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      The master bedroom was a furnace of need, the air thick enough to choke on, every breath laced with the scent of Rachel’s arousal—sweet, musky, desperate. The dim lighting cast long shadows across the walls, the only sound the quiet hum of the air conditioning struggling against the heat rolling off three bodies, each wired tight with anticipation.

      Rachel lay sprawled across the bed, her back arched just enough to press her tits upward, the dark pink flush of her nipples standing out against her pale skin. Her legs were spread wide, her knees bent, feet planted flat on the mattress, her pussy lips glistening, swollen, begging. She didn’t move to cover herself. She didn’t want to. The wetness between her thighs was a testament to how badly she’d been waiting for this, how empty she felt without a cock buried inside her.

      Alexander stood frozen in the corner, his body locked in place, his sweatpants clinging to the outline of his cock, the fabric dark with pre-cum. He wasn’t allowed to touch himself. He wasn’t allowed to breathe without permission, it felt like. His fingers twitched at his sides, his jaw clenched so tight his teeth ached. His gaze was glued to Rachel’s pussy, to the way her inner thighs trembled, to the slow, teasing circles she drew with her fingertips just above her clit—not touching, just teasing, just taunting him with what she wouldn’t let him have. His cock throbbed, trapped, aching. He wanted to drop to his knees. He wanted to beg. But he didn’t. He stood there, silent, his breath coming in short, sharp bursts, his entire body coiled with the effort of not moving, of not reacting, of not showing just how badly he needed this.

      The door creaked open, and Darius stepped inside, his presence alone seeming to suck all the oxygen from the space. He was huge—tall, broad, his skin a deep, rich black that made the white of his teeth flash when he smirked. His tank top clung to the ridges of his abs, the fabric stretched tight over his chest, but it was what hung between his legs that made Rachel’s breath catch. His cock was already out, already hard, the thick, veined shaft jutting from his body like a weapon. The head was dark, swollen, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip, the sheer size of it making Rachel’s pussy clench with need. She could already imagine how it would feel—stretching her, filling her, ruining her in ways Alexander never could.

      Darius didn’t rush. He let his gaze rake over the scene—Rachel’s spread legs, the way her chest heaved with every breath, Alexander’s pathetic, trembling form in the corner, his cock straining against his pants like it was trying to escape. A slow, knowing smirk curled his lips as he palmed himself, his thumb smearing the pre-cum over the crown, his cock twitching in his grip.

      “Damn,” he rumbled, his voice a deep, gravelly thing that seemed to vibrate through Rachel’s bones. “Look at this slut. Already dripping for me.”

      Rachel whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed involuntarily, her body aching for him. She bit her lower lip, her gaze flicking to Alexander for just a second—just long enough to see the way his Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard, his cock jerking behind the fabric of his sweatpants, the wet spot growing. She smirked. Good. Let him watch. Let him suffer.

      Darius chuckled, the sound dark and knowing, as he stepped closer to the bed. The mattress dipped under his weight as he crawled onto it, his knees spreading Rachel’s legs even wider, his hands sliding up her thighs, his calloused palms rough against her soft skin. She gasped as his thumbs brushed over her pussy lips, parting them, exposing her completely. The cool air hit her wetness, making her shudder, her nipples tightening into hard little points.

      “Fuck, you’re soaked,” Darius growled, his breath hot against her inner thigh. “This all for me, baby?”

      Rachel nodded frantically, her fingers clawing at the sheets. “Yes—please⁠—”

      Darius didn’t make her beg. He lined himself up, the thick head of his cock pressing against her entrance, and Rachel moaned, her back arching off the bed. She could feel how stretched she was going to be, how full—how owned.

      “You like that, bitch?” Darius demanded, his voice a low snarl, his hips pressing forward just enough to tease her with the first inch.

      Rachel’s breath came in ragged gasps. “Y-yes.”

      “Yes, what?” His free hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to meet his gaze, his dark eyes burning into hers.

      Her lips parted, her mind racing, her body begging.

      “Call me Daddy,” he commanded, his grip tightening just enough to make her scalp prickle.

      The word sent a jolt of shameful pleasure through her, her pussy clenching around nothing. “D-Daddy—please⁠—”

      Darius groaned, the sound guttural, animalistic, as he slammed into her in one brutal thrust.

      Rachel screamed.

      Her body bowed off the bed, her nails raking down his arms as he filled her, split her open in a way Alexander never could. The burn was delicious, the stretch perfect, the way his cock pounded into her, hitting spots she’d forgotten existed. His balls swung heavy between his legs, slapping against her ass with every thrust, the sound wet and obscene, the room filling with the slick, sloppy noises of her pussy taking every inch of him.

      “Fuck—fuck—!” Rachel sobbed, her legs wrapping around his waist, her heels digging into his back as she tried to pull him deeper. She could feel him everywhere—in her cunt, in her throat, in her mind—his cock owning her, ruining her for anyone else.

      Darius didn’t let up. He pounded into her, his hips a relentless machine, his cock pistoning in and out of her with wet, brutal strokes. The bed creaked beneath them, the headboard slamming against the wall with every thrust, the sound a rhythmic thud-thud-thud that matched the frantic beating of Rachel’s heart.

      “Look at you,” Darius grunted, his voice rough with effort, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to bruise. “Taking my cock like a good little slut.”

      Rachel whimpered, her pussy fluttering around him, her orgasm already building, coiling tight in her belly. She could feel Alexander’s eyes on her, burning into her, and she turned her head just enough to meet his gaze.

      Alexander was a mess. His face was flushed, his lips parted, his breath coming in short, sharp pants. His cock tented his sweatpants obscenely, the outline of his length visible, the tip dark with pre-cum. His hands were clenched into fists at his sides, his entire body trembling with the effort of not touching himself. His eyes were wide, dark, hungry—not just with lust, but with shame, with need, with the desperate, aching want of a man who knew he was being replaced.

      Rachel smirked at him, her lips curling into something cruel, something possessive, as Darius fucked her senseless.

      Darius leaned down, his chest pressing against hers, his cock buried to the hilt inside her as he brought his lips to her ear. His breath was hot, his voice a dark murmur.

      “Your husband’s a cuck, ain’t he?”

      Rachel’s pussy clenched around him, her back arching, a broken moan spilling from her lips.

      Darius chuckled, the sound vibrating through her. “Bet he loves watching me fuck his wife.”

      Rachel’s gaze locked onto Alexander’s, her vision blurring with tears of pleasure, of power. “Y-yes—” she gasped, her voice trembling. “He does⁠—”

      Alexander’s breath hitched, his cock jerking in his pants, a wet spot spreading across the fabric. His eyes were glued to where Darius’s cock disappeared inside his wife, his entire body rigid with want, with humiliation.

      Darius pulled back just enough to slam into her again, his cock hammering into her with enough force to make her see stars. “That’s right,” he growled. “Let him watch. Let him see what a real man feels like.”

      Rachel sobbed, her orgasm crashing over her, her pussy clamping down around Darius’s cock as she came, her juices gushing around him, dripping down her ass, soaking the sheets beneath her. Her body shook, her nails raking down Darius’s back, her voice a broken, keening wail of pleasure.

      Darius didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, his cock pounding into her overstimulated cunt, drawing out her orgasm until she was a trembling, sobbing mess beneath him.

      “Gonna fill this pretty cunt up,” Darius grunted, his thrusts growing erratic, his cock swelling inside her. “Gonna breed this married pussy⁠—”

      Rachel’s eyes rolled back, another wave of pleasure crashing into her at his words, her body milking him, begging for his cum.

      With a final, brutal thrust, Darius buried himself to the root and groaned, his cock pulsing as he came, his hot, thick cum flooding her pussy, filling her up, dripping out of her even as he kept pumping into her, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside her.

      Rachel whimpered, her body still trembling, her pussy overflowing with his cum, the sensation of being claimed, owned, sending aftershocks of pleasure through her.

      Darius pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with her juices and his cum, the head still flushed and half-hard. Rachel’s pussy gaped, his cum dripping out of her in thick, white ropes, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

      Darius smirked, reaching down to gather some of his cum on his fingers before bringing them to Rachel’s lips. “Open,” he commanded.

      Rachel obeyed, her tongue darting out to lick his fingers clean, her eyes never leaving his as she swallowed his cum, the taste salty and perfect.

      Darius chuckled, his cock twitching as he watched her. Then his gaze flicked to Alexander.

      “Clean it up, cuck,” he sneered, grabbing a towel from the nightstand and tossing it at him.

      Alexander flinched as the towel hit his chest, his breath hitching. His eyes were glued to the mess between Rachel’s legs—the cum dripping from her, the way her pussy still twitched, aching for more.

      Rachel watched him, her lips curled into a smirk, her body still thrumming with pleasure. “Go on, baby,” she purred, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “Clean up your wife.”

      Alexander’s hands trembled as he unfolded the towel, his cock throbbing painfully in his pants. He took a step forward, then another, until he was standing at the edge of the bed, his gaze locked onto Rachel’s used, gaping pussy.

      Darius crossed his arms over his chest, his cock still half-hard, watching with amusement as Alexander hesitated.

      “Now, bitch,” Darius barked.

      Alexander jumped, his body jerking into motion. He dropped to his knees beside the bed, the towel clutched in his shaking hands. He leaned in, his breath hitching as the scent of sex—her sex, another man’s cum—filled his nose. His cock ached, his balls heavy with denied release.

      Rachel spread her legs wider, giving him better access, her fingers trailing down her body to spread her pussy lips, exposing herself completely. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice a dark, honeyed thing. “Clean me up, husband.”

      Alexander’s breath came in ragged gasps as he pressed the towel to her, wiping at the cum dripping from her pussy, his touch feather-light, reverent. His cock leaked, the wet spot on his pants growing, his entire body trembling with need.

      Darius let out a low, dark laugh, his cock twitching as he watched. “Pathetic,” he muttered, though there was no real malice in his voice. Just amusement. Just power.

      Rachel moaned as Alexander wiped at her, his touch
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