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I had her pinned against the wall of the campaign rally’s backstage storage room, my cock buried deep inside her as I thrust with relentless force, the muffled roar of the crowd outside barely drowning out her stifled moans. Her name was Elle, my personal assistant, a stunning 28-year-old with sharp hazel eyes and a body that drove me wild, curves that filled out her pencil skirts, breasts that strained against her blouses, and an ass I couldn’t keep my hands off. The rally was in full swing, the president’s voice booming through the speakers, but here, in this cramped, dimly lit space, it was just us, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her panties torn aside, and my hands gripping her hips as I fucked her with an intensity that shook the shelves around us. I’d gagged her with her own silk scarf, the fabric stuffed between her lips to keep her quiet, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and desire as I pounded into her, each thrust a claim, a promise to fill her completely.

Her muffled cries vibrated against the gag as I grabbed her waist tighter, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, pulling her back onto me with every brutal thrust. The wet sounds of her pussy taking me in was intoxicating, her walls clenching around my thick, throbbing cock as I drove deeper, hitting that sweet spot that made her body tremble. I spanked her hard, the sharp crack of my hand against her ass echoing in the small room, her skin turning a faint pink under my touch. She arched her back, her hands braced against the wall, and I could feel her surrender, her need matching mine. The campaign rally outside was a distant hum, thousands of people cheering, oblivious to the primal act unfolding just feet away.

I flipped her around, her back now pressed against the wall, her legs instinctively wrapping around my waist as I lifted her. Her gag stayed in place, her eyes locked on mine, pleading and hungry for more as I thrust upward into her, the angle allowing me to go even deeper. The sensation of her tight, hot pussy enveloping me was overwhelming,every inch of her gripping me, pulling me in, her wetness coating my shaft as I fucked her with a rhythm that was both savage and precise. I grabbed her waist again, holding her steady as I pounded into her, her breasts bouncing beneath her blouse, the buttons straining as her body rocked with each thrust. The shelves rattled, a box of campaign flyers tumbling to the floor, but I didn’t care, I was lost in her, in the need to claim her fully.

I pulled out briefly, spinning her again, this time bending her over a stack of crates. Her hands gripped the edges, her ass presented to me, and I thrust back into her from behind, the slap of my hips against her flesh loud and rhythmic. I spanked her again, harder this time, her muffled moan vibrating through the gag as her pussy clenched around me, a sign she was close. The feeling of being deep inside her was electric,her heat, her tightness, the way she pulsed around me as I fucked her with everything I had. I wanted to breed her, to fill her with my seed, to mark her as mine in the most primal way possible. The thought drove me wild, my thrusts growing faster, more erratic, the wet sounds of our coupling filling the air, squelch, slap, squelch.

I flipped her onto her back on the crates, spreading her legs wide as I climbed on top of her, thrusting into her with a ferocity that made the wood creak beneath us. Her gag shifted slightly, her moans louder now, but still muffled enough to keep us hidden. I grabbed her waist, pulling her onto me as I drove deeper, my cock hitting her cervix with every thrust, the resistance only fueling my desire. Her eyes rolled back, her body trembling as she came, her pussy gushing around me, soaking my shaft and the crates below. The sensation pushed me over the edge, I groaned, my cock pulsing as I came, thick ropes of cum flooding her womb, my thrusts slowing but not stopping as I made sure every drop stayed inside her.

I stayed there, buried deep in her, catching my breath as the rally’s noise filtered back into my awareness. Elle’s chest heaved, her gag still in place, her eyes glassy with satisfaction and exhaustion. I pulled out slowly, watching as my cum dripped from her swollen pussy, a small trail of it running down her thigh. I removed the scarf from her mouth, and she gasped for air, her voice hoarse as she whispered, 

“What did we just do?”

“We made something permanent,” I said, my voice low and firm, my hand resting on her stomach. 

“You’re mine now, Elle. No going back.”

She didn’t respond, just stared at me, her expression a mix of shock and acceptance. The rally outside reached its climax, the crowd erupting in cheers, but in here, the real victory was mine. I’d claimed her, bred her, and as we straightened our clothes and slipped back into the chaos of the campaign, I knew this was only the beginning.

Later that night, after the rally, we checked into a hotel room under the guise of work. The moment the door closed, I had her again, this time on the bed. I stripped her bare, her body exposed and vulnerable, and fucked her with the same brutal intensity. I bent her over the edge of the bed, spanking her ass until it glowed red, my hands gripping her waist as I thrust into her from behind. Her moans filled the room, no gag this time, her voice raw and desperate as I drove into her, the slap-slap-slap of our bodies a relentless rhythm.

Being deep inside her was a rush, her pussy was still tight, still wet, still pulsing with every thrust. I could feel her walls gripping me, her heat enveloping me, the sensation of her cervix against my cockhead driving me to fuck her harder. I flipped her onto her back, spreading her legs wide, and pounded with a steady, deliberate force that teetered on the edge of roughness, my cock filling her inch by inch until she gasped, a mix of pleasure and a faint edge of strain flashing across her face. My hands gripped her hips, fingers pressing into the soft flesh, holding her steady as I began to thrust, each movement deep and insistent, bordering on hard but restrained just enough to make her squirm.

Her breasts jiggled with every push, the sight mesmerizing, full and round, they swayed in rhythm with my motions, the nipples hardening under the intensity of my gaze. Her face was a beautiful contradiction, eyes squeezed shut then fluttering open, lips parted in a silent cry as pleasure and a hint of pain danced across her features. Strands of hair clung to her damp forehead, her cheeks flushed a deep pink, and her breaths came in short, sharp pants that matched the rhythm of my hips. The bed creaked softly beneath us, the sheets twisting as she arched her back, her body yielding to the pressure, the heat between us building with each deliberate, forceful
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