
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Wolfe’s Appetite

by Sabrina Kinks


Copyright 2026 Sabrina Kinks

All rights reserved.


This title is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales, or organizations is entirely coincidental.

All characters depicted in this title are 18 years of age or older.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Morning Feast

[image: ]




Damien Wolfe woke to the familiar weight of his massive morning erection throbbing against his thigh. At fifty-five, most men his age might have slowed down, but not him. His cock, a thick, veiny ten inches even when soft, was already rock-hard and leaking precum onto the silk sheets of the master bedroom in their sprawling penthouse. Sunlight filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline, casting a golden glow across the king-sized bed.

He rolled onto his side and pressed against his wife. Elena Wolfe, forty-five and still devastatingly in shape, stirred with a soft murmur. Years of disciplined workouts and excellent genes kept her body tight: toned legs, a flat stomach, full C-cup breasts that remained firm and perky, and a round, juicy ass that he never tired of grabbing. Her dark auburn hair spilled across the pillow.

“Mmm, someone’s eager this morning,” she whispered, her voice husky with sleep as she backed her ass against his heavy shaft.

Damien growled low in his throat. One big hand slid over her hip to cup her breast, pinching the nipple until it hardened. “You know I always wake up like this, baby. And you love it.”

He didn’t waste time with gentle foreplay. Elena was already wet. She always was when he got like this. He pushed her onto her back, spreading her legs wide, and rubbed the fat head of his cock along her slick folds. With one smooth thrust, he buried half his length inside her tight pussy.

“Fuck, yes,” Elena gasped. Her nails dug into his shoulders. “Give it to me, Damien. Stretch me with that fat cock.”

He grinned and drove deeper, bottoming out on the second stroke. Her walls clenched around his girth as he started pounding her with long, powerful strokes. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the luxurious bedroom. Damien fucked her hard and deep, watching her tits bounce with every thrust.

“That’s it. Take every inch like the greedy slut you are for me,” he growled. He fed her the dirty talk she craved during sex.

Elena moaned louder. Her hips rose to meet him. “Yes, I’m your slut. Harder, baby. Fill me up.”

He hammered her pussy through her first orgasm. Her walls fluttered and squeezed him rhythmically. But Damien didn’t slow. He felt his own climax building fast and let it hit, pumping the first thick, heavy load deep into her cunt with a guttural groan. Rope after rope flooded her, yet his cock stayed iron-hard. It throbbed inside her as if he hadn’t just cum at all.

“Still so fucking hard,” Elena panted. Her eyes were wide with lust and awe. She knew this was normal for him. His endless appetite was one of the things she loved most.

Damien pulled out only long enough to flip her onto all fours. He slammed back into her cum-slick pussy, fucking her even harder. After a few minutes, he pulled out again, pressed the glistening head against her tight asshole, and pushed in slowly. Elena moaned deeply as he stretched her rear entrance, inch by thick inch, until he was buried balls-deep in her ass.

“God, your ass feels even tighter this morning,” he grunted. He started to thrust. He reached around to rub her clit while pounding her. “You love taking my cock in every hole, don’t you?”

“Yes! Fuck my ass, Damien. Use me,” she cried out. She pushed back against him.

He fucked her ass with deep, deliberate strokes, building speed until he came for the second time. He flooded her bowels with another massive load. Still rock-hard and hungry for more, he flipped her onto her back again, re-entered her pussy, and fucked her through a second shattering orgasm before pumping a third load into her. Only then did his pace finally ease, though his cock remained thick and ready inside her.

Elena lay beneath him, breathless and glowing. Cum leaked from both her well-used holes. She smiled up at him and cupped his face. “You’re insatiable, you know that?”

Damien chuckled and kissed her deeply. “And you wouldn’t have it any other way.”

She eventually slipped out of bed. Her legs were a little shaky. She headed for the shower. Twenty minutes later, she emerged elegantly dressed for a day out: a fitted blouse that hugged her breasts, a pencil skirt that accentuated her curves, and heels that made her legs look endless. She leaned down to kiss him goodbye.

“I’m off to do some shopping and lunch with the girls. Don’t work too hard while I’m gone,” she said with a playful wink. Then she headed out the door of the penthouse.

Damien lay back for a moment. His cock was still semi-hard and twitching. Even after three loads, the hunger hadn’t faded. If anything, it had only grown. He reached for the intercom beside the bed.

“Sofia,” he said. His deep voice was calm and authoritative. “Come to the master bedroom.”

A minute later, the door opened and Sofia Ramirez stepped inside. The twenty-four-year-old Latina maid was a vision in her tight black uniform dress with its crisp white apron. She had smooth olive skin, long dark wavy hair tied back in a neat ponytail, full lips, and a lush hourglass figure: generous D-cup breasts straining against the fabric, a narrow waist, and a plump, jiggling ass that swayed with every step. Her big brown eyes widened slightly when she saw Damien still naked on the bed. His massive cock stood thick and proud.
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