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Claire Thompson was just pulling onto Peachtree Street when her phone rang. She looked down at the screen and saw Bobby’s face smiling back at her, freckled and sporting a shock of strawberry blonde hair that always made her smile.

She hit the speakerphone button and the sound of her boyfriend's voice, bright and eager, filled the small space of the car.

"Claire Bear!" Bobby exclaimed, her nickname a warm tease that made her chuckle even as she rolled her eyes. Claire brushed a loose strand of dark hair back from her face and settled into the comfort of the worn driver's seat, her foot grazing the gas pedal as she navigated the familiar suburban streets of home.

"It's only been an hour since I left," she teased. "How are you going to survive without me all summer?"

Bobby let out an easy laugh that felt like a hug from miles away, and for a moment, she imagined the long summer stretching ahead—a sunlit expanse filled with lazy days, old routines, and the comforting embrace of her childhood home.

"That's why I asked you to stay here," Bobby whined theatrically.

Claire sighed, a soft sound that was almost a giggle, and shook her head, though she knew he couldn't see. She wasn't ready to move in with him, not yet. Despite the worries about what was waiting for her at home, she couldn’t quite make the leap to living with anyone. Not after what her mother had done to her father.

"You’re going to see me in a month," she laughed.

"It's going to feel like forever," Bobby let out an exaggerated groan, his playful tone so obvious that Claire burst into laughter. She loved Bobby, she really did, and his banter made her feel a pang of longing for him.

"Come on,” she chuckled. "You'll survive. Absence makes the heart grow fonder, or something like that!”

“Or hornier,” Bobby chuckled, but she could tell he was disappointed. "I won’t be able to keep my hands off you when I see you.”

Claire felt another pang, this one lower, between her legs. She had given Bobby her virginity this year at school and, though it hurt, she enjoyed the experience, if not as much as her boyfriend. Still, sex was new to both of them, and when they saw each other again, she was sure the awkwardness would be nothing in the face of their desire to see one another.

“Me either,” Claire agreed. “That doesn’t mean we can’t have fun, you know... over the phone.”

“Really?” Claire heard an eager pant in her boyfriend’s voice, like an excited puppy.

“Down, boy!” she laughed. “Not right now! I’m almost home.”

“Maybe... tonight?”

Claire felt her sex clench on nothing at the thought of phone sex with Bobby. It might be fun! And she could touch herself the way she liked to be touched instead of Bobby’s fumbling fingers.

Not that he was bad. He just needed practice.

“I’ll think about it, OK? I have to see what Dad and Evil are up to.”

“Oh, right,” Bobby said, still eager. “I am going to miss you, Claire Bear.”

There was a pause, one that she filled with memories of the last few weeks, their shared classes, late-night study sessions, and quiet mornings in his dorm room. She thought of how much Bobby meant to her, how sweet he was, how they'd lost their virginity together, both awkward and tender, fumbling but full of love.

But there was also a flicker of doubt, something she refused to fully acknowledge, that shadowed the certainty of her choices. Maybe she wanted more than she admitted, maybe his offer wasn't just tempting, maybe it scared her in a way she didn't quite understand. She shook the thoughts off, not wanting to ruin the bright prospect of summer.

“I miss you, too,” she said. “I have to go, baby. I’m almost there.”

“I love you, Claire.”

“I love you, too, Bobby.”

***
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THE HOUSES SEEMED TO smile at her as she passed, each one a reminder of her past, the years spent here all rushing back in a wave of nostalgia. She was almost home, almost back to where everything was simple, or so she hoped. Just before leaving for college, her father had announced that Evil, Claire’s name for Evie, her dad’s girlfriend, was moving in. Fortunately, she hadn’t had to be there when it happened, but a small knot formed in her stomach at the thought.

Not that Evie was actually evil. And heaven knew, after her mother ran off with some real estate salesman from Florida, her father deserved some happiness. But Evie was only ten years younger than Claire, closer to her age than her father’s, yet tried to play mother to Claire, which was laughable. Plus, Evie was gorgeous, which didn’t help at all, reminding Claire of her own modest breasts and firm, but small, ass.

With a determined sigh, she pushed away the negative thoughts and turned onto her street, her house visible at the end, a sight that should have filled her with happiness but made her grip the wheel tightly.

She saw them before they saw her. Her father stood in the driveway, his hands raised in a gesture Claire couldn't quite read, somewhere between pleading and angry, but ultimately impotent. The man he was facing was a tower of chiseled, musclebound confidence, his ebony skin gleaming in the sunlight, a stark contrast to her father’s paleness. The disparity between them was stark, almost comical, though Claire felt no urge to laugh. She let the phone fall from her hand as she parked, eyes locked on the pair.

Darius Kain. Even though he was about her age, he looked mature, not in the awkward, lanky way of boys Claire was used to, but in a way that unsettled her, like he was fully grown while everyone else was still figuring it out. He loomed over her father with an assertive grin, his limbs relaxed, biceps straining under dark skin, and Claire felt her stomach twist as she climbed out of the car.

The slam of the car door cut through the heavy, expectant silence like a gunshot, drawing Darius’s eyes to Claire as she moved toward them. She was fueled by equal parts fear and anger, instincts blurring into a desperate, protective impulse that made her body hum with unsteady energy. She didn’t stop until she had wedged herself between them.

The depth of his skin made his white T-shirt seem brighter, the confident relaxation of his posture more defiant, and as much as she tried, Claire couldn’t keep her gaze from straying down, from tracing the taut stretch of his shorts and the unmistakable, immense shape beneath. The sight of it made her shiver, the sudden awareness cutting through her like an electric shock.

Holy shit! Is that his... She let the thought trail off and forced her eyes to meet his.

"Leave him alone." Her voice hitched slightly before finding its edge. It was a plea as much as a command, and she knew it, knew that her presence was a thin and flimsy thing against the solid, unsettling mass of the young man who faced her.

Darius paused, his attention slipping from her father to focus entirely on Claire, and for a moment she thought she saw surprise in his eyes, though it was quickly replaced by something else, a challenge and, even worse, amusement. His frame was massive, dwarfing her despite the stance she took, and the enormity of it thrilled and scared her in ways she hadn’t expected. She tried to keep her attention on his face, to hold his gaze with a resolve she didn’t feel, but her eyes kept flicking down, compelled to the bulk that his shorts barely concealed, the promise of it invading her mind like an unwelcome guest.

"Leave him alone," Claire repeated, a whisper, the demand losing force as Darius surveyed her with an assured and hungry intent. A sly, knowing grin spread across his face as his gaze devoured Claire’s form, lingering on her round, supple breasts and the taut expanse of her flat stomach beneath the edge of her crop top. It was a look that sent a shiver racing down Claire's spine.

“Like what you see?” he asked. The heat of her shame spread across her cheeks as Claire realized how openly she’d looked, how obviously her attention had lingered on that part of him. Claire's efforts to stand firm were getting smaller by the second.

Darius didn’t move, didn’t back away or concede, but merely stood and watched, and the patience of it, the certainty, made Claire's heart race. Her father shuffled awkwardly behind her, and she heard him mumble something, but the thunderous sound of her own heartbeat filled her ears. Finally, he put a hand on Claire’s and she nearly jumped out of her skin.

"Claire," he said, his voice shaking, "Come on." But Claire couldn’t move, couldn’t tear her gaze away from Darius, from the silent, unmistakable promise that burned between them. She had stepped in to defend her father, but now she felt exposed, the layers of her confidence peeled back to reveal something raw and pulsating underneath.

Michael looked from Claire to Darius, his eyes filled with confusion. Claire knew he didn't understand, couldn’t see the danger the way she saw it, couldn’t see the attraction that clouded everything else. She stood frozen, unsure if she was more afraid of the threat or of herself.

They might have stood there forever if Darius hadn’t suddenly raised his hands in a submissive gesture.

“Fine,” he laughed and looked around at the neighbors who had come out of their houses to watch and see what the black man would do. Not that any of them had the balls to do anything, Claire thought as Darius continued, “I know when I’m beat!”

He turned away, but stopped before he crossed the street.

“See you around... Claire.” The heat of his gaze hung between them, stifling and charged. Claire felt it thick and insistent in her belly, the silent challenge of his promise vibrating deep inside her.

Claire watched Darius go, watched the easy sway of his movements, like a predator denied his prey. She turned to her father, to the familiar yard and the house where she had felt safe her entire life. Now the world suddenly seemed to close in on her, tilting on its axis, every sight and sound suddenly seen from a new angle. This new world was as exciting as it was dangerous.

"I only asked him not to park in front of the house," her father said, his voice a thin echo in the storm's wake. “I don’t know why h-he always picks a fight with me. I’ve been nothing but nice to the kid.”

Claire nodded, a mechanical gesture, but her thoughts were a turbulent mix of fear, curiosity, and the terrible thrill of the forbidden. As she followed her father up to the house, she turned and saw Darius Masters watching her from the other side of the street, a hungry smile on his face.
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The confrontation lingered in the air like a storm, even as Claire tried to shake it off, her stomach twisting with a tumult of emotions. Darius's body had been seared into her mind, a living sculpture of shadow and sinew. His ebony muscles had glistened in the sun, rippling under his t-shirt, a stark contrast to her own soft, creamy-white skin. The very darkness of him, the difference between them, called to her on a deep, primal level that radiated through her core.

And that monster lurking in his pants, straining like a beast, eager to break free! She shivered in the cool dark of her home and forced down the thoughts and feelings burning inside of her. She was home now.

She was still shivering slightly as she focused on the walls hung with pictures of her and her father, capturing moments frozen in time–birthdays, holidays, and vacations. Except now, there were new pictures, ones with Evie, her curvy body and wide smile staring out from the frame, her father beaming.

The scent of freshly baked cookies coming from the kitchen brought her back to herself. It was a something she had not smelled in her house for a very long time. She followed her father into the kitchen, practically floating on the scent.

“Come in, you two,” Evie turned around, holding two sweating glasses of iced tea. “I saw what happened. So, please, drink some tea and have some cookies.”

Evie bent over the table and tea towards them. The knotted shirt beneath her heaving breasts pulled taut over breasts, almost forcing Claire to look at them. Her denim cutoffs dug into pillowy thighs, flesh spilling over seams in soft waves that begged for biting. A housewife’s apron hung loose around her neck, its cheerful Kiss the Cook slogan smeared with flour—a pornstar parody of domesticity.

The scent of vanilla extract clung to her skin as she leaned forward to place a cookie in front of her father—a calculated arch of her spine that thrust those heavy tits toward Michael’s line of sight, cleavage glistening with sweat. Her coral-painted lips parted slightly, her mascara perfect, even in this domestic setting. Every shift of weight made the silver heart on her necklace—a recent purchase, Claire noted—bounce between her heavy breasts.

Her father tried on a smile as he lifted the glass with trembling hands. Evie seemed strangely calm, humming to herself. Then she reappeared with a tray of freshly baked cookies. Say what you want about her, but the warm aroma from Evie’s cookies settled upon Claire like a comforting balm.

“What happened?” Evie said as she sat easily in Claire’s mother’s old chair. She reached across the table and gripped Michael’s hand.

“I was just trying to get him to move his car,” her father said, and Claire noted a hint of a whine in his voice she had never heard before. “And he just stalked up to me like he was going to hit me!”

Evie’s brow furrowed and Claire saw a blush in her cheeks, but it didn’t seem like anger. Fear, the heat of the kitchen? Whatever it was, it made her father’s girlfriend even more beautiful.

“We’ve lived next to Darius’ family our whole lives!” Claire said. “But... but I’ve never seen him like that!”

Looming, dark, dangerous. Sexy.

She shook the thoughts away angrily. How could she think that when she was so afraid?

"He’s been that way for a while now, poor boy," Evie murmured, her voice tinged with a hint of sympathy. "His mother works two jobs to support them, so she’s hardly ever home. It’s sad really.”

"That doesn't excuse his behavior!" She sounded angrier than she intended, almost shouting. “He can’t just... just push people around!”

Michael glanced at Evie, and Claire could see he was still struggling with his fear. The younger woman patted his hand like her father had a nightmare instead of being bullied on their front lawn. Claire didn’t see how holding hands and eating cookies would help.

"Well, I might have to go back there and talk to him myself," she said. Her chin lifted in a show of defiance she didn't feel, as if the pride in her voice could hide the way she had felt when she had been so close to Darius’ hard, black body.

“You will do no such thing!” Evie snapped. Claire blinked, startled by the sudden shift in Evie’s voice.

“Evie?” Michael asked, as startled as Claire.

“I’m sorry, babe,” Evie said, and she slipped back into her fake, motherly tone. “I mean, really Claire. What are you going to do? Reason with him? And how would that look?“ Claire looked at her father, who was looking at the floor. “No, Claire. I’ll handle this.”

Claire laughed. “Like you handled it today? With tea and... and cookies?” Claire didn’t know why she was yelling, but Darius' smug grin and dark body had stirred up confusing emotions and she needed a target to vent them on.

Despite Evie's outward composure, a subtle flush crept over her large breasts, coloring her milky white skin a pale pink. Perhaps it was fear that gripped her, although it was unlike her father's trembling hands and pallid complexion. Evie must be holding it in—a feverish intensity radiating off her, clear in the hastened rise and fall of her ample bosom beneath her shirt and the way her the cotton clung to her damp body.

“Yes.” The word was calm, but Claire could see her mother’s throat working as she reached for her iced tea. “I’ll... speak to him.” Her manicured nail traced the wet circle of condensation on the table. “We don’t want you to get you involved.”

She gave a pointed look to Claire’s father and Michael cleared his throat, a timid sound. “Evie’s right, Claire-Bear. Let’s just wait awhile, then have a chat with him.”

Claire opened her mouth, ready to lash out again, but the fear was gone and all that was left was exhaustion. She looked from her father back to Evie. Evie’s smile returned as she raised a hand to her neck, fiddling with the heart-shaped necklace. Claire spotted a faint bruise on the woman’s neck. If Claire didn’t know any better, she might have thought it was a love bite from her dad. She held back a laugh, a welcome feeling. Evie lived here after all, or course they had sex. Maybe her father was doing better than he appeared.

That made Darius' actions even more unforgivable. Though he hadn't physically entered their home, his presence was felt. Evie had told her to let it go, but she didn’t care.

Before this summer was over, she was going to confront Darius Kain.
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The silver heart pendant swung wildly between Evie’s heavy breasts like a metronome keeping time with Darius’s thrusts, each slap of his hips against her round ass sending the delicate chain skittering across sweat-slicked skin. Her nails clawed at his bed’s cheap floral comforter, the same one she’d gripped last Tuesday, and the Tuesday before that, when she’d told Michael her book club meetings ran late. Darius’s dark hand smacked down on her creamy-white cheek, the sting blooming hot as he growled.

“Where you going, Evie? Your cunt’s trying to swallow me whole and you still want to pretend you want to go back to the weak ass boyfriend?”

Evie’s moan caught in her throat as he yanked her hair, forcing her to watch in the mirror hanging from the back of his door. Her heavy breasts bounced obscenely, Darius’s glistening ebony body hammering hard into her. The necklace Michael had given her swung in the valley between them like a lewd trophy.

“F-fuck,” she stammered, the curse still foreign on her tongue, as Darius’s thick shaft stretched her wider—thick veins dragging against inner walls clasping traitorously on his cock. He’d laughed when she’d first seen it, hard and glistening.

“Don’t worry,” he had purred. “I’ll make it fit.”

Now he pistoned into her with jackhammer precision, the headboard cracking against drywall as he leaned close, his sweat dripping onto her spine. “Bet your weak ass boyfriend never fucked you like this,” he sneered. “Bet he doesn’t know how you dream about my cock inside you.”

Evie’s vision blurred as the coil in her gut tightened—shame and adrenaline mixing with the musk of sex and sweat.

“Please,” she whimpered, not recognizing her own voice, hips grinding back to take him deeper, “Please don’t talk about Michael!”

Darius chuckled darkly, delivering a sharp bite to her neck to match the fading bruise on her neck. “Just hours after your pathetic boyfriend cried,” he crooned, dark fingers groping the breast swaying beneath her stolen heart. “And you’re over here fucking me. So scream his fucking name while you cum on my cock. Apologize to your boyfriend while a real man ruins your pussy!”

“Oh, God! I-I’m sorry, Michael! I’m sorry!”

The orgasm ripped through her like a lightning strike, thighs quaking as she sobbed into the mattress, every spasm milking Darius’s cock. Her body convulsed on the bed until Darius finally let the exhausted wife fall forward onto the bed.

Evie let out a wet, tortured sigh. Poor Michael! She had originally come here two months ago to get Darius to stop his bullying and leave her boyfriend alone. The meeting had gone disastrously wrong, ending with Darius kissing her, pushing her onto his bed and, for the first time in her life, she had let another man make love to her.

No, not love, she thought miserably. Fucking. He’s been fucking me.

And Darius had weaponized her hunger. He’d made her beg for his cock while she told him how much better he was than Michael, how much more of a man. She had lost count of the orgasms he had given her, more in an afternoon than in the entire year she had been with her boyfriend.

And every time she would vow it was the last. And every time she found herself under him, his beautiful black cock ripping her wide open and taking her pussy again and again and again.

Evie’s body was limp, wrung out from the relentless pounding she’d just endured, but Darius wasn’t done with her. Not even close. Dark fingers dug into her milky-white thighs as flipped her onto her back. Her legs splayed open, her cunt dripping onto the comforter. She gasped, her tits jiggling as the heart pendant bounced between them, a mocking reminder of Michael’s love.

Darius loomed over her, his muscular frame casting a shadow that swallowed her whole. He rolled his thick, dark cock over her ivory stomach, leaving a glistening trail of her juices and his pre-cum, and showing her just how deep he was going to fuck her.

He growled, a feral sound, and gripped her hips. Ebony fingers dug into her soft, pale flesh, and he shoved his cock inside her with one brutal thrust. She screamed, her nails clawing at the sheets as he stretched her open again, slamming inside her all the way to the hilt.

“You’re such a good little girlfriend,” Darius growled, his voice heavy with contempt and lust. His hips snapped forward, driving his cock deeper into her wet pussy. “I bet Mickey would love to see you like this—spread open, taking my black cock!”

Evie whimpered, her eyes squeezing shut as shame and pleasure warred within her. Her body betrayed her, clenching around him as he fucked her with a savage rhythm. The wet smack of his heavy balls hitting her round ass cheeks was a steady counter-beat to her guttural moans.

“Mikey’s daughter was eying me! I could tell!” Darius huffed, his thrusts growing harder, faster. His dark hands palmed her creamy breasts. “You think she’d be as good as you? Maybe I should find out—turn her into a little slut just like you!”

“No!” Evie begged, her voice breaking as tears spilled down her cheeks. “Please, don’t do that!”

But Darius only laughed, a dark, cruel sound that sent shivers down her spine. He leaned down, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered, “Too late, baby. I can already picture it—her tight little pussy wrapped around my cock, begging me to fuck her harder. Just like you’re doing now.”

The words sent a sick jolt of lust through Evie, shaking her to the core and stripping away any lingering pretense of restraint. She imagined Claire, firm and pale, being rocked by Darius’ black body, his cock ruining her just like it had ruined Evie. Her womb clenched as a raw wave of heat rolled over her, the shame and desire twisting into a single, savage need. Her body spasmed uncontrollably, juices gushing onto Darius as she came hard, her orgasm ripping through her. A low, primal moan tore from her throat, her pale thighs quivering as they wrapped around his ebony body, desperate to take him even deeper. Her pussy clamped down like a vice, every pulsing contraction a traitorous display of her need for this young man.

Finally, Darius groaned, his cock twitching inside her as her cunt milked him like a fist. His ebony shaft slid out just as thick, ropey streams of his cum gushed forth like a storm, splattering onto her plump breasts and flushed face. The heart pendant, a symbol of her relationship, was covered in his sticky jizz, pasting it to her fleshy tits.

“Look at you,” Darius sneered, his cock still pulsing as he smeared the tip against her lips. “Covered in my cum like the dirty whore you are. Now clean up my cock.”

Evie obeyed without hesitation, her tongue darting out to lick the salty-sweet taste of his jizz from his shaft. She took him into her mouth, sucking and slurping as he groaned above her, his hands tangling in her hair to guide her movements. When he was clean, he pulled away, leaving her panting and exhausted.

***
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EVIE’S LEGS TREMBLED as she peeled herself from the sweat-stained sheets, Darius’s cum cooling on her skin like a brand. The air in his bedroom hung thick with sweat and sex, clinging to her body as she staggered toward the bathroom.

Her reflection in the mirror startled her: her cheeks glazed with cum, lips swollen and raw from sucking him. The silver heart pendant glistened obscenely under a crust of Darius’s thick jizz. She turned on the faucet and used the lukewarm water to scrub her face. Each splash felt futile; she rubbed her cheeks raw, but nothing could cleanse the sour tang of betrayal coating her tongue or erase the phantom ache of Darius’s cock deep inside her pussy.

The necklace clinked against porcelain when she took it off, holding it under the stream until it was clean of his essence. But when she clasped it back around her neck, its weight felt foreign—a lie pressing against her pulse point as she buttoned her blouse over mottled bite marks.

Night had swallowed the suburban streets by the time she crept home. Her keys jangled too loud in the silence before Michael’s silhouette appeared, a smile crinkling his earnest eyes as he pulled her into a hug that smelled of soap and his deodorant. It was a comfortable, safe smell, but it only reminded her of the Darius’ glistening black body between her milky thighs, pounding, pounding...

“Long book club?” Michael murmured against her cheek before kissing her—slow, sweet, achingly familiar. Her stomach lurched as his tongue brushed hers; the bitter taste of Darius’s cum still in her mouth, mixing with Michael’s mint toothpaste.

“Yes,” she lied easily. The first time she had lied, it was hard. But now it was so easy. Too easy. “The girls got... heated.”

“Well, I missed you.” His thumb grazed her cheekbone—innocent, trusting—before he shuffled off towards the kitchen. “Want some tea?”

“Oh, that’s sweet, babe,” she said, unable to face the lies she would have to tell if she joined him in the kitchen. “But I think I’ll go take a shower and head to bed.”

“All right,” he smiled over his shoulder. “I’ll bring you a cup.”

Her heart ached at his sweetness. She didn’t deserve to be treated like a queen, not when she had acted like a such a tramp. But what was she going to do? Leave her boyfriend, whom she still loved, for a bastard like Darius?

The upstairs hallway loomed dark as she climbed toward their bedroom past Claire’s door left slightly ajar—a slash of light shining from under the door.

Then she heard Darius’s growl inside her head.

Maybe I should find out—turn her into a little slut just like you!

Evie froze mid-step, breath hiccuping as memories crashed over her: Darius inside of her, driving her to orgasm at the thought of his black cock inside Claire’s young, fit body...

No! she said to herself as she placed a palm on Claire’s door and took in a ragged breath. It wasn’t concern for Claire that warred inside her. It was something different. Something darker.

She was jealous.

She thought again of Claire’s tight, little body, so young, so fit. Of course, Darius would want her boyfriend’s daughter instead of her own plump body.

No! I won’t let that happen!

She pushed away from her Claire’s door and walked the rest of the way to her bedroom. She just had to keep Claire away from Darius. It was as simple as that. But, even as she thought it, she felt the answering throb between her legs, her body aching from Darius’s black cock and still wanting more!

She shivered as she got into the shower. She should know better.

When it came to Darius Kain, nothing was simple.
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It took Claire two days to work up the nerve to confront Darius. Two days of seeing her father try to put on a brave face while Evie walked around as if nothing was wrong. Not only that, but her father’s girlfriend seemed healthy and happier than ever while her poor father was wasting away. She couldn’t stand it anymore and, despite Evie’s warning, she waited until both her father and his girlfriend were gone, steeled up her nerve, and stalked across the street to Darius’s house.

Even as she climbed the worn, wooden steps to the front door, she wondered if this was a good idea. If Darius did something, would her neighbors know? Would they even care?

She looked around at her peaceful neighborhood. The sun shined through the trees, creating dappled shadows on the sidewalks. Birds trilled to one another as Widow Gates pruned her roses. It seemed silly to think Darius would do something to her on such a beautiful day.

Still, that didn’t stop her from keeping her phone ready to call for help. Just in case.

She reached the front door and rapped hard on the wood. There was no answer, and she knocked again. Sweat glued her cotton tank top to her back and breasts. She peeled it away, wondering if she had dressed casual enough to avoid Darius’s hungry eyes. That brought up the memory of his dark body and that bulge in his pants. The image of it had been popping up at inopportune moments all week. When she was eating dinner with her parents, when she was on the phone with Bobby...

When she was in the shower, touching herself.

She trembled, forcing down the lewd thoughts. She wondered whether to knock again, then turned away. It was obvious Darius wasn’t home.

That’s when she heard her a woman scream.

Claire’s breath hitched as the sound sliced through the quiet afternoon—a raw, guttural cry that clawed at her senses. She turned to see if Widow Gates had heard, but she continued to quietly prune her roses.

“Oh, GOD!”

Was that... was that Evie’s voice? Claire’s fingers tightened around her phone, knuckles whitening as she stared at its glowing screen. Call Bobby. The thought flickered—practical, urgent—but her legs refused both commands, rooted to the porch as if shackled by the humid air. The scream came again—sharper this time—but warped by something familiar beneath its edges. Not pain. Not fear.

A shudder rippled through her as recognition dawned: it was pleasure, primal and unrestrained, torn from the woman’s throat like a confession.

No! Claire thought and her hand turned the doorknob on reflex, half-expecting resistance. Instead, it gave way with a soft click, swinging inward to reveal a dim foyer that smelled of musk and sweat. She stepped inside, every nerve electrified. The house was alive with sounds: skin slapping skin, low grunts punctuated by bitten-off moans. The woman’s voice rose again—OHGODOHGODOHGOD—the syllables drunken, desperate, pleading.

Claire moved as if in a trance down the hallway. Her throat burned with bile; her thighs pressed together against an unwanted pulse of heat. Sunlight streamed through a half-open bedroom door ahead, casting striped shadows over discarded clothes strewn like breadcrumbs—a lavender blouse (Evie’s?), a pair of men’s boxers (Darius’s?).

She glimpsed them through the crack: Darius’s obsidian back glistening under sweat-slicked afternoon light, muscles rippling like liquid as he drove into a fleshy woman with piston-like precision. The woman’s legs were splayed lewdly to the side, black fingers digging into her pale flesh as her fingers clawed at Darius’s dark chocolate skin.

“Take that cock, slut,” Darius growled—a dark chuckle lacing the word—and pushed the woman’s hips up, angling deeper until her cries fractured into sobs. “Take that big, black cock!”

“YES,YES,YES!” The woman’s head turned and suddenly Claire’s worst fears were confirmed. It was Evie, her father’s girlfriend, toes curled in the air as Darius pounded her pale, lush body into the bed.

Claire’s hand flew to her mouth to stifle a gasp. Horror warred with fascination as she watched Darius dominate Evie with brutal expertise—his hard black body slamming into her plump, pale flesh—and yet there was no mistaking the other woman’s joy.

A sickening thrill coiled low in Claire’s belly as Darius shifted his grip to grasp Evie’s knees, pushing her thighs down, squashing her heavy breasts against her chest. It was then that she saw him, the part of him that had lurked in her imagination ever since she had seen the bulge in his shorts. Except now he was hard and throbbing, his dark, veiny shaft pulling out of Evie’s stretched pussy, a fat pair of balls dripping with sweat and the other woman’s juices. Time seemed suspended as Darius drew his cock out of Evie’s cunt like a sword, her pink lips clinging hungrily to the black shaft. Then, with one vicious thrust, buried it to the hilt in Evie’s creamy-white flesh.

So big! Claire thought. How can she take it?

Even as the thought whispered in her mind, she felt a release of juices between her thighs. God! This was turning her on. How? How could she be turned on by Evie having sex?

So much bigger than Bobby!

The traitorous thoughts would not stop, and even as she forced them down, she knew the truth. That monstrous black cock made Bobby look like a pale child in comparison. And it was filling Evie! Claire felt a lewd sensation building on top of her shock, an emotion she didn’t recognize for a long moment until Evie cried out again: pain and pleasure ricocheting off the wall.

Claire was jealous.

It was a ridiculous feeling, but no less potent than the throb between her thighs. Never had she seen such a raw display of lust and power before.

"Fuck... your... tight... fucking... cunt!" Darius's growl sawed through the door, each word synchronized with the wet smack of his balls against Evie’s quivering ass cheeks. Claire's fingernails bit into the doorjamb as she leaned forward, the small gap offering a whirl of forbidden snapshots: the sweat-slicked valley between Evie’s creamy thighs, Evie's pale hands clawing at Darius’s pounding black ass, the length of his cock spearing into the unfaithful girlfriend’s swollen pussy.

“Tell me what you want, slut!” Darius grunted.

Evie's legs splayed wider in answer, dark curls matted dark to her forehead with sweat. "You! I want you!"

“And Mikey? Do you want your boyfriend?”

Claire gasped as Darius hissed her father’s name down at Evie. Surely Evie wouldn’t be that desperate, that depraved, giving her father’s bully the very thing he wanted: Triumph over his weaker neighbor.

Her hopes were dashed a moment later when Evie’s eyes snapped open, looking up at her black lover with undisguised adoration.

“NO! I ONLY WANT YOU! MICHAEL COULD NEVER FUCK ME LIKE THIS!”

Claire reeled on her heels, shocked by her father’s name being abused in such a sick, twisted way. Darius grunted in response, hooked those thick biceps under Evie’s calves and folded her completely in half. Claire's throat constricted as Evie’s face disappeared behind a heavy thigh and all that was left of her was her swollen pink cunt stretched taut around Darius’s fat, black cock.

The headboard hammered against the plaster wall as Darius settled into a brutal pace, his onyx skin gleaming in the sunlight’s warm glow. Claire's fingers crept downward, the denim of her cutoffs chafing her clit through damp cotton as Evie's cries reached a fevered pitch. A rogue sunbeam caught the silver on Evie's heart necklace, the symbol of her father’s love forever tarnished.

Evie suddenly thrashed on the bed and a guttural wail Claire had never heard before tore from the older woman’s throat—raw, jagged, stripped of language. Her legs jerked wildly, pale flesh slapping against dark forearms as her hips bucked. One hand flew backward to claw at the headboard while the other tangled in sweat-drenched sheets, tendons standing taut beneath quivering white skin. Her breasts heaved violently with each ragged breath, nipples erect and flushed crimson against their milky slopes as they brushed her own thighs with every brutal thrust.

“That’s it,” Darius snarled through clenched teeth, and let Evie’s legs go. Evie’s heels dug into the sheets, kicking violently as her entire body convulsed with the pleasure of her orgasm. Claire had never seen such an explosion, had certainly never felt it. It looked so much like pain, yet Evie’s face, eyes rolled up to white, was nothing but obscene, senseless bliss.

Darius fingered Evie’s gaping cunt and a moment later, Evie’s juices sprayed like a geyser from her swollen pink lips. The lewd splatter hit Darius’s sternum, Evie’s back arched completely off the mattress, suspended like a bridge as subsequent spurts drenched his black skin in her essence. Each contraction wracked her body with fresh tremors; tears streamed down flushed cheeks to mingle with sweat pooling between her heaving breasts.

Claire’s vision blurred at the edges as a hot gush soaked through here denim shorts—shameful proof of her traitorous arousal mirrored in Evie’s quivering body. She barely registered biting through her lower lip until she tasted blood, watching those thick dark fingers dig bruises into Evie’s hips, lifting her drenched cunt upward for more abuse. God! He isn’t done! She thought as Darius suddenly buried his cock deep inside Evie’s quivering pussy.

Claire gasped, unable to hold back her shock anymore. She didn’t think her cry was that loud, but it carried over Evie’s pathetic whimpers. Darius suddenly turned, looking through that crack in the door and right into Claire’s wide-eyed gaze.

Nononono! she screamed to herself and fell away from the door, shocked out of paralysis by being discovered. She scrambled to the front door, sure that Darius was right behind her, his back body glistening with Evie’s juices and his big fat cock swinging...

Then she heard Evie cry again, the headboard slamming against the wall in counterpoint. Darius was hammering his cock inside Evie even now and, despite Evie’s previous orgasm, her cries were building again, begging for another.

Claire clawed at the handle, Evie’s voice making the wet heat between her legs spill out around her panties. Her entire world was collapsing around her, and those cries of anguished lust tore at her sanity. Finally, somehow, her sweaty fingers gripped the handle, and she threw open the door. She stumbled down the steps and tore across the street, not looking to see if Widow Gates was watching.

She didn’t care.

She just needed to get away from Evie’s screams.
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Claire sat on the edge of her bed and chewed at her fingernail. She looked around her room, posters and pictures from her childhood on the wall. It should have been safe, comforting. But it was all a lie.

She felt her pussy clench on nothing, juices flooding the empty space as the memory of Evie being split open by Darius’s massive black cock stabbed her brain again and again. She couldn’t get the images out of her mind. The way the ink-black monster had stretched Evie’s pink pussy lips wide open. And the way she had screamed! More, more, more!

The way she had used her father’s name in vain to please his big black bully.

The phone rang. Claire jumped, and her heart skipped as she grabbed for it. Her hand was shaking when she answered, her panties soaked with the lust she couldn’t quite accept. Bobby’s voice sparkled over the line, bright and eager, and Claire bit her lip with a sudden rush of guilt.

“What’s going on?” Bobby asked. “You all right?”

She exhaled slowly, gripping the phone tighter. “I’m fine,” she lied. “Everything’s OK. I guess.”

“Seriously, Claire Bear. I can hear it. Tell me what’s wrong.”

She almost did. Almost blurted out the entire sordid story. But she couldn’t make herself say the words. Couldn’t admit to seeing her dad’s girlfriend fuck Darius, couldn’t admit to getting so turned on that she touched herself right there in the hall. Bobby’s silence weighed on her, but so did the memory. She almost told him. Almost.

“Is it about your dad?”

“Sort of. I don’t know. It’s complicated.”

“Jesus, Claire. I wish I could be there to help with that bastard Darius.”

Claire almost laughed, imagining poor, skinny Bobby squaring off against muscular, black Darius. David and Goliath didn’t even begin to describe that image.

“You are,” she said. The tightness in her chest loosened a little. Just enough for her to take a real breath. “Just having you to talk to makes it better.”

Bobby’s relief came through the line, his voice taking on that hopeful lilt she liked so much. “Yeah? Okay, cool. I mean, I get it, you know? Families can be a nightmare sometimes. Like, all the time.”

He rambled on, familiar and comforting. Claire shut her eyes and lay back on her bed, holding the receiver close to her ear. Her room was silent except for the murmur of Bobby’s voice. Maybe she could tell him. Maybe if she did, the memories would stop haunting her. The way Evie sounded. The filthy, guttural moans. Blissful screams as Darius’s glistening black body hammered her plump, creamy flesh into his dirty mattress. The look on Evie’s face when she came on Darius’s cock.

Evie had never looked so alive.

“You remember what we talked about?” Bobby asked.

His words cut through the lurid memories. She opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling, blinking slowly, letting his voice drag her back to the present. “What?”

“The other day? What you said we could try?” She heard Bobby take a deep breath. “You know... um... phone sex?”

Her face went red-hot. Phone sex. She had promised Bobby they could try it, but now the memory of Darius and Evie made the idea of it so... obscene. How could she do it when she had been so turned on by the sight of Darius’s veiny black cock sink inside Evie’s soft, pink flesh?

How could she even think about it without comparing everything to what she saw?

“Or m... maybe it’s dumb,” Bobby stumbled on his words in a rush. “I dunno. I thought you’d be into it. Never mind. Stupid.”

“No!” Claire blurted. “I mean, yes. I mean, it’s not stupid.”

Bobby laughed, relieved, and Claire imagined him on his bed, his face red, but excited, too. “Which one is it, Claire Bear?”

She hesitated, forcing Darius and Evie from her thoughts. “It’s not stupid, baby. Not at all.”

“Oh. Good!” She could feel him grinning through the phone.

“I do want to try,” she said before she could back down. The images of Bobby, and her love for him, filled her up. If they did this, maybe there would be no room for Darius Kain.

She heard him inhale a quick, shocked breath. “Really?”

She laughed nervously. “Yes, Bobby. Really.”

“So... does this mean you’re into it?”

His tone had shifted, turning a little cocky, a little playful. Claire thought of the eager look on his face. Heard the eager sound in his voice. Her heart beat a little faster, guilt and desire merging into one.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m into it.”

Bobby chuckled. “I knew it! Oh, wow. This is happening.”

“Yes,” she laughed, feeling lighter, freer. The heat in her face crept lower, joining the roiling lust burning between her thighs. She rolled onto her side, her pussy clenching and unclenching, wet and ready.

She looked at the clock on her phone. It had only been an hour since she had seen Evie and Darius together. Not that long, but long enough for her to replay the scene over and over. Long enough for the sight of them together, dark skin slamming into creamy white, to carve a permanent place in her mind. She gripped her cell phone tightly, swallowed, and focused all of her thoughts on Bobby. He was the only one that could make her forget. She was sure of it.

“We can go slow, you know,” Bobby said. “Whatever you want.”

Claire slid her shorts down over her hips and grazed the hot, wet lips. She was so wet already. ”Mmm... that sounds good. Where should we start?”

“Um... I don’t... I don’t know...” Bobby stammered. “I thought you might...”

Claire bit her bottom lip, the heat in her pussy making her feel hot and frustrated. “Why don’t we get naked?”

“Yeah,” Bobby huffed, his excitement palpable even through the phone. “Yeah, let’s do that!”

Claire set down the phone. She peeled off her shorts and soaked panties, finally removing her shirt, then lay back on the bed, her sweat cooling on her skin.

“Should I...” Bobby asked, as if Claire knew. “Should I touch myself?”

Claire felt frustrated tears sting her eyes. Why did she have to tell him? Her pussy was throbbing with each heartbeat, and she couldn’t help herself as she moved her hand down between her legs. She gasped slightly as her fingers grazed her engorged clit.

“Yes,” she choked. “Touch yourself.”

Claire heard Bobby huffing, and she continued to roll her fingers over her clit until a moan bubbled out between her lips. It was a soft echo of Evie’s feral cries. Claire hissed as she sank a finger between her slick folds. Her pussy clasped around the intruding digit. Finally, she moaned.

“Oh my god,” Bobby breathed. “Are you—”

Suddenly, she knew exactly what she wanted, and what Bobby needed to hear. The words came fast and breathless as she imagined it all. Him pounding into her, deeper, harder, faster.

“Yes,” Claire said. “Are you going to fuck me or not?”

“Holy shit.”

She laughed, the sound edged with her own shock at how much she meant it. How much she wanted it. The words came easily, once she let them, tumbling out of her and sweeping her away in their current. Bobby didn’t know what hit him.

“Do you have your dick out?” she urged.

Bobby groaned in her ear, and Claire was sure he did. She imagined him with a white-knuckled grip on his cock, stroking to the sound of her voice. She bit her lip hard and slid her fingers deeper into her sopping pussy.

“Oh, God, Claire. I... I love you!” Bobby gushed, breathless. “I—”

“I love you, too, baby,” Claire purred, working a second finger into her pussy. She had never been this wet before and her lips stretched easily to accommodate them. “Just fuck me, Bobby! Fuck me!”

Tell me what you want, slut!

You! I want you!

She heard the voices inside her head, bouncing around her brain. The images came flooding back, crowding everything else out. Evie’s eyes rolled up to white. Darius’s black cock. His gleaming muscles covered in dark chocolate skin. Dark fingers digging into creamy flesh.

She could see it all as clearly as if they were right there in front of her. Her fingers dug into her cunt now, first two, then three, but it was no good. She just couldn’t fill herself the way Darius had filled Evie.

“Fuck! I’m so wet!” she moaned and suddenly remembered Bobby on the other end of the phone. “I’m wet for you, Bobby!”

Claire’s breath hitched as she slumped back against her headboard and spread her knees obscenely wide. Sweat-glazed thighs trembled, her cunt a sloppy mess. The phone pressed to her ear hummed with Bobby’s reedy whimpers, but her mind clawed backward to Evie’s muffled shrieks as Darius’s coal-black monster rearranged her insides—that thick, veined log pistoning between Evie’s plump, lily-white thighs until her eyes rolled up and her mouth hung open. Claire felt a surge of guilt as she used the memory to propel her fingers deeper into her sopping slit. Two fingers, then three, her greedy cunt stretching, but it wasn’t enough. She just couldn’t split herself open like her father’s bully had split Evie—

“Y-you still there?” Bobby rasped—nasal, tinny, his hand no doubt fisting his thin, pale cock. It wasn’t fair, she knew that, but she couldn’t help compare her boyfriend to Darius’s coal-black monster. She mashed her clit hard enough to bruise, caught up in the memory of Darius’s fist-sized black nuts slapping Evie’s creamy ass.

“Don’t come yet, baby,” she whined, thumb circling her engorged nub. “Tell me how you’d fuck me!”

Bobby’s choked uh-uh-uhs filtered through the phone as he flogged his poor cock.

“How you’d ruin me!”

Darius’s guttural take that cock! burned in her brain followed by the image of Evie’s orgasm, pink cunt lips climbing that black pole.

“Oh, GOD, YES! Bobby, FUCK MEEEE!!”

Her free hand spidered up her body to maul her tits, nipples like diamond chips, as her lust curled into something feral. Bobby squealed something about coming, but Claire was already sprinting toward bliss: hips jackknifing off the bed, juices slicking her inner thighs as she pictured Evie’s face screaming in pleasure.

“I’m...I’m gonna—” Bobby wheezed.

“YES!” she screamed, cunt pulsing around phantom girth as three fingers twisted sideways inside her messy hole. “Come with me, baby! Shoot your load!”

She didn’t know where the words came from, but they had the desired effect. Bobby’s strangled yelp bubbled over the cell signal, only to be drowned moments later by her own her own guttural roar—walls clenching her fingers like a vice while Evie’s porn-star cries looped in her brain.

Claire collapsed sideways, twitching like a fish, cunt lips glistening with her betrayal as Bobby murmured something about lasting longer next time.

She lay on her bed, chest heaving, sweat and juices soaking into her sheets. Bobby was quiet for a while, the muffled sound of his breathing coming back slower, steadier, the longer they stayed silent.

“Claire?” he said finally.

She let out a small, shuddering breath. “Yeah?”

“Are you still there?”

“Where else would I be?”

“That was... holy shit. That was insane.”

Claire smiled sadly. “Yeah,” she said. “It was.”

Bobby laughed, almost like he didn’t believe it. “You okay?”

“Are you?”

“Kind of a mess.”

“I’ll bet.” She imagined Bobby panting on his bed, his cum drying on his stomach.

“Didn’t think you had it in you, Claire Bear.”

She felt a wave of love for Bobby at that moment and it helped her push down the memories. She turned on her side and snuggled against the phone, like she was snuggling against Bobby.

“I’m full of surprises.”

“No kidding. That was hot!”

“Were you imagining me?”

“God, yes. Were you imagining me?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. It was a lie, but she was too confused to figure out her feelings and just wanted to enjoy this quiet moment.

Bobby chuckled. “When can we do that again?”

“Depends.”

“On?”

“What’s in it for me?”

“What do you want?”

“What do you think?”

Bobby paused, like he wasn’t sure he should say it. “Me?”

Claire rolled onto her back again, trying to get comfortable in the sheets soaked with sweat and juices. “Of course,” she said.

“Good.”

They rested in companionable silence for a while, Claire trying hard not to remember what she had been thinking of when she had her orgasm, or how it had been the best orgasm of her life. Finally, Bobby sighed.

“I should go clean up.”

“Me too.”

“Think about me while I’m gone.”

Claire bit her lip and closed her eyes, letting the phone rest on her chest as she exhaled. “I will,” she said again.

“That was... damn, Claire.”

“I know.”

“But it was so fucking—”

“I know.”

“Claire.”

“What?”

“I love you.”

Her heart skipped. “I know,” she said.

“Good.”

She let herself think about it. Really think about it. “I love you too.”

She could feel Bobby grinning through the phone. “Call me?”

“Yeah. I’ll call.”

“Bye, Claire Bear.”

“Bye, baby.”

They hung up, and the air seemed to rush out of the room, leaving Claire in silence. Claire let out a shuddering breath, her body sinking into her soaked sheets. She should change them, but she was too exhausted.

She touched herself lightly, thinking of Bobby jacking his small white cock. Thinking of how much better she got herself off, thinking of Darius. Thinking of Evie. The shame and thrill had fused into something huge and undeniable. She couldn’t believe how wet it made her. She couldn’t believe she’d had the best orgasm of her life.

She couldn’t believe how much she wanted to do it again.

And again.
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Two days later, Claire was on the couch. The house was quiet, blissfully so. Evie had gone shopping, though Claire wondered if that was really the case, but she tried to think about that. Her father was at work. Claire took the opportunity to curl up on the living room couch and read a book.

Try as she might, Claire couldn’t focus on the words. Memories of Darius and Evie haunted her. Evie's fleshy white body being pounded into submission by Darius’s hard, black one. His fat, ebony shaft stretching Evie’s cunt open, ravaging the pink inner flesh. And through it all, Evie screamed for more.

How could Evie do that? And how could Claire have used those memories to get off while she was on the phone with Bobby? Guilt made her chest tighten, and she gripped the book tighter, willing herself to focus on the page. Just as the print wiggled into actual words, the doorbell rang.

Claire jumped, her heart beating fast. She paused, took a deep breath.

It’s just a delivery! She thought angrily as she threw the book aside and stomped to the front door. She opened it up, expecting to see a package on the porch.

Instead, filling the doorway, was Darius Kain.

He loomed above her, dominating the entryway. Sunlight streamed in through the gaps, glinting off the hard ebony muscles of his arms. Claire’s mouth went dry. Her pussy didn’t. The hot, wet arousal pooled in her belly, shameful and aching, but so intense she almost moaned. She gripped the door hard, nails pressing into the wood, and tried to swallow.

“What are you doing here?” she blurted. It wasn’t what she wanted to say, but it was all she could manage.

“Came to see you, actually.” Darius wore a cocky smirk, and it made her weak and furious at the same time.

“Well, I don’t want to see you!”

“You sure?” he asked, moving closer.

“Yes! I’m sure!” She swung the door, but she didn’t move fast enough. Darius caught the edge with his hand, a single massive, dark hand, the same hand that left red paw prints on Evie’s creamy skin.

She backed away, swooning, the pool of heat in her core swelling.

“I... I’ll call the police!” she threatened. Her voice was strained.

Darius gave a soft chuckle. “I don’t think you will.”

“Why not?”

“You were watching,” Darius said, his voice low and steady, and his gaze even lower. She could feel it sliding over her. Her nipples hardened under her shirt, swelling for him, hoping he would see. “Watching when I was fucking your dad’s girlfriend.”

The words sliced into her, sharp and immediate. They made her stomach clench, her face flush. But that wasn’t all. Her pussy clenched too, so tight it ached, sending another gush of heat spilling out of her.

“No,” she said, weakly.

“I saw you, Claire.” He took another step forward, the heavy thud of his shoes on the wood vibrating up her bones and into her needy cunt. She staggered backward, helpless.

“But... why are you here?” Claire asked again, struggling to keep her balance as the sensation swamped her, tensing every muscle in her traitorous body. She felt like she was melting, like she couldn’t keep herself together with Darius staring at her like that.

“You didn’t stop me, did you?” He took another step, another thud. “You didn’t stop her, either. I’ve been fucking your dad’s hot girlfriend for months and your father has no clue. What would he say if I told him?”

Months. The word knocked her further off balance. Her back hit the wall, solid and real, unlike everything else she felt. Months! Evie had been fucking Darius for months!

Darius hovered over her, huge and sure of himself. Just like he was the last time Claire saw him, when she had watched Evie writhing under him, begging for more, for it to be deeper, for it to never, ever stop. The echoes of Evie’s voice rang in her ears, long and raw.

He saw the confusion in her eyes, the way it mixed with the heat, with that heavy, torturous lust that she couldn’t get rid of no matter what she did. He grinned, so close she could feel his breath on her flushed skin. “Come on, Claire. I just want to talk.”

A thrill went through her, electric and urgent. But fear did too. That thrill, the shock and need that tightened in her belly like a spring, was terrifying. Darius kept grinning, a predator with the scent of his prey in his nostrils. He knew what he was doing to her.

She blinked, fighting the spin of her mind, and looked past him to the street. The neighbors would see, wouldn’t they? They’d see her talking to him, letting him in. Telling him yes. Then they’d tell her father. Did that matter? What would it change? Her body was slick with sweat. Her thighs sticky with something else, something stronger than sweat, something impossible to ignore. It had to stop.

The door was still wide open. Claire closed it.

***
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DARIUS SAUNTERED INTO the living room as if he owned it. He sat down and stretched his long, dark arms across the back of the beige sofa. One booted foot thudded onto the glass coffee table where Claire’s half-finished soda sat beside her abandoned novel.

“Cozy,” he rumbled as his thumb brushing idly over the upholstery. Shadows pooled in valleys between the ridges if his stomach where his shirt rode up, revealing a stripe of flesh dark as oil.

“Ok. So, what do you want to talk about?” she demanded. But she knew. Her mouth went dry. Her panties didn’t. Darius just grinned.

“What do you think, Claire?”

“I don’t know,” she said, but she couldn’t even convince herself.

“You don’t, huh?” He looked up at her with a lazy grin. “You can’t get enough of me. Admit it.”

“That’s not true.” Her voice was soft, breathy, barely hers.

“Come on!” Darius laughed. “When I was fucking Evie, you could have run, but you didn’t! You stayed and watched.”

Claire flushed. She wanted to tell him he was wrong, but it was true. She had watched like a pervert. A hot, shameful, sopping pervert.

“Why are you here?”

Darius’s lazy smile grew wider. His long, black fingers stroked the couch and Claire imagined them on her skin.

“Because I have what you need.” Darius smirked and lifted his hips, pushing his shorts down. The fabric hung up for a moment, then his cock sprang free.

“Oh my, God!” she cried. She couldn’t help herself. His cock was massive, swollen, obscenely thick, hanging halfway to his knee, covered in skin so black it was almost purple, fat veins wrapping it like braided ropes.

“You like that, huh?“ Darius asked, gripping the thick base in his hand and slowly swinging the purple-black head back and forth, back and forth. “Evie does too."

“Fuck you!”

“That’s right,” he chuckled, his hand slowly sliding up the gleaming length, ropy veins bulging towards the tip, making it swell like a lurid flower. Then, back down to the base where two baseball-sized balls dripped sweat onto her couch. “But I think we’ll start with a handjob.”

“Wait, what? You... you want me to touch it?”

“That’s right, Claire,” he said and stroked up again, a fat, pearly drop of pre-cum appearing against purple-black skin. “Touch it.”

“No,” she shook her head, but she couldn’t hide the desperation in her voice. She was soaking. Cream dripped down her legs, thick and shameful. “I can’t do that.”

“Of course you can,” Darius replied, sounding so sure, so confident, as he stroked up and down the massive length. Claire watched, mesmerized, uncomfortably aware of how much more Darius was than Bobby. He chuckled, looking at her as though he could see exactly what she was thinking. That made it worse. “You don’t want your dad’s whore girlfriend to have all the fun, do you? Think of this as punishing that little slut.”

Claire froze. Darius’s words gripped her like a fist. Her father. Evie. That huge cock fucking Evie as Claire watched, wishing it was her. Envy and lust warred with her.

Her heart kicked into high gear and heat flooded from her body. She was giving in. She could already feel it. She could feel more than that. She felt her hand wrapped around that dark, fat shaft. The thought made her pussy leak. She was wet. She was desperate.

Her knees buckled and she landed hard, panting, looking up at the grinning man who seemed to fill the entire room with his body, with the ebony thickness of his cock. Darius grunted, pleased, still fixing her with his eyes. She wanted to die. She wanted to die because it was so wrong. Wanted to die because it felt so much better than it should have.

She had to look away, couldn’t stand the way he towered over her like she was nothing, like he could do anything he wanted. But she couldn’t. She couldn’t look anywhere else. “It’s even bigger than I thought,” she murmured.

“Go ahead,” Darius said, letting the head tap her cheek, leaving a glistening smear of pre-cum. It felt like molten fire. “Admit it. It’s huge. Bigger than your boyfriend’s. Just like it’s bigger than your father’s.”

“Size isn’t everything,” she gasped, words harsh but her voice weak and shuddering.

“So, it is bigger than your boyfriend.”

Her pulse throbbed. Her pussy gushed. Claire watched his cock jump in front of her face. Dark, terrifying, beautiful. She didn’t mean it. Not like that. Not the way it sounded. She hated herself for her weakness, but she reached up anyway, trembling as she wrapped her pale fingers around Darius’s dark flesh. He was so big she couldn’t get her hand all the way around. Bobby seemed even smaller now, tiny, the thought of him evaporating as she stroked her father’s bully. Claire could barely hold it, the fat head almost slipping free. Her other hand came up, trailing over the bulging veins, the pumping warmth of his blood throbbing against her fingers. He grunted again. It almost made her cum.

“Say it,” Darius told her, shifting his hips forward, thrusting into her grip, slicking her fingers with the wet gleam of his pre-cum. She worked him faster, each movement like lightning through her body, flashing, tearing her apart. She’d been wrong. This was more than she could imagine.

“It’s...” Her voice choked off as he humped upward into her hand, the purple-black head bursting through her pale fingers, oozing more pre-cum. “It’s bigger than my boyfriend.”

The admission seemed to loosen something inside of her. Her pussy gushed runnels of thick juices down her thighs and her breathing was hot and fast.

“That’s my good girl,” Darius chuckled.

“I am not your girl!” she hissed, but didn’t let go of his cock.

“Sure, sure,” Darius purred, reached forward and ran his dark fingers through her hair. “Why don’t you taste it?”

“What?” she gasped. “I can’t do that!”

“Stop that! We both know you want to,” he chuckled, gently pushing her face closer to his cock. “Just one taste.”

She hesitated, his words working their way into her brain. If she sucked his cock, it would speed up the process. Plus, adding her spit to the dark shaft would lube his cock and make it easier to stroke him. A nagging voice in the back of her mind told her to stop now, that this is exactly what Darius wanted, but she ignored it.

Her pale fingers disappeared beneath the swollen tip as she took it to her lips. Her tongue flicked out and teased open the slit. A jolt ran up her spine. The taste was salty, not pleasant, but not horrible either. As the thick slick coated her tongue, her mouth filled with spit. She wanted more, needed more, so much she couldn’t fight it.

“That’s it, baby. Now, run your lips up the shaft.”

She didn’t want to follow his instructions, but her hunger was too great to ignore. She parted her lips and ran the pouty pink flesh up his fat rod to the tip. Thick pre-cum and drool pooled in her mouth, then leaked out onto his dark shaft until he was glistening.

“That is so hot!” he groaned and despite her shame, she felt a surge of triumph deep in her belly, adding to the pool of molten lust. “Now, open up, Claire. Show me how much you want that cock.”

She hesitated. A small part of her was still fighting. She looked again at his cock, the purple-black head oozing milky jizz, his black pole gleaming in front of her. She had never realized a cock could be so dangerous and beautiful at the same time.

It was no use. Darius was primal, inescapable. Just like her fantasies when she touched herself, breathless, cumming and cumming and thinking about him. But this time, he was real. That reality was hammered home as his massive bulk pressed past her lips, coating her tongue, heavy and ripe, stretching her cheeks as he filled her mouth. The smell of his crotch made her dizzy; musk and sex and raw power.

Darius took her hair in one huge hand, wrapping it in the brown locks, forcing her head down. Her fingers stayed on him, circling his spit-slick shaft, doing everything she could to keep up. She wanted to please him, to make him want her, to get him off quick and avoid really cheating on Bobby. She wanted to believe that, but the hungry, lustful part of her just wanted to make him happy.

Her mouth worked on him, suckling, letting him force it deeper and deeper until she gagged, the thick head punching into the back of her throat. She couldn’t breathe. Her eyes watered. The hot flow of his pre-cum was relentless, coating her mouth with his salty slick. Her pussy clenched violently, juices soaking through her panties, leaving a huge, humiliating stain that Darius couldn’t see, but Claire knew he could tell it was there. She tried to pull away, couldn’t, tears running, spit bubbling around her stretched lips.

“Choke on it,” Darius growled. His voice vibrated into her skull and deep into her belly. “Choke on it, you uppity, little bitch!”

The obscene words hit her like a fist. God, he was right! She was a whore. She was everything he said. Everything Evie was, too. She whimpered around his shaft, a thin, gurgling sound, like he was crushing her windpipe. She needed to touch herself, to press her aching cunt, to relieve the pressure, but he held her, used her, slammed his massive cock into her gasping throat until she thought she’d pass out from the effort. It was the only thing that saved her. Her vision blurred and Darius pulled back, holding the fat head between her bruised, swollen lips, just enough air to keep her awake, to let her hang there, crushed under his power.

Then she felt it. Felt the change, felt the sudden heat and stretch of him. Felt the incredible violence of it as the first blast of cum shot into her mouth, thick and blinding and endless. Claire’s eyes went wide. She didn’t think it would happen like this. She thought she could control it. She was wrong.

Her heart surged, disbelief and arousal ripping through her. Darius didn’t let up, forcing more and more salty jizz into her mouth, the flow so constant, so strong, she didn’t know if she could take it.

She had to. Claire swallowed, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as the massive cock throbbed against her tongue. It didn’t stop. More hot, salty cum filled her mouth, pooled on her tongue, then poured down her throat. She was overwhelmed, delirious, panting through her nose, fingers trailing to her swollen, needy clit. She touched it. Barely. But it was enough.

“Awww! Claire! You dirty little slut!”

Darius’s grunting voice and another thick gush of hot jizz did her in, made the coil inside snap so violently she choked, her belly and cunt both exploding as she came on her own fingers, convulsing, juices squirting as he held her in place, painting her insides with his massive load.

Claire came. She came harder than she ever thought possible. So hard she didn’t know if she’d survive. But she did. Somehow, she did.

“Fuck. I barely touched you.” Claire didn’t know if he was angry or impressed. She didn’t care. The shockwave of pleasure ran through her, a brutal, hot flood, tearing everything with it, shredding her sanity. Her body screamed. It wanted more. So much more that Claire wanted to die. Her vision went dark and then snapped back, stars exploding in her head. Her pussy still twitched as she knelt there, trembling and breathless on the hard floor.

She knew she should be ashamed. She knew it. But it was impossible. It felt too good. The first orgasm was huge. It tore her apart. But it wasn’t enough. Nothing would be now. Not after that. Not after him.

Darius grinned down at her. Claire wanted to hate him. She didn’t. She wanted to hate herself. But she loved it. She loved what he did, what she was, the way her whole body went slick with desire. The way her mouth still tasted of his cum.

“Ooh! What’s that look for, Claire? You want more?”

She swiped a hand across her chin, felt the thick, sticky jizz. She looked at her hand, realizing she had not swallowed all of it. Her pale fingers were dripping with his spend, salty, thick. Powerful.

She didn’t answer him, but she didn’t need to. He could see her need. He had to. At that moment, she would suck that beautiful cock, the swampy taste of his cum still in her mouth, if he would just get hard enough to fuck her.

To her surprise, and pleasure, Darius showed no signs of getting limp. Bobby would have been exhausted, wilted, but Darius was as hard as ever.

That black monster had plenty of life left in it.

“So, you want to fuck me?” he grinned down at her, waving his dripping cock in front og her face. “You want to cheat on your boyfriend?”

She whimpered, caught his fat, dripping shaft in her hands, and ran her lips up the throbbing length. She didn’t want to admit her need, but Darius wasn’t fooled. He pulled his cock away from her, gave her another wet smack on her cheek. Then another.

“Say it,” he grunted, smacking her on the cheeks, on her lips, on her nose. She moaned under the abuse, but there was nothing she could do. She had gone too far to turn back. All she could do was move forward and hope that Darius’s big, beautiful cock would wipe away her shame and guilt.

“Yes!” she whined. “Yes!”

“Yes, what?” Darius spat.

“I want...” she hesitated, the words caught in her throat. She thought of sweet, gentle Bobby, but his image disappeared as soon as Darius rolled this hot black shaft over her entire face, reminding her why she was here. “I want to cheat on my boyfriend with your big, black cock!”

The admission loosened her core, and she twitched as her pussy opened up and spilled her juices through her sodden shorts. It took her a moment to realize, as her body jerked uncontrollably, that she had come not from touching herself, but from submitting to Darius.

If she could come from giving in to Darius, what would happen when he split open her cunt with his cock?

Darius wanted to know, too. The large black man growled a laugh and yanked her up, tearing her shirt up over her head before pushing her onto the couch. Then he lifted her ass and ripped her shorts and panties off in one swift motion.

Her pussy was glistening, exposed, spread open for him, her desire so palpable it was almost painful. He climbed on top of her, his cock pressing against her swollen lips, teasing her, taunting her, letting her feel the full measure of her lust. Claire writhed beneath him, her pale skin on fire, her breath coming in sharp, needy gasps. She was dizzy with anticipation, with the knowledge of what was about to happen, with the certainty that it would destroy her.

“Say it,” Darius commanded, his voice a low, taunting rumble. “Say what you want.”

“Fuck me,” she gasped, her voice raw and urgent, her mind unraveling at the edges. “Fuck me, please! I want it. I want it so bad!”

“Fuck... look how tight this greedy little cunt is,” Darius growled as he dragged his purple-black python up her slit slowly, letting its fat crown split her labia apart like ripe fruit, exposing the pink flesh underneath. Claire whimpered like a broken bitch, half scream-half prayer, as Darius’s cock stretched her pink folds into a thin pink rubber band, clit throbbing traitorously as inch after brutal inch of inky-black flesh tore through vaginal ridges Bobby had never even brushed. Her cunt wept milky cream down his dark shaft in surrender, impaling itself on his girth as she squealed.

“Fuck you are tight!” Darius hissed through gritted teeth. His pelvis smacked wet thunder against her quivering ass cheeks, those dark hands pinning her hips to her breasts. “Your boyfriend must have a tiny dick!”

Claire moaned with guilt. Her brain was short-circuiting as each piston-fuck hammered the memory of Bobby’s dick from her mind. This was getting fucked. This was getting owned. Every jackhammer thrust split her wider — balls slapping her ass while her core cramped around his invading thickness.

She cried out, her voice breaking, her body arching beneath him as his thrust tore into her, ripping open her pink cunt-flesh, reshaping it, molding it, until it was a snug sleeve for his black cock. Her moans turned to screams, her mind turned to nothing, her world turned to the all-consuming power of Darius fucking her senseless, breaking her, remaking her, taking everything.

She should hate this. She should hate him. But all she felt was want. All she felt was bliss.

Oh God, oh God, oh God! I am a filthy fucking whore.

It was too much and it would never be enough.

She screamed again and again, coming as he stretched her, as he split her, as he broke her open with thrust after brutal thrust. She was nothing but heat and need and bliss and fucking and fucking and fucking.

Nothing but his.

Claire didn’t know how long it had been, how many times she’d screamed for him, how many times he’d filled her, how many times her pussy had tightened and dripped and trembled around the massive invasion. All she knew was that she never wanted it to stop, that she never wanted to go back to anything less than this. She was soaked, destroyed, delirious with need and pleasure, with the sense of being completely and utterly his.

Claire looked up at Darius’s cruel glistening black body, and the fat, ebony pole splitting her open, ruining her for Bobby, for everyone except Darius. She choked back a squeal of pleasure as Darius pressed the pad of his brown thumb to her clit, rubbing the swollen bud until Claire couldn’t stand it anymore. The coil of pleasure was too tight, too urgent, too ready to explode. She had to end it. She had to finish it. She had to cum.

“That’s it!” Darius hissed, sensing her end. “Cum for me slut! Do it! Cum until all you want is my fucking cock!”

Claire screamed, her voice raw with desperation, her body at the breaking point, her world a haze of heat and lust and the dizzying sense of being so completely, irrevocably, obscenely claimed. Her orgasm ripped through her like a storm, tearing the breath from her lungs, the thoughts from her mind, the strength from her body.

Darius’s chest heaved as he ripped his cock free from Claire’s sloppy wreck of a pussy. Her back arched off the sweat-soaked coauch, her thighs quivering as waves of bliss crashed through her pale body.

“Nnngh—f-fuck—” she slurred, bucking and twitching on the bed, her mind reeling from her mind-crushing release.

Darius fisted her dark hair, yanking her face level with the leaking monstrosity twitching inches from her nose. The stench of their sex hung thick from his balls, pussy juice, sweat, and cum mingling with the sour tang of submission. She barely realized what was happening when the first rope splattered across her left eyelid like hot cream, gluing lashes shut as she moaned. The second painted a stripe through dark hair; a third splashed onto parted lips and dripped, salty and thick, onto her tongue. He continued to unload his balls on her face, each blast marking her, ruining her. Finishing her.

“That’s right,” he said, grinning as the white ropes dripped down her cheeks, bubbled in her nostrils, and poured down her chin. She trembled with the last aftershocks of her orgasm, her breath coming in shattered, broken gasps. “Just like Evie. A cheating whore for my black cock.”

His words hit her like the final blow, sealing her fate, branding her as his, leaving her spent, humiliated.

And exactly where she deserved to be.
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Every day for a month, Darius found new ways to claim Claire, to make her his. He’d bent her over the counter in the kitchen, her ass in the air as he pounded into her from behind, his balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. He’d spread her legs wide on the dining table, feasting on her pussy until she came so hard she saw stars. He’d even taken her in the shower, the water cascading over their bodies as he pinned her against the tile and fucked her until her knees gave out.

Claire tried to resist. Every time. She tried to remind herself of Bobby, her sweet, oblivious boyfriend who’d never so much as raised his voice. But Darius didn’t give a fuck about Bobby. His thick fingers always found her cunt soaked, her body betraying her again and again.

And now, here she was, waiting for him again. Her pussy was still sore from their last encounter, but the thought of him filling her up again sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine. She bit her lip, her fingers trailing down her body to tease her clit as she imagined his hands on her, his cock inside her. She was addicted to him, to the way he made her feel—dirty, used, and utterly fucking alive.

God! What is taking him so long—

The sound of the front door opening snapped her out of her thoughts, and she felt her heart race as heavy footsteps approached her bedroom. The door swung open, and there he stood, Darius, his ebony skin glistening with a sheen of sweat that clung to every ridge and dip of his chiseled torso. He wore basketball shorts that hung low on his hips and her breath hitched as her eyes latched onto the outline of his cock.

Darius didn’t say a word, just smirked that cocky, knowing smirk that made her pussy throb. He climbed onto the bed and before she could even catch her breath; he had her pinned against the mattress, his thick, muscular frame pressing into her, trapping her there. One hand slid up her thigh, his rough fingers brushing against the bare skin of her ass cheek, and she gasped when he discovered she wasn’t wearing panties.

“Look at you,” he growled, his voice dripping with lust as he slid two fingers through her slick folds, spreading her wetness around like he owned it. Maybe he did. “So fucking wet for me already, huh? You been thinking about my cock all day, you nasty little slut?” Claire whimpered, her hips bucking involuntarily as his fingers teased her clit, circling it with just enough pressure to make her legs shake.

“Nuh-no!” she whimpered, her voice trembling even as she spread her legs wider for him. Darius laughed, deep and low, the sound vibrating through her body like a fucking earthquake.

“Sure,” he said, pulling his fingers out of her dripping cunt and shoving them into her mouth. “Taste that, bitch. That’s how much you want this dick.” She moaned around his fingers, her tongue swirling around them as she sucked her own juices off his skin. He pulled them out with a wet pop and slapped her across the face lightly, the sting only making her wetter.

“Strip,” he commanded, rolling onto his back and folding his arms across his chest. Claire didn’t hesitate, kneeling on the bed and pulling the dress over her head. She tossed it aside, spreading her pale, trembling form out on the bed. Darius sat up and stripped off his shirt, his massive, jet-black muscles gleaming. Finally, he pushed down his shorts and his cock-God, his cock—was a throbbing, veined monster, so thick it looked like it could split her in two. And that’s exactly what he intended to fucking do.

“You’re mine tonight,” he growled, rolling over and grabbing her hips. His large, black fingers dug into the soft flesh of her thighs as he spread her wide. Her pussy glistened, already slick with anticipation, but it wasn’t enough. Not for him. Not for the way he was about to wreck her. He spat directly onto her cunt, the wet slap of his saliva against her folds making her gasp. He didn’t wait for her to adjust, didn’t give her a moment to breathe. With one brutal thrust, he slammed his thick black cock inside her, burying every inch of his length to the hilt.

“Say it! Tell me you’re mine!” he hissed through gritted teeth as her cunt squeezed his cock, gripping the length like a fist. “Say it!”

“Yes! I’m yours!” Claire’s scream ripped through her room, a raw, primal sound that was half pain, half ecstasy. Her tight little pussy stretched obscenely around his girth, her walls convulsing as they struggled to accommodate him. But Darius didn’t fucking care. He bent over her, his broad chest pressing into her tits, the contrast between his dark skin and her pale body made it obvious this was not Bobby. Could never be Bobby!

Claire cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure ripping through her as he pulled back, then slammed home, forcing her cunt to stretch to the limit. He withdrew, then hammered into her again. And again. Her nails clawed at the sheets as he pounded into her, each thrust driving her into the mattress. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with her desperate moans and his guttural grunts. “You like that, don’t you?” Darius snarled, his hands gripping her thighs hard enough to leave bruises. “You like getting fucked by a real man.”

“Yes!” she gasped, her voice breaking as her orgasm crested. “I love it! I love you!”

Darius paused, his cock buried deep inside her as he leaned down to capture her lips in a savage kiss. “Say it again,” he demanded, his breath hot against her ear.

Claire hesitated, shame flooding her body. She didn’t mean it, did she? It was just because she was so turned on by his black body, his black cock. Darius pulled back, threatening to leave her empty. Leave her.

“I love you!” she blurted, her voice trembling with desperation. “I love you!”

A triumphant smile spread across Darius’s face as he resumed his relentless pace, his balls slapping against her ass with a wet, obscene rhythm that echoed through the room. His cock was a weapon, a tool of pure pleasure and pain, and he wielded it like a goddamn master. Claire’s body was at his mercy, her pussy soaking wet, her nipples hard and aching, her skin slick with sweat. She could feel the orgasm building, a tidal wave of ecstasy that threatened to drown her, and she clung to him like he was the only thing keeping her from being swept away.

“Come for me,” Darius commanded, his voice a harsh whisper against her ear. “Show me how much you love me!”

And she did. Her entire body convulsed as the orgasm tore through her, her pussy clamping down on his cock like a fist. Her scream of pleasure was raw, a primal sound ripped from her throat as she came harder than she ever had in her life. Burning pleasure ripped through her, each explosion more intense than the last, leaving her gasping and trembling under Darius’s black body.

Darius wasn’t done. He kept fucking her through her orgasm, his cock relentless as it pistoned in and out of her slick, twitching cunt. He was going to mark her, ruin her for anyone else, and she fucking loved it. Her body was his playground, and he wasn’t about to stop until—

Her phone beeped. She barely heard it, but Darius did. He stopped fucking her long enough to grab it and hold it up to her face.

“Speak of the devil!” he laughed as he turned the screen to show Bobby’s profile pic, a wide goofy grin on his face. “It’s your boyfriend! I wonder what he would think if he could see you now?”

“Oh, God! Please, Darius! Don’t!”

Darius wasn’t listening. He held up the phone, pointing it down at her. Then, he hit the video button and instead of Bobby’s picture, his face was suddenly alive and on-screen.

“Claire?”

Bobby’s pale face trembled on the screen, his blue eyes bulging Darius’s monstrous ebony cockhead ripped Claire’s pink pussy lips apart—a brutal, wet schlllck echoing through the room as her cunt surrendered to the invasion. Her scream wasn’t human. A feral, guttural shriek torn from her soul as her creamy thighs splayed wider, knees held up by her breasts, toes curling so tight they turned bone-white. Darius’s veined black anaconda throbbed obscenely inside her, stretching her trembling cunt into a glistening O, every ridge and knot of his shaft mapped in hideous detail against her pink flesh.

“Fuh—FUCK!” Claire gurgled, drool dripping out of her mouth. Her tits jiggled—creamy scoops of jello with cherry-red nipples so hard they ached, bouncing wildly with each piston-like thrust. “So BIG—nnngh, ripping me open—!”

Darius’s laugh rumbled deep, his abs glistening under the sunlight as he yanked on her hips higher, spreading her ass cheeks to expose her winking shithole to Bobby’s shattered gaze. “Not hurting you, slut,” he sneered, running his thumb around her tight asshole without warning, making her shriek. “Just making your pussy mine! You see how she’s stretching for me, cuck?”

Bobby’s whimper was pathetic—a high-pitched mewl as he watched Darius’s dark hand close on Claire’s neck, forcing her to stare at the screen. “P-please,” Bobby choked. “Claire Bear, you— you’re squirting on his cock!”

And god, she was. Her cunt gushed like a broken hydrant, creamy white juices frothing around the base of Darius’s shaft as he bottomed out, balls slapping her clit with each merciless drive. Her womb ached, that thick black pole rearranging her insides, punching up against her cervix until her vision blurred.

“C-can’t—can’t stop cumming!” she wailed, back arching like a broken doll as her pussy clamped—vice-grip spasms milking Darius’s cock. “Bobby, I—nnngh—I’m shu—shorry!”

Darius’s nostrils flared, one hand still on her throat, the other holding the phone close to Claire’s face. “Tell him, Claire Bear. Tell him how much you love my big, black cock!”

Anguish swamped Claire as Darius spat her pet name down at her. It was over now, all over. All that was left was Darius’s cock.

“I—I love it,” she moaned, her words drunken and slurred from the overstimulation. “I love how big it ish... how it fillsh me up... oh God, it’sh sho good—”

Darius chuckled darkly, his coal-black hips pistoning like a jackhammer, his veiny ebony python glistening with Claire’s sloppy cream—ramming so deep into her pink, quivering cunt that her swollen clit kissed his pubic bone with every thrust. Sweat dripped from his chiseled abs onto her breasts, her nipples like hard little pebbles as her back arched off the mattress, her dark hair matted to her tear-streaked face. The room reeked of pussy juice and betrayal, the squelchy slap of their fucking drowning out Bobby’s sniffles from the phone screen.

“C’mon, Claire Bear,” Darius growled, spitting Bobby’s pet name down upon the helpless woman. “Tell poor, little Bobby who you really love.”

Claire’s eyes rolled back, drool slicking her chin as Darius’s monster cockhead battered her core, her cunt-muscles fluttering around his shaft like a hungry mouth. “B-Bobby, I—ohfuckohfuck—I don’t... I don’t—!” Her words dissolved into a guttural scream as Darius hooked one knee over his shoulders, spreading her wide open for the camera, her puffy labia stretched obscenely around his girth.

Suddenly, she could not remember why she loved Bobby. He couldn’t give her what Darius could, couldn’t make her feel this way. No one could. Only him.

Only Darius.

“I—I don’t love you anymore, Bobby!” she cried. “I love Darius... I love him! I love—oh GOD! I LOVE YOU, DARIUSSSS!”

Bobby’s face contorted, snot bubbling in his nostrils as he watched Darius’s heavy black balls swing against Claire’s ass cheeks, her pale skin flushed beet-red from the brutal pounding. “Claire, please,” he whimpered. “Y-you’re my girlfriend! Please stop!"

“DON’T STOP!” Claire shrieked, her cunt suddenly gushing a hot geyser of juices as Darius drilled her G-spot, her juices soaking the sheets in a sticky pool. “I LOVE THIS! NOT YOU! NEVER YOUUUU—! Her body jackknifed, toes curling as another orgasm ripped through her, pussy clenching so hard around Darius’s shaft that his thrusts turned jagged, primal.

Darius smirked, one calloused hand snaking down to rub her clit in rough circles. “Hear that, Bobby? Your girl’s mine now,” he spat, holding the phone closer to the screen until his sweat-beaded forehead filled the frame. “Bet she never screamed like that for you, huh? Bet her pussy never dripped.” He punctuated each word with a brutal snap of his hips, Claire’s breasts jiggling violently as he fucked her into a sobbing, drooling mess. “Mmm, that’s it—take this cock deep, baby. Show your boyfriend how a real man takes what’s his.”

Bobby sobbed as Claire’s head thrashed side to side, her voice hoarse from screaming. “YESYESYES! FUCK ME! BREAK ME! TAKE ME!” Her nails raked lines down Darius’s neck, her cunt a ruined, gaping hole leaking rivers of their mixed fluids. Darius’s rhythm faltered, his sac tightening as he growled down at her.

“That’s right! Make you mine! I’m gonna’ cum in your pussy! Give you my baby!”

Bobby let out a ragged NO! but it was drowned in the wet slaps of Darius’s balls smacking against Claire’s upturned ass cheeks while Darius’s veiny, obsidian shaft disappeared into her ruined hole again and again, her swollen lips gaping open.

“DO IT!” Claire screamed, her voice shredded, her mind gone, her primal need for superior seed taking over. Darius’s hand pinned one ankle behind her head, exposing her pink asshole to the humid air. “CUM IN ME! GIVE IT TO ME, PLEAAASE!”

Darius’s dark fingers dug bruises into her hips as his thrusts turned savage, the bedframe cracking against covering up Bobby’s sobs. Darius snarled, his cockhead swelling like ripe fruit at her deepest point. Claire’s eyes rolled back as the first volcanic spurt of his seed erupted against her womb - thick ropes of thick cum filling her core. Her cunt muscles milked him, greedy pink lips suctioning around the shaft as it pumped load after load into her unprotected womb.

Bobby face collapsed into tears and drool as Darius pulled out to smear the last ropes across Claire’s gaping hole.

“Stop crying and be a real man,” Darius sneered, addressing Bobby directly as shuffled up the bed. he shoved his still-hard cock into Claire’s mouth. She gagged around his girth, her throat stretching to accommodate him as she sucked down their combined juices.

Bobby’s sobs grew louder, but Claire barely heard him. Her world had narrowed to the taste of Darius’s seed and her own cum on her tongue, the weight of his cock in her throat, the way it made her feel ashamed and fulfilled all at once. Darius pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening with her spit, and slapped her face with it, the sound sharp and wet.

“Tell me you love me.”

Slap.

“I love you.”

Slap.
“Louder.”

Slap.

“I love you!”

Tears and cum streamed down her cheek, but there was no doubt she meant it. She was Darius’s now. Darius smirked, satisfied, and shoved his cock back down her throat, slowly fucking her mouth. Claire sucked him eagerly, her guilt and shame swallowed up by the overwhelming satisfaction of pleasing her man.

Bobby’s cries were nothing more than background noise. Finally, Darius hit the end call button, then swiped his finger along the screen. Finally, he held the phone out to her.

Darius’s cock still throbbing against her tongue, Claire hit the block button, leaving her old life, and her poor, sobbing boyfriend, behind forever.
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“Damn it!” Evie hissed to herself as she found herself, once again, standing in front of Darius’s house.

Her mind had been a constant tempest of guilt and need over the last two weeks, her cunt swollen and aching, drenched in her own juices. She had tried everything she could to distract herself—shopping, actually going to book club, even a goddamn yoga class—but nothing could drown out the memory of Darius’s thick, veiny black cock splitting her open, stretching her pussy to its limits, fucking her so deep she could still feel him days later. She had sadly realized that poor, clueless Michael, with his soft hands and pale, thin prick, couldn’t even come close to satisfying the hunger Darius had unleashed.

She stalked up to Darius’s doorstep, her chest heaving, her nipples hard and straining against the lace of her bra. Her hand trembled as she raised it to knock, her pussy clenching rhythmically, a pulsing reminder of what she craved. But there was no answer. Just silence. She knocked again, harder this time, her frustration boiling over into desperation.

“Darius!” she hissed, her voice low and feral. Still nothing.

Her thoughts spiraled back to the last time she’d been with Darius, over a month ago now, his massive black cock sliding into her dripping pussy, her legs spread wide as he pounded into her with a primal intensity that left her screaming his name. She could still feel the sting of his hand spanking her ass, the way he’d grabbed her hair and forced her to look at him as he fucked her raw, his dark eyes locked on hers as he whispered filthy promises of more. She’d come so hard she’d seen stars, her pussy clenching around him like a fist, just before he unleashed a hot bath of cum on her face.

Then, back home to Michael to share the taste of his bully with him. Horrible. Awful. Yet, forcing Darius’s spend down her boyfriend’s throat with her tongue only made her hotter!

FUCK! She should be grateful. She could go back to her boyfriend, her relationship. She just might come out on the other end of this mistake clean and whole.

Instead, she felt alone and desperate, even when she slept by her boyfriend at night. Her body craved Darius’s rough touch, his monstrous, beautiful cock. His dominance. She needed to feel him inside her again, needed to feel that unbearable stretch as he filled her completely, fucking her with a brutality that left her breathless and trembling. But he was gone, and she was left with nothing but the memory of his cock and the sad reality of her boyfriend’s soft, inadequate lovemaking.

She stalked back across the street, frustrated and angry. She burst through the front door, her chest heaving, her heart pounding like a drum in her ears. Evie was a storm, all fury and chaos, and the air around her crackled with heat. She stormed down the hallway, her heels slapping against the hardwood, when she heard it. Soft, wanton moans spilled down the stairs, mingling with the rhythmic creak of bedsprings, each squeak a taunt in Evie’s ears. Her stomach churned, a sick mix of anger and something darker, something she refused to name.

She found them in Claire’s room. Her boyfriend’s innocent daughter, sprawled naked on the bed, her legs spread wide, her body glistening with sweat. Darius’s broad back, muscles working under gleaming ebony skin, was between her thighs, his hips pistoning with a brutal, primal rhythm. His cock, thick and black as sin, disappeared into Claire’s tight pink pussy with each thrust, stretching her obscenely, making her cry the way Evie cried when she’d had that beautiful monster inside of her. The older woman’s eyes burned as she took in the scene—Claire’s flushed cheeks, her pert tits bouncing with every movement, Darius’s sculpted glutes flexing under dark skin as he fucked Claire with a force that made Evie’s knees weak.

“What the fuck—!” Evie choked out, but Darius didn’t stop. He didn’t even slow down. He just looked up at her and smirked, that infuriating, smug smirk, and kept fucking Claire deeper, harder, the sound of flesh slapping flesh filling the room. Claire’s eyes widened when she saw her father’s girlfriend, but she didn’t move. Instead, she fucking smiled!

“Fuck me, Darius! Fuck that pussy!” Claire screamed, eyes never leaving Evie. Each word was a knife in the older woman’s heart.

In a fit of rage, she lunged at Darius, but he was too quick. He rolled off Claire effortlessly, his cock glistening with her Claire’s juices, and stood tall, his dark body radiating power. Claire scrambled to her feet and glared at Evie with pure defiance, poking a finger into her chest.

“What’s the matter, Evie?” Claire hissed. “Jealous?"
“What? Nuh... no!”

“I saw you, bitch!” Claire howled. “I saw you cheating on Dad with him, you lying whore!”

Evie stepped back from Claire’s rage. The venom in her voice was a physical blow that left the older woman breathless. Saw her? No, she couldn’t have. The idea was a knife that turned in her heart, the sharp edge of it too painful to bear. The anger and jealousy warred inside of her, drowned out by the sudden sting of shame. Her body trembled with the weight of it, legs ready to crumble beneath her. She was a cheater. A liar. A fuck toy for Darius. And Michael’s daughter knew.

Evie’s world tilted, spiraled out of her control, and she could do nothing but grasp at the edges of the chaos. Even as her body screamed for Darius, her soul howled in pain. Everything she loved, everything she thought she was, had been twisted and burned in the fires of her own betrayal.

Darius placed a possessive hand on Claire’s shoulder, his dark fingers splayed over her pale skin. “Why don’t we show her how good of a girl you’ve become?” he purred, his deep voice sending shivers down Evie’s spine. Claire’s lips curved into a wicked grin, and she licked her lips, then slowly sank to her knees in front of her father’s black bully. 
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Evie’s breath hitched as Claire leaned forward, her slim, pale hands resting on Darius’s ebony thighs, and took his cock into her mouth. His shaft was enormous, thick and veined, and Claire wrapped her lips around it like she was born for this. She sucked him greedily, her cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper, her eyes never leaving Evie’s. The sight was obscene—the younger woman’s lips stretched around Darius’s cock, her pink tongue swirling around the purple-black tip, her throat working to take the entire length.

Darius groaned, his hand tangling in Claire’s hair, and fucked her face with slow, deliberate strokes. His cock speared between Claire’s lips again and again. Claire gagged but didn’t pull away, letting drool spill out of her mouth and down between her pert breasts, cherry nipples hard as pebbles. The younger woman moaned wetly around his shaft, and Darius grit his teeth in pleasure as the vibrations of her mouth rippled through his veiny, black monster.

Evie couldn’t look away. Her body betrayed her, trembling with a shameful mix of anger and lust. Her pussy clenched as she watched Darius dominate her boyfriend’s daughter, Claire’s throat bulging obscenely around his fat cockhead, her lips stretched into a tight, pink O. The sound of wet slurping filled the room, and Evie’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. She felt a traitorous heat pooling between her legs, a slickness that made her want to scream.

Darius’s eyes locked onto Evie’s, and she saw the challenge there. He wanted her to watch. He wanted her to see how thoroughly he owned Michael’s daughter, how completely he had taken what wasn’t his. And Evie couldn’t deny it—she was jealous. Jealous of the way Claire moaned for him, jealous of the way his cock stretched her mouth, jealous of the way he ruined her.

“That’s my good girl,” Darius rumbled, fingers tangled in her dark, silken hair, petting her like she was a favored pet. Then, without warning, his grip tightened, his fist clenching a handful of her hair and he yanked her head back, forcing her to look up at him, her lips stretched obscenely around the girth of his massive, ebony cock. A wet, lewd pop echoed in the room as he pulled out, her spit-slicked lips glistening in the dim light, her breath hitching as she gasped for air.

But Darius wasn’t done. With a brutal thrust, he slammed his cock back into her mouth, burying himself to the hilt in her tight, wet throat. Claire’s eyes rolled back, her body trembling as she struggled to take him, her gag reflex betraying her with every inch he forced down her. Her fingers clawed at his muscular thighs, desperate for something to hold onto as he fucked her face with a rhythm that was both merciless and precise. Her throat convulsed around him, the sensation driving him wild, his bulging black balls slapping against her pale chin with every thrust.

Evie’s hands clenched into fists at her sides. She wanted to scream, to tear them apart, but she couldn’t move. She was frozen, trapped in the lurid moment, her body betraying her with every second that passed.

Darius’s thick, veiny black cock glistened with a mix of spit and pre-cum as he pulled it from Claire’s mouth with a wet, obscene pop. His dark, heavy balls swung slightly as he turned his gaze to Evie, who stood there, trembling with fear and need.

“Get on your knees.” His icy command made her stomach clench and her thighs slick. She hesitated, but only for a second, before dropping to her knees like the cheating slut she was, her hands trembling as they rested on her thighs.

Claire giggled beside her, face still dripping from sucking Darius’s cock. “Look at you, Evie!” she mocked. “You are so desperate for it. I wonder what Daddy would say?”

Evie mewled like a wounded animal as Darius stepped closer, his massive cock bouncing slightly with each step, the purple-black head swollen and dripping. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back until she was looking up at him, her eyes wide and pleading. “Open wide!” he growled, and when she did, he slapped his cock against her cheek, the weight of it making her gasp.

He dragged the length of his ebony shaft across her pale face, leaving glistening trails of pre-cum against her porcelain skin. Claire's laughter grew as Darius pressed the spongy, dark head of his cock against Evie's lips. "Taste it," he commanded, and she obliged, her pink tongue flicking out to scoop the dollop of sharp, salty jizz from the slit.

Claire moved closer, watching with a cruel smile as Evie’s lips stretched around Darius’s cock. “You like that, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice dripping with malice. “You love sucking his big black cock. Admit it.”

Evie couldn’t answer. Darius’s thick ebony shaft pistoned down Evie’s throat with animalistic fury, veins pulsing against her stretched lips as spit pooled around the obscene union. Her tears blended with drool dripping down swollen cheeks, every thrust smearing his pumping black shaft with spit and pre-cum.

Claire leaned in closer, her own lips brushing against Evie’s ear as she whispered, “You’re such a whore for him. I’ll bet you never let Daddy use your mouth like this!”

Tears stung Evie’s eyes as Darius pulled out of her mouth with a wet schlick, leaving her gasping for air, her lips swollen and shiny with spit. “Your turn,” he said to Claire, and she dropped to her knees beside Evie, their faces now inches apart.

Darius’ thick musk enveloped them as he pressed his weeping cock against their colliding mouths, their saliva mixing with bitter pre-cum dripping down swollen veins. “That’s it, sluts,” he growled. “You look so good sharing my cock.” Claire giggled and Evie moaned as her tongue hit Claire’s, sending a lewd thrill through her. God! How did they look, her and her boyfriend’s daughter on their knees, pale faces and swollen pink lips worshipping every inch of his dark brown shaft? How good it must feel to conquer both women, stealing them from boyfriend and father with nothing but the power of his cock!

As if reading the crushed woman’s mind, Darius smirked and pulled his cock away, ropes of spit connecting their quivering lips to his shaft. Claire reached out, gripping Evie’s pale cheeks. She forced Evie’s lips into a trembling pucker, a mockery of a kiss, as Darius raised his rod high.

With a cruel smack, he brought it down, the meaty thud of his cock against Evie’s swollen mouth reverberating through her jaw. Claire giggled, a sound both innocent and wicked, as she puckered her own lips in mimicry, inviting his brutal rhythm. Darius obliged, his cock swinging back to slap her mouth with a wet smack, then returning to Evie’s flushed face, beating out a degrading tempo that left them both trembling.

“Good girls,” he growled, his voice dripping with dark amusement. “Now up here, Claire. I want to feel that tight pink cunt of yours on my cock.”

Claire obeyed without hesitation, her ass bouncing with a tantalizing promise as she climbed onto the mattress. Evie remained on her knees as Darius sat on the bed, spreading his legs so she could see the full ebony shaft and his bloated black balls rolling against Claire’s sheets.

He gripped Claire’s ass, his brown fingers digging into her creamy flesh, impaling her onto his cock, splitting her tight pussy open like a ripe fruit. Claire let out a pitiful moan that was half pain, half ecstasy as her cunt lips stretched obscenely around the thick shaft.

“Look at her, Evie,” Darius commanded. “Look at how she takes me. How she’s made for this.”

The sight carved itself into Evie’s brain like a hot blade—Darius’s obsidian shaft glistening with Claire’s cum as it speared into Claire’s ripe, pink flesh. Each piston of his hips forced a choked whimper from Claire’s throat, her cunt lips clinging desperately to that brutal girth as it stretched her wide. Veins throbbed along his length, jagged ridges beneath coal-black skin, every bump catching against Claire’s grip as he bottomed out inside her shuddering body.

Evie’s cheeks burned with shame, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away. Claire’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking in a rhythm that drove Darius deeper into her aching cunt. Thick, creamy juices, pre-cum and Claire, dripped down the dark shaft, creating a lewd froth that made Evie’s mouth water. What would it taste like, that foamy mess, a combination of Claire and Darius’s lust? The very thought horrified her and made her cunt spasm.

Darius’s grunt vibrated through Evie’s body when he withdrew completely, leaving Claire’s gaping hole winking at her for one excruciating heartbeat before slamming home again in a single merciless stroke that made the younger woman’s porcelain body jerk and twitch like a pale fish on a dark spear.

“Look at your boyfriend’s little princess,” Darius rumbled. “Taking my black cock like she was made for it.”

Claire’s tear-streaked face contorted in ruined triumph as she locked eyes with Evie—mouth slack around a scream that became laughter when Darius abruptly flipped her onto all fours. He mounted her like a beast then, ebony hands swallowing pale hips as he split her open from behind. The vulgar wet sucking noises of their joining drowned out Evie’s ragged breathing as inches vanished into Claire’s convulsing depths, swollen balls slapping against Claire’s engorged clit with every bed-shaking thrust.

Evie’s knees buckled when Darius reached back to spread Claire’s ass cheeks wider—exposing how his thickness distended her perineum with each withdrawal—before burying himself to the hilt so violently that Claire’s arms gave way and her head was driven onto the mattress.

“E-Evie?” Claire slurred through drooling lips, one hand groping blindly under her to caress Darius’ pounding sac as it painted her thighs with foam. “Watch...watch how full he makes me...”

Evie couldn’t tear her eyes away, even though every fiber of her being screamed at her to stop. Claire’s moan—high-pitched, desperate, and utterly wrecked—sent shivers down her spine. Darius’s deep, guttural growls only made it worse.

“Beg for it, slut,” he snarled. “Tell me what you want.”

Claire’s voice was a broken whimper, but her words were clear, each one a dagger in Evie’s chest. “Please, Darius, breed me! Fuck me full of your black baby! I want your cum deep inside me, Master!”

The room seemed to close in on Evie as Darius grunted in approval, his hips pistoning harder, faster, his cock plunging into Claire’s dripping cunt with unrelenting force. Evie’s own pussy throbbed in response, her panties soaked through with arousal she couldn’t deny. She hated herself for it, hated the way her nipples hardened under her blouse, hated the way her thighs clenched together as if she could somehow muffle the ache between them. But most of all, she hated how much she wanted to be in Claire’s place—how much she craved that massive brown cock splitting her open, filling her with his seed, marking her as his.

“Yes, master! I’m coming! I’M COMING!”

Claire’s body convulsed as her orgasm ripped through her, her back arching as she screamed Darius’s new title. Evie watched in horrified fascination as Claire’s pussy clenched around that thick, black shaft, milking it for every drop of cum. Darius let out a primal roar as he came too, his cock pulsing violently as he pumped Claire’s womb full of his hot, sticky load.

“Take it, you little slut,” he growled. “Take my cum and give me a baby.”

Darius’s cock slid out of Claire with a wet plop, her body trembling from the intensity of her orgasm. She rolled over and spread her legs. Thick, white cum bubbled out of her gaping hole, spilling down the distended pink lips and onto the sheets.

“Look what he did to me, Evie,” she gasped, rolling her fingers in the thick cum and spreading the slime over her swollen clit. “He just knocked me up, and all you did was watch!”

The sight of Darius’s cum dripping out of Claire’s gaping pussy was too much for Evie. Her legs wobbled, her hands clenching into fists as she fought the urge to touch herself. But then Darius’s dark eyes locked onto hers, and a wicked smirk curled his lips.

“Now, be a good girl, and clean me off,” he said as he slid off the bed and shoved her face toward his oozing cock. The musky stench of Claire's pussy clung to his still-throbbing shaft. Thick ropes of pearly cum dripped down his skin, mingling with Claire's creamy arousal in foamy strands that dripped like obscene, milky tears between his throbbing veins. Her whimper caught in her throat when his fist yanked her hair backward, forcing her to stare at the proof of Claire’s betrayal.

"Lick." Darius' command rumbled through the room. "Clean your her cum off me."

The first salty-sweet tang of their mixed fluids exploded across Evie's tongue - bitter jizz undercut by Claire's unmistakable tang. Her gag reflex clenched as he thrust deeper, the spongy crown painting her uvula with the mess. Tears blurred her vision when Darius’s dark fingers scraped her scalp, grinding her nose into the coarse black curls at his base.

"Taste it, Evie," he purred. "Taste the cock that just knocked up your boyfriend’s little girl."

Darius’s cock throbbed against her tongue as Evie's throat convulsed around him, her desperate swallows sending twin trails of spit and residual cum down her chin. When he finally withdrew with a wet pop, his thumb rubbed the slimy cocktail across her bruised and puffy lips.

“Good girl,” he said. “Now it’s your turn.”

Evie’s heart skipped a beat as Darius lifted her from the floor and pushed her onto her back, his massive frame hovering over her. She could feel the heat radiating off him, his dark skin slick with sweat as he pulled off her sodden shorts and panties. She shuddered as the cool air hit her soaked pussy, the shame of what was about to happen warring with the overwhelming need building inside her.

Darius didn’t hesitate, his thick cock already glistening with the slick of anticipation as he lined himself up with Evie’s trembling entrance. The swollen head of his dick pressed against her tight, wet folds, parting her slowly, deliberately, as if savoring the resistance of her body. Evie’s breath hitched in her throat, a shuddering gasp escaping her lips as he pressed forward, forcing his way inside her with a savage thrust that made her toes curl and her nails dig into the sheets.

Her fleshy creamy thighs quivered around his dark body as he sheathed himself fully inside her, that brutal black pillar stretching her beyond reason. The obscene contrast glared back at her—her milky flesh flushed pink with strain where his engorged ebony shaft disappeared into her married cunt. Thick veins pulsed along his length as he withdrew until just the glistening crown remained, then slammed home again with a wet smack.

"Fuck! I am going to fill your married belly with my baby! Just like Claire!" he growled, palming her heavy tits. Each thrust carved her open wider, pink lips stretched shiny and swollen around his invading darkness. Her cunt wept around him, cream mixing with sweat where their bodies met, lewd rivulets dripping down her trembling thighs. He pistoned into her deeper with every stroke, balls slapping against her ass as her wedding ring caught the light with each desperate grasp at twisted sheets.

"Please...oh God please..." she keened, fingers reaching up to claw at his coal-black buttocks. Not pushing him away, but pulling him closer, impaling herself onto that monstrous cock. A woman finally understanding her purpose.

"Take that, slut! Take my cum, baby. Take it and make yourself pregnant!"

“Oh GOD!” she wept, her voice trembling as pleasure, unlike anything she had ever experienced, swelled inside of her. The knowledge that he meant to fill her womb with his seed overwhelmed her with a primal need to be bred by his superior cock. Her pussy clenched around his girth, every inch of him claiming her, dominating her, making her his. Her womb ached where his tip battered it raw, every brutal inch branding her quivering inner flesh and threatening to break her open.

Claire watched from the side of the bed, her fingers tracing teasing circles around Evie’s hardened nipples. “Fuck! You look so pretty like this,” Claire cooed, her voice soft and sweet, a sickening contrast to the lewd scene. She pinched Evie’s nipples hard, eliciting a sharp cry from the older woman’s lips, the pain mixing with the pleasure of Darius’s cock pounding into her with relentless force.

“Please,” Evie begged, her voice a broken sob as Darius pulled back, the thick shaft of his cock sliding out of her slick, swollen pussy before slamming back in with brutal thrusts that made her scream. “Oh God, please... more.”

Claire giggled, her fingers trailing down Evie’s quivering stomach to where Darius’s cock was pistoning in and out of Evie’s cunt, the sound of wet, slapping flesh filling the room. “You’re taking him so well, Evie,” she whispered, her breath hot against Evie’s ear as she leaned in closer, her boyfriend’s daughter slipping a hand between her legs to rub at Evie’s swollen clit. “You’re such a good little slut for him, aren’t you?”

Evie’s mind was unraveling, the dual sensations of Darius’s cock stretching her open and Claire’s fingers teasing her clit sent her spiraling into a haze of pleasure and shame. She could feel herself dripping, her juices coating Darius’s cock as he fucked her harder, deeper, his balls slapping against her fleashy ass with every thrust.

“Cum for him, Evie,” Claire purred, her fingers working faster now, circling Evie’s clit. “Cum all over his big, black cock like the cheating little whore you are.”

Evie’s orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing as she screamed out in pleasure, her pussy clamping down on Darius’s cock with a vice-like grip. He grunted in satisfaction, his thrusts becoming even more relentless as he chased his own release.

“That’s it! I can feel you sucking me in. You really want it, don’t you, Evie? You really want me to fuck a baby into you?”

“Oh, God!” Evie moaned, tears streaming down her face as she felt him swell inside her, the thick head of his cock adding pressure to her womb. It was over for her. She knew that now. Perhaps it was always meant to be this way, from the first moment Darius had fucked her, the first moment she had betrayed her boyfriend with his black bully. “Yes! Do it! Fuck a baby into me. Please! Fuck a baby into meeeeee!”

As her desperate, defeated screams filled the room, Darius roared. The sound swelled within her, adding a lewd, triumphant twist to her lust. She had given him what he wanted, given her body, Claire, her relationship. Everything. And now she was going to get what she deserved.

A black baby.

Darius clenched her hips and pulled her onto his cock as he stabbed balls deep inside her. She screamed as she felt his monster pulse obscenely against her pussy walls. She twitched there for a long moment, her helpless body speared on his dark flesh, then felt him explode in a wet gush as a hot flood of fertile cum filled her womb.

Claire watched with wide eyes as Darius pulled out, his thick cock still dripping with cum as he leaned in to kiss Evie deeply, his tongue claiming her mouth as he whispered promises of more to come.

Claire’s fingers trailed down to where Darius’s cum was already leaking out of Evie’s used pussy, gathering it on her fingertips before bringing it to Evie’s lips. “Clean it up, slut,” she commanded, her voice soft but firm. “You don’t want to waste a single drop.”

Evie obeyed without hesitation, her tongue lapping at Claire’s fingers as she cleaned off every bit of Darius’s seed, the taste of him filling her mouth as she felt the weight of what they had done settle over her. And yet, even as shame burned in her chest, she couldn’t deny the thrill that ran through her at the thought of carrying Darius’s baby, of being claimed by him in the most primal way possible.

Darius leaned back against the headboard, his cock already hardening again. Claire climbed onto the bed beside him, her fingers trailing down his chest as she looked up at him with adoring eyes. “You’re not done with us yet, are you?” she asked.

Darius smirked, his hand reaching out to grip Claire’s chin as he pulled her closer. “Not even close,” he growled, his eyes dark with lust as he glanced over at Evie. “I’m just getting started.”

And as Evie lay there, her body still trembling from the force of his fucking, she knew that this was only the beginning. Darius had claimed her body, her mind, and now he was coming for her soul. And she was powerless to stop him.
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A month later, Michael came home as usual, weary but hopeful after a long day at work. Ever since Claire had begun attending Evie's book club and yoga class, his time with his family had dwindled significantly. He was glad to see his girls getting along, especially after the tension between them over the last two months. Still, it seemed like ages since he had truly spent quality time with either of them. 

However, earlier that day, Evie had sent him a text that sparked a flicker of excitement within him. She mentioned they had something special planned for this evening, a promise that urged him to quicken his pace as he made his way to his front door. The prospect of spending precious time with both Claire and Evie before Claire went back to college filled him with anticipation, and he could hardly wait to discover what the night held in store for them.

“Claire? Evie?” He called as he walked into the living room. The house was dark, except for a lamp. He blinked, his eyes adjusting to the dim light, then froze, the sight before him making his knees buckle. 

There, in his living room, on his sofa, was Darius Kain. The man’s dark, chiseled body sprawled out like he owned the place. His sculpted chest glistened with a thin sheen of sweat, the muscles rippling as he shifted lazily, his thick, veiny forearms resting on the back of the couch like a king holding court. His basketball shorts clung to his hips, the fabric stretched to its limits, barely containing the monstrous bulge that pulsed obscenely beneath. The outline of Darius’s cock was unmistakable: thick, long, and heavy, straining against the fabric like it was begging to be unleashed. 

And, kneeling at his feet like worshippers of a dark god, were his girlfriend and his daughter. 

Claire and Evie’s pale, naked bodies gleamed in the low light, their skin flushed with a heat that made Michael’s blood boil. Claire’s perky tits bounced slightly as she shifted on her knees, her nipples hard and pebbled, while Evie’s ample breasts and lush flesh quivered with a mix of fear and lust. Each woman had a black leather choker around their pale neck, gold “D” pendant dangling like badges proclaiming their ownership.

Michael’s throat closed up, his breath hitching as he took in the scene. his girlfriend’s eyes were downcast, her lashes fluttering against her cheeks, but her lips—plump and pink—curled in a smirk that was equal parts pity and contempt. Claire’s face was flushed, her eyes wide and wet, staring up at Darius with what Michael could only describe as complete adoration. 

Darius didn’t even bother to move. He just tilted his head back, his smirk widening as he locked eyes with Michael. “Welcome home,” he laughed. “Your family’s been waiting for you.” 

The words combined with the image of his girlfriend and daughter kneeling before their dark master, formed a fist that knocked the air out of Michael’s lungs. He wanted to dive forward, to lunge at this arrogant bastard and rip him limb from fucking limb. But he couldn’t move. He couldn’t breathe. All he could do was stare, his cock twitching traitorously in his pants as the truth slammed into him like a freight train. 

His girlfriend. His daughter. HIs.

Except they weren’t his anymore. They belonged to Darius. 

“Kiss my fucking feet,” Darius commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the room like the growl of a predator. Without hesitation, Claire leaned forward, her pink lips parting as she pressed them against the dark skin, her tongue darting out to lap between the dark toes. Evie followed suit, her trembling hands gripping his ankles as she lavished the other foot with sloppy, wet kisses, her saliva leaving a slick sheen on the brown surface. Darius grunted contentedly, then lifted his feet so his girlfriend could lash her tongue over the dirty soles, licking him clean.

“Good girls,” Darius purred, his thick lips curling into a wicked smirk as he looked at Michael, a hard glitter of cruel amusement in his eyes. “Now work your way up.”

––––––––
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MOANS VIBRATED AGAINST velvety brown skin as Michael’s girlfriend and daughter descended like worshippers at an altar. Claire traced serpentine paths along the ridged topography of his left calf while Evie devoured the right with hungry smacks of her swollen lips.

Their faces shone with spit-slick adoration as they mapped every contour from ankle to groin. Claire's tongue plunged between Darius's toes with obscene suction sounds, her mascara running as she gazed up his monumental frame. Evie dragged her front teeth up a quivering inner thigh before sealing her mouth over the throbbing artery there, moaning against the throbbing pulse as Michael sobbed.

"Clean it proper now," Darius growled, spreading his legs wider on the Thompson family couch. Nails dug into brunette scalps as he forced their faces deeper into his crotch's shadowed heat, where pre-cum stained his shorts. The women trembled, not from disgust but rapture, as they buried their noses deep into the sweaty musky between his legs.

“Turn around,” Darius ordered, his voice dripping with authority. The women obeyed, swiveling on their knees to face Michael, their faces flushed with a mix of humiliation and arousal. For the first time Michael saw the tattoos branded just above their shaved pussies—heart-shaped designs with Darius’s initials etched permanently into their flesh. The ink was still fresh, the skin around it slightly inflamed, a mark of their complete and utter submission to his black bully.

“Look at that, Michael,” Darius sneered, his large black hands digging into their breasts. “Your girlfriend and daughter wanted to make sure everyone knows who they belong to now. Isn't that right, Claire Bear?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Claire moaned, her voice trembling with desire as she presseed her supple breast into Darius’s palm.

Evie nodded, her eyes locked on Michael’s horrified face. “It’s better this way,” she said, her voice a mixture of apology and defiance. “He gives us what you never could.”

Michael screamed then, sinking slowly to the floor as Darius laughed, pulling the women closer. Michael continued to sob, even as the sucking sounds turned into the wet sounds of flesh pounding flesh, his girlfriend’s and Daughter’s screams signalling the death of his once happy life.
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	          A Hometown Bully Christmas

          
        
          
	          Taming the Ivywood Housewives: The Complete Series

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Pool Boy's Harem

          
        
          
	          The Trophy Wife

          
        
          
	          The Newlywed

          
        
          
	          The Bilionaire's Wife

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Won by my Boss's Son

          
        
          
	          Losing to my Boss's Son

          
        
          
	          Betting Against My Boss's Son

          
        
          
	          Humiliated by my Boss's Son

          
        
          
	          Defeated by my Boss's Son

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Working Late

          
        
          
	          The Evangelist's Wife

          
        
          
	          Interracial Cuckold Collection

          
        
          
	          Warrior Pink Vs. The Geek

          
        
          
	          The Poolboy's Harem: The Complete Series

          
        
          
	          My Boss's Son: The Complete Series

          
        
          
	          Like Daughter, Like Mother

          
        
          
	          Black to the Neighborhood

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Manus Dare’s site.
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	    About the Author

        
            Have you ever wanted to read a story where the bad guy gets the girl and the hero is forced to watch?
Whether it's a bully seducing a loving wife, or a fairy tale villain ravishing a Disney princess, Manus Dare creates dark and twisted tales of cheating and cuckolding you can't help but love!

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Manus Dare’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
VAGK T0. THE‘

o

NEl 6HROR00b






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/ata_image.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





