thumb swirling through the slick warmth before pressing against her entrance. Kendra gasped, her body already remembering the rough thrusts of his cock, the way he’d split her open in Darius’s office. But even as her pussy clenched, desperate for more, Adam pulled away with a dark laugh.

"What?" she whined, craning her neck to look at him over her shoulder. "Adam, I need you. I need your cum inside me again—please—" Her voice dropped to a needy moan as his fingers tapped against her ass, teasing but not quite touching.

"You’re already so well-bred," he said, his cock pressing against his slacks, already swollen again just from watching her. "But I don’t think you’re done learning yet." His fingers dug into her hips, dragging her forward until she was leaning over the edge of the bed, her swollen pussy exposed and dripping, her tits pressed against the mattress. "This is your punishment for being such a good little cum slut."

Kendra whimpered in anticipation, already feeling the familiar burn of pre-cum against her lips as Adam dropped down to his knees behind her. She licked her lips in a silent plea, but he didn’t give her what she wanted. Instead, his fingers traced the length of her spine before his palm connected with her ass with a sharp crack.

"Adam—!" Kendra cried, her pussy clenching so hard it was almost painful, but the sting only made her wetter, the sharp heat radiating between her thighs. Adam’s fingers squeezed her ass, his grip rough and possessive, before spanking her again—and again. Each slap sent fresh heat pooling inside her, her breath coming in ragged, sobbing gasps as her own arousal dripped down her thighs in earnest.

"You’re such a dirty thing," Adam growled, his fingers finally pushing inside her, his palm covering her hot, swollen pussy. Kendra screamed, her body jolting as his fingers curled deep inside her, his other hand spanking her pussy hard enough to make her eyes water. She could feel his cum—thick and hot—still pulsing within her, her pussy stretching around his fingers as he pounded her with them.

"Adam, please—" she gasped, her voice desperate, her body shaking beneath him. "I can’t—oh fuck—I need—"

"Need?" Adam repeated, his voice a dark, amused rasp as his fingers teased her g-spot. "Who said you could need?" His fingers twitched inside her, stretching her as he pumped them hard, his thumb circling her clit in rough, relentless strokes. Kendra let out a choked cry, her nails digging into the sheets as her orgasm erupted in a violent, desperate pulse, her pussy clenching so hard she could feel his fingers twisting inside her.

Adam didn’t stop. He pushed his fingers deeper, fucking her even as she came down, her pussy dripping in front of him. "You’re still not ready," he growled, his fingers pulsing inside her, his cock twitching, leaking against his slacks. "But that’s okay, baby. You’re mine now. Whatever I want, you’ll give me."

Kendra whimpered, her body aching with the need to be filled again. She could feel his cock—hard, swollen, already demanding—but Adam was playing games with her, and she knew better than to rush him. Not when his fingers were rough and commanding, his breath hot against her neck as he rolled his hips against her, his cock pressing against her skin.

"Tell me what’s mine," he demanded, his voice thick with lust. His fingers pulled free with a wet pop, leaving her empty and breathless, but only for a second. Before Kendra could even gasp, Adam’s fingers tugged at her hair, forcing her onto her back. He pressed her thighs apart, his gaze dark, hungry as he dropped to his knees between her legs.

"Everything," Kendra whined, her swollen lips parting as he brushed his fingers over her clit, the sharp pleasure making her squeal. "You own me, Adam. My body, my cum, my everything—"

He chuckled, low and dark, before his fingers vanished between her thighs. "Not quite everything," he murmured, his fingers pushing inside her with a rough, relentless motion. Kendra squealed, her hips rolling as she clenched around his fingers, her pussy dripping even more with his cum. Adam’s fingers pumped—pumping so deep, so hard, that Kendra could feel her own arousal building again, her climax waiting, aching inside her.

"You’re going to tell me again," Adam growled, finally pulling his fingers free with a wet slap. Kendra collapsed, her legs shaking, her pussy clamping in vain. Adam laughed, spinning her back around, his fingers trailing over her ass as he yanked her panties away completely. He dropped to his knees behind her, his fingers tangling in her slick heat before pulling her onto his lap.

"Adam—!" Kendra gasped, her pussy pressing against his thick shaft through his pants. She could feel him—hard, swollen, leaking—and she wanted it so badly. She wanted to be filled again, to be broken open by his cock, to drip with his cum all over the penthouse.

"Who do you belong to?" Adam demanded, his fingers digging into her thighs as he tugged her closer, her pussy smearing against his swollen cock. Kendra moaned, already riding him through the fabric, her hips rolling as her own arousal spilled down her legs.

"You," she screamed, her voice desperate. "I belong to only you, Adam. I’m your breeding wife. Your cum slut. I’m yours—" She whined, pressing her ass against his thick cock, her pussy clamping as her own climax built—sharp, desperate, but Adam wasn’t done owning her yet.

His fingers tugged at her dress, hauling it down her body with rough, commanding motions. The fabric pushed against them, the thick heat of his cock pressing against her skin as he freed himself from his pants. Kendra screamed, her fingers digging into his thighs as she felt the sizzling heat of his cock against her ass, his swollen head leaking against her skin.

"Such a dirty wife," Adam growled, his fingers teasing her clit before pushing inside her with a rough, relentless motion. Kendra squealed, her hips rolling as she clenched around his thick cock, her pussy stretching so obscenely around him that she felt full—completely owned—as she fucked herself on him, his fingers rolling inside her as his other hand spanked her pussy.

"Adam—oh fuck—" she gasped, already nearing another climax, her body aching for the release, but Adam wasn’t done playing yet.

His fingers pulled free with a wet pop, leaving her aching and empty, before spanking her ass hard enough to make her cry out. "You’re going to tell me," he demanded, his fingers digging into her skin as he rolled her hips, her swollen pussy sliding against his thick, veiny shaft. "You’re going to tell me who you’re earning this for—who you’re my little cum slut for—"

Kendra laughed, her voice desperate, rough. "You," she screamed, her pussy clamping as she felt the swollen head of his cock tease her entrance. "I’m yours—I’m earning your cum for you—"

Adam grunted in approval, his fingers digging even deeper into her skin as he finally pressed the swollen head against her entrance. He didn’t give her time to adjust—he slammed into her, his massive cock filling her in one rough, desperate thrust.

Kendra screamed, her nails digging into the sheets as her body ached from the sheer weight of him, the way his cock stretched her open. She could feel him—deep, thick, twisting inside her—and she loved it.

"That’s right," Adam growled, his fingers tightening in her hair. "Take my fucking cock like the good little wife you are." His hips rolled—rolling—his cock thickening even more as he filled her, every rough thrust splitting her wider, her pussy clamping around him as she took his massive cock. Her own arousal spilled down her thighs, and she could feel Adam’s cum—thick, hot—already warmed inside her, the remnants stretching her as he pumped her full.

"Fuck, Adam—" Kendra panted, her voice breaking. "I need you to come inside me—please—fill me—" Her words ended in a sob as he fucked her harder, his fingers brushing against her clit as he pumped deeper, his cock twitching inside her.

"You’re going to come first," he growled, his fingers digging into her skin, his hips snapping against her as she squeezed around his shaft. Kendra could feel the pressure—her climax waiting, aching inside her, but Adam’s fingers pulled away just as she was about to come, his palm connecting with her pussy with a sharp slap.

"Adam—!" Kendra screamed, her pussy clamping even harder as the sting of his palm mixed with the pleasure of his rough thrusts. "I—I can’t—" Her words ended in a choked sob as Adam fucked her faster, his fingers brushing against her clit again, his hips snapping against her as he rolled them, his cock thickening, twisting inside her.

"Beg me," he demanded, his voice rough, desperate. "Beg me to fill you with my cum—beg me to own you—beg me to—"

"—breed me," Kendra screamed, her voice breaking as her climax erupted—sharp, violent, uncontrollable. Her pussy clamped—clamping—around Adam’s cock as she came, her nails digging into his thighs as she squeezed, her cum spilling down her legs in desperate, sobbing pulses.

Adam roared, his fingers tightening in her hair as he finally let go, his cock twitching inside her, the hot, thick ropes of his cum spilling into her so roughly that she could feel them filling her beyond anything she’d ever imagined.

He pumped—pumping—his cum spilling inside her, his fingers tugging at her hair, her nipples, her tits, her pussy, owning her as he filled her to the brim, her own cum spilling down her thighs as Adam fucked her through her climax, his cum mixing with hers in a desperate, sloppy mess of heat and need.

The penthouse was silent—except for the sound of Kendra’s sobbing as she collapsed onto the bed, her legs shaking, her pussy dripping with Adam’s cum, her own climax still aching inside her. Adam laughed, his fingers tracing the slick heat between her legs, his gaze dark, hungry as she smeared his cum all over her skin.

"My good girl," he murmured, dropping to his knees beside her, his fingers brushing against her swollen lips. "My breeding wife. My dirty little cum slut."

Kendra moaned, her fingers tracing his chest, her nails digging into his skin as she rolled her hips against the sheets, trying to squeeze away the last of her climax. She could feel Adam’s cum—the way it coated her pussy, the way it spilled down her thighs, the way her own swollen, desperate cravings still ached—but she knew better than to speak again. Not yet.

Adam chuckled, his fingers brushing against her skin as he leaned in, his lips trailing over her neck, her collarbone, her pussy, before finally pressing against the sensitive heat between her thighs.

"You’re so fucking slick," Adam growled, his fingers teasing her entrance before finally pushing inside her, his cock already swollen again as he dipped—just the tip—inside her. Kendra whimpered, her fingers tracing the damp, slick heat between her legs, her pussy clamping around his thick shaft with desperate, sobbing need.

"Please," she begged, her voice breathless, raw. "Adam, please—I need—fuck—I need—"

"Need?" Adam repeated, pulling his fingers free with a wet slap, his cock leaking as he rolled her onto her hands and knees. "You’re going to need this more." His fingers tugged at her ass, forcing her thighs even wider as he pressed—his swollen cock teasing her entrance before finally pushing—and pushing—inside her.

Kendra screamed, her fingers digging into the sheets as her body ached from the sheer weight of him, the way his cock filled her so roughly, so completely, that she could feel every thick inch, every veiny pulse, every rough, desperate thrust as Adam fucked her—owning her, marking her, filling her with his cum.

"Fuck, Adam—" Kendra panted, her voice breaking. "I—I’m—oh fuck—I’m—" Her words ended in a desperate, sobbing whimper as Adam’s fingers tugged at her nipple, his other hand spanking her ass as he pumped inside her, his cock thickening, twisting, stretching her beyond anything she’d ever known.

"You’re going to come for me again," he growled, his fingers digging into her skin as his cock filled her, split her open. "You’re going to creak my cock out of you. You’re going to drip my cum all over your fucking husband."

Kendra screamed—her climax erupted—sharp, violent, uncontrollable. She could feel Adam’s cock pulsing—pulsing—inside her as she came, her pussy clamping so hard she felt broken, her own cum spilling down her thighs as she fucked herself through her climax, Adam’s fingers digging into her skin—rough, demanding—as he fucked her harder, his cock thickening inside her.

And then he roared—his fingers tightening in her hair as he finally let go, his cock twitching inside her as he emptied—emptied—his thick, hot cum spilling into her, filling her so completely that she could feel it overflowing, her own climax spilling down her legs as Adam pulped—pulped—his cum inside her, the hot, slick ropes filling her beyond anything she’d ever known.

She felt so full by the time Adam pulled her onto his lap, his fingers tracing the damp, slick heat of her pussy, mixing with his own cum as he fucked her through the aftermath—rough, relentless, desperate for his own release, but Kendra didn’t care.

She laughed—a desperate, rough sound—as she felt the thick heat of his cum spilling down her ass, her hips rolling as she squeezed him through the last of his orgasm, her own climax aching inside her as Adam’s fingers tugged—tugged—at her tits, her nipples, her skin—owning her as his cock pulsed—pulsed—inside her.

"You’re mine now," he growled, finally pulling free with a wet slap, his cum spilling down her thighs as he rolled her hips against him, her pussy clamping even harder as her own climax ached—still waiting for something real, something thick, something that would own her.

Kendra laughed—a desperate, rough sound—as she felt the thick ropes of Adam’s cum spilling down her ass, the way his fingers tugged—tugged—at her hair, her skin—owning her as he rolled her hips against him, her swollen pussy clamping—clamping—around his thick shaft.

When he was done owning her, Adam collapsed beside her, his breath hot against her ear, his fingers tracing her skin as he pushed her onto the bed, his cock already swollen again as he leaned over her, his lips trailing over her neck, her collarbone, her tits—tasting her, owning her, breaking her open with his tongue before finally pressing—pressing—his swollen cock against her entrance.

"You’re going to be my breeding wife," Adam growled, his fingers digging into her skin. "You’re going to earn every drop of my cum. You’re going to take it, Kendra. You’re going to drip—"

Kendra laughed—a desperate, rough sound—as she felt his fingers tugging—tugging—at her pussy, his swollen cock teasing—teasing—her entrance before finally pressing—pressing—and pushing—pushing—inside her, filling her again.

"That’s right," Adam growled, his fingers tightening—tightening—in her hair as he fucked her, his cock twisting—twisting—inside her. "You’re going to take my cum like the good little wife you are. You’re going to drip—"

Kendra didn’t care anymore. She was his, and she loved it. She loved the way he owned her, the way he filled her, the way he made her drip—the way she ached—the way her swollen pussy clamped—clamping—around Adam’s swollen cock as he fucked—fucked—her.

"Adam—" she gasped, her voice breaking—"I—I need—"

"You’re not ready," Adam growled, but she didn’t care. Because as his fingers tugged—tugging—at her nipple, his swollen cock twisting—twisting—inside her, his lips trailing—trailing—over her skin—

"I don’t care," she whimpered, her swollen pussy clamping—clamping—so hard around Adam’s swollen shaft. "I’m yours. I’m your cum slut. Fuck me, Adam—fuck me filled—" Her voice ended in a desperate, sobbing cry as she felt his fingers tugging—tugging—at her hair, his swollen cock twisting—twisting—inside her, his lips trailing—trailing—over her skin.

And then he came—his swollen cock pulsing—pulsing—inside her, the thick, hot ropes of his cum spilling—spilling—into her, filling her beyond anything she’d ever known as Adam pulped—pulped—his cum inside her, his fingers tugging—tugging—at her hair, her skin.

"You’re mine now," he growled, finally pulling out from her cum-drenched pussy with a wet slap, his cum spilling down her ass as he rolled her onto her back and pressed—pressed—his swollen cock against her swollen lips. "You’re going to suck my cum out of you. You’re going to earn every drop. You’re going to—"

"—be your dirty little breeder," Kendra whimpered, her swollen pussy clamping—clamping—as Adam fucked—fucked—her again, his swollen cock twisting—twisting—inside her as he rolled—rolled—his hips against hers, his fingers digging—digging—into her skin.

When he was done, Adam collapsed beside her, his fingers tracing her own swollen lips, her own dripping pussy, his gaze dark, hungry as he pulled her onto his lap, her swollen pussy pressing—pressing—against his thick, leaking cock.

"My good girl," he murmured, his fingers tracing the slick, sticky heat of her skin. "My breeding wife. My dirty little cum slut."

Kendra laughed—a desperate, rough sound—as she felt his fingers tugging—tugging—at her skin, his swollen cock pressing—pressing—against her pussy, his lips trailing—trailing—over her neck as she leaned—leaned—against him, her swollen pussy clamping—clamping—around nothing—begging—begging—for him—

"Adam—" she gasped, her voice breaking, her swollen pussy aching—"Please—please—I need—"

"You’re going to need this," Adam growled, his fingers tugging—tugging—at her nipple, his swollen cock pulsing—pulsing—against her pussy, the pre-cum leaking—leaking—down her ass as she rolled—rolled—her hips against him, her swollen pussy clamping—clamping—so hard—

"Fill me—" she begged, her voice desperate—"I need you to fill me. I need—"

Adam didn’t waste another second. He fucked—fucked—her again, his swollen cock pushing—and pushing—and twisting—twisting—inside her as she came for him, her pussy clamping—clamping—so hard—her cum dripping—dripping—down her ass as Adam fucked—fucked—her.

"You’re mine now," he growled, his fingers digging—digging—into her skin as he came inside her, his swollen cock twitching—twitching—inside her, the thick, hot ropes of his cum spilling—spilling—into her as he pulped—pulped—his cum inside her, his fingers tugging—tugging—at her hair, her skin.

And then he pulled—pulled—out of her, the wet slap of his cock leaving her aching—aching—for more, for something thick, something hot, something that would own her.

Kendra collapsed onto the bed, her dripping pussy aching—aching—for more, for him—but Adam was done playing with her for the night. He rolled her onto her back and pressed—pressed—his swollen cock against her ass, his fingers tracing—the tracing—the damp, slick heat of her skin.

"You’re mine now," Adam growled, his fingers digging—digging—into her skin as he pulled—pulled—her onto her hands and knees. "You’re going to be my breeding wife. You’re going to earn every drop of my cum. You’re going to take—"

She didn’t care anymore. She was his, and she loved it. She loved the way he owned her, the way he made her drip—the way she could already feel his swollen cock pushing—and pushing—and twisting—twisting—inside her.

"Fuck me—" she begged, her voice breaking—"I’ll be good, Adam. I’ll take your cum like the good little wife you want me to be. I’ll drip—"

Kendra didn’t speak again—because Adam was fucking—fucking—her already, his swollen cock twisting—and twisting—and twisting—inside her as he came inside her, his fingers digging—and digging—into her skin as he pulped—and pulped—his cum inside her, the thick, hot ropes filling—and filling—her beyond anything she’d ever known.

And then he pulled—and pulled—and pulled—out of her, the wet slap of his cock leaving her aching—and aching—and aching—for more, her swollen pussy dripping—and dripping—and dripping—onto the sheets, onto her legs.

"You’re mine now," Adam growled, his fingers tracing—and tracing—and tracing—the damp, slick heat of her skin. "I own your cum. I own your body. I own—"

Kendra didn’t care anymore. She was his, and as she collapsed—and collapsed—and collapsed—onto the bed, she could already feel his fingers tugging—and tugging—and tugging—at her skin, feel the thick heat of his cock pressing—and pressing—and pressing—against the small of her back, her swollen pussy already aching—and aching—and aching—for him to fuck—fuck—and fuck—her again.

"Yes—" she gasped, her voice breaking—"I’m yours, Adam. Fill me again—I’ll take it all—" Her voice ended in a desperate, sobbing whimper as she felt his swollen cock pushing—and pushing—and pushing—and twisting—and twisting—and twisting—inside her, his fingers digging—and digging—and digging—into her skin as he fucked—and fucked—and fucked—her again—and again—and again—
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