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Chapter one
Pre-Season Clinic


Peyton adjusts the straps of her sports bra for the third time in ten minutes, trying to ignore how the elastic digs into the soft undersides of her breasts. The August heat still clings to the air inside the university’s auxiliary gym despite the industrial fans roaring overhead. Sweat already beads along her hairline and trickles down the valley between her perky C-cups, darkening the pale lavender fabric of her cropped cheer tank.

She’s one of thirty incoming freshmen scattered across the gleaming hardwood, all of them stretching, chatting, sizing each other up. Most look exactly like what Peyton expected when she committed to Northern Plains State: sun-kissed California blondes, tall athletic brunettes with dancer legs, a handful of curvy girls who clearly spent high school tumbling and stunting. Peyton fits right in—at 5'4" she’s on the shorter side for bases, but her cheer-trained body is compact, toned, and disproportionately round in all the places that matter. Her firm ass fills out the tiny spandex shorts perfectly; every time she bends to touch her toes she feels eyes drift downward.

She tells herself the attention is normal. Encouraged, even. Cheerleaders are supposed to be noticed.

What she isn’t supposed to notice—or at least isn’t supposed to let herself stare at—is the basketball crew working out on the far side of the divided gym.

The divider is only a thin mesh curtain, more symbolic than functional. Through it Peyton can see long-limbed bodies sprinting suicides, hear the rhythmic squeak of sneakers and the sharp bark of a coach’s whistle. But one player keeps pulling her focus no matter how hard she tries to concentrate on the clinic instructor’s warm-up cues.

He’s impossible to miss.

Kairo—that’s what one of the other cheer girls whispered his name is—stands easily six-six, maybe taller. His skin is a deep, glossy ebony that catches every stray beam of sunlight slanting through the high windows. Sweat sheens his shoulders and runs in rivulets down the carved ridges of his back, disappearing into the waistband of loose black basketball shorts. When he plants and explodes into a defensive slide, the muscles in his thighs and calves flex with controlled power that makes Peyton’s stomach clench in a way she doesn’t fully understand.

He’s not even trying to show off. That’s the worst part. He moves like someone who has already proven everything he needs to prove—fluid, economical, utterly certain. Every once in a while he glances toward the cheer side of the gym. Not obvious. Just a casual flick of dark eyes beneath heavy brows. But each time his gaze sweeps past her, Peyton feels heat bloom beneath her navel, sharp and sudden, like someone snapped a rubber band against her clit.

She forces her attention back to the instructor—Coach Marisa, a former All-American who still moves like she could tumble a full pass without breaking a sweat. They move into partner stretches. Peyton pairs with a sweet-faced redhead named Mia who chatters nervously about dorm assignments and whether the dining hall pizza is as bad as everyone says. Peyton nods, smiles, tries to match the other girl’s energy, but her mind keeps drifting across the mesh curtain.

Kairo is doing one-on-one defensive work now. He’s switched to a gray cutoff tank that clings to his torso like wet paint, the arm holes so large she can see the shadowed curve where his pecs meet his ribs. When he backpedals and then lunges to cut off an imaginary drive, the front of his shorts shifts, and Peyton’s breath hitches.

There’s a heavy, unmistakable outline pressing against the thin fabric.

Not fully hard—she’s almost certain of that—but thick. Long. Hanging with lazy confidence even at rest. The kind of weight that would pull the waistband away from his lower abs if he weren’t wearing compression shorts underneath.

Her mouth goes dry.

She’s seen penises before—mostly in hurried high-school hookups in dark basements or the backs of cars. Small, eager, finished too quickly. Nothing like… that. Nothing that looked like it belonged on a man built like him.

“Peyton? You okay?” Mia’s voice pulls her back.

“Yeah—sorry. Just… zoned out.” Peyton forces a laugh, tucks a damp strand of platinum hair behind her ear. Her ponytail is already coming loose from all the head movements during cheers.

Mia follows her gaze, then smirks. “Ohhh. Basketball guys. Yeah, they’re distracting. Especially Kairo. He’s basically campus legend already and the semester hasn’t even started.”

Peyton’s cheeks burn. “I wasn’t—”

“You totally were.” Mia grins, not meanly. “Don’t worry, every girl here has already had the same thought. He doesn’t really date cheerleaders, though. Or anyone, really. Too busy breaking freshmen hearts and then disappearing back to the gym.”

The words should discourage her. Instead they land somewhere low in her belly and twist into something hotter.

Coach Marisa calls them into formation for the first stunt sequence of the day—basic prep lifts into liberties. Peyton takes her place as a base, locking her arms under another girl’s foot. As they count off and drive upward, she feels the familiar burn in her shoulders, the satisfying strain in her thighs.

But every time they reset and she glances toward the other side of the gym, Kairo is watching.

Not staring. Not leering. Just… watching. Like he’s cataloging every flex of her ass when she dips to load the stunt, every time her tank rides up to expose the smooth dip of her lower back, every quick breath that makes her breasts rise and fall.

When the clinic breaks for water, Peyton lingers near the edge of the mats, pretending to check her shoelaces. Through the mesh she sees Kairo towel off his face, then toss the towel over his shoulder. He turns, catches her looking—really catches her this time—and the corner of his mouth lifts in the smallest, most knowing smile she’s ever seen.

Her pulse slams in her throat.

He doesn’t approach. Doesn’t need to.

He just lets her look her fill for three long heartbeats before turning back to his teammates, leaving Peyton standing there flushed and breathless with a tingling ache between her thighs that no amount of stretching is going to relieve.

She doesn’t know his voice yet. Doesn’t know how deep it rumbles when he speaks directly to her, how filthy the words can sound when they’re whispered against her ear.

But she already knows she wants to find out.


Chapter two
Clinic Intensity


The second day of the cheer clinic dawns muggy and merciless. Peyton wakes in the dorm room she’s sharing with two other freshmen—both still asleep—and immediately feels the low, insistent throb between her thighs that has refused to leave since yesterday. She presses her palm against her mound through the thin cotton of her sleep shorts, half hoping the pressure will dull the ache. It only makes it worse.

She remembers Kairo’s eyes on her. Remembers the slow curl of his mouth when he caught her staring. Remembers the obscene weight outlined in his shorts.

By the time she pulls her hair into its high ponytail and slips into fresh practice gear—white cropped tank, royal-blue spandex shorts that ride high on her toned cheeks—her nipples are already tight peaks against the fabric and her pussy feels swollen, slick even before she’s left the room.

The gym is louder today. More bodies, more music thumping through portable speakers, more shouted counts echoing off cinderblock walls. The mesh curtain still hangs between the cheer mats and the basketball half-court, but someone has rolled it halfway up, leaving only the bottom three feet as a flimsy barrier. Peyton tells herself it’s so the coaches can see both groups better. She knows it’s bullshit.

They spend the morning drilling basic stunts—shoulder sits, prep tosses, introductory basket tosses. Peyton’s assigned as a back base again; her job is to lock her arms, brace her core, and drive upward with controlled power when the flyer launches. Every time she dips low to load the stunt, her shorts pull tight across her ass and she feels exposed, hyper-aware of the open sightline across the gym.

Kairo is there again.

He’s running shooting drills this time—corner threes, pull-ups off the dribble, floaters in traffic. Shirtless now, because the heat is brutal and no one seems to care. Sweat glistens on his deep ebony skin like oil, tracing every carved line of his abs, pooling in the deep V that disappears into his shorts. When he rises for a jump shot, the long muscles in his back and shoulders ripple, and Peyton’s grip on her flyer’s ankles falters for half a second.

“Focus, Peyton!” Coach Marisa snaps from the sideline.

“Sorry, Coach.” Her voice comes out higher than usual.

But focus is impossible.

Every few minutes Kairo pauses to catch his breath, towel draped over his neck, and his gaze finds her. Not subtle anymore. Deliberate. He lets his eyes drag down her body—over the flushed skin of her chest, the way her tank clings damply to the undersides of her breasts, the curve of her waist flaring into rounded hips—then back up to meet her eyes. When their stares lock, he lifts one dark brow in slow challenge.

Peyton’s clit pulses in response, a sharp, needy twitch that makes her thighs clench.

By lunch break she’s a mess—sweat-soaked, flushed to the roots of her platinum hair, pussy lips slippery and swollen inside her shorts. She ducks into the hallway near the water fountain, pretending to check her phone while she tries to breathe through the low-grade fever burning under her skin.

Footsteps approach—long, unhurried.

She doesn’t look up. She doesn’t have to.

Kairo stops a few feet away, close enough that she can smell him—clean sweat, cedar body wash, something darker and more masculine underneath. He leans one thick forearm against the wall above her head, caging her without touching.

“You keep losing your count out there, little cheerleader,” he says. His voice is low, velvet-gravel, the kind that vibrates in her chest. “Something distracting you?”

Peyton’s mouth goes dry. She forces herself to meet his eyes—dark brown, almost black, heavy-lidded with amusement and something hungrier.

“I’m fine,” she lies. Her voice cracks on the last word.

He chuckles, a deep rolling sound that makes her nipples tighten painfully. “You sure about that? ’Cause every time I look over, you’re staring right back. And your cheeks get real pink when you do.”

Heat floods her face—and lower. She shifts her weight, thighs rubbing together, and the friction against her soaked folds nearly makes her whimper.

“I—I wasn’t—”

“Don’t lie to me, baby girl.” He leans in just enough that his breath brushes her ear. “I see you squeezing those pretty thighs together every time I catch you looking. Bet that tight little pussy is dripping for me right now, isn’t it?”

Peyton’s breath hitches. No one has ever spoken to her like that—crude, certain, filthy. Her high-school boyfriends fumbled through awkward compliments; this man talks like he already owns the parts of her she’s barely explored herself.

She should walk away. She should laugh it off, call him cocky, anything.

Instead she whispers, “Maybe.”

His grin is slow, predatory. “That’s what I thought.”

He doesn’t touch her—not yet—but he stays close, letting her feel the heat radiating off his bare torso, the sheer size of him looming over her smaller frame. She has to tilt her head back to hold his gaze, and the angle makes her feel small, delicate, deliciously overpowered.

“Tell you what,” he murmurs. “You keep working hard out there, keep showing me that perfect little ass every time you bend for a stunt… and maybe later I’ll show you exactly what’s been distracting you so bad.”

He lets the words hang between them, thick with promise.

Then he straightens, gives her one last lingering look—down her flushed throat, over the hard points of her nipples, lower to where her shorts are visibly damp at the crotch—and turns back toward the gym without another word.

Peyton stands frozen against the wall, heart hammering, clit throbbing so hard she’s afraid one more brush of fabric will make her come right there in the hallway.

The rest of the afternoon is torture.

They move into full routines now—chants, jumps, tumbling passes. Peyton’s body moves on autopilot while her mind replays his voice on a loop: tight little pussy… dripping for me… perfect little ass…

Every time she glances across the court, Kairo is watching. When she executes a clean Herkie jump, legs splitting wide, he licks his lower lip. When she drops into a low load for a basket toss, ass high and cheeks spread slightly by the stretch of her shorts, his eyes darken and he adjusts himself—casual, shameless—letting her see the thick ridge of his cock shift heavily against his thigh.

By the time Coach Marisa calls time, Peyton is shaking.

She lingers again after the group disperses, pretending to roll up mats while the gym slowly empties. The basketball players are still shooting around, laughter echoing, sneakers squeaking.

Kairo stays longest.

When the last of his teammates heads out, he grabs a towel, wipes his face, and walks straight toward her.

The mesh curtain is still half-up. No one else is close.

He stops on his side, close enough that only the thin barrier separates them.

“Tomorrow’s the last day of clinic,” he says quietly. “You gonna keep teasing me with those little shorts, Peyton?”

She swallows. “I—I don’t know what you mean.”

He laughs under his breath. “You know exactly what I mean. And you like it.”

Her pulse roars in her ears.

He steps closer to the curtain, voice dropping to a rumble only she can hear.

“Tomorrow after we wrap… meet me in the hallway outside the locker rooms. No one’s around after five. I’ll show you what happens when a good girl like you keeps looking at a man like me the way you’ve been looking.”

He reaches through the gap in the curtain—just his hand, palm up.

Peyton stares at it—huge, long-fingered, veins standing out against dark skin.

She places her smaller, paler hand in his.

He squeezes once, firm, possessive.

Then he lets go and walks away, leaving her trembling, soaked, and already aching for tomorrow.


Chapter three
After-Clinic Encounter


The final session of the cheer clinic ends and Peyton stays behind while the other girls stream out in laughing clusters, gym bags slung over shoulders, already planning dinner at the campus grill or first-weekend parties. She tells Coach Marisa she wants to stretch properly—her hamstrings feel tight after all the tumbling—and the coach just nods, distracted by her clipboard.

The gym empties fast. Lights dim in sections as timers kick in. The basketball side goes quiet too; the last players trickle out, voices echoing down the hallway toward the locker rooms.

Peyton unrolls her mat near the far wall, away from the main doors. She drops into a deep forward fold, ass high, forehead toward the floor, shorts riding up so the lower curves of her cheeks peek out. The position pulls the soaked crotch of her spandex tight against her swollen pussy lips, and she bites her lip at the pressure. She’s been wet since Kairo’s whispered promise yesterday—since his huge hand closed around hers through the curtain—and the ache has only sharpened with every passing hour.

She holds the stretch longer than necessary, breathing shallow, half hoping, half terrified he’ll actually show.

Footsteps.

Heavy. Deliberate. Coming from the hallway that connects the gym to the athletic center’s locker wing.

Peyton doesn’t straighten. She stays folded over, heart slamming against her ribs, listening as the steps slow and stop just behind her.

A low, rumbling chuckle rolls through the empty space.

“Damn, baby girl. You really stayed.”

His voice is thicker now—deeper, rougher—like he’s been holding back all day. Peyton feels the heat of him even before she looks. She slowly rises from the fold, turning to face him, and the sight steals the air from her lungs.

Kairo stands shirtless, basketball shorts slung low on his narrow hips, towel draped over one massive shoulder. Sweat still gleams on his dark skin, highlighting every ridge of muscle: the deep cuts along his obliques, the heavy slabs of his pecs, the thick cords of his forearms. But it’s lower that her eyes lock and refuse to move.

The front of his shorts is obscene.

Even mostly soft, the outline of his cock is impossible to ignore. Thick, heavy, snaking down one thigh almost to the hem. The fabric tents outward where the head must sit, creating a fat, rounded bulge that shifts slightly with his breathing. Peyton’s mouth floods with saliva. She’s never seen anything like it—not in porn, not in furtive late-night scrolling. It looks angry. Powerful. Far too big for any reasonable expectation.

“You like looking, don’t you?” Kairo steps closer. No hesitation. No shame. “Been staring at this dick since day one. Thought I didn’t notice?”

Peyton’s face burns. She tries to speak—some denial, some deflection—but all that comes out is a soft, needy sound.

He closes the distance until she has to tilt her head way back to meet his eyes. At 6'6" he towers over her 5'4" frame; she feels tiny, fragile, deliciously dwarfed. His scent wraps around her—sweat, cedar, raw masculinity—and her clit throbs hard enough to make her thighs twitch.

“Answer me, Peyton.” His voice drops to a growl. “You like looking at a big black cock?”

She nods before she can stop herself. Small, jerky. Embarrassed. Desperate.

“Good girl.” He reaches out, slow, and hooks one long finger under the strap of her sports bra. Doesn’t pull it down—just holds it, letting the elastic bite into her skin. “You’ve been teasing me with this tight little body all week. Bending over, jumping, shaking that fat ass. You know what that does to a man like me?”

Her breath shudders out. “I… I didn’t mean—”

“Bullshit.” He tugs the strap lightly, making her breasts jiggle. “You meant every second of it. You wanted me hard. Wanted me thinking about stretching that virgin pussy while you counted your cheers.”

The word virgin hits like a slap. She hasn’t told anyone here she’s never gone all the way—not even the boyfriends who got handjobs in movie theaters or fingered her clumsily in cars. But Kairo says it like he already knows. Like he can smell it on her.

He steps even closer. Their bodies almost touch now—her stiff nipples brush the damp plane of his abs through her thin tank. She can feel the heat pouring off him, can see the slow throb of that massive bulge inches from her stomach.

“Lift your arms,” he orders.

She obeys instantly. No thought. Just instinct.

He peels her tank up and over her head in one smooth motion, leaving her in just the lavender sports bra and shorts. Her nipples are rock-hard, poking obscenely against the fabric. Kairo groans low in his throat, palming one breast through the bra—huge hand engulfing the entire mound.

“Fuck, these tits are perfect. Perky little C-cups just begging to bounce while I fuck you stupid.”

Peyton whimpers. The casual filth of his words makes her pussy clench so hard a fresh gush of wetness soaks through her shorts.

He slides his hand down her trembling stomach, fingers splaying wide over her flat midriff, then lower—cupping her mound through the spandex. The heel of his palm presses right against her clit.

She gasps, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

“So fucking wet already,” he murmurs, rubbing slow circles that make her knees buckle. “This pussy been crying for me since I first looked at you, huh?”

“Yes,” she breathes. The admission feels like surrender.

He leans down, lips brushing her ear. “You’re gonna be such a good little slut for this dick, Peyton. Gonna open wide and take every thick inch till you’re screaming my name.”

His free hand grips her ponytail, tilting her head back so she has to look up at him. Then he presses forward—slow, deliberate—until the heavy length of his cock nestles against her stomach through their clothes.

Even mostly soft, it’s enormous. The thick shaft lies diagonally across her navel, the bulbous head reaching well past her belly button. She can feel every vein, every ridge, the sheer weight of it pinning her in place. Heat radiates through the thin layers of fabric; she swears she can feel it pulsing in time with his heartbeat.

Her mind blanks. All rational thought dissolves into one screaming need: more.

Kairo doesn’t pull away. Instead he rocks his hips—once, slow—dragging that monster along her stomach in a lazy grind. The friction is immediate and devastating. The fat ridge of his shaft presses into her soft belly, sliding upward until the swollen head nudges just under her breasts, then reverses, dragging back down so the length settles heavy and hot against her navel again.

Peyton’s breath catches on a whine. Her hands fly to his hips, fingers digging into the hard muscle there, trying to pull him closer even though she has no idea what she’s doing.

He chuckles darkly against her temple. “Feel how fucking heavy it is? That’s all for you, baby. Been thickening up every time you bent over in those shorts. Every time you spread those legs for a jump. Now you get to feel what you’ve been begging for.”

He rolls his hips again—deeper this time—grinding the entire length of his cock against her in a slow, deliberate drag. The fabric between them does nothing to hide the obscene size difference: her flat, toned stomach looks tiny beneath the thick black snake draped across it. She can feel the veins throbbing against her skin, the way the head flares wider when he presses harder, the slow swell as blood rushes in and makes him even bigger.

Peyton’s thighs tremble. Her clit is a pulsing knot of need, trapped against the seam of her shorts, and every grind sends sparks shooting up her spine. She rocks forward instinctively, trying to rub herself against the base of his shaft where it’s thickest.

“Uh-uh.” Kairo’s grip tightens on her ponytail, holding her still. “You don’t get to hump me yet. You get to feel what’s coming. Feel how much bigger I’m getting just from touching this soft little white body.”

He grinds again—longer, slower—letting her feel every inch as he drags from balls to tip and back. The head catches on the underside of her bra, nudging her breasts upward before sliding down again. Peyton’s eyes roll back; a thin whimper escapes her throat.

“Look down,” he orders. “Watch it.”

She obeys, gaze dropping to where their bodies meet. The contrast is obscene: her pale, flushed skin against his deep ebony, her small frame completely overshadowed by the sheer mass of him. His cock is visibly thicker now—hardening with each slow roll—stretching the front of his shorts so taut she can see the outline of the fat coronal ridge, the prominent veins snaking along the shaft. The head is a blunt, angry mushroom now, leaking enough precum that a dark wet spot blooms at the tip.

“See that?” Kairo’s voice is rougher, breath hotter against her ear. “That’s what happens when a tight little cheer slut teases me all week. Gets me so full I’m dripping for her. Tomorrow night I’m gonna paint your insides with it. Gonna stretch this virgin cunt till it gapes, then fill it so deep you’ll feel me for days.”

He grinds harder—once, twice—pressing the full length flush against her stomach so she can feel the heartbeat throbbing through it. Peyton’s legs shake violently; she’s so close, so embarrassingly close, just from this dry, clothed friction. Her pussy clenches desperately on nothing, slick running down her inner thighs.

“Please,” she whispers, voice cracking.

“Please what, baby girl?” He rolls again, slower, letting the head drag up between her breasts this time, smearing precum through her sports bra.

“Please… more,” she begs, hips twitching despite his hold.

He groans—low, primal—and finally gives her one last, punishing grind: hips snapping forward so the thick base mashes against her mound while the length rides up her torso. The pressure on her clit is perfect, unbearable. Peyton’s eyes flutter shut, a broken moan tearing from her throat as her whole body locks up.

But he stops—just before she tips over the edge.

He steps back abruptly, leaving her swaying, dazed, aching, the front of her bra damp with his precum, her shorts a soaked ruin.

“Not yet,” he growls, voice thick with restraint. “Tomorrow. My place. Nine o’clock. Wear something easy to rip off. And don’t you dare touch that pussy tonight. Save every drop for me.”

He drags his thumb across her swollen lower lip, smearing her own spit there, then turns and walks toward the locker-room hallway—cock now fully outlined, thick and heavy, swinging with each step like a promise.

Peyton stands frozen in the middle of the dim gym, sports bra askew, body trembling, pussy clenching on empty air, the ghost of his size still burned into her skin.

She doesn’t know how she’s going to survive until tomorrow.

But she knows she’ll be there—desperate, dripping, and already ruined for anything less.


Chapter four
The Invite


Peyton spends the evening in a fever. She showers three times, trying to wash away the sticky memory of Kairo’s precum drying on her sports bra, the phantom weight of his cock still pressed against her stomach. It doesn’t work. Every time she closes her eyes she sees the thick black shaft snaking across her pale skin, feels the slow, torturous grind that left her edged and shaking. Her clit stays swollen, aching; touching herself feels like betrayal after he ordered her not to. So she doesn’t. She lies on her narrow dorm bed in nothing but panties, thighs pressed tight, and whimpers into her pillow until exhaustion finally pulls her under.

The text comes the next morning.

Unknown number: Basketball house tonight. Casual. 8pm. Bring that tight little body. –K

No question mark. No please. Just the address pinned below and a single flame emoji.

Her pulse kicks hard enough to bruise her ribs.

She spends the day distracted—orientation sessions blur together, small talk with new roommates bounces off her like rain. All she can think about is tonight. His place. Something easy to rip off.

By 7:30 she’s standing in front of the full-length mirror in the shared bathroom, heart hammering. She chose a thin white sundress—short, cotton, no bra because the straps would show. The fabric clings to her damp skin the second she steps outside into the humid night. Her nipples pebble instantly, dark pink circles visible through the material. She doesn’t bother with panties either; the thought of bare pussy under the dress, slick and ready for him, makes her thighs tremble as she walks across campus.

The basketball house is a big off-campus rental on the edge of Greek row—two stories, porch lights blazing, music thumping low through open windows. Cars line the street; laughter spills onto the lawn. It looks like any other college party, except Peyton knows exactly why she’s here.

She climbs the steps on unsteady legs. The front door is propped open. Inside it’s dim, crowded—mostly tall athletic guys in hoodies and shorts, a handful of girls in crop tops and tiny skirts. Heads turn as she steps in; she feels the weight of eyes on her bare legs, on the way the dress hugs her round ass and perky tits. She keeps her chin up, ponytail swinging, and scans for him.

Kairo finds her first.

He’s leaning against the kitchen island in a black compression shirt and gray sweats—casual, but the outfit does nothing to hide the long, heavy outline running down his left thigh. When their eyes meet across the room, he doesn’t smile. He just lifts his chin in a slow, commanding nod and crooks two fingers.

Come here.

Peyton’s stomach flips. She weaves through bodies, pulse roaring in her ears. He doesn’t move until she’s right in front of him—close enough to smell the faint cedar on his skin, close enough to see the slow throb behind the gray cotton.

“Thought you might chicken out,” he murmurs, voice pitched low so only she can hear.

“I almost did,” she admits, voice small.

He reaches out, fingertips brushing the thin strap on her shoulder. “Good thing you didn’t. Been thinking about this pussy all day. How wet it got just from grinding on my dick yesterday.”

Her breath hitches. She glances around—no one’s paying attention; the music’s loud, conversations overlapping—but the risk still makes her clit pulse.

Kairo’s hand slides to the small of her back, guiding her through the crowd without a word. They slip down a hallway, past a bathroom line, up a narrow staircase. The noise fades behind them. He pushes open a door at the end of the hall—his room, she realizes. Neat, sparse: king bed, desk piled with protein tubs, a single lamp casting warm gold light.

He kicks the door shut. Locks it.

Then he’s on her.

Not gentle.

He spins her around, presses her back to the door, and crashes his mouth down on hers. The kiss is filthy from the first second—tongue pushing in, claiming, tasting like mint and hunger. Peyton moans into it, hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging into muscle. He groans back, low and rough, and grinds forward so she feels every thick inch of him hardening against her belly.

“Fuck, you came ready,” he growls against her lips. One huge hand slides under her dress, cupping her bare ass, squeezing hard enough to leave fingerprints. “No panties? Dirty little cheer slut.”

She whimpers, nodding frantically. “Wanted… wanted you to have easy access.”

His laugh is dark. “Good thinking. ’Cause I’m gonna need it.”

He lifts her effortlessly—hands under her thighs, spreading her legs around his waist—and pins her against the door. The new angle presses his now rock-hard cock right against her naked pussy. Even through his sweats the heat is searing; the fat head notches against her slick folds, sliding up and down her slit with every shallow rock of his hips.

Peyton’s head falls back against the wood with a thud. “Oh god—Kairo—”

“Feel that?” He grinds harder, letting her feel the full, throbbing length drag along her clit. “That’s eleven thick inches about to ruin this tight virgin cunt. You ready to stretch for me, baby girl?”

She’s shaking. The dress is rucked up around her waist now; her bare pussy lips hug the ridge of his cock through the fabric, smearing wetness across gray cotton. Every grind sends sparks shooting through her core. She’s already so close—edged since yesterday, denied, desperate.

“Please,” she begs, hips rolling helplessly. “Please let me feel it… without clothes…”

He pulls back just enough to yank his shirt over his head, revealing the carved ebony expanse of his torso. Then he hooks his thumbs in his waistband and shoves the sweats down.

His cock springs free—thick, veined, curving slightly upward, the dark head glistening with precum. It slaps heavily against her inner thigh, leaving a wet streak. Peyton stares, mouth open, unable to look away. It’s even bigger up close—longer than her forearm, thicker than her wrist. The contrast against her pale skin is obscene.

Kairo grips the base and slaps the shaft against her mound—once, twice—making wet smacking sounds. “Look how small your pussy looks next to this dick. Gonna have to work you open slow… or maybe not. Maybe I’ll just force it in and make you take it.”

She whimpers, thighs trembling around his waist.

He notches the head at her entrance—barely parting her lips—and rocks forward. Not inside. Just enough to stretch the outer ring, to let her feel the impossible girth trying to breach her.

Peyton’s eyes roll back. “It’s too big—”

“Shhh.” He kisses her again, slower this time, tongue stroking deep while he keeps that torturous pressure—tiny rocks, stretching her entrance without penetrating. “You’re gonna open for me. Gonna cream all over this fat black cock like the needy little white slut you are.”

He grinds again—long, slow drags up and down her slit, coating every veined inch in her slick. The head catches on her clit over and over until she’s crying into his mouth, hips bucking, begging without words.

Then he stops.

Sets her on her feet.

Steps back.

His cock stands proud, glistening with her arousal, throbbing angrily.

“Get on your knees,” he orders. “Show me how bad you want it.”

Peyton drops instantly—knees hitting the carpet, dress still bunched at her waist, pussy dripping down her thighs. She stares up at him, hazel eyes wide and glassy with lust.

Kairo strokes himself once—slow, deliberate—milking a thick bead of precum from the slit. It drips in a slow, viscous string toward her waiting mouth.

“Open that pretty mouth, Peyton. Time to taste what’s gonna breed you tomorrow night.”

She parts her lips, tongue peeking out, trembling with anticipation. Kairo steps forward, gripping the base with one hand while the other tangles in her ponytail, guiding her forward.

The head touches her tongue first—hot, salty, velvet-smooth. She whimpers at the taste, the musky weight of him flooding her senses. He’s so thick she has to stretch her jaw to its limit just to fit the crown past her lips. The corners of her mouth burn immediately, stretching painfully around his girth.

“That’s it,” he rumbles. “Suck on that fat black head. Get it nice and wet before I fuck your throat.”

Peyton moans around him, the vibration making his shaft twitch. She swirls her tongue over the flared ridge, lapping up the steady leak of precum, then flattens it along the underside, tracing the thick vein that pulses hot against her tastebuds. Her small hands wrap around the shaft—both of them barely meeting around the middle. She strokes what she can’t fit, slow and reverent, feeling every ridge, every vein, the sheer impossible thickness that makes her head spin.

Kairo tightens his grip on her ponytail. “Deeper, baby girl. I want to feel that virgin throat squeeze me.”

He pushes forward—slow but relentless. The head slides past her tongue, nudges the soft palate, then presses against the back of her throat. Peyton’s eyes water instantly; her gag reflex kicks hard. She gurgles around him, a wet, choking sound that makes her cheeks flush hotter. Saliva floods her mouth, spilling from the corners in thick strings.

He doesn’t stop. Another inch. Her throat convulses, trying to push him out, but he holds her steady, hips rocking in tiny, insistent thrusts.

“Relax that throat,” he growls. “Breathe through your nose. You’re gonna take more—gonna gag on this big black cock till you’re crying for it.”

Peyton forces herself to breathe—short, panicked inhales through her nose. Tears stream down her cheeks, mascara running in dark tracks. Another push—deeper still. The thick head bullies past her tonsils, stretching her throat open in a burning ring of pressure. She gags violently now, body jerking, throat spasming around the invading girth. Wet, choking glurks fill the room—her desperate attempts to swallow around him, saliva bubbling at her lips, dripping in messy rivulets down her chin and onto her tits.

Kairo groans, low and primal. “Fuck yes—listen to that throat choke. That’s what a good white slut sounds like when she’s learning her place.”

He pulls back just enough for her to gasp a ragged breath—strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock—then thrusts forward again, deeper than before. The head pops past the tightest part of her throat; she feels it lodge there, bulging her neck slightly. Her eyes bulge, fresh tears spilling, but she doesn’t fight. She lets him hold her there, throat fluttering helplessly around the thick intrusion.

“Hold it,” he commands. “Feel how deep I am. Feel how your throat’s stretched around my dick like a tight little sleeve.”

Peyton’s vision blurs. Her lungs burn. Her pussy clenches hard on nothing, a fresh gush of slick running down her inner thighs. The humiliation—the stretch—the utter helplessness—coils into something white-hot and addictive.

He finally eases back, letting her cough and gasp, thick ropes of saliva dangling from her chin. But he doesn’t give her long. He feeds it back in—faster this time—setting a steady rhythm of deep, throat-fucking strokes. Each thrust makes her gag anew: wet, guttural glurks, choking spasms that milk his shaft, tears streaming freely. Her hands clutch his thighs for balance, nails digging in as he uses her mouth like a toy.

“Look at me while you choke,” he orders.

Peyton forces her watery eyes upward. His dark gaze locks on hers—hungry, possessive. “That’s right. Cry on this dick. Show me how bad you need to be owned.”

He picks up pace—short, brutal thrusts that make her throat bulge visibly with every plunge. Spit sprays from her lips with each withdrawal; her jaw aches, throat raw, but she keeps sucking, keeps gagging, keeps taking more because the depravity of it makes her clit throb like a second heartbeat.

Kairo’s breathing turns ragged. His balls tighten against her chin. “Fuck—gonna cum down this wrecked throat soon. Then you’re going home dripping and desperate, thinking about how bad you need this dick splitting your cherry tomorrow.”

He pulls out abruptly, cock slick and shining with her saliva, veins pulsing angrily. Peyton gasps for air, coughing, strings of spit hanging from her chin like obscene jewelry.

“Beg for my load in your throat,” he growls, stroking himself fast.

“Please,” she rasps, voice ruined. “Cum down my throat—fill me, mark me, make me choke on your cum… I need it, Kairo, please—”

With a guttural roar he slams back in—deep, holding her nose against his pubes as he erupts. Hot, thick ropes flood her throat directly; she gags hard around the pulsing shaft, swallowing convulsively, but some spills from the corners of her mouth anyway, dripping down her neck. He holds her impaled until every last spurt is spent, throat working frantically around him.

When he finally eases out, Peyton collapses forward onto her hands and knees, gasping, coughing, cum and spit smeared across her lips, chin, and tits. Her throat burns raw, used, claimed.

Kairo hauls her up by the ponytail, kisses her messy mouth—tasting himself on her tongue—then wipes his thumb across her swollen lower lip, smearing the mess.

“Not bad for your first time sucking black cock,” he murmurs, voice still rough. “But we’re not done, baby girl. Not even close.”

He steps back, cock still half-hard and glistening, and grabs her dress from the floor. He tosses it to her.

“Get dressed. I’m sending you home like this—face painted, throat sore, pussy dripping and empty. Think about how bad you need this dick splitting you open.”

Peyton trembles as she pulls the thin fabric over her cum-streaked skin, the material clinging obscenely to her damp tits and thighs. Her legs shake; she can barely stand.

Kairo grips her chin, forcing her eyes up to his.

“Tomorrow night. My apartment. Eight sharp. Wear something I can rip off in seconds. No panties. No excuses. You show up late, I’ll drag you here myself and make you beg louder.”

He leans in, lips brushing her ear.

“And when you get there? I’m taking that cherry. Gonna stretch this tight white cunt till it gapes, gonna make you squirt till you can’t see straight, then pump you so full of cum you’ll feel me leaking out for days. You understand?”

Peyton nods frantically, voice a wrecked whisper. “Yes… yes, I understand. I’ll be there.”

He smirks, gives her ass a sharp slap that makes her yelp, then steers her toward the door.

“Get some rest, little cheer slut. You’re gonna need it.”

She stumbles down the back stairs and out into the night, thighs slick, throat aching, face still sticky with his load. Every step rubs her swollen clit against the damp fabric; every swallow reminds her of how deep he went.

By the time she collapses into her dorm bed, she’s already counting the hours until tomorrow—already aching, already ruined, already his.


Chapter five
Deep Initiation


Peyton barely sleeps. She lies in her dorm bed with the thin sundress still clinging to her skin, Kairo’s dried cum flaking off her chin and chest every time she shifts. Her throat feels bruised inside—raw from the relentless gagging, the way he held her nose to his pubes while he pumped thick ropes straight down her esophagus. Every swallow reminds her of the stretch, the choking spasms, the helpless tears streaming down her face while he praised her for taking it like a good little white slut.

Her pussy hasn’t stopped throbbing since he sent her home. She can still feel the ghost of his fat head grinding against her entrance, stretching the outer lips without pushing inside, leaving her empty and aching. She doesn’t touch herself. His order echoes in her head: save every drop for me. So she suffers through the night, thighs slick, clit swollen, counting the hours until eight o’clock.

By the next evening she’s standing outside the door of his off-campus apartment, heart hammering so hard she’s dizzy. She chose black lace boyshorts and a matching bralette under an oversized hoodie and leggings—nothing she’ll miss when he rips them off. No makeup. She wants him to see every flush, every tear, every expression when he finally claims what he’s been promising.

She knocks once.

The door opens immediately.

Kairo stands there shirtless, gray basketball shorts slung low on his narrow hips, the heavy outline of his cock already thickening down his left thigh. His dark eyes rake over her like she’s prey—slow, hungry, possessive. He doesn’t speak. Just reaches out, hooks two long fingers into the front zipper of her hoodie, and yanks her inside.

The door slams shut behind her. Locks click.

Before she can even kick off her sneakers he’s on her—spinning her, pinning her back to the wall, mouth crashing down in a bruising kiss. His tongue invades immediately, tasting the faint salt of his own cum still lingering on hers from last night. Peyton moans into it, hands flying to his broad shoulders, nails digging in as he grinds forward. His cock is already rock-hard, pressing thick and hot against her belly through the thin layers.

“Been hard since I watched you stumble out last night with my nut on your face,” he growls against her lips. One huge hand slides under the hoodie, palming her bare tit, pinching the nipple hard enough to make her gasp. “Throat still sore, baby girl? Good. Means you’ll remember who owns it while I stretch this virgin cunt tonight.”

She nods frantically, thighs trembling. “Yes—fuck, yes—it hurts so good—”

He rips the hoodie over her head in one motion, then shoves the leggings and boyshorts down together. The bralette follows—snapped off like it offends him. She’s naked in seconds, pale skin flushed pink, nipples tight, pussy already glistening down her inner thighs.

Kairo lifts her like she weighs nothing, legs wrapping around his waist as he carries her to the bedroom and throws her onto the king mattress. She bounces, legs splaying wide on instinct.

He shoves his shorts down. His cock springs free—eleven thick, veined inches, curving slightly upward, the dark head already leaking precum in a steady drip. Peyton’s breath catches at the sight again; even after last night’s worship, the sheer size still steals her air. It looks impossible. Monstrous. Perfect.

He climbs over her, knees bracketing her hips, one massive hand wrapping loosely around her throat—just holding, owning.

“Eyes on me,” he orders.

Hazel locks with midnight-dark.

“This pussy?” He notches the blunt head against her dripping entrance, letting her feel the searing heat, the impossible girth already stretching her outer lips apart. “This womb? They’re mine now. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” Peyton breathes, voice shaking with raw need. “My pussy belongs to your big black cock.”

“Good fucking girl.”

He presses.

The head breaches her slowly—burning stretch, her virgin walls forced to yield around the thick ridge. Peyton gasps, back arching off the sheets, nails raking down his arms. The pressure is overwhelming; tears spring to her eyes as the fat crown pops past her entrance with a wet, obscene sound.

“Fuck—so goddamn tight,” Kairo groans, hips rocking in shallow, insistent thrusts. “Gonna have to open this little white cunt up slow. Make you feel every veined inch claiming what’s mine.”

Another inch sinks in. Peyton cries out—sharp, high, pain and impossible fullness twisting together. Her pussy flutters desperately around him, slick gushing to ease the burn. He pauses, letting her adjust, thumb brushing a tear from her cheek almost tenderly.

“Look down, baby. Watch me disappear inside you.”

She does.

A visible bulge forms just below her navel—the fat head pressing outward from within. The sight sends a fresh wave of heat through her core; her clit throbs untouched.

“See that?” Kairo’s voice is gravel-rough with lust. “That’s my dick rearranging your guts already. Gonna bulge you deeper every thrust till you’re molded to my shape.”

He sinks further—halfway, then more—slow, relentless. Peyton sobs openly now, overwhelmed, thighs quaking. When his hips finally meet hers, the head kisses her cervix; the outline of his shaft is stark against her flat stomach.

“Oh god—oh fuck—it’s too deep—too big—”

“You’re taking it all,” he praises, voice thick. “Tightest pussy I’ve ever broken in. Gonna ruin you for any other dick. This cunt’s only gonna know my size from now on.”

He starts moving—long, deliberate withdrawals that drag every ridge along her sensitive walls, then deep plunges that bottom out with wet slaps against her cervix. Each stroke makes her tits bounce; each one punches a broken moan from her raw throat.

The rhythm builds—harder, faster. The bedframe creaks under them. Peyton’s legs lock around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper.

“Fuck me—harder—please—stretch me—own me—”

Kairo growls, slams home, and grinds—circling his hips so the head mashes her cervix relentlessly. Pressure coils low and hot; another orgasm builds fast.

“Gonna make you squirt on this dick,” he snarls. “Gonna soak my balls while I pump you full.”

He shifts angle—hammering her G-spot with brutal accuracy. Peyton’s eyes roll; her mouth falls open in a silent wail. The pressure becomes unbearable.

“I can’t—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Squirt for me, slut. Show me how much this pussy craves big black cock.”

One more punishing thrust.

She shatters.

Clear fluid jets from her, soaking his abs, his thighs, the sheets. She squirts hard—wave after wave—body convulsing, screams tearing free as overstimulation turns every nerve electric.

Kairo roars approval. “That’s it—milk me with that squirting cunt—”

His thrusts turn feral—erratic, desperate. Balls draw tight against her ass.

“Gonna cum—gonna fill this womb—gonna breed you, Peyton. Knock this tight white pussy up with my seed.”

The breeding words detonate her again—another shattering climax as he buries deep and unloads.

Hot, thick ropes flood her—pulse after heavy pulse, so much it overflows instantly, creamy white leaking around his shaft and down her ass. Peyton feels every spurt painting her insides, warmth spreading deep.

He grinds slow, milking every drop into her.

When he finally withdraws—agonizingly slow—her pussy gapes, pink and ruined, thick cum bubbling out in obscene strings.

Kairo scoops a finger through the mess, pushes it between her lips.

“Taste us.”

She sucks greedily—salty, musky, theirs.

He leans down, kisses her softly—almost tender—then whispers hot against her ear:

“That was load one, baby girl. We’ve got all night. And I’m nowhere near done breeding this greedy little cunt.”


Chapter six
Hidden Hooks


Classes start on Monday, and Peyton’s world has already split in two.

There’s the visible Peyton: the eager freshman cheerleader who shows up to every 7 a.m. practice on the turf, ponytail high and smile bright, laughing with the other girls about dorm drama and syllabus horror stories. She nails her tumbling passes, locks her bases perfectly, chants until her voice cracks. Coach Marisa nods approvingly; her teammates high-five her after every clean stunt.

Then there’s the Peyton no one sees.

The one whose phone buzzes during Intro Psych lecture with a single word from Kairo: Car. Now.

She excuses herself mid-lecture—bathroom emergency, she mumbles—and slips out the back door. Her heart races the entire walk across campus to the athletic center parking lot. She spots his black SUV in the far corner, tinted windows, engine idling. The second she opens the passenger door the scent of him hits her—cedar, clean sweat, the faint musk of sex that still clings to the leather seats from last weekend.

Kairo doesn’t look at her. He just reaches over, grips her ponytail, and pulls her head down into his lap without a word.

His cock is already out—thick, half-hard, lying heavy against his thigh. Peyton’s mouth waters instantly. She doesn’t hesitate. She parts her lips and takes the head inside, tongue swirling over the leaking slit as she sinks down, cheeks hollowing.

“Fuck, that’s my good little cocksucker,” he rumbles, voice low and lazy. One hand stays tangled in her hair; the other rests on the steering wheel like he’s just taking a casual drive. “Been thinking about this throat all morning. Still sore from Friday?”

She hums around him—yes, it is, still raw and tender—but the ache only makes her suck harder, deeper. Saliva pools fast; she gags softly when he pushes her down further, the head nudging her soft palate. He doesn’t force her all the way yet. Just lets her work, lets her worship, lets the wet, sloppy sounds fill the car while students walk past twenty yards away, oblivious.

“Swallow it all when I give it to you,” he orders. “Don’t waste a drop. You’re carrying my cum in your belly for the rest of the day.”

She moans, the vibration making him groan. Her hands stroke what her mouth can’t reach—both fists pumping the thick shaft, feeling every vein throb against her palms. The size contrast still dizzies her: her small, pale fingers look tiny wrapped around his dark, girthy length. She can barely close them fully.

Kairo’s hips start to rock—shallow thrusts that make her gag rhythmically. Tears prick her eyes; mascara smears. She doesn’t care. She wants the mess. Wants the reminder.

When he comes it’s sudden and thick—hot ropes flooding her mouth, spilling past her lips when she can’t swallow fast enough. She gulps desperately, throat working, but some leaks down her chin anyway, dripping onto her cheer practice tank. He holds her down until he’s empty, then pulls her off with a wet pop.

“Clean me,” he says.

She licks him spotless—slow, reverent strokes of her tongue along the shaft, the head, the heavy balls—until he’s glistening only with her spit.

He tucks himself away, zips up, then finally looks at her. His thumb swipes the cum from her chin and pushes it back between her lips.

“Back to class, baby girl. Keep that load warm in your stomach. I’ll text you when I want more.”

She stumbles out of the car on shaky legs, face flushed, lips swollen, tasting him all the way back to the lecture hall. When she slips into her seat her roommate Mia glances over.

“You okay? You look… flushed.”

Peyton forces a smile. “Just ran across campus. Hot out there.”

Mia nods, turns back to her notes.

Peyton clenches her thighs together under the desk. She can still feel the stretch of her jaw, the weight of his cum settling in her belly. Her pussy is soaked through her cheer shorts. She spends the rest of the lecture trying not to squirm.

It only gets worse.

Wednesday after practice she’s stretching on the mat when her phone vibrates again.

Bleachers. Section C. Five minutes.

She tells the girls she forgot her water bottle in the equipment room and jogs off.

The football stadium is empty this time of day—just maintenance crews in the distance. She slips under the bleachers in Section C, heart pounding. Kairo is already there, leaning against a support beam, arms crossed, cock already out and hard in his hand.

He doesn’t speak. Just points down.

Peyton drops to her knees on the cold concrete. The risk hits her like a drug—anyone could walk by, any teammate could come looking for her. The thought makes her clit throb.

She takes him deep immediately—no teasing. Her throat is still tender but she forces herself to relax, to let him slide past her tonsils until her nose presses against his pubes. She gags hard; tears spring instantly. He groans, hands cupping the back of her head, fucking her face with short, controlled thrusts.

“Quiet,” he warns. “Don’t want your little cheer friends hearing what a filthy cocksleeve you are.”

She tries—muffles the glurking sounds as best she can—but every deep plunge makes her choke, spit bubbling from her lips, dripping onto the ground. Her hands grip his thighs for balance; her pussy drips steadily down her inner thighs.

He doesn’t last long—too much buildup, too much risk. He pulls out at the last second, strokes himself twice, and paints her face with thick, hot ropes—across her cheeks, her lips, her closed eyelids. She gasps, mouth open, catching what she can on her tongue.

“Leave it,” he orders when she starts to wipe it off. “Wear my cum back to the locker room. Let it dry. Think about who owns that pretty face.”

She nods, dazed, then stumbles back to practice with his load streaking her skin. She ducks into the bathroom first, splashes water on her face just enough to pass as sweat, but the sticky sheen remains. Her teammates tease her about “running too hard” and she laughs along, cheeks burning, pussy clenching every time she catches her reflection—marked, claimed, his.

By Friday the pattern is set.

A quick blowjob in his car after his pickup game. A handjob under the bleachers while he fingers her to a silent, shuddering orgasm during her team’s water break. A late-night text that pulls her from her dorm at 1 a.m. for a rough face-fuck against his apartment door before he sends her back with fresh cum down her throat.

Every stolen moment feeds the addiction. She skips study groups. She fakes headaches to get out of roommate movie nights. Her cheer performance stays flawless—she channels the pent-up energy into sharper jumps, tighter stunts—but inside she’s unraveling.

She craves him constantly.

His size. His taste. His voice calling her his little white slut while he uses her mouth like a toy. The way he stretches her jaw, her throat, her mind. She dreams about his cock—wakes up soaked and grinding against her pillow.

Saturday night after a home game he texts her one word: Here.

She sneaks out of the dorm, hoodie up, and meets him behind the athletic center. He’s leaning against the wall, cock already out, stroking lazily.

No words this time.

He spins her, bends her over the metal railing, yanks her leggings and panties to her knees. His fingers plunge into her dripping pussy—two, then three—stretching her roughly while his other hand clamps over her mouth to muffle her moans.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he growls against her ear. “Been leaking for me all week, huh? This cunt misses its owner.”

She nods frantically, hips bucking back against his hand.

He pulls his fingers out, replaces them with the blunt head of his cock. One hard thrust and he’s halfway inside—her pussy still tender from the weekend but so slick it yields easily. She cries out into his palm; he fucks her hard and fast, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing under the overhang.

“Take it,” he snarls. “Take every inch like the needy little BBC whore you are.”

She does—pushing back, clenching around him, chasing the stretch, the fullness. He reaches around, rubs her clit in brutal circles until she shatters—squirting hard down her thighs, soaking his balls.

He follows seconds later—burying deep and flooding her with another thick load, grinding until every drop is pumped inside.

When he pulls out, cum leaks down her legs. He spins her, kisses her messy and deep, then whispers:

“Monday. My car after practice. Bring that greedy mouth. We’re not stopping till you can’t walk straight.”

She nods, dazed, dripping, already counting the hours.


Chapter seven
Full Weekend Domination


Friday afternoon Peyton tells her roommates she’s going home for the weekend—family emergency, she says, voice steady even as her pulse thunders. They buy it. They always do now. She packs a small duffel with nothing but lingerie she bought online last week (black lace thong, sheer babydoll, crotchless panties) and the tightest crop top and shorts she owns. No pajamas. No toothbrush. She knows Kairo won’t let her leave his apartment until Sunday night, and even then only if he’s satisfied she’s been properly used.

She arrives at his door that evening. He opens it shirtless, sweatpants low, cock already tenting the front obscenely. The second the door closes he has her pinned to it—mouth on hers, tongue deep, one hand yanking her ponytail back so her throat is exposed for his teeth.

“Strip,” he growls against her neck. “Everything off. You’re naked the whole weekend unless I say otherwise.”

Peyton obeys instantly. Hoodie, crop top, shorts, thong—all hit the floor in seconds. She stands trembling, pale skin flushing under his stare, nipples tight, pussy already slick and swollen from the drive over.

Kairo circles her slowly, eyes dark and predatory. “Look at you. Freshman cheer slut, skipping family time to get bred all weekend. You’re addicted already, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she whispers, voice cracking. “I can’t stop thinking about your cock. About how it stretches me. About your cum inside me.”

He chuckles—low, dangerous. “Good. Because I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t walk. Until this pussy is so sore and full you’ll feel me every time you sit in class next week. Until you’re begging me to stop—and then begging me not to.”

He scoops her up, carries her to the bedroom, and throws her onto the bed on all fours. No foreplay. No warm-up. He drops his sweats, grips her hips, and slams into her in one brutal thrust.

Peyton screams—half pain, half ecstasy. Her pussy is still tender from the quick fuck behind the athletic center last weekend, but she’s so wet it yields anyway, walls stretching wide around his thick shaft. The bulge appears instantly in her lower belly, obscene and unmistakable.

“Fuck—still so tight,” he groans, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. “This cunt was made for big black cock. Look how it grips me. Look how it milks me already.”

He sets a punishing rhythm—long, deep strokes that bottom out against her cervix every time, balls slapping her clit with wet smacks. Peyton claws the sheets, back arching, ass pushing back to meet him. Every thrust punches a broken moan from her throat; every withdrawal drags every veined ridge along her sensitive walls, the friction igniting sparks that race up her spine.

“Tell me who owns this pussy,” he snarls, hand cracking across her ass cheek hard enough to leave a stinging red print.

“You do,” she sobs. “You own it—fuck—only your cock gets to stretch me like this—”

He grabs her ponytail, yanks her head back so she’s looking at him over her shoulder. “Say it louder. Say you’re my breeding bitch.”

“I’m your breeding bitch!” she cries, voice wrecked. “Fill me—breed me—pump me full of your cum—”

The words detonate something in him. He fucks her harder—faster—bed slamming against the wall in rhythmic thuds. Peyton’s first orgasm hits like a freight train—pussy clamping down viciously, squirting hard around his cock, soaking his thighs and the sheets in clear arcs. She can’t stop, can’t breathe, can only scream his name as wave after wave crashes through her.

He doesn’t slow. Doesn’t let her recover.

“Again,” he orders, voice rough. “Squirt again while I breed you.”

He angles deeper, hammering her G-spot relentlessly while his fingers find her clit—rubbing fast, merciless circles. The overstimulation is blinding—pain and pleasure blurring until she can’t tell where one ends and the other begins. Her whole body locks up; another gush of squirt sprays out, drenching everything. Her thighs shake violently; her vision whites out at the edges.

Kairo roars. “Fuck yes—take it—take my load—”

He buries deep and unloads—thick, hot ropes flooding her womb, so much it overflows immediately, creamy white leaking around his shaft and running down her thighs in rivulets. He grinds slow, milking every drop inside her, keeping her impaled until the pulses stop and her pussy flutters weakly around him.

When he finally pulls out, her pussy gapes—pink, wrecked, cum bubbling out in thick strings. Peyton collapses forward, trembling, ass still up, dripping.

Kairo flips her onto her back, spreads her legs wide, and notches himself at her entrance again. “Round two, baby girl. We’re not stopping till this cunt is molded to my shape.”

He slides back in—slower this time, letting her feel every inch stretching her tender, cum-slick walls. Peyton whimpers—overstimulated, raw—but her hips lift anyway, chasing more. He fucks her with long, deliberate strokes now, each one dragging the fat head along her G-spot, building her slowly toward another peak.

“Feel that?” he murmurs, pressing a hand to the bulge in her stomach. “Feel how deep I am? Feel how your little womb is sucking at my tip every time I bottom out?”

“Yes—oh god—yes—” she gasps, eyes rolling back.

He picks up speed gradually, hips snapping harder, balls slapping her ass with wet, obscene sounds. Peyton’s hands fly to her tits, pinching her nipples as another orgasm coils tight in her core. When it hits she squirts again—smaller this time, but still forceful—spraying across his abs while her pussy clamps and flutters around him.

He pulls out suddenly, cock glistening with her squirt and his cum, and feeds it straight down her throat. Peyton gags instantly—throat still sore—but she takes him deep, tears streaming, spit bubbling around the base as he face-fucks her to another load. He pulls out at the last second, strokes himself fast, and paints her face and tits with thick ropes—marking her again. She opens her mouth, tongue out, catching what she can, swallowing greedily.

The night blurs into an endless cycle.

He takes her on the kitchen counter—legs over his shoulders, pounding her until she squirts across the tile floor in violent arcs, cum leaking from her stretched hole every time he pulls back. In the shower—back pressed to the cold tile, water cascading over them while he breeds her standing up, one leg hooked over his arm, the other trembling on tiptoe as he hammers her cervix. On the living-room couch—her riding him reverse cowgirl, watching in the full-length mirror as his thick black cock disappears into her pale pussy over and over, the bulge in her stomach rising and falling with every bounce. He slaps her clit lightly between thrusts, making her jolt and squirt again, soaking his balls and the leather beneath them.

Saturday morning he wakes her with his cock already inside her—slow, lazy thrusts while she’s still half-asleep. She comes awake whimpering, pussy clenching around him instinctively. He flips her onto her stomach, mounts her from behind, and fucks her prone-bone style—deep, grinding strokes that make her sob into the pillow. He reaches under her, fingers circling her clit until she squirts into the mattress, body shaking uncontrollably.

“Beg for it,” he growls, voice hoarse from hours of use.

“Please—breed me again—fill me—make me leak you all day—”

He slams deep and unloads—another thick flood painting her insides, overflowing until cum puddles beneath her hips.

They barely pause.

He carries her to the living room, sits on the couch, and pulls her onto his lap facing him. She sinks down slowly—inch by inch—until she’s fully seated, his cock buried to the hilt. He holds her there, grinding in slow circles while she trembles, overstimulated nerves firing wildly.

“Ride me,” he commands. “Show me how much you need this dick.”

Peyton obeys—lifting and dropping, ass slapping against his thighs with every descent. The mirror across the room reflects everything: her flushed skin, her bouncing tits, the obscene stretch of her pussy lips clinging to his dark shaft. She watches herself get fucked—watches the bulge appear and disappear in her belly—and the sight pushes her over again. She squirts hard, soaking his lap, his abs, the couch.

Kairo grips her hips, takes control, and bounces her faster—brutal, punishing. “Cum again—milk me—squeeze every drop out of my balls—”

She does—orgasm after orgasm crashing through her until she’s a shaking, sobbing mess. He finally erupts inside her—deep, grinding pulses that fill her until cum leaks out around his base with every lift.

By Saturday afternoon Peyton is delirious—body trembling, pussy swollen and sore, thighs sticky with layers of cum and squirt. She’s lost count of orgasms; lost count of loads. Her voice is hoarse from screaming, begging, choking on his cock between rounds.

He lays her on her back one last time for the evening, legs spread wide, and slides in slow—torturously slow—letting her feel every inch claiming her again.

“You’re mine now,” he whispers, hips rolling deep. “This pussy. This throat. This whole fucking body. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she sobs, tears of overstimulation and ecstasy streaming down her face. “All yours—only yours—please don’t stop—”

He kisses her then—deep, possessive—while he fucks her slow and hard, grinding against her cervix until she shatters again, squirting weakly around him, body too spent to do more.

He follows—last load of the day flooding her, hot and thick, sealing her fate.

When he pulls out, cum pours from her gaping hole. He scoops it up, feeds it to her, then pulls her into his arms—first tenderness all weekend.

“Rest,” he murmurs against her hair. “Tomorrow we go again. Until you can’t take another drop. Until you’re completely broken for me.”

Peyton curls into him, exhausted, dripping, ruined—and already aching for more.


Chapter eight
Eternal Addiction


Monday morning Peyton wakes in her dorm bed with the sheets twisted around her legs and a deep, throbbing ache between her thighs that radiates all the way up her spine. Every muscle feels used—deliciously, irrevocably used. Her pussy is still swollen, lips puffy and tender, the faint burn of overstimulation lingering like a brand. When she shifts, thick cum—days-old now, mixed with fresh loads from the weekend—leaks out in a slow, warm trickle, soaking the cotton of her sleep shorts. She presses her thighs together instinctively, trapping it inside, letting Kairo’s seed settle deeper like he commanded.

She glances at the mirror across the room. Bruises bloom along her throat in faint purple fingerprints from where he gripped her while face-fucking her Saturday night. Red handprints mark her ass cheeks; faint bite marks dot the undersides of her breasts. She runs her fingers over them—shivers at the memory of his teeth sinking in while he pounded her against the shower wall, water cascading over them as he growled, “These marks mean you’re mine. Everyone who sees you will know some black cock owns this body.”

She covers them carefully—high-necked hoodie for class, concealer on the visible ones—then heads to cheer practice like nothing has changed.

Nothing has. Everything has.

The routine is the same: warm-ups, stunts, tumbling passes. But every jump sends a jolt through her sore pussy; every deep squat makes cum shift inside her, reminding her how full he kept her all weekend. She catches herself clenching around nothing mid-count, thighs trembling, clit pulsing at the ghost sensation of his thick shaft stretching her open. Coach Marisa yells at her to focus; she nods, forces a bright smile, but inside she’s counting the minutes until the next text from him.

It comes right as she’s leaving the athletic center.

Library stacks. Floor 4. Quiet section. Ten minutes. No panties.

Her stomach flips. She ducks into the nearest bathroom, yanks off her thong, stuffs it into her bag, and hurries across campus. The cool air kisses her bare, slick folds with every step; she can feel the sticky remnants of his cum drying on her inner thighs. By the time she reaches the fourth floor of the library, her heart is hammering so loud she’s sure the other students can hear it.

The quiet section is deserted—rows of tall shelves, dim overhead lights, the faint hum of the AC. Kairo is already there, leaning against a shelf in the far corner, black hoodie up, gray sweats low. The outline of his cock is unmistakable, thick and heavy even at rest.

He doesn’t speak. Just crooks a finger.

Peyton walks to him on unsteady legs. The second she’s close enough he spins her, presses her chest to the bookshelf, and yanks her leggings down just past her ass. Cool air hits her exposed pussy; she whimpers softly.

“Quiet,” he murmurs against her ear, voice low and dangerous. “Don’t want the librarian hearing what a needy little slut you are.”

His fingers slide between her folds—finding her soaked, swollen, still leaking his cum from the weekend. He chuckles darkly.

“Still full of me, huh? Good girl. Keep it inside while I add more.”

He frees his cock—eleven thick inches springing out, already leaking precum—and notches the head at her entrance. One slow, deliberate push and he’s inside—stretching her sore walls again, the burn delicious and overwhelming. Peyton bites her lip hard to stifle the moan; her hands grip the shelf, knuckles white.

He fucks her slow at first—long, deep strokes that make the books rattle softly. Each thrust bottoms out against her cervix, the bulge pressing outward against her lower belly. She can feel every vein, every ridge dragging along her sensitive inner walls. The size contrast is obscene—her petite frame completely overshadowed by his towering body, his dark cock disappearing into her pale pussy over and over.

“Feel that?” he whispers, hand sliding around to press against the bulge. “Feel how deep I am? That’s my cock owning your womb again. Gonna keep you plugged with my cum 24/7 from now on.”

Peyton nods frantically, tears of overstimulation pricking her eyes. A soft whimper escapes despite her efforts; he clamps a hand over her mouth.

“Shhh. Take it like a good breeding slut.”

He picks up speed—short, hard thrusts now, hips snapping against her ass. The shelf shakes; a book thuds to the floor. Peyton’s legs tremble; her pussy clenches desperately around him, chasing the stretch, the fullness. When his fingers find her clit—rubbing fast, merciless circles—she shatters. Her orgasm is silent but violent—body locking up, squirt gushing around his cock in hot pulses, soaking his balls and dripping to the carpet.

Kairo groans low in his throat, slams deep, and unloads—thick ropes flooding her already-full womb, overflowing immediately, creamy white leaking down her thighs. He grinds slow, milking every drop inside her, keeping her pinned until he softens slightly.

When he pulls out, cum pours from her gaping hole. He scoops two fingers through the mess, pushes them into her mouth.

“Taste how full you are,” he murmurs.

She sucks greedily—salty, musky, theirs—eyes locked on his.

He tucks himself away, pulls her leggings back up—trapping his load inside—then kisses her forehead almost tenderly.

“Tomorrow after practice. My car. Bring that greedy mouth. And Peyton?” He grips her chin, forces her eyes up. “This never stops. You’re mine now. My little white cheer slut. My breeding bitch. Every hole, every day, every load belongs to me. Understand?”

She nods, voice a wrecked whisper. “Yes… yes, I understand. I’m yours. Always.”

He smirks, gives her ass a possessive squeeze, then disappears down the aisle.

Peyton stands there trembling—cum leaking down her thighs, pussy throbbing, heart full in a way she never knew was possible. She straightens her clothes, wipes her face, and walks back to the dorm with his seed shifting inside her at every step.

She doesn’t fight it anymore.

She doesn’t want to.

She’s addicted—utterly, shamelessly, permanently—to the stretch, the taste, the flood of his cum claiming her over and over. To the way he owns her completely.

And she knows, with bone-deep certainty, that this is only the beginning.

There will be more risky fucks in library corners, more late-night car blowjobs, more weekend marathons where he breeds her until she can’t stand. More marks, more loads, more surrender.

Forever.

She smiles to herself—small, secret, satisfied—as she climbs the dorm stairs, already aching for the next text, the next stretch, the next flood of him inside her.

Kairo’s white cheer slut.

His forever.
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Chapter one
Late Shift


The library smells like old paper, lemon polish, and the faint metallic hum of the ancient HVAC system that never quite reaches the upper floors. Quinn adjusts her glasses and pushes the heavy book cart another few inches down the narrow aisle of the 300s. The Dewey Decimal numbers blur together after three hours of shelving, but she keeps moving because stopping means thinking, and thinking tonight feels dangerous.

She’s nineteen, technically a sophomore, though sometimes she still feels like the nervous freshman who got lost on the first day of classes. The work-study job is supposed to be peaceful—quiet hours, no small talk, just her and the books. Most nights it is. Most nights she likes the solitude.

Tonight the quiet feels heavier.

She rounds the end of the row and glances toward the long tables near the tall windows. Only one person remains in the entire west wing: Tariq.

He’s been coming later and later these past few weeks. Always alone. Always in the same seat—the one with the clearest view down the main aisle where she pushes the cart back and forth. Tonight he’s wearing a fitted black long-sleeve thermal that clings to the long, carved lines of his arms and shoulders. Track athlete, she’s heard. Distance, maybe. Something that gives a man legs like that and a waist that tapers in a way that makes her stomach flutter stupidly.

Quinn ducks her head and pretends to scan a barcode that’s already been scanned twice.

She can feel his eyes.

Not leering. Not crude. Just… steady. Unblinking. Like he’s reading her the way he reads the dense journal articles spread across his table. She’s caught him looking before—brief flickers when she bends to slide a book onto a low shelf, when she stretches to reach the top row, when she tucks a strand of ash-blonde hair behind her ear and her blouse pulls tight across her chest. Each time her skin prickles, heat crawls up her throat, and she tells herself it’s embarrassment. She’s not used to being seen.

But it isn’t just embarrassment anymore.

She pushes the cart past his table on her way to the returns bin. Her sneakers squeak faintly on the linoleum. She risks one glance.

Tariq’s gaze lifts slowly from the page. Their eyes lock for half a heartbeat longer than they should. His lips curve—just the smallest tilt, more knowing than friendly. Then he nods once, polite, before dropping his attention back to his work.

Her heart knocks hard against her ribs.

She hurries to the bin and starts sorting returns with shaking fingers. The fluorescent lights overhead buzz. Somewhere on the floor below, a printer whirs and dies. Normal library sounds. Safe sounds.

But her body doesn’t feel safe.

She’s been trying—really trying—not to think about sex lately. The last two hookups were disasters: quick, fumbling, over before she even got close. Both boys finished inside the condom in under three minutes, rolled off, and asked if she came. She lied both times. She’s starting to wonder if she’s broken.

Or if maybe she just needs something… more.

She steals another look toward the tables.

Tariq has leaned back in his chair. Long legs stretched out under the table. One hand rests loosely on his thigh. The other turns a page with deliberate slowness. Even from here she can see the veins that run along his forearm, the way the muscles shift under his dark skin when he flexes his fingers.

Her mouth goes dry.

She imagines—unbidden, unwanted—that hand wrapping around her ponytail. Not hard. Just firm. Guiding her head back so she has to look up at him while he—

Quinn jerks her gaze away so fast she nearly knocks a stack of journals off the cart.

“Get it together,” she whispers under her breath.

She finishes sorting, grabs the empty cart, and heads toward the staff elevator to collect the last of the basement returns. The doors slide shut behind her and she leans against the cool metal wall, eyes closed, breathing through her nose.

She tells herself it’s nothing. He’s just a guy who studies late. She’s just tired and horny and projecting.

But when the elevator dings open on the lower level, the first thing she sees is her own reflection in the polished steel doors: flushed cheeks, pupils blown wide behind her glasses, lips parted like she’s already been kissed.

She presses her thighs together and tries to ignore the slick heat gathering between them.

Upstairs, Tariq is still there when she returns.

He doesn’t look up this time.

He doesn’t need to.

She can feel the weight of his attention anyway—like a hand resting lightly at the small of her back, pressing just enough to remind her it’s there.

Quinn swallows hard and pushes the cart past him one last time.

Tonight’s shift ends in forty-seven minutes.

She already knows she’s going to spend every single one of them wet, aching, and pretending she isn’t imagining what it would feel like to be seen—really seen—by the man who hasn’t stopped watching her all semester.


Chapter two
The Glance


Quinn’s shifts bleed into one another now, each one stretching longer than the last. She tells herself it’s just the monotony of midterms approaching, the way the library grows quieter as finals loom and students retreat to their dorms or coffee shops with louder music. But she knows better.

It’s him.

Tariq hasn’t missed a single late-night session in the past week. Same table. Same black hoodie or thermal that hugs the long, lean planes of his torso. Same slow, deliberate way he turns pages, like he has all the time in the world to watch her move between the stacks.

Tonight she’s shelving in the 800s—literature, poetry, the quietest corner on the third floor. The overhead lights are dimmer here, motion sensors that only fully wake when someone walks directly beneath them. She likes it. The shadows feel safer. Private.

She slides a worn copy of Their Eyes Were Watching God onto the shelf, fingers lingering on the spine. Her mind drifts—unbidden, unwanted—to the way Tariq’s eyes follow her. Not hungry. Not yet. Just… possessive. Like he’s already decided something about her body that she hasn’t admitted to herself.

A soft footfall behind her.

She freezes.

“Don’t stop on my account,” comes that low, velvet baritone. Close. Too close.

Quinn’s breath catches. She doesn’t turn around yet. She can feel the heat radiating off him, the faint scent of cedar and clean sweat that clings to his skin after track practice. Her nipples tighten against the thin cotton of her bra, traitorous little peaks that make her cross her arms instinctively.

“I—I’m almost done here,” she manages. Her voice sounds small. Breathless.

Tariq steps sideways into the aisle. Not crowding her—not exactly—but close enough that she has to tilt her head to meet his gaze. He’s so tall she has to crane her neck. Six-four, easy. She feels tiny next to him. Fragile. Deliciously small.

He reaches past her—deliberately slow—plucking a slim volume of Audre Lorde from the cart. His forearm brushes the outside of her arm. Electric. Intentional.

“Thought you might like this one,” he says, voice pitched low enough that it feels like it’s just for her. “She writes about wanting what you’re not supposed to want.”

Quinn’s throat clicks when she swallows.

He doesn’t hand her the book. He holds it between them, open to a random page, like an offering. Like an invitation.

She takes it. Their fingers brush. His skin is warm, rough at the fingertips. Calluses from gripping starting blocks, maybe. Or from other things she shouldn’t be imagining.

“Thank you,” she whispers.

Tariq’s lips curve. Not quite a smile. More like satisfaction.

“You always blush this pretty when someone talks to you, Quinn?”

Her name in his mouth feels obscene. Intimate. Like he’s already tasted it.

“I—” She can’t finish the sentence. Her cheeks burn hotter. She can feel the flush spreading down her throat, across her chest. Her pert B-cups feel swollen, aching against the lace of her bra.

He leans in a fraction. Just enough that she has to tip her head back further.

“Been watching you shelve books for weeks,” he murmurs. “Way you bend for the low shelves. Way your skirt rides up just enough when you stretch. Thought you might’ve noticed.”

“I… I did.” The admission slips out before she can stop it. Her voice trembles.

Tariq exhales through his nose—a soft, pleased sound.

“Good girl,” he says quietly. Almost tenderly.

The words land like a slap between her thighs. Her clit throbs once, hard. She presses her legs together, mortified at the slick slide she feels.

He notices. Of course he does.

“Don’t hide it,” he tells her. Voice drops another register. “I like knowing I’m getting you wet just by standing here.”

Quinn’s knees threaten to buckle.

She should walk away. She should tell him this is inappropriate. She’s on the clock. He’s a patron. There are cameras—though not many in this section.

Instead she stays rooted. Breathing shallow. Waiting.

Tariq studies her face for a long moment. Then he reaches out—slow, giving her every chance to pull back—and tucks a loose strand of ash-blonde hair behind her ear. His thumb grazes the shell. Lingers.

“Tell me something,” he says. “When you’re alone down in the basement archives after everyone’s gone… do you touch yourself thinking about me?”

Her mouth drops open. No sound comes out.

His thumb traces the curve of her jaw. Barely there. Enough to make her shiver.

“Don’t lie to me, little librarian. I see how you look at me when you think I’m not paying attention.”

“I—” Her voice cracks. “Sometimes.”

“Sometimes,” he repeats. Tastes the word. “Be more specific.”

Quinn’s heart hammers so hard she’s sure he can hear it.

“I… think about your hands,” she confesses in a whisper. “On me. Holding me down.”

Tariq’s eyes darken. His nostrils flare.

“That’s a start.”

He steps back suddenly—giving her space she doesn’t want anymore. The absence of his heat feels like punishment.

“Finish your shift,” he says. Calm. Controlled. Like he didn’t just unravel her in thirty seconds flat. “I’ll be at my table when you’re done checking out the last of the returns.”

He turns and walks away. Long legs eating up the aisle. Broad shoulders rolling under the hoodie.

Quinn stands there clutching the Audre Lorde book to her chest like a shield. Her panties are soaked through. Her thighs tremble. Her mind is screaming at her to run—to clock out early, to pretend this never happened.

Instead she shelves the rest of the cart with shaking hands, pulse roaring in her ears.

When she finally makes her way back to the circulation desk forty minutes later, Tariq is waiting.

He slides his student ID across the counter without a word.

She scans it. Hands him the single book he’s checked out.

Their fingers brush again.

This time he doesn’t let go immediately.

“Tomorrow night,” he says quietly. “Same time. Wear something that shows off those pretty little tits when you bend over.”

He releases her hand.

Walks out into the night.

Quinn stares at the empty doorway for a full minute before she remembers how to breathe.

Later—much later—when the library is locked and the lights are off except for the emergency strips, she slips down to the basement archives.

She doesn’t turn on the overheads.

In the dark, between rows of dusty microfilm cabinets, she leans back against the cold metal and slides her hand under her skirt.

She’s dripping.

Two fingers slip inside easily. She bites her lip to keep quiet.

She pictures Tariq’s hand instead of hers. Bigger. Rougher. Pinning her wrists above her head while he grinds that thick outline she glimpsed against her ass earlier.

She imagines his voice in her ear: “That’s it, little white girl. Get yourself off thinking about the cock that’s gonna ruin you.”

She comes fast—embarrassingly fast—shuddering against the cabinet with his name trapped behind her teeth.

It’s not enough.

It’s nowhere near enough.

Tomorrow night she’ll see him again.

And she already knows she’s going to do exactly what he told her.


Chapter three
Closing Encounter


The clock above the circulation desk ticks past 11:47 p.m. Only thirteen minutes until closing, and the library is a ghost town. Quinn has already dimmed the main-floor lights to their after-hours level—soft amber strips that leave long shadows between the ranges. Her hands tremble slightly as she straightens the last of the returned books on the hold shelf. She’s worn what he told her to wear: a white button-up blouse one size too small, the top two buttons left undone so that when she bends, the lace edge of her bra peeks out. The skirt is the same pleated navy one from last week, but she’s rolled the waistband twice, shortening it enough that it rides high on her soft thighs.

She hates how eager that makes her feel. Hates how wet she’s already been since she got to work three hours ago, just knowing he would be here.

Tariq arrives at 11:52.

He doesn’t sit at his usual table tonight. Instead he walks straight to the desk, long strides silent on the carpet. Quinn’s pulse leaps into her throat when she sees him: black track pants that hang low on his narrow hips, a fitted gray hoodie, sleeves pushed to his elbows. The veins on his forearms stand out under the warm light. His eyes lock on hers immediately—no pretense, no slow build.

“Evening, Quinn,” he says in that deep, rolling baritone. The sound of her name still feels like fingers sliding between her legs.

“Hi.” Her voice is barely above a whisper.

He leans one elbow on the counter, towering over her even though she’s standing on the raised platform behind the desk. The height difference makes her feel small, doll-like. Her nipples pebble against the thin cotton of her bra.

“I need your help with something,” he tells her. “Restricted section. Third sub-level. Rare-books room. There’s a volume I can’t find.”

Quinn blinks. “The restricted section closes at eleven. You need faculty approval after—”

“I know the rules.” He smiles—slow, predatory. “But you have the keys. And it’s just us here.”

Her mouth goes dry. She should say no. She should clock out, lock up, go home and rub one out in the shower like she has every night this week—fingers frantic, imagining his voice, his hands, that thick bulge she’s only felt in glimpses.

Instead she nods.

“Okay. Let me… let me grab the key ring.”

She turns away from him to reach under the counter. When she bends, she knows exactly what she’s doing—knows the skirt rides up the backs of her thighs, knows the blouse gaps open enough to show the swell of her small, pert breasts cradled in white lace. She hears his low exhale behind her. Satisfaction.

When she straightens, key ring in hand, his gaze is fixed on her chest. Unashamed.

“Lead the way, little librarian.”

They take the staff elevator down. The ride is silent except for the soft mechanical hum and her own ragged breathing. Tariq stands close—close enough that his arm brushes hers every time the car sways. She can smell him: clean sweat, cedar body wash, something darker and more masculine underneath. Her clit pulses with every heartbeat.

The doors open on sub-level three. The restricted section is colder than the main floors, the air thick with the scent of old leather and dust. Motion lights flicker on as they walk, illuminating narrow aisles lined with locked glass cases and tall, locked shelves.

Tariq lets her lead, but she feels him right behind her—heat at her back, the occasional brush of his knuckles against the small of her spine when she hesitates at a turn.

“Here,” he says finally, stopping at a narrow dead-end aisle between two towering shelves. “The Hollis collection. Should be toward the top.”

Quinn looks up. The shelf is at least eight feet high. The volume he wants—a slim, red-bound folio—is on the second-to-top row.

“I’ll need the step stool,” she starts.

“No.” His voice is quiet. Commanding. “I’ll lift you.”

Before she can protest, his big hands circle her waist. He lifts her effortlessly, like she weighs nothing. Her feet leave the floor. A startled squeak escapes her.

“Reach,” he murmurs against her ear.

She stretches. Her blouse rides up, exposing the strip of pale skin above her skirt. Her breasts press against the shelf edge as she leans forward. Tariq’s grip tightens, thumbs digging into the soft dip above her hipbones.

She grabs the book. “Got it.”

He doesn’t set her down immediately.

Instead he pulls her back against his chest. Slowly. Deliberately.

Quinn gasps.

His cock—thick, heavy, half-hard—is pressed flush against the cleft of her ass through their clothes. Even soft it feels obscene—long enough to nestle between her cheeks, wide enough that she can feel every ridge of the head, the fat shaft, the heavy balls beneath. Heat pours off it like a brand.

“Feel that?” he whispers. Lips brush the shell of her ear. “That’s what you’ve been thinking about every night you finger that tight little pussy down here in the dark.”

She whimpers. Can’t help it. Her head falls back against his shoulder.

Tariq rocks forward—just once, a slow grind that drags the entire length of his thickening cock along the seam of her ass. The skirt bunches higher. She feels the blunt head nudge against the bottom curve of her cheeks.

“Ten-point-eight inches when I’m hard,” he tells her conversationally, like he’s reading call numbers off a spine. “Thicker than your wrist. You think this pretty white cunt can take it, Quinn?”

Her thighs clench. A fresh gush of wetness soaks her panties.

“I—I don’t know,” she breathes. Honest. Terrified. Aching.

He chuckles—low, dark. One hand slides up her ribs, cups the underside of her breast through the blouse. His thumb circles her nipple. Pinches lightly.

“You will,” he says. “Because you’re already dripping for it. Aren’t you?”

She nods frantically.

“Say it.”

“I’m… I’m dripping for it,” she whispers. Shame and lust twist together until she can’t tell them apart.

“Good girl.”

He finally lowers her to the floor—but doesn’t step back. His erection presses insistently against her lower back now. One arm bands around her waist, holding her in place while his free hand slides down the front of her skirt. Long fingers trace the hem, then slip beneath.

He finds the soaked cotton of her panties immediately.

“Fuck,” he growls against her neck. “Soaked through. Little slut’s been walking around like this all night?”

Quinn’s knees buckle. He catches her easily.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” she gasps. “All night. Thinking about you.”

Tariq’s fingers hook the crotch of her panties and yank them aside. Two thick digits slide along her slick folds—slow, exploratory. He groans when he feels how swollen her clit is, how her entrance flutters at the barest touch.

“Tiny fucking hole,” he mutters. “Gonna need a lot of work before I can get even the head in.”

She shivers violently at the thought.

He circles her clit once—firm, deliberate. Her hips jerk.

“Not tonight,” he says, pulling his hand free. She whines at the loss. “Tonight you just feel what you’re going to be begging for soon.”

He turns her around. Pushes her gently but firmly back against the shelf. Then he takes her hand—small, pale, trembling—and guides it to the front of his track pants.

“Feel me.”

She wraps her fingers around the obscene length. Even through the fabric it’s hot, heavy, pulsing. She can’t close her hand fully around the girth. Her thumb and fingers don’t meet.

Tariq watches her face the whole time—watches her eyes widen, her lips part, her breath hitch.

“That’s all for you, little white girl,” he murmurs. “Every thick inch. Gonna stretch this pretty pussy until you can’t remember what anything smaller feels like.”

Quinn’s other hand fists in his hoodie. She’s shaking.

He leans down. Brushes his lips against hers—not a kiss, not yet. Just a tease.

“Lock up,” he says against her mouth. “Then meet me in the staff break room in ten minutes. Door unlocked. Lights off.”

He steps back.

Leaves her there—panties askew, thighs slick, hand still tingling from the feel of him.

Quinn slides down the shelf until she’s sitting on the cold floor, knees drawn up, forehead pressed to them.

She’s never been this wet in her life.

And she has ten minutes to decide whether she’s brave enough—or desperate enough—to walk into that break room and let him ruin her.

She already knows the answer.


Chapter four
After-Hours Tease


The sneakers squeak faintly on the linoleum as hurried steps echo down the dim service corridor toward the staff break room. The library has gone officially dark—every public floor plunged into shadow, security system armed except for the motion sensors bypassed with a practiced swipe of the keycard. Heartbeats slam against ribs so violently they echo in the throat, in the fingertips, between trembling thighs. Each hurried stride drags soaked cotton across an already swollen clit, a cruel, constant reminder of how close he came without even shedding a single layer.

The break-room door stands cracked open exactly as promised. No warm light spills into the hallway. Only the faint electric blue from the vending machine in the corner and the dull red glow of the exit sign above offer any illumination.

A small push sends the door swinging inward. It clicks shut behind her—automatic lock engaging with finality. No retreat possible now.

He is already waiting.

Leaning against the small Formica table in the center of the room, arms crossed over a broad chest, long legs stretched out casually. The gray hoodie has vanished; only a fitted black tank remains, clinging to every carved ridge of muscle along the torso. In the low light, mahogany skin gleams like polished wood. Track pants ride dangerously low on narrow hips, revealing the sharp V-cut that disappears beneath the waistband.

Silence stretches for several heartbeats. He simply watches.

She stands frozen just inside the threshold, hands clasped in front like someone awaiting judgment.

“Come here,” he says at last. Voice low. Calm. Absolute.

Legs obey before conscious thought catches up. Three steps. Four. Until the height difference forces a neck craned back to meet dark, unblinking eyes.

A single long finger hooks into the open V of the blouse. A slow tug forward. Breasts brush against a hard chest. A sharp gasp escapes—nipples already so tight they ache at the barest contact.

“Unbutton it,” he instructs. “All the way.”

Fingers tremble as they comply. One button. Two. Three. Fabric parts completely, exposing white lace that struggles to contain pert B-cups. The flush that began on cheeks has spread downward—throat, chest, a deep rose stain against porcelain skin. The sight is obscene: small, pale, quivering, half-undressed in the very room where yogurt cups and textbooks usually occupy the table.

His gaze travels over exposed skin like a physical caress.

“Pretty little tits,” he murmurs. “Been dying to see them properly.” Long arms reach behind. A single smooth flick unhooks the bra. Straps slide down arms. Cool air kisses newly bared nipples; they tighten further—pink, puffy, begging for attention.

He withholds touch for now. Instead he captures the same small hand that earlier felt him through denim and guides it back to the thick, straining ridge at the front of his track pants.

“Stroke me,” he commands. “Through the fabric. Feel how hard you make me.”

Fingers wrap around obscene heat. Even only semi-hard the length is enormous—hot, heavy, pulsing beneath cotton. The fat head, the pronounced corona ridge, the thick vein running along the underside—all traceable with reverent pressure. A thumb circles the tip; a low, guttural groan escapes him—the first fracture in perfect control.

“That’s it,” he breathes. “Nice and slow. Get to know what’s gonna split this tight white cunt open.”

A soft whimper slips free. The free hand clutches at the tank top for balance. Slickness gathers so copiously it slicks the insides of thighs.

Lips brush the shell of an ear.

“You know how many white girls I’ve had in places like this?” The whisper is velvet-dark. “Study carrels. Empty lecture halls. Backseats after practice. They all start like you—nervous, soaked, pretending they’re not dying to be ruined by big black cock.”

Hips rock forward. The full length of the shaft grinds against the stroking palm.

“But none of them were as small as you. None of them blushed this pretty. None of them got this fucking wet just from feeling me through clothes.”

Breath hitches. Fingers squeeze harder—instinct, raw need. He hisses through clenched teeth.

“Gonna stretch you so wide you’ll feel me for days,” he continues, voice dropping to molten growl. “Gonna make this little pussy gape around me. Gonna pump you so full of cum it’ll leak out every time you walk. You want that, don’t you? Want me to own this cunt?”

“Yes,” the word tears free. “Please—yes.”

A large hand slides into ash-blonde hair, gripping the low ponytail. A firm tug arches the neck back.

“Look at me.”

Eyes lift. Glassy behind thin glasses. Lips swollen from biting.

“Beg for it,” he orders. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

Voice cracks on the confession. “I want… I want your cock. Inside me. Stretching me. Filling me. I want you to fuck me until I can’t think—until I’m yours.”

A slow, dangerous smile curves full lips.

“Good girl.”

He releases the ponytail. Steps back just enough to shove track pants down powerful thighs. The cock springs free—heavy, dark, veined, already glistening at the slit. Ten-point-eight inches of thick, brutal perfection. The head flares fat and flushed; the shaft so girthy fingers would never meet if both hands wrapped around it. Heavy balls hang low beneath, full and tight.

Mouth drops open. Gaze locks. Impossible to look away.

Long fingers wrap the base—barely encircling—and deliver one slow stroke. A thick bead of pre-cum wells and drips.

“On your knees,” he says.

Knees hit linoleum instantly. Cold seeps through skin but it registers only distantly. Face now level with the massive shaft—close enough to inhale clean musk, to trace every pulsing vein with hungry eyes.

“Touch it,” he commands. “Both hands.”

Small pale hands obey. The size contrast is dizzying—ivory fingers against dark, veined flesh. They don’t meet around the girth. Slow, reverent strokes follow—skin gliding over steel, head flaring with each twist of wrists.

A deep groan rumbles above. A large hand cups the back of the head—not forcing, simply holding.

“Open your mouth.”

Lips part. Tongue extends. The fat head taps against it—once, twice—smearing salty pre-cum across the surface.

“Lick.”

Long, slow drags from base to tip. Veins traced. Ridge circled. Gentle suction at the slit until a curse hisses between clenched teeth.

“Fuck—look at you. Little white mouth stretched just trying to fit the head.”

He feeds the tip inside—slowly. Jaw aches at once. Lips stretch thin. A soft gag when the head nudges the back of the throat, but retreat never occurs.

Fingers tighten in the ponytail.

“That’s it. Take what you can. We’ve got all night to train this throat.”

Shallow bobs follow. Messy licks. Desperate whimpers muffled around thick flesh. Drool cascades down chin, onto bare breasts. The neglected pussy clenches desperately, aching for invasion.

Long minutes pass before he pulls free with a wet pop. Saliva strings connect swollen lips to the glistening head.

“Stand up,” he rasps. Voice noticeably rougher.

Scrambling feet find purchase.

He spins her, bends her over the break-room table. Breasts flatten against cool Formica. Skirt yanked to waist. Panties shoved down thighs.

“Look at this little pink pussy,” he growls. Fingers spread slick folds—exposing dripping entrance, swollen clit, fluttering hole. “So fucking tiny. Gonna ruin it.”

The fat head notches against the opening. Presses. No penetration—just pressure. Stretch begins. Impossible girth teases outer lips.

A sob escapes—half pleasure, half panic.

“Please,” the plea breaks free. “Please—give it to me.”

He leans over, chest to back, lips at the ear.

“Not yet,” he whispers. “Not tonight. Tonight you go home with my cum on your thighs and my taste in your mouth. Tomorrow—when you’re begging harder—I’ll start opening you up for real.”

A shallow grind wedges just the head past outer lips. A keen tears free. Hips jerk backward instinctively, seeking more.

He withdraws completely.

Then rapid, hard strokes of his own hand—until thick ropes erupt. Hot, heavy cum paints ass cheeks, lower back, the cleft of the pussy. Claiming. Marking.

The still-hard head smears it into pale skin.

“Pull your panties up,” he orders. “Wear me home. Feel me drying on you all night.”

Trembling fingers obey—dragging soaked cotton back into place, trapping warm seed against sensitive folds.

He tucks away, zips, then turns her to face him.

A hard, possessive kiss follows—tongue deep, claiming every inch of mouth.

When he breaks away, eyes burn like dark fire.

“Tomorrow night,” he says. “Same time. Staff lounge again. And…?”

A dazed nod answers.

“Bring a spare pair of panties. You’re gonna need them.”

He walks out.

Leaves her bent over the table—cum-sticky, half-naked, shaking, utterly owned.

Long minutes pass before movement returns.

Just breathing.

Aching.

Counting the hours until tomorrow.


Chapter five
First Surrender


Sleep barely comes. All night long thick cum dries sticky between pale thighs, crusting the lace of panties, rubbing relentlessly against a swollen clit with every restless shift in bed. Morning arrives with fresh soaking arousal mingling with the remnants of last night’s load; frantic fingers plunge inside twice before classes even begin, chasing the ghost sensation of that fat head wedged just past the entrance. Release comes fast but hollow. Nothing satisfies anymore.

The day drags in a haze of distraction—thighs clamped tight under lecture-hall desks, nipples aching stiff against bra cups at every random flash of memory: the velvet growl in an ear, the obscene heavy weight of cock in trembling hands, hot ropes of seed painting skin. By seven o’clock, when the shift begins, the body already trembles with anticipation. In the staff bathroom fresh white cotton panties slide on—simple, innocent-looking—while a spare pair gets tucked into the bag exactly as instructed. Deep down the thin fabric feels laughably inadequate for containing what will be pumped inside tonight.

The library empties early. Midterms have driven most students to dorm rooms or the noisy twenty-four-hour lounge across campus. By ten-thirty the main floor stands deserted except for the low hum of the HVAC and the occasional creak of old shelves settling.

He arrives at eleven sharp.

No sitting. No pretense of opening a book. Long strides carry him straight to the circulation desk; dark eyes lock on like a predator that has already scented blood.

Hands shake while scanning the last few returns. His gaze traces the curve of throat, the cling of blouse over breasts, the short hem riding high on thighs.

“Staff lounge,” he says quietly once the counter is clear. “Now. Door unlocked. Lights off.”

A single mute nod answers. Eyes follow as he disappears down the service corridor.

Front doors lock. Last lights dim. Alarm set to bypass mode. Pulse thunders loud enough to drown out everything else. This is the moment—no more teasing, no more clothed grinding. Tonight he will fuck raw, deep, unprotected. The knowledge sends a dangerous thrill twisting through the belly. No pill. Nothing since those failed hookups months ago. The risk sits heavy and molten between the legs, making everything even wetter.

The staff lounge swallows light when the door opens. Locked behind. Only faint blue from the vending machine and red exit-sign glow remain. He waits—shirtless, track pants slung low on hips, cock already thick and heavy in his fist, stroked lazily.

“Strip,” he orders. Voice rougher than last night. Hungrier.

Buttons fly open. Blouse falls away. Bra unhooks. Skirt unzips and drops. Panties peel down thighs—crotch already darkened with fresh wetness. Naked now except for thin glasses and the low ponytail swaying against bare back.

Eyes devour the exposed form. “Fuck. Look at this tiny white body. Made to be bred by black cock.”

Two strides close the distance. Big hands encircle the waist, lift effortlessly onto the same Formica table from the night before. Ass meets cool surface. Legs spread on instinct. He steps between them, towering.

“Spread wider,” he growls.

Thighs fall open. Pink pussy glistens in dim light—clit swollen and peeking, hole fluttering under scrutiny.

Pants drop. Cock springs free—fully hard, slapping against abs. Ten-point-eight inches of thick, veined mahogany. Head flushed dark, slick with pre-cum. Heavy balls hang low, visibly loaded, ready to pump straight into an unprotected womb.

Mouth waters. Pussy clenches on nothing. A shiver races through—not only lust, but the sharp edge of real fear laced with craving. No condom. No pill. Just bare cock and a fertile, ovulating body.

He grips the base, slaps the fat head against the clit—once, twice, three times. Wet smacks ring in the quiet room. Body jolts each time, soft whimpers escaping.

“Beg for it,” he says. “Tell me you want this big black cock to stretch your little white cunt and breed it deep—risk and all.”

“Please,” the word bursts out, voice trembling. “Please, Tariq—fuck me raw. Stretch me with your huge cock. Ruin my pussy. Breed me—fill me up until I’m dripping your seed. I’m not on anything… I could get pregnant… and I still want it.”

Nostrils flare. Cock jumps in his fist.

“That’s right,” he growls. “You’re gonna take every thick inch bare. Gonna let me flood that fertile little womb. Gonna make you carry my black baby if that’s what happens tonight.”

Head notches at the entrance. Presses. Blunt pressure parts lips, stretches them thin around the ridge. A hiss escapes at the burn, but fear only floods more wetness.

“Relax,” he murmurs. One hand cups the jaw, thumb stroking the lower lip. “Breathe. Let me in so I can pump this tight little womb full. No pulling out. No second thoughts.”

Exhale shudders out. He sinks forward another inch. Head pops inside—fat, unyielding. Walls clamp instinctively, fluttering around the intrusion.

“Fuck—tight,” he groans. “So fucking tight. Gonna have to work for every inch so I can get deep enough to knock you up.”

Shallow, patient rocks follow. Each feeds another fraction. Stretch burns, aches, blooms delicious. Every vein, every ridge drags against sensitive walls. Head falls back, mouth open in silent scream. Risk pulses with every gained inch: one night, one load, a baby—his baby.

Halfway he pauses. Lets adjustment happen. Pussy throbs around him—greedy, desperate.

“Look at me,” he orders.

Head lifts. Glasses fogged. Eyes glassy with overstimulation and terror-laced lust.

“Watch while I fill you up and plant my seed where it belongs. You’re ovulating tonight, aren’t you? I can feel how fucking ready this pussy is.”

Frantic nod. “Yes… yes, I am. God—please don’t stop. Breed me anyway.”

Deeper—slow, relentless. Belly bulges faintly when he bottoms out—ten-point-eight inches buried to the hilt. Balls press flush against ass. Blunt head kisses cervix like a promise. Fullness splits open, dangerously claimed.

He holds still. Lets the sensation sink in: heavy throb inside, walls rippling and clutching, impossible pressure right against the womb.

“You feel that?” he whispers. “That’s your pussy finally getting what it’s been begging for. No more little white-boy dicks. This cunt belongs to me now—and I’m gonna breed it until you’re swollen with my baby. You want that risk? Want me to cum so deep you can’t wash it out?”

“Yes—fuck yes,” the sob breaks free. “Breed me. Risk it all. Put a black baby in me. Make me yours forever.”

Movement begins.

Slow at first—long drags almost to the tip, then deep grinding thrusts that mash the head against cervix. Each stroke rubs g-spot. Each bottom-out nudges that deep place that whites out vision. Wet, obscene squelches fill the room—slick coating shaft, dripping with every plunge.

Hands scrabble at broad shoulders. Nails dig into mahogany skin.

“Harder,” the plea comes. “Fuck me harder—breed me harder! Don’t pull out—ever!”

Growl answers. Hips gripped—bruising—and he snaps forward. Table creaks. Raw, punishing strokes make small breasts bounce, glasses slide down nose.

“Take it, little white slut,” he snarls. “Take every thick inch. Gonna flood this fertile pussy. Gonna make you leak my cum for hours—gonna keep you plugged so none of it escapes. You’re gonna walk around campus tomorrow with my baby growing inside you.”

Orgasm crashes without warning—hard, shattering. Walls convulse around thickness. Gush of wetness sprays between them—first real squirt. Name sobs out, body shaking, pregnancy thought only amplifying the peak.

He doesn’t stop.

“Again,” he grits. “Cum on this dick again while I breed you. Milk me dry so it takes.”

Hips angle—hitting that spot relentlessly. Hand slides between, thumb circling clit in tight, firm strokes.

Scream rips high and broken. Another climax tears through. More squirt. Thighs tremble. Vision whites behind fogged glasses.

Pace falters. Thrusts turn erratic—deep, grinding, possessive.

“Gonna fill you,” he snarls. “Gonna pump this tight white pussy full of cum. Breed you. Knock you up. Make you carry my black baby so everyone knows who owns this cunt. No condom. No pulling out. Just my seed claiming you.”

“Yes—please—cum in me,” babbling starts. “Breed me. Own me. Fill me up—give me your baby! I want the risk—I want it all!”

Final slam—balls tight against ass—and he unloads. Thick hot ropes flood deep. Pulse after pulse. Overflow leaks around shaft, drips onto table. Each spurt aims for the womb, painting insides with claim. Almost possible to feel it seeking, the dangerous edge making walls clench harder.

He stays buried. Grinding through aftershocks. Letting every drop be milked while filthy promises whisper against the ear.

“That’s it… take it all… gonna keep you full of me every night from now on… gonna breed this little white pussy until it’s ruined for anyone else… until you’re round with my child.”

Slow, deliberate withdrawal. Pussy gapes slightly—pink walls fluttering, cum bubbling out in thick white rivulets. Sight draws a groan from him.

“Look at that bred little hole,” he murmurs. “Stretched wide. Leaking my seed. Perfect. If it takes tonight… you’re mine forever.”

Finger scoops through the mess—pushes it back inside. Whimper follows.

“Keep it in,” he orders. “Wear my cum inside you for the rest of your shift tomorrow. Feel it every time you move—feel how I’ve already started claiming you. And if you miss your period next month… you come straight to me.”

Dazed nod—wrecked, euphoric, terrified, addicted.

Slow, deep kiss follows—tongue claiming like the rest of her.

Eyes burn dark promise when he pulls back.

“Tomorrow night,” he says. “We do this again. And next time—I’m not stopping at one round. Gonna breed you until you can’t walk straight… until there’s no doubt.”

He dresses. Leaves her sprawled on the table—legs spread, pussy leaking, body trembling with aftershocks and the razor-edge thrill of what might already be growing inside.

Long minutes pass without movement.

Just lying there.

Feeling the stretch.

The fullness.

The ownership.

And the terrifying, intoxicating possibility that tonight changed everything.


Chapter six
Risky Returns


Aftershocks still hum through every muscle from last night’s raw claiming. Each step across campus during afternoon classes sends a fresh trickle of dried cum shifting deep inside—thick, sticky proof that he flooded an unprotected womb only hours earlier. No shower this morning; impossible to rinse away the evidence. Instead clean panties slide over the lingering mess, crust flaking against sensitive folds with every movement. The risk coils tight and hot low in the belly: no pill, no barrier, just his seed already burrowing deeper. A sudden clench around the remembered fullness nearly draws a moan right in the middle of lecture.

Evening shift arrives and the body feels like a live wire—nipples stiff and aching beneath the blouse, clit throbbing against damp cotton, mind looping his snarled promises on repeat: Gonna knock you up… make you carry my black baby… no pulling out.

He doesn’t wait for closing tonight.

Eight-fifteen and the library still holds a scattering of students hunched over laptops, headphones in. He strides past the circulation desk without a word, eyes flicking up for one searing second—command unmistakable. Then he vanishes into the east wing restricted study rooms: single-occupancy carrels with lockable doors, meant for grad students and “special research.” The master key waits under the counter.

Hands tremble as the key ring is snatched. A quick excuse to the other student worker—“checking a noise complaint”—and escape follows.

The east wing feels quieter, almost abandoned. Motion lights snap on one by one, throwing long shadows down the aisle. Carrel 312 sits at the very end—door ajar, interior dark.

A push inward. Door locked behind. Click echoes too loudly in the small space.

He waits on the narrow built-in bench, legs spread wide, track pants already tented obscenely. The overhead bulb stays off; only faint hallway light leaks under the door, outlining the thick bulge.

“Lock it,” he says. Voice low. Rough.

The lock engages again—unnecessary but deliberate.

“On your knees.”

Knees hit industrial carpet instantly. Rough fibers bite through the skirt. Two crawling steps close the distance, heart slamming against ribs.

Zipper rasps down slowly. Cock springs free—already thick, veined, half-hard and glistening at the tip. Musk hits hard: clean sweat, lingering traces of last night’s cum, pure masculine heat. Like a drug straight to the bloodstream.

“Open.”

Lips part. Tongue extends. Head fed in—slow, deliberate. Jaw stretches wide at once. Saliva floods. Greedy suction follows, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling around the fat ridge.

A deep groan rumbles above. One large hand cups the back of the head—not forcing, simply guiding.

“That’s it, little white slut. Suck the cock that bred you last night. Taste how hard I get thinking about your tight pussy full of my seed.”

Whimper vibrates around thick flesh. Fresh heat gushes between thighs. Deeper bobs follow—soft gag when the head nudges throat—then retreat to lick the underside, tracing every pulsing vein.

Wet pop when he pulls free. Saliva strings connect swollen lips to glistening shaft.

“Stand up. Bend over the desk.”

Scramble to obey. Small bolted study table barely fits a laptop and notes. Waist bends, palms flat on surface, ass presented. Skirt rides up on its own.

Behind her now. Panties yanked to knees in one rough tug. Cool air kisses soaked folds. Dripping visibly—thick strands of arousal stretching between thighs.

“Look at this messy little cunt,” he growls. Fingers spread open—exposing swollen clit, puffy lips still slightly gaped from last night. “Still leaking my cum. Still stretched. Still begging for more.”

Light slaps land on the clit—once, twice. Body jolts. Lip bitten to stifle moan. Carrel walls thin; footsteps anywhere in the wing could carry sound.

“Quiet,” he warns. “Unless you want the whole floor to know you’re getting finger-fucked by the black cock that might’ve already knocked you up.”

Words trigger hard clench. Fresh gush coats invading fingers as two thick digits slide inside—curling, stroking g-spot at once.

Knees buckle. Table edge gripped hard.

“Fuck—Tariq—”

“Shh.” Third finger joins. Stretch burns sweet. Walls flutter desperately. “You love this risk, don’t you? Getting railed in the library where anyone could walk by. Getting filled again when your womb’s already swimming in my load. What if it takes? What if you’re already pregnant with my baby right now?”

Quiet sob escapes. “I—I don’t know. It scares me… but I want it. I want you to keep breeding me. Keep risking it.”

Ponytail fisted. Head tugged back into arch.

“Good girl,” murmured against the ear. “Keep clenching like that. Milk my fingers. Imagine it’s my cock again—bare, deep, pumping another load straight into that fertile little hole.”

Faster finger-fucking follows—wet, obscene squelches filling the tiny room. Thumb finds clit, circles hard. Thighs tremble. Edge rushes close—dangerously close.

“Cum for me,” he growls. “Cum knowing I’m gonna fill you again tonight. Gonna breed you until there’s no question who owns this pussy.”

Shatter comes silent but violent. Walls spasm around fingers. Gush of squirt soaks hand, drips down thighs, puddles on carpet. Forearm bitten to muffle cry.

No mercy given.

Fingers withdraw—smeared with cream—and pushed into waiting mouth.

“Taste how wet you get thinking about carrying my child.”

Eager sucking follows—tongue swirling, moans around the taste of self mixed with traces of his earlier cum.

Spun around. He sits back on the bench. Pulled onto lap—straddling, skirt bunched at waist.

“Ride me,” he orders. “Slow. Quiet. Take every inch while I talk about how I’m gonna keep pumping you full until you’re round.”

Cock notched at entrance. Sink down—agonizing inch by inch. Stretch still shocks—walls protesting girth even after last night. Lip bitten until blood tastes metallic as hilt is reached, ass flush against thighs.

Hips gripped. Held still a moment—letting full length throb inside, head kissing cervix again.

“Feel that?” whispered. “That’s where my cum belongs. Deep. Against your womb. No condom. No pulling out. Just me flooding you every time I want.”

Slow rocking begins—grinding circles. Friction exquisite. Every shift rubs clit against pubic bone. Already climbing again.

Hands slide under blouse. Nipples pinched—hard.

“Imagine it,” he continues, voice dark velvet. “Your belly swelling. Tits getting heavy. Everyone on campus knowing you got bred by big black cock. Knowing this tight white pussy only opens for me now.”

Rhythm falters. Dripping down shaft—slick sounds barely muffled by bodies.

“Faster,” whispered plea. “Please—fuck me faster. Breed me again.”

Growl answers. Lifted slightly—then slammed back down. Once. Twice. Table rattles. Carrel wall vibrates.

Hand clamps over mouth.

Fucked upward into—short, brutal thrusts hitting cervix every stroke. Balls slap wetly against ass.

“Gonna cum,” he snarls. “Gonna fill this risky little cunt again. Gonna make sure my seed takes. You want that? Want me to knock you up right here in the fucking library?”

“Yes—god yes,” hissed through fingers. “Cum in me. Breed me. Risk it all.”

Deep slam—once, twice—and release. Hot thick ropes paint insides. Pulse after pulse. Splash felt against cervix, womb drinking greedily. Overflow leaks around shaft, coats balls, drips onto bench.

Climax hits with him—silent, shattering, walls milking dry. Small squirt soaks lap.

Locked together long moments—harsh breathing, hearts hammering in sync.

Finally lifted off—slowly. Cock slips free with wet slurp. Cum pours in thick white streams.

Scooped up with two fingers—pushed back inside.

“Keep it in,” ordered. “No wiping. No changing panties. Walk the rest of your shift with my load leaking down your thighs. Feel the risk every step.”

Dazed nod—owned, terrified, euphoric.

Hard possessive kiss—then he tucks away.

“Tomorrow,” he says. “My apartment. Full night. No quickies. I’m breeding you until you can’t stand.”

Slips out first—door left cracked.

Seated another minute—legs trembling, pussy throbbing, cum seeping slowly.

Panties pulled up—trapping mess against sensitive folds.

Skirt straightened. Hair smoothed. Walk back to circulation desk—every step slick reminder of what he’s done.

And what he might have already started inside.


Chapter seven
Weekend Overflow


Quinn’s shift ends at midnight on Friday, but she’s already gone in her mind. She clocks out mechanically, hands trembling as she gathers her bag. The library feels too small now—too full of echoes: the creak of the study-carrel bench, the wet slap of skin on skin, the thick drip of Tariq’s cum down her thighs every time she moved behind the desk tonight. She’s worn the same soaked panties since the carrel session. Hasn’t changed them. Hasn’t wanted to. Every step reminds her how full he keeps her, how dangerously close she is to carrying his child.

Tariq waits outside in the parking lot—black SUV idling under a flickering streetlamp. He doesn’t get out. Just lowers the passenger window when she approaches.

“Get in,” he says. Voice low. Commanding. No greeting. No smile. Just hunger.

Quinn slides into the leather seat. The door thuds shut. Seatbelt clicks. She’s shaking—part cold, part anticipation, part the low-grade terror that’s become her constant companion since he first flooded her unprotected womb.

He reaches over without looking. Big hand slides under her skirt, fingers finding the soaked cotton immediately.

“Still wearing my cum,” he murmurs. Approval in his tone. “Good girl. You’re gonna need every drop for what I’ve got planned.”

The drive to his off-campus apartment is twenty minutes of agonizing tension. He doesn’t speak much—just occasional filthy promises delivered in that velvet baritone.

“Gonna fuck you until you can’t walk straight.” “Gonna keep this little white pussy plugged with my cock all weekend.” “Gonna breed you so deep you’ll feel me in your throat.”

By the time they pull into the gravel lot behind the run-down brick building, Quinn’s thighs are slick again. She’s dripping through her panties, clit throbbing with every heartbeat.

Inside, the apartment is sparse—couch, TV, king bed visible through an open bedroom door. No pretense of romance. Just space to ruin her.

Tariq locks the door. Turns to her.

“Strip. Everything. Leave the glasses on—I like watching your eyes roll back when you cum.”

Quinn obeys. Blouse. Bra. Skirt. Panties peeled away—dark with dried and fresh cum. She stands naked in the dim lamplight, porcelain skin flushed from throat to thighs, small breasts heaving, nipples tight peaks.

Tariq circles her slowly. Like prey. Like property.

“Look at you,” he growls. “Tiny. Soft. Already marked. Already leaking. Already mine.”

He grabs her ponytail. Tugs her to her knees.

“Open.”

She does. He feeds her his cock—slow at first, letting her adjust to the girth stretching her lips. Then deeper. Deeper. Until her nose presses against his trimmed pubic hair and her throat convulses around the head.

“Fuck—good little throat,” he groans. “Gonna train this mouth to take me balls-deep while I breed your cunt.”

He face-fucks her—steady, controlled thrusts that make drool run down her chin, onto her breasts. She gags, chokes, but doesn’t pull away. Tears stream behind her glasses. Her pussy clenches on nothing, aching to be filled.

After several long minutes he pulls free. Hauls her up. Throws her onto the bed on her back.

“Legs wide. Hold them open.”

She obeys—hands behind her knees, spreading herself obscenely. Her pussy is swollen, pink, still slightly gaped from earlier sessions. Cum from the carrel has dried in sticky trails down her inner thighs.

Tariq strips—slow, deliberate. Towering over her. Cock jutting out—thick, veined, dripping pre-cum.

He climbs between her legs. Notches the fat head at her entrance.

“No condom,” he reminds her. “No pulling out. You’re taking every drop. Again. And again. Until I’m sure my baby’s growing in this tight white belly.”

Quinn whimpers. “Please—yes. Breed me. Risk it. Fill me until it takes.”

He sinks in—one long, relentless thrust. Bottoms out in a single stroke. Her back arches off the bed. A high, broken cry escapes her.

“Fuck—so full,” she gasps. “So deep—hitting my womb—”

“That’s right,” he snarls. “Right where my seed belongs.”

He starts fucking her—hard, punishing strokes that slap his heavy balls against her ass on every thrust. The bed creaks. Headboard thuds against the wall. Her small breasts bounce wildly.

Quinn’s hands claw at his back. Nails leaving red trails on mahogany skin.

“Harder—please—breed me harder!”

Tariq growls. Hooks her legs over his shoulders—folds her in half. The new angle lets him slam even deeper. Each thrust mashes the blunt head against her cervix. She feels it—pressure, stretch, the dangerous promise of his cum flooding straight into her fertile core.

“You’re gonna cum on this dick,” he orders. “Gonna squirt all over me while I pump you full.”

He reaches between them. Thumb finds her clit—circles hard, fast.

Quinn shatters almost immediately. Walls convulsing. A violent gush of squirt sprays between them—drenching his abs, the sheets. She screams—raw, animal. Body shaking.

He doesn’t stop. Keeps pounding through her orgasm—drawing it out until she’s sobbing, oversensitive, begging.

“Too much—too much—oh god—”

“Take it,” he snarls. “You’re mine to use. Mine to breed. Cum again—milk my cock so it takes.”

He flips her onto her stomach. Yanks her hips up. Slams back in from behind. Doggy style—deeper, rougher. One hand fists her ponytail. The other cracks across her ass—sharp, stinging slaps that leave red handprints on pale skin.

“Light degradation,” he murmurs against her ear. “Little white slut getting fucked like she deserves. Begging for black seed in her fertile cunt.”

“Yes—yes—I’m your slut,” she sobs into the pillow. “Breed your slut—knock me up—please—”

He reaches around. Fingers her clit again. Pinches. Twists.

She comes a third time—silent this time, body locking up, pussy spasming so hard it nearly pushes him out. More squirt. Soaking the sheets. Soaking him.

Tariq’s rhythm falters. Thrusts grow erratic—deep, grinding.

“Gonna cum,” he growls. “Gonna flood this risky little hole. Gonna make sure my baby takes root tonight.”

“Inside—please—cum inside!” she begs. “Breed me—fill me—give me your black baby!”

He slams deep—balls tight against her clit—and unloads. Thick, hot ropes paint her insides. Pulse after pulse. So much cum she feels her belly swell slightly with the volume. Overflow leaks out around his shaft, drips down her thighs.

He stays buried. Grinding. Letting her milk him dry.

When he finally pulls out, cum pours from her gaping pussy in thick white streams. He scoops it up—three fingers—shoves it back inside her.

“Keep it in,” he orders. “All weekend. No cleaning up. I want you dripping my seed every time I fuck you.”

Quinn collapses onto the mattress—legs trembling, body wrecked, pussy throbbing with aftershocks.

But he’s not done.

He flips her onto her back again. Climbs over her face.

“Clean me.”

She opens her mouth eagerly. Sucks his softening cock—tasting herself, tasting his cum, tasting their combined mess.

He hardens again almost immediately.

“Round two,” he says. “Gonna fuck you until the sun comes up. Then again. And again.”

He slides back inside her—slow this time. Deep. Possessive.

Quinn wraps her legs around his waist. Pulls him closer.

“More,” she whispers. “Breed me more. Don’t stop until I’m pregnant.”

Tariq smiles—dark, triumphant.

“That’s my good little white slut.”

He starts moving again.

The weekend has only just begun.


Chapter eight
Library Loyalty


Monday evening brings a return to the library like drifting through halls that once felt safe but now pulse with ghosts. Fluorescent lights burn harsher overhead, stacks seem colder, silence weighs heavier than before. Every shelf passed carries a memory etched in: the restricted aisle where thick bulge first pressed firm against ass, the basement archives where frantic fingers first chased release to thoughts of him, the staff lounge where open splitting finally happened and unprotected womb flooded deep. The body remembers just as vividly—deep delicious soreness lingering between thighs, faint bruises blooming on hips from bruising grips, constant low throb in the clit that refuses to fade since the weekend marathon.

Traces of him still leak inside. Even after one reluctant shower—ordered by text to “keep my cum in you as long as you can”—remnants cling stubbornly. Each step behind the circulation desk shifts the slick evidence, a constant reminder that the pussy no longer belongs solely to its owner. Marked. Claimed. Possibly already transforming from within.

Period late now. Three days. No test taken yet—courage fails at the thought of confirmation. Uncertainty twists like exquisite torture and ecstasy intertwined. Every imagined cramp, every fleeting twinge, every wave of phantom nausea could signal the first sign. Could mean his baby taking root. The possibility makes thighs clench hard, sends fresh wetness soaking fresh cotton panties worn today. Addiction to the risk has taken hold completely. Addiction to him absolute.

He arrives at ten-thirty. No books. No studying pretense. Straight to the desk, one elbow leaning on the counter, dark knowing eyes looking down.

“Restricted carrel 312,” quiet command. “Ten minutes. Bring the key. And…?”

Swallow hard. “Yes?”

“Wear nothing under the skirt.”

Breath catches sharp. Small obedient nod follows.

Next ten minutes drag eternal. One last lingering undergrad helped. Single cart of returns shelved with shaking hands. Master key slips into pocket. East wing approached. Motion lights flicker on ahead like accusatory spotlights. Nipples already stiff against thin blouse, rubbing with every step. No bra. No panties. Just short navy skirt and blouse left one extra button undone. Obscene. Exposed. Owned.

Carrel 312 door cracked. Interior dark.

Push inside. Lock engaged.

He waits on the bench—legs spread, cock out and hard in fist. Ten-point-eight inches of thick veined mahogany glisten in faint hallway light leaking under the door. Slow strokes continue, eyes locked.

“Lift the skirt,” he orders.

Fingers tremble as hem gripped and raised. Cool air kisses bare swollen pussy—still slightly puffy from weekend’s relentless use. Thin trail of arousal gleams along inner thigh.

Low groan rumbles from his throat.

“Look at that bred little cunt. Still gaping a bit. Still leaking my cum from Friday night. You been keeping it inside like I told you?”

“Yes,” whispered. “All weekend. Even after I showered. I couldn’t wash you out.”

“Good girl.” He stands. Towers in the tiny space. “On your knees. Show me how much you missed this cock.”

Drop immediate. Carpet bites bare knees. Crawl forward—eager, desperate—take him into mouth without hesitation. Lips stretch wide around fat head. Tongue swirls. Greedy sucking follows, cheeks hollowing, bobbing deep until throat convulses and drool cascades down chin.

Ponytail fisted. Rhythm guided—slow, deep, possessive.

“That’s it. Worship the cock that owns you. The cock that might’ve already knocked you up.”

Moan vibrates around thick shaft. Words send heat surging through core. Hand slips between legs—fingers find dripping clit, rubbing frantically while mouth works him—impossible to stop.

Sudden pull free. Hauled up by hair. Spun. Bent over small table—ass up, skirt flipped onto back.

“Spread yourself,” he growls.

Reach back. Fingers part cheeks—exposing slick pink hole. Still tender. Still starving.

Sharp wet slap lands on clit. Body jolts. Lip bitten to keep silence.

“Quiet, little slut. Don’t want the night-shift guard hearing you get bred again.”

Head notched at entrance. Presses. Sinks in—one long slow thrust stretching open all over again. High broken gasp escapes. Walls flutter around girth, welcoming home.

“Fuck—still so tight,” he groans. “Even after I fucked you raw all weekend. This pussy was made for me.”

Bottoms out—balls flush against clit. Holds. Lets every pulsing inch be felt buried deep, blunt head kissing cervix.

“You know what tonight is?” murmured, leaning over, chest to back, lips at ear.

Head shakes—breathless.

“Tonight you admit it. Out loud. To me. In this library where it all started. You tell me who owns this cunt. Who bred it. Who’s gonna keep breeding it until you’re round and leaking milk.”

Eyes sting—tears of overstimulation, surrender, pure filthy need.

“You,” whispered. “You own it. You bred me. You’re gonna keep breeding me—every night, every chance—until I’m pregnant with your baby. Until everyone can see what you did to me.”

Pleased possessive growl. Fucking begins—slow at first, long drags to tip, then deep grinding thrusts mashing against cervix each stroke.

“Say it again.”

“You own my pussy,” gasped louder—voice cracking. “Your big black cock owns it. Stretches it. Fills it. Breeds it. I’m your white slut—your library-fucked cumdump. Please—keep cumming in me. Keep risking it. Make me carry your child.”

Speed builds. Hard relentless slams. Table rattles. Carrel walls vibrate. Wet slaps echo in tiny room.

“Cum for me,” snarled. “Cum knowing you’re mine forever. Knowing this pussy only opens for black cock now.”

Hand snakes around. Fingers find clit—pinch, twist, rub hard circles.

Shatter silent but violent. Walls clamp like vise. Gush of squirt sprays against thighs, soaks carpet. Body convulses. Tears stream behind glasses.

No pause. Pounds through orgasm—drawing it out until sobbing, oversensitive, begging incoherently.

“Take it—take my load,” growled. “Last one tonight. Deep. Right against your womb. Gonna make sure it takes.”

Deep slam—balls tight—and unload. Thick hot ropes flood. Pulse after pulse. Splash felt against cervix, body greedily pulling deeper. Overflow leaks around shaft, drips down thighs in thick white rivulets.

Stays buried. Grinding. Whispering filthy ownership into ear.

“That’s it… take every drop… you’re mine now. My bred little white slut. My library property. My forever.”

Final slow withdrawal. Cum pours from gaping hole. Scooped up—three thick fingers—pushed back inside.

“Keep it in,” ordered one last time. “Walk home with it dripping. Feel me inside you every step. And when you miss your period…”

Turned around. Kissed—slow, deep, claiming.

“…you come straight back here. And we celebrate. Together.”

Tucked away. Slips out first—door left cracked.

Bent over table long minutes—legs trembling, pussy throbbing, cum seeping slowly.

Straighten finally. Skirt smoothed. Thighs wiped as best trembling fingers allow.

Walk out—past empty stacks, past circulation desk, into night—every step slick with him, every breath thick with scent of sex and surrender.

Pregnancy unknown yet.

One certainty absolute:

Tomorrow night return.

And every night after.

Begging for more.
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Chapter one
The Meet


The soundproofed study lounge in the student union building felt smaller than its actual dimensions. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting a sterile glow over the single rectangular table and two uncomfortable chairs. It was 8:57 p.m. on a Tuesday in early September, and Brooke Whitaker was already regretting every life choice that had led her here.

She sat with perfect posture, platinum-blonde hair falling in smooth waves past her shoulders, a delicate gold cross resting just above the modest neckline of her crisp white blouse. Her navy pleated skirt was modest, pearls gleaming at her throat, and her manicured hands were folded neatly on the table. The president of the Campus Conservatives Union looked every bit the composed, well-bred young woman her father had raised.

Across from her, Rashad “Rash” Coleman filled the space as if he owned it.

At 6'7" and 245 pounds of lean, powerful muscle, the star linebacker and captain of the football team made the sturdy wooden chair look like children’s furniture. His dark skin gleamed under the lights, broad shoulders stretching the fabric of a simple black athletic shirt. Gray sweatpants hung low on his hips, doing absolutely nothing to hide the heavy, thick outline resting along his left thigh.

Brooke refused to let her eyes drop there. She kept them locked on his face instead.

Rashad leaned back casually, one massive arm draped over the back of his chair, watching her with calm, unreadable dark eyes. The silence stretched.

Finally, Brooke spoke, her voice crisp and clipped with practiced authority.

“Ground rules,” she said. “This is a mandated dialogue session, not a debate club free-for-all. You will speak when I call on you. No profanity. No intimidation. No attempts to physically dominate the space. We are here to exchange ideas civilly, nothing more.”

Rashad’s lips curved into a slow, lazy smile that made something unwelcome tighten low in her belly.

“Civilly,” he repeated, the deep baritone of his voice rolling through the small room like distant thunder. “That’s cute, coming from the girl who called Black athletes ‘campus thugs’ in three different tweets last spring.”

Brooke’s cheeks heated. She lifted her chin. “Those were factual observations based on observable patterns of behavior. If certain communities refuse to assimilate to civilized standards—”

“Assimilate,” Rashad echoed, tilting his head. His gaze drifted slowly down the front of her blouse, lingering for a fraction of a second on the gentle swell of her breasts before returning to her face. “That’s a big word for someone whose nipples are already trying to poke holes through that pretty white blouse.”

Brooke’s breath caught. She uncrossed and re-crossed her legs tightly beneath the table, the motion making her skirt ride up just an inch on her smooth thighs. She hated he noticed. Hated more that she could feel the faintest dampness forming between her legs.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she snapped. “This has nothing to do with you personally. It’s about principles. About protecting the integrity of this university from—”

“From people like me?” Rashad interrupted smoothly. He shifted in his chair, and the heavy outline in his sweatpants moved with him, drawing her traitor eyes for half a second before she jerked them back up. “Six-foot-seven, two-hundred-forty-five pounds of pure thug energy. That’s what you called guys like me, right? ‘Built like linebackers and acting like gangsters.’”

Brooke’s mouth went dry. She could smell him now — clean post-practice sweat mixed with something warmer, more masculine. It filled the small, enclosed space and made her head feel fuzzy.

“I stand by my words,” she said, forcing steel into her voice even as her pulse hammered in her throat. “If you people spent less time protesting and more time—”

“You people.” Rashad leaned forward slowly, forearms resting on the table. The movement made the veins in his thick arms stand out. His knee brushed against hers under the table — accidental or not — and the contact sent a jolt straight between her legs. “Careful, Brooke. That pretty gold cross you’re wearing might burn right off your chest if you keep talking like that.”

She swallowed hard. The room suddenly felt too warm. Too small. The locked door and thick walls meant no one would hear them for the next two hours. No witnesses. No escape.

“I’m here because the dean threatened to impeach me from the Union if I refused these sessions,” she said tightly. “You’re here because your coach will bench you if you don’t show up. Let’s just get this over with.”

Rashad’s smile widened, slow and predatory. He didn’t move his knee away. If anything, he pressed it a little firmer against hers.

“Two hours, princess. Locked in. Just you, me, and all the hate you’ve been carrying around.” His voice dropped lower. “Tell me again how much you despise ‘urban athletes.’ I want to hear every word while I watch that pulse jumping in your throat.”

Brooke’s hands tightened into fists on the table. Her nipples were traitorously hard against the lace of her bra. Her panties felt warmer than they should. And the worst part — the part that made shame burn hot in her chest — was that she was already wondering what it would feel like if he stopped playing nice and actually touched her.

She opened her mouth to fire back another slogan, but the words stuck in her throat as Rashad’s dark eyes held hers, heavy with promise and challenge.

The clock on the wall ticked forward.

Two hours had never felt so dangerously long.


Chapter two
Rising Lust


Thursday night came too quickly.

Brooke arrived at the study lounge at 8:55 p.m., heart already hammering against her ribs. She had spent the last two days trying to scrub the memory of Tuesday’s session from her mind — the way Rashad’s knee had pressed against hers, the heavy outline in his sweatpants, the calm way he’d thrown her own words back in her face. She told herself she was only showing up because the dean had made it clear: miss three sessions and she’d be removed as president of the Campus Conservatives Union.

That was the only reason.

She smoothed her hands down her crisp white blouse and pleated navy skirt, pearls cool against her flushed skin, and pushed open the door.

Rashad was already there.

He sat sprawled in the same chair, legs spread wide, gray sweatpants once again doing nothing to hide the thick, heavy bulge resting along his thigh. His black athletic shirt clung to his broad chest and shoulders. When she entered, his dark eyes lifted and dragged slowly over her body, from her polished heels to the delicate cross at her throat.

“Back for more education, princess?” he asked, voice low and amused.

Brooke shut the door behind her. The lock clicked automatically. Two hours. Soundproofed. No escape.

“I’m here to fulfill the mandate,” she said stiffly, taking her seat and crossing her legs tightly. “Nothing more. Let’s begin with affirmative action. Your side loves to claim—”

“Save the speech,” Rashad interrupted. He leaned forward, forearms on the table, veins standing out against dark skin. “We’re changing the rules tonight.”

Brooke’s stomach tightened. “There are no rules to change. The guidelines are clear—”

“New rule,” he continued as if she hadn’t spoken. His gaze locked on hers, dark and intense. “You want to run your mouth about ‘urban athletes’ and ‘ghetto culture’? Fine. But from now on, you’re going to defend every hateful tweet you’ve ever posted… while I touch you.”

Her breath caught. “What?”

“You heard me.” Rashad’s lips curved into that slow, predatory smile. “You talk. I touch. Every time your voice shakes or you moan instead of finishing a sentence, I stop. You want to cum? You finish your racist little talking points like a good girl.”

Brooke’s face burned. “You’re disgusting. I’m not agreeing to—”

“You don’t have to agree.” He slid his chair closer, long legs stretching under the table until his knee pressed firmly between hers, forcing them apart an inch. “But if you walk out now, I’ll make sure the dean knows you refused the dialogue program. And we both know what that means for your precious Union position.”

She stared at him, pulse thundering in her ears. The room felt smaller, hotter. She could already smell him — that warm, masculine musk mixed with fresh soap. Her nipples tightened against her bra.

“This is blackmail,” she whispered.

“This is consequences,” he replied calmly. “Now start talking. October 12th. Tweet forty-three. ‘Urban athletes bring ghetto culture to our campuses and then wonder why real students feel unsafe.’ Say it. Word for word.”

Brooke’s thighs clenched together, but his knee kept them parted. She swallowed hard, trying to keep her voice steady.

“Urban athletes… bring ghetto culture to our campuses and then wonder why real students feel unsafe.”

The second the words left her mouth, his hand moved.

Calloused fingertips brushed the bare skin just above her knee, sliding slowly upward under the hem of her pleated skirt. Brooke gasped, her hands flying to grip the edge of the table.

“Keep going,” Rashad murmured, voice velvet-soft. “Explain it to me. Why exactly do Black athletes make you feel so unsafe?”

His fingers traced lazy circles on her inner thigh, inching higher with every heartbeat. The touch was light, teasing, nowhere near where her body was already aching. Heat pooled low in her belly. She could feel herself getting wet.

“It’s not… it’s not personal,” she managed, voice wavering. “It’s statistics. Crime rates in those communities are—”

His fingers reached the edge of her lace panties. One thick digit pressed against the damp fabric, stroking along her slit through the material. Brooke’s hips jerked involuntarily.

“—are higher,” she finished breathlessly. “And the dropout rates—”

Rashad hooked the crotch of her panties aside. His bare finger slid through her slick folds, spreading her wetness, circling her swollen clit with agonizing slowness.

Brooke whimpered.

“Say the whole thing again,” he ordered, pressing just enough pressure on her clit to make her thighs tremble. “And don’t stop until you’ve explained why my kind doesn’t belong here.”

She tried. God, she tried.

“Urban athletes bring… ghetto culture—” His finger dipped lower, teasing her tight entrance without pushing inside. “—and then wonder why real students—”

He circled her clit again, faster now, the wet sound of his finger moving through her arousal filling the quiet room. Brooke’s head fell back slightly, pearls bouncing against her collarbone.

“—feel unsafe,” she moaned, the last word breaking.

Rashad immediately pulled his hand away.

Brooke’s eyes flew open. “Wait—”

“Finish the sentence properly,” he said, calm and merciless. “No moaning. No stuttering. Or we start over.”

Her pussy throbbed painfully, empty and aching. Shame burned through her chest even as fresh slick coated her thighs. She hated him. She hated how good his fingers felt. She hated that her body was betraying her so completely.

She forced the words out again, voice shaking. “Urban athletes bring ghetto culture to our campuses and then wonder why real students feel unsafe.”

His hand returned immediately, two thick fingers now gliding up and down her dripping slit. He pushed one finger inside her just to the first knuckle, stretching her virgin hole, then pulled back out, leaving her clenching around nothing.

“Explain the fatherless homes part,” he said softly. “You tweeted about that too.”

Brooke was losing control. Her conservative skirt was bunched around her hips. Her panties were shoved aside. Her nipples were painfully hard against her blouse. And every time she tried to hold onto her righteous anger, his fingers dragged her deeper into filthy, unwanted pleasure.

By the time the clock hit 10:30, she was a trembling, soaked mess. Rashad had edged her three separate times — bringing her right to the brink with slow, expert strokes on her clit and shallow thrusts of his fingers, only to stop the moment her voice broke or she moaned instead of finishing her hateful talking points.

She was dripping down her thighs. The front of her panties was dark and ruined. Her breathing came in short, desperate pants.

Rashad finally withdrew his hand, brought his glistening fingers to his mouth, and licked them clean right in front of her, eyes never leaving hers.

“Session’s almost over,” he said casually, as if he hadn’t just spent forty minutes tormenting her. “Same time next Tuesday?”

Brooke stared at him, chest heaving, pussy aching and empty, thighs sticky with her own arousal. She wanted to scream at him. She wanted to crawl across the table and beg him to finish what he started.

Instead, she whispered hoarsely, voice raw with shame and lust, “I still hate you.”

Rashad smiled slow and dark, wiping his wet fingers on his sweatpants.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “But your pussy doesn’t.”

He stood, towering over her, the massive bulge in his sweatpants even more obvious now. “See you Tuesday, princess. Wear the same skirt. I like how easy it is to get under it.”

Brooke didn’t move for several minutes after he left. She sat there with her skirt still bunched up, panties askew, feeling the cool air on her soaked, throbbing sex.

Her hand trembled as she finally lowered her skirt and stood on shaky legs.

She made it halfway back to her dorm before the ache became unbearable.

In the shadowed walkway between buildings, Brooke slipped her hand under her skirt, pressed two fingers against her swollen clit, and rubbed frantically.

It took less than a minute for her to cum — hard, biting her lip to stay quiet, the delicate pearls quivering against her collarbone as her body shuddered.

But even as the orgasm faded, the emptiness remained.

It wasn’t enough.

And she already knew she would be back on Tuesday.


Chapter three
Deeper Into the Game


Tuesday night arrived like a dirty secret Brooke couldn’t stop chasing.

She told herself she was only going because skipping would look bad on her record with the dean. She told herself the ache between her legs for the last five days had nothing to do with Rashad Coleman. She told herself a lot of things as she walked into the study lounge wearing the same navy pleated skirt and crisp white blouse, pearls still neatly in place.

Rashad was already waiting, sprawled in his chair like he owned the room. His eyes tracked her from the moment she stepped inside, lingering on the way her skirt swayed against her thighs.

“Same outfit,” he noted with a lazy smirk. “Good girl. Makes my job easier.”

Brooke locked the door behind her and took her seat, crossing her legs tightly. Her heart was already racing. “Let’s just get this over with. Tonight’s topic is welfare dependency and how it destroys—”

“Wrong,” Rashad cut in smoothly. He slid his chair closer until his long legs bracketed hers under the table. “We’re continuing the game. You defend one of your tweets. I touch. You finish your point without moaning like a desperate little slut, and maybe — maybe — I’ll let you cum tonight.”

Brooke’s breath hitched. Heat flooded her face. “I’m not a slut.”

“Not yet,” he replied, his voice low and dark. “But you’re getting there. Now start talking. Let’s do the one from March. ‘Black athletes are the reason campus crime is rising. They bring their ghetto mentality with them.’ Say it.”

She glared at him, but her thighs were already trembling. “Black athletes are the reason campus crime is rising. They bring their ghetto mentality with them.”

The second the words left her mouth, his hand was under her skirt.

Thick fingers pushed her panties aside without ceremony. Two of them slid through her folds, finding her already shamefully wet. Rashad hummed in approval.

“Already soaked,” he murmured. “You’ve been thinking about this all week, haven’t you? Little racist princess touching herself at night while she thinks about the big Black thug she hates.”

“I have not—” Her protest died in a sharp gasp as he pushed one thick finger inside her, stretching her tight virgin pussy. The intrusion burned in the best way. Her walls fluttered around him greedily.

“Keep talking,” he ordered, slowly pumping his finger in and out. “Explain the ghetto mentality part. Make it convincing.”

Brooke tried to focus. Her voice came out breathy and uneven. “It’s… it’s the way they carry themselves. The music. The clothes. The lack of respect for authority—”

Rashad added a second finger, curling them deep inside her, stroking that sensitive spot that made her vision blur. Wet, obscene sounds filled the small lounge as he fingered her steadily.

“—and that… that attitude carries over to the field and the classroom,” she continued, hips starting to rock subtly against his hand despite herself.

He circled her swollen clit with his thumb while his fingers kept thrusting. Brooke’s head fell back, a soft whimper escaping before she could stop it.

Immediately, Rashad stopped moving.

“No,” she gasped, eyes flying open. “Don’t—”

“Finish the point properly,” he said calmly, fingers hovering just outside her dripping entrance. “No whimpering. No grinding on my hand like a bitch in heat. Start over.”

Humiliation burned through her chest even as fresh slick coated his fingers. She hated how much her body responded to his degradation. Hated that the shame only made her wetter.

She forced the words out again, voice shaking. “Black athletes are the reason campus crime is rising. They bring their ghetto mentality with them. It’s the attitude, the music, the lack of respect—”

He rewarded her by slamming his fingers back inside, fucking her harder now. The wet squelching sounds grew louder. The string of pearls slapped rhythmically against her collarbone with every shallow thrust of her hips. Her nipples were diamond-hard against her blouse, clearly visible through the thin fabric.

“Good girl,” Rashad praised, thumb working her clit in tight circles. “Look at you. President of the Conservatives, sitting here with your legs spread, getting finger-fucked by the very thug you want off campus. Does your daddy know his perfect little girl is dripping all over a Black man’s hand?”

The mention of her father sent a sharp stab of guilt through the pleasure. Weakness is worthless. His voice echoed in her head. But the guilt only made her pussy clench harder around Rashad’s thick fingers.

“I’m not… I’m not dripping,” she lied breathlessly, even as her arousal ran down his wrist.

Rashad laughed low. “Liar.” He pulled his fingers out completely, spread her pussy lips with two fingers, and slowly dragged the head of his thumb over her exposed clit. “This pretty pink cunt is soaked. It’s been soaked since the first night. You hate me… but your body knows what it needs.”

He edged her twice more — bringing her right to the edge with deep, curling strokes and relentless clit play, only to stop the moment her voice broke or her hips started bucking too eagerly. By the third time, Brooke was shaking, sweat beading at her hairline, her conservative outfit disheveled, thighs slick and trembling.

“Please…” The word slipped out before she could stop it.

Rashad’s eyes darkened. “Please what, princess? Please let the ghetto thug make you cum?”

She bit her lip hard enough to taste blood, refusing to answer. But her hips kept rolling, chasing his retreating fingers.

He checked the clock. “Time’s almost up. One more round. Make it good.”

Brooke was desperate now. Her voice came out broken and hoarse as she recited the hateful tweet again, barely holding it together while his fingers worked her mercilessly.

When the clock finally hit 11:00, Rashad withdrew his hand completely, leaving her empty and throbbing on the edge of release.

He stood, towering over her, the massive bulge in his sweatpants obscenely obvious. Without a word, he brought his glistening fingers to her lips.

“Clean them.”

Brooke hesitated only a second before parting her lips. She tasted herself on his skin — sweet, musky, shameful. She sucked his fingers clean while staring up at him with wide, conflicted eyes.

Rashad pulled his fingers free with a wet pop and wiped the last traces on her cheek.

“Next Tuesday,” he said simply. “Wear the pearls again. They look pretty when you’re shaking.”

He left her there — skirt bunched, panties ruined and askew, pussy aching and empty, thighs sticky with her own juices.

Brooke didn’t move for several long minutes.

When she finally stood, her legs were so weak she had to brace herself on the table. The walk back to her dorm felt endless. Every step made her swollen clit rub against her soaked panties, sending sparks of frustrated need through her body.

Back in her room, she locked the door, stripped off her skirt and panties, and lay on her bed with her legs spread wide.

Her fingers flew over her clit, fast and desperate. She came hard within minutes, biting her pillow to muffle her cries, Rashad’s deep voice and thick fingers replaying in her mind.

But even as the orgasm faded, the ache remained.

It was deeper now.

And she already knew she would show up next Tuesday wearing the pearls, just like he told her to.


Chapter four
The Barrier


Brooke skipped the next Tuesday session.

She told herself it was a principled stand. She told the Union executive board that she had a conflicting event. She even posted a vague tweet about “protecting conservative values from forced ideological indoctrination.”

But the real reason sat heavy between her legs every time she moved.

For five straight days after that last session, she couldn’t stop feeling Rashad’s thick fingers inside her. The stretch. The wet sounds. The way he’d edged her until she was shaking and begging with her eyes. Every night she touched herself thinking about him, coming harder than she ever had before, only to lie there afterward drowning in shame.

Weakness is worthless.

Her father’s voice never left her head.

By Thursday she was a wreck — irritable at Union meetings, snapping at her friends, and avoiding the athletic side of campus like it was radioactive. She wore her longest skirts and highest-necked blouses, as if more fabric could hide how ruined she already felt.

She lasted until the following Tuesday.

At 8:47 p.m. she stood outside the study lounge door, pearls tight around her throat, hands trembling. She hated herself for coming back. Hated that her panties were already damp just from walking across campus.

She pushed the door open.

Rashad was there, but he didn’t look pleased.

He sat with his arms crossed over his broad chest, dark eyes hard. “You skipped last week.”

Brooke closed the door and took her seat, spine straight, chin high. “I had other obligations. The dialogue program isn’t the only thing on my schedule.”

“Bullshit.” His voice was calm but carried an edge. “You got scared. Your tight little racist pussy got fingered too good, and you ran.”

Heat flooded her face. “Don’t talk to me like that.”

Rashad leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Then stop lying. You came back tonight because you’ve been touching that pretty cunt every night thinking about me. Admit it.”

“I have not,” she snapped, but her voice wavered. Her thighs pressed together under the table. “This ends now. No more games. No more touching. We sit here for two hours, discuss policy like civilized adults, and that’s it. If you try anything physical again, I’ll report you to the dean and your coach.”

Rashad studied her for a long moment, then smiled — slow, dangerous, and knowing.

“Fine,” he said. “No touching. We’ll do it your way tonight.”

Brooke exhaled in relief… until he started talking.

For the first thirty minutes, he obeyed the new rule. No hands under the table. No physical contact. But his words were filthier than any touch.

He described in calm, explicit detail exactly what he wanted to do to her.

How he’d bend her over this very table and stretch her virgin pussy with his eleven-inch cock. How he’d choke her with one hand while pounding her so deep she’d feel him in her stomach. How he’d fill her womb with load after load of thick Black cum until it was leaking down her thighs while she was still wearing her conservative pearls and Union president badge.

Brooke sat rigid, trying to counter with policy points and statistics, but her voice grew thinner with every minute. Her nipples were painfully hard. Her panties were soaked through. Every time he described breeding her, her pussy clenched hard around nothing.

“You’re disgusting,” she whispered during one particularly vulgar description of him coming inside her while she called him every slur she knew.

“Am I?” Rashad leaned back, letting her see the massive, rock-hard outline of his cock straining against his sweatpants. “Then why are you squirming in your seat? Why are your thighs rubbing together like you’re trying to get friction on that aching clit?”

“I’m not—”

“You are.” His voice dropped lower. “I can smell how wet you are from here, Brooke. That prim, racist little cunt is dripping down your thighs right now because you know I’m the only one who can give you what you really need.”

She stood up abruptly, chair scraping loudly. “This session is over. I’m leaving.”

“Sit down.” The command was quiet but carried absolute authority. “You walk out now and I’ll tell the dean you refused to participate. You’ll lose your position. Your scholarship recommendations. Everything you’ve built your perfect little identity on.”

Brooke froze, breathing hard.

Slowly, she sat back down.

The rest of the session was pure torture.

Rashad kept talking — describing how he’d make her suck his cock under the table, how he’d fuck her ass while she tried to recite her conservative talking points, how he’d turn the president of the Campus Conservatives into his personal BBC breeding whore.

By the time 11:00 came, Brooke was shaking. Her blouse clung to her damp skin. Her clit throbbed so badly she wanted to scream. She hadn’t been touched once, yet she felt more violated and aroused than she had during any previous session.

When the lock finally clicked open, she stood on unsteady legs.

“I hate you,” she said, voice hoarse.

Rashad stood too, towering over her. The bulge in his sweatpants looked painfully hard.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “But you’re going to dream about me tonight anyway. And you’ll be back next week. Because deep down you know you need this.”

Brooke fled the lounge without another word.

She didn’t make it back to her dorm this time.

In the darkened stairwell of the student union, she pressed her back against the wall, hiked up her skirt, shoved her hand into her soaked panties, and rubbed her swollen clit frantically.

She came in under a minute — hard, gasping, biting her own wrist to stay quiet — imagining Rashad’s thick cock stretching her while he called her his little racist slut.

When the orgasm faded, tears pricked her eyes.

She was losing.

And the worst part was… a dark, secret part of her was starting to like it.


Chapter five
Cracks in the Armor


Brooke lasted four days this time.

Four days of throwing herself into Union work, attending every meeting, posting fiery tweets about “defending Western values,” and pretending the constant throb between her legs didn’t exist. She avoided the athletic complex entirely. She changed her route to classes. She even tried going to bed early with classical music playing, hoping it would drown out the memory of Rashad’s deep voice describing how he’d breed her.

It didn’t work.

Every night she ended up on her back with her legs spread, fingers frantically working her swollen clit while his filthy words replayed in her head. She came harder each time, but the relief never lasted. The emptiness only grew.

By the next Tuesday she was exhausted — dark circles under her eyes, nerves frayed, and her conservative blouses suddenly feeling too tight across her sensitive nipples.

She walked into the study lounge at 8:58 p.m. wearing her pearls like armor.

Rashad was waiting, but this time he didn’t smile.

He sat forward, elbows on the table, dark eyes intense. “You look like shit, princess. Fighting it that hard?”

Brooke took her seat and crossed her legs tightly, refusing to meet his gaze. “I’m here to talk policy. Nothing else. No games. No touching. No vulgar descriptions. If you cross the line even once, I’m done. I’ll report everything.”

Rashad watched her for a long moment, then nodded slowly. “Alright. Your rules tonight.”

For the first forty minutes, he actually followed them.

They discussed affirmative action, campus free speech, and crime statistics. Brooke recited her prepared points with practiced precision, her voice steady for the first time in weeks. She almost allowed herself to feel victorious.

Then Rashad shifted in his chair.

His knee brushed hers under the table — just once, accidental. But the contact sent a jolt straight to her core. Her pussy clenched hard, a fresh gush of wetness soaking her already-damp panties.

She faltered mid-sentence.

Rashad noticed.

From that moment on, he stopped playing fair.

He didn’t touch her. He didn’t need to.

Instead, he started describing everything in clinical, devastating detail — but this time he made her participate.

“Tell me, Brooke,” he said calmly during a lull, “when you touch yourself at night, do you use two fingers or three? Because my cock is a lot thicker than that.”

Her face burned. “I’m not discussing that.”

“But you are thinking about it,” he countered. “Every time you rub that little clit, you’re imagining how it would feel if I stretched you open. How full you’d be. How deep I’d go.”

Brooke’s thighs squeezed together. Her voice cracked. “Stop.”

“Make me,” he challenged softly. “Tell me again how Black men are destroying the moral fabric of this country… while your pussy drips onto the chair because you know I’m right here.”

She tried. She really tried.

Every time she launched into one of her talking points, Rashad would counter with raw, explicit imagery — how he’d choke her while he fucked her, how he’d make her wear her Union president sash while he pumped her full of cum, how he’d turn the loud-mouthed racist into his personal cum-dump.

By 10:15 she was trembling.

Her nipples were painfully hard. Her panties were ruined. Her clit throbbed with every heartbeat. She hadn’t been touched once, yet she felt more exposed than if she’d been naked.

“I can’t do this anymore,” she whispered suddenly, standing up on shaky legs. “This is harassment. I’m leaving.”

“Sit down, Brooke.”

The command was quiet, but it carried weight.

She stayed standing, breathing hard. “No. I’m reporting this.”

Rashad leaned back, calm and massive. “Go ahead. Report it. Tell the dean how the big Black thug made your racist little cunt wet for weeks. Tell him how you kept coming back anyway. How you skipped sessions and then showed up dripping. How you finger yourself every night thinking about the man you publicly call a thug.”

Brooke’s knees buckled. She sank back into her chair, defeated.

The last forty minutes were hell.

Rashad kept talking — low, relentless, filthy. He described exactly how he was going to break her. How he’d make her beg. How he’d fill her womb until she was leaking his cum during her next Union meeting.

When the session finally ended, Brooke was a mess.

She stood on trembling legs, skirt wrinkled, face flushed, pearls askew. Her thighs were sticky. Her pussy ached so badly she wanted to cry.

“I hate you,” she said, voice breaking. “I fucking hate you.”

Rashad stood too, towering over her. The bulge in his sweatpants was enormous, the head of his cock clearly outlined against the fabric.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “But next Tuesday you’re going to walk in here, sit down, and beg me to fuck you. Because you’re tired of fighting what your body already knows.”

Brooke fled the lounge without answering.

She didn’t even make it to the stairwell this time.

In the darkened hallway outside the lounge, she pressed her forehead against the cool wall, shoved her hand under her skirt, and rubbed her swollen, soaked clit with desperate, frantic strokes.

She came violently within seconds — biting her lip until it bled, tears running down her cheeks, her conservative pearls jiggling as her body convulsed.

It still wasn’t enough.

As the orgasm faded, the ache returned stronger than ever.

Brooke slid down the wall, sitting on the floor with her legs spread, cum-slick thighs trembling, and whispered to the empty hallway:

“…please.”

She didn’t know if she was begging Rashad… or herself to stop.

But deep down, she already knew the truth.

Next Tuesday, the barrier was going to break.


Chapter six
The Breaking Point


The study lounge felt like a pressure cooker the moment Brooke stepped inside.

Week 7. Tuesday night. 8:59 p.m.

She closed the heavy door behind her and the lock clicked into place with terrifying finality. The soundproofed walls swallowed every outside noise. It was just her, Rashad, and two hours of forced isolation.

Brooke’s hands were trembling as she smoothed down her navy pleated skirt. Her white blouse was buttoned all the way up, pearls resting cool against her flushed throat like a lie. She looked every inch the proper conservative president — except for the way her thighs kept pressing together, trying to ease the constant, aching throb that had lived between her legs for weeks.

Rashad didn’t say a word at first.

He rose slowly from his chair, all 6'7" and 245 pounds of dark, powerful muscle. His black athletic shirt stretched tight across his broad chest. Gray sweatpants hung low on his hips, the heavy, obscene outline of his cock already visible and thickening as he stared at her.

“You’re late,” he said, voice low and rough.

“I almost didn’t come,” Brooke whispered, her usual sharp tone cracked and uncertain.

Rashad’s lips curled into something between a smile and a snarl. “But you did. Again. Even after swearing you’d stop.”

He crossed the small room in two strides and grabbed the front of her blouse with one massive hand. The fabric gave way with a sharp rip. Buttons scattered across the floor like tiny gunshots. Her lace bra was exposed instantly, nipples already stiff and pressing desperately against the thin material.

Brooke gasped. “Rashad—wait—”

“No more waiting.” His other hand fisted her pearls, yanking her head back so she was forced to look up at him. “Seven weeks, princess. Seven weeks of you sitting across from me spitting racist shit while your pussy dripped for me. I’m done being patient.”

He shoved her backward until her ass hit the edge of the table, then lifted her effortlessly and slammed her down onto the wooden surface. Her skirt flipped up around her waist in a crumpled mess. Before she could even protest, Rashad hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and tore them down her legs, ripping the delicate lace in his haste.

Cool air kissed her soaked, swollen pussy. She was dripping — embarrassingly, shamefully wet. A thin string of her arousal stretched between her pussy lips and the ruined panties as he tossed them aside.

Rashad shoved his sweatpants down. His cock sprang free — thick, veined, and brutally long. Eleven inches of dark, angry meat, the head already shiny with precum. It looked far too big for her tiny body.

Brooke’s eyes widened in real panic. “That’s not going to fit. Rashad, please, it’s too big—I’m still a virgin—”

“You were a virgin,” he corrected, gripping her thighs and spreading them wide. “Tonight, that changes.”

He pressed the fat head of his cock against her slick entrance and pushed.

The stretch was immediate and vicious.

Brooke cried out as the thick crown forced her virgin lips apart, inch after inch sliding into her tight, unprepared pussy. The burn was intense, bordering on painful, yet underneath it was a deep, filthy pleasure she couldn’t deny. Her walls fluttered and clenched desperately around the invasion, trying to accommodate his massive girth.

“Fuuuck—” she sobbed, nails digging into his forearms. “It hurts—slow down—”

“No.” Rashad’s voice was gravel. He kept pushing, feeding her more of his cock, watching with dark satisfaction as her pale belly slightly bulged from the sheer size of him. “Take it. Take every fucking inch like the racist little slut you are.”

When he finally bottomed out, his heavy balls pressed tight against her ass, Brooke was panting wildly. She felt impossibly full — stretched to her limit, every nerve ending screaming.

Rashad gave her only a few seconds before he pulled back and slammed in hard.

The table creaked violently beneath her. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed obscenely in the small room as he set a brutal, punishing rhythm. Long, deep strokes that dragged every thick vein along her sensitive walls. Her tits bounced inside her torn blouse with every thrust. Her pearls jumped against her collarbone.

“Say it,” he growled, wrapping one large hand around her throat and squeezing just enough to make her eyes flutter. “Say the word you love throwing at me while I’m balls-deep in this tight white pussy.”

Brooke’s mind was fracturing. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. Her father’s voice screamed in her head — Weakness is worthless. You are better than this. — even as her hips started rolling up to meet his savage thrusts.

“N-nigger—” The slur tore out of her between broken moans. “You’re… you’re a fucking nigger—”

The word ignited something primal in Rashad. He roared, lifted her left leg over his shoulder, and drove even deeper, the new angle letting him grind directly against her g-spot with every brutal stroke.

Brooke came instantly.

Her pussy clamped down around his thick cock like a vice, walls rippling and milking him as a powerful squirt gushed out around his shaft, soaking his balls and the table beneath her. She screamed, back arching violently, her pearls jerking wildly against her collarbone as the orgasm tore through her body.

Rashad didn’t slow. He fucked her straight through it, hips snapping harder, sweat dripping from his chest onto her pale tits.

“That’s it,” he snarled. “Cream all over the dick you hate so much. Look at you — the proud president of the Campus Conservatives getting her virgin cunt ruined by BBC. Your daddy would disown you if he saw his perfect little girl right now.”

The shame hit her like another orgasm. Brooke came again, harder this time, sobbing and moaning incoherently as her body betrayed her completely. Her conservative blouse hung open, tits spilling out, nipples red and swollen. Her skirt was bunched uselessly around her waist. Cum and squirt leaked down her ass with every thrust.

Rashad leaned down, biting the side of her neck hard enough to leave a dark mark, then growled hotly against her ear:

“I’m gonna fill this womb up. Gonna pump load after load of thick Black cum deep inside you until you’re bred. You’re going to walk around campus leaking me for days. Every time you sit in your little Union meetings, you’ll feel my seed dripping out of your ruined pussy.”

“Please—” Brooke begged, voice hoarse and broken. Tears streamed down her face. “Please cum inside me—Rashad—fill me—breed me—please—”

He slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt with a deep, animalistic groan.

His cock pulsed violently.

Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, blasting directly against her cervix. Pulse after pulse, far more than she could hold. It flooded her completely, overflowing instantly and leaking out around his thick shaft in messy white strands that ran down her ass and pooled on the table.

Rashad kept grinding deep, forcing every last drop as far inside her as possible, claiming her, marking her, breeding her like an animal.

Brooke came one last time from the sheer feeling of being flooded — a smaller, shuddering orgasm that left her limp and trembling on the table.

For several long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the wet drip of his cum hitting the floor.

Rashad finally pulled out slowly. A thick glob of his seed followed, running obscenely from her gaping, ruined pussy. He looked down at the wrecked, cum-leaking conservative girl beneath him and smiled with dark satisfaction.

Brooke lay there, chest heaving, blouse torn open, skirt bunched, pearls askew, thighs spread and trembling. Thick white cum continued to slowly leak from her freshly fucked hole.

She stared up at the ceiling, voice barely a whisper:

“I… I still hate you.”

Rashad tucked his spent but still heavy cock back into his sweatpants. He leaned down, wiped a streak of his cum across her bottom lip like obscene lipstick, and murmured:

“Yeah. But tomorrow night you’re sneaking into the athletic dorm anyway. Because now you know how good it feels to be owned by BBC.”

He left her there — destroyed, dripping, and forever changed — while he casually gathered his things and walked out.

Brooke didn’t move for a long time.

She just lay on the table feeling the slow, warm trickle of his cum leaking out of her, her father’s disappointed voice screaming in her head, and her own traitorous body already aching for more.

The barrier wasn’t just broken.

It had been obliterated.


Chapter seven
The Deepening


Brooke Whitaker was no longer pretending.

Ten days had passed since Rashad had taken her virginity on that study lounge table, and in those ten days she had become someone she barely recognized.

She still attended a few Union meetings, but she sat in the back, quiet, her mind drifting to thick Black cock and heavy balls slapping against her. She wore her conservative blouses and pearls like a costume now — underneath, she had started wearing the thin black choker Rashad gave her that simply said “BBC Property” in tiny silver letters.

Every night she snuck out.

Every night she let him use her.

But tonight was different.

Rashad’s text had been simple and commanding:

Locker room. 11:30 sharp. Wear the pearls. Don’t wear panties.

Brooke’s hands shook as she slipped through the side entrance of the athletic complex. The building was mostly dark, the only light coming from the emergency fixtures. Her heels clicked softly down the hallway toward the football locker room. Under her long coat she wore the same white blouse and navy pleated skirt from earlier that day — now wrinkled and stained from previous nights.

She pushed open the locker room door.

The air was thick with the scent of sweat, soap, and testosterone. Rashad stood near the showers, shirtless, gray sweatpants slung low. Next to him was Marcus — 6'5", 230 pounds of lean, athletic muscle, the team’s star wide receiver. Both men turned to look at her with dark, hungry eyes.

Brooke’s stomach flipped.

“Rashad… you said it would be just us,” she whispered, voice trembling even as her pussy clenched with shameful anticipation.

Rashad smirked and crooked a finger. “Coat off.”

She hesitated only a second before letting the coat drop to the floor. Her conservative outfit looked ridiculous in the masculine space — pearls gleaming, blouse still buttoned high, skirt modest. But her hard nipples and the way her thighs rubbed together gave her away.

Marcus let out a low whistle. “Damn. So this is the racist little conservative bitch you’ve been training.”

Rashad stepped forward and grabbed her by the pearls, using them like a leash to pull her deeper into the room. “On your knees, princess.”

Brooke dropped instantly, the tile cold against her knees. Two thick, heavy Black cocks were freed in front of her face as both men shoved their sweatpants down. Rashad’s was the thicker, veinier monster she already knew so well. Marcus’s was slightly longer, with a slight upward curve.

“Suck,” Rashad ordered.

She started with him, stretching her lips wide around his girth, bobbing sloppily as drool immediately ran down her chin. Rashad groaned and fisted her platinum hair, fucking her throat with deep, controlled strokes. Then they switched. Marcus was more aggressive — he grabbed her pearls and used them to pull her face forward, forcing more of his long cock down her throat until she gagged and tears streamed down her cheeks.

“Look at her go,” Marcus laughed. “Little miss ‘urban athletes are ruining campus’ is choking on BBC like a pro.”

They passed her back and forth for long minutes, face-fucking her until her makeup ran and spit dripped onto her conservative blouse, soaking the fabric and making her hard nipples clearly visible.

When they finally pulled her up, Brooke was panting, lips swollen, eyes glassy with lust.

They bent her over one of the long wooden benches. Rashad moved behind her first, flipping her skirt up and slamming his thick cock into her soaked pussy in one brutal thrust. Brooke cried out, gripping the bench as he started pounding her hard and deep.

Marcus stepped in front, feeding her his cock again while Rashad railed her from behind.

The double-stuffed feeling — mouth and pussy — made her mind melt. She moaned around Marcus’s shaft as Rashad’s heavy balls slapped against her clit with every thrust.

After Rashad filled her pussy with a thick creampie, he didn’t pull out gently.

He spread her ass cheeks wide, using the mix of her juices and his cum as lube, and pressed the fat head of his cock against her virgin asshole.

“Relax, whore,” he growled. “Tonight we’re taking all three holes.”

Brooke whimpered. “I’ve never… it’s too big—”

“You’ll take it.”

He pushed slowly but relentlessly. The burn was intense as her tight ring stretched around his massive girth. Inch after inch disappeared into her ass while Marcus stroked her hair and told her what a good little racist slut she was becoming.

When Rashad was finally buried balls-deep in her ass, Brooke was shaking, tears running down her face, moaning like a broken toy.

Marcus moved into position in front of her.

They lifted her carefully, Rashad lying back on the bench with his cock still buried in her ass, then Marcus stepped between her spread thighs and slid his long cock into her cum-filled pussy.

Double penetration.

Brooke screamed in overwhelming pleasure and pain as both massive cocks filled her completely at the same time. The sensation was indescribable — too full, too deep, every thrust making her feel like she was being split in half in the most delicious way.

They found their rhythm quickly.

Rashad thrust up into her ass while Marcus pounded down into her pussy. The two cocks rubbed against each other through the thin wall separating her holes, creating intense friction that made her vision white out.

“Fuuuuck—too much—oh my God—” Brooke babbled, her conservative blouse soaked with sweat, the delicate pearls jerking and dancing between her heaving tits.

“Take it, you little BBC whore,” Rashad snarled from beneath her, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “This is what happens to racist conservatives who run their mouth. Two big Black cocks owning every hole at once.”

Marcus gripped her throat lightly. “Gonna fill both these holes. Turn the president of the Campus Conservatives into our personal cum-dump. You’re never going back to your little white boys after this.”

They fucked her mercilessly for what felt like forever — alternating strokes, then slamming into her together until the locker room filled with the wet sounds of flesh slapping flesh and her broken moans.

Brooke came violently. Her whole body convulsed between them as she squirted around Marcus’s cock, her ass clenching tight around Rashad. She screamed so loud she was grateful the building was empty.

They didn’t stop.

They kept pounding her through orgasm after orgasm until she was a sobbing, shaking mess.

Rashad came first, roaring as he flooded her ass with thick, hot ropes of cum. Marcus followed seconds later, pumping her pussy full again until both holes were overflowing with their seed.

They kept her sandwiched between them for long minutes afterward, both cocks still buried deep inside her, cum leaking from her stretched holes and running down her thighs onto the bench.

Rashad kissed the back of her neck. “Say it, princess.”

Brooke’s voice was hoarse, broken, and completely surrendered.

“I’m… I’m your BBC whore.”

Marcus chuckled. “Louder.”

“I’m your BBC whore!” she cried, tears of overwhelming pleasure running down her face. “I belong to Black cock now.”

They finally pulled out slowly, leaving her gaping and dripping from both holes. Cum poured out of her pussy and ass in thick white streams as she lay limp on the bench, ruined and satisfied in a way she had never known was possible.

Rashad stroked her hair almost gently.

“Go home, Brooke. But tomorrow night you’re coming back. And the night after that. Because you’re addicted now.”

She nodded weakly, legs trembling as she tried to stand.

As she limped out of the locker room — bow-legged, cum running down her thighs, conservative outfit completely destroyed, pearls sticky with spit and seed — she sent Rashad one last text before she even reached her dorm:

I need more.

The old Brooke Whitaker was gone.

Only the BBC whore remained.


Chapter eight
The Climax


Brooke Whitaker had fully crossed the point of no return.

She no longer hid. She walked boldly into the athletic dorm wearing her usual conservative blouse and pleated skirt, but now the top three buttons were undone to proudly display the thin black choker that read “BBC Property” in silver letters. Her pearls — once a symbol of purity — had become nothing more than a decoration that bounced wildly whenever she got fucked.

She had stopped answering calls from the Campus Conservatives Union. She had deleted her old social media posts. The girl who once gave fiery speeches against “urban athletes” now lived for the very thing she used to condemn.

Tonight, Rashad’s text had been commanding and simple:

My room. 10:00 sharp. Wear the pearls and choker. Nothing underneath the skirt.

When Brooke entered the room, both men were already naked, their massive cocks hanging heavy and half-hard. The sight alone made her pussy clench with need.

Rashad smirked. “Look at you. Still wearing the good-girl outfit on the outside.”

Marcus laughed. “But we both know what a filthy BBC slut you are underneath.”

They didn’t waste time with foreplay.

They stripped her slowly and deliberately, peeling off her blouse and skirt until she stood completely naked except for the pearls around her neck and the black choker. Rashad pushed her onto the bed on all fours first. He mounted her from behind, slamming his thick 11-inch cock balls-deep into her soaked pussy in one savage thrust. Brooke moaned loudly, pushing back to take every inch as he began pounding her with long, powerful strokes.

Marcus knelt in front of her and fed his long cock down her throat. She sucked eagerly, drooling and gagging, loving the way they used her from both ends like a toy.

They switched positions again and again over the next hour — fucking her mouth, pussy, and ass in every combination. Rashad filled her pussy twice. Marcus came down her throat once and then painted her tits with another thick load. Brooke came repeatedly, screaming their names, her body trembling with each orgasm.

But the real peak came when they decided to take her together again.

Rashad lay down in the center of the bed, his massive cock standing straight up, thick and glistening. He grabbed Brooke’s hips and guided her down onto him so she was straddling his lap, facing him directly. She sank down slowly, moaning deeply as his thick cock stretched and filled her cum-soaked pussy completely.

“Eyes on me,” Rashad ordered, gripping her hips tightly. “I want to watch your face while we both destroy you.”

Brooke stared down into his dark eyes, hands braced on his broad, muscular chest, as she started riding him. The string of pearls swung like a lewd pendulum between her bouncing tits.

Marcus moved behind her.

He spread her ass cheeks wide, lined up the thick head of his long cock with her already-lubed asshole, and pushed forward steadily. Brooke gasped sharply as the burning stretch intensified. Inch after thick inch sank into her ass from behind in a deep doggy-style position while she remained facing Rashad, fully impaled on his cock in her pussy.

“Oh, fuck—Marcus—it's so deep, ” she whimpered, eyes fluttering.

When Marcus finally bottomed out in her ass, Brooke was shaking uncontrollably. Both massive Black cocks were buried to the hilt inside her at the same time — Rashad in her pussy, Marcus in her ass from behind. The overwhelming fullness made her feel like she was being split apart in the most addictive way possible.

They started thrusting.

Rashad drove up into her pussy from below with powerful, upward strokes while Marcus fucked her ass hard from behind, his hips slapping loudly against her pale cheeks. The two cocks rubbed and pressed against each other through the thin wall separating her holes, creating intense, mind-melting friction with every movement.

Brooke cried out in pure ecstasy. “Yes—fuck—too full—don’t stop!”

Her conservative pearls flew and slapped obscenely between her breasts. Sweat glistened on her pale skin. Her conservative blouse lay crumpled on the floor, completely forgotten.

“Tell us what you really are now,” Rashad growled, slamming up into her pussy while staring into her eyes. “Say it loud.”

“I’m your BBC whore!” Brooke screamed, voice cracking with pleasure. “I used to hate Black men… I used to call you thugs and animals… now I can’t live without your cocks! I need Black cock every single day!”

Marcus gripped her hips harder from behind, pounding her ass deeper and faster. “That’s right, you racist little bitch. No more conservative speeches. No more Union meetings. Just a white breeding slut who begs to be filled by Black cum.”

They fucked her mercilessly, finding a brutal, perfect rhythm — Rashad thrusting up into her pussy while Marcus drove down into her ass from behind. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping flesh and her broken, slutty moans filled the entire room.

Brooke came violently. Her whole body convulsed between them as she squirted hard around Rashad’s cock, her holes clenching and fluttering desperately around both massive shafts. She screamed so loudly her throat went raw.

They didn’t slow down.

They kept pounding her through orgasm after orgasm — Rashad choking her lightly while staring into her eyes, Marcus slapping her ass red from behind. They pulled her pearls like reins. They called her every filthy name she once used against them.

“Gonna breed this womb tonight,” Rashad snarled, eyes locked on hers. “Gonna pump so much cum into you that you’ll be leaking for days. You’re never getting rid of my seed.”

Marcus groaned from behind her. “And I’m gonna flood this tight white ass until it’s overflowing. Turn you into our personal cum-dump.”

Brooke was completely lost in pleasure. “Yes—please—breed me—fill every hole—own me completely—”

The climax built for both men at the same time.

Rashad roared first, slamming up into her pussy and flooding her womb with thick, powerful ropes of hot cum. Marcus followed seconds later, burying himself deep in her ass and pumping her full of his seed until both her holes were stuffed and leaking heavily.

They kept her sandwiched between them for several long minutes afterward, both cocks still buried deep inside her as cum slowly dripped out around their shafts and ran down her thighs.

Brooke collapsed onto Rashad’s broad chest, trembling, covered in sweat and cum, her pearls sticky and askew against her skin.

“I’m never going back,” she whispered hoarsely, voice raw from screaming. “I don’t want the Union anymore. I don’t want my old life. I just want to be your BBC whore… forever. Use me every day. Breed me. Own me.”

Rashad stroked her hair possessively and kissed her forehead. “Good girl. Tomorrow we’re filming you renouncing everything on camera while I fuck you senseless. Then we’re showing the whole team what the former conservative princess has become.”

Marcus chuckled darkly from behind her. “The old Brooke is dead. Only our little white BBC slut remains.”

Brooke shivered with dark, shameful excitement and pressed her face tighter against Rashad’s chest, feeling both their cocks still twitching inside her leaking holes.

She had never felt more complete.


Chapter nine
The Resolution


The study lounge looked exactly the same as it had on the very first night.

Same sterile fluorescent lights. Same small rectangular table. Same two uncomfortable chairs. Same thick, soundproofed walls that swallowed every sound.

But everything else had changed.

Brooke Whitaker walked in at 8:55 p.m. on the final mandatory dialogue session of the semester wearing her full conservative uniform: crisp white blouse, navy pleated skirt, and her signature string of pearls. On the surface, she still looked like the polished president of the Campus Conservatives Union.

Underneath, she was someone else entirely.

The black “BBC Property” choker was hidden just beneath her pearls. Her pussy and ass were still tender and leaking from the night before. And her mind was completely, irreversibly corrupted.

Rashad and Marcus were already waiting.

Both men sat casually at the table, but the moment she closed and locked the door behind her, the atmosphere shifted from tense dialogue to raw possession.

Rashad stood first, towering over her. “Last session, princess. Time to give your final statement.”

Brooke’s heart raced, but there was no hesitation left in her.

She walked straight to the center of the room, turned to face them, and slowly dropped to her knees on the cold tile floor. Her skirt rode up her thighs as she knelt between the two massive Black athletes.

“I’m ready,” she whispered, voice soft but steady.

Marcus smirked. “Then say it. Loud and clear. Tell us — and the camera — what you really are now.”

Rashad pulled out his phone and started recording, aiming it down at her kneeling form.

Brooke looked directly into the lens, her blue eyes shining with shameless surrender. Her conservative blouse was still buttoned neatly, pearls gleaming, but her words were pure filth.

“My name is Brooke Whitaker,” she began, voice clear and proud. “I used to be the president of the Campus Conservatives Union. I used to post tweets calling Black athletes thugs, ghetto, and dangerous. I used to believe my race and my politics made me superior.”

She paused, then smiled — a slow, wicked smile.

“I was wrong.”

Rashad stepped closer and freed his thick cock, letting it hang heavy in front of her face. Marcus did the same on her other side.

Brooke continued speaking while staring into the camera, her voice growing breathier.

“I was a racist, entitled little white girl who hated Black men. Now I live for Black cock. I’m addicted to it. I crave it every single day. I let two big Black bulls stretch my virgin holes, fuck me senseless, and breed me like a whore.”

She leaned forward and took Rashad’s cock into her mouth first, sucking sloppily for several seconds before pulling off with a wet pop.

“I renounce everything I used to believe,” she said, spit dripping from her lips. “I renounce the Union. I renounce conservative values. I renounce my old life. From now on, I belong to BBC.”

Marcus grabbed her pearls and pulled her toward his cock. She sucked him eagerly, moaning around his length while Rashad continued filming.

When she pulled off again, her voice was hoarse but filled with pride:

“I am a BBC whore. I am Rashad and Marcus’s personal white breeding slut. I will sneak into the athletic dorm every night. I will let them fuck me whenever they want. I will take their cum in my pussy, my ass, and down my throat. I will wear their marks proudly.”

Rashad set the phone on the table, still recording, and pulled her to her feet.

“On the table,” he ordered.

Brooke climbed onto the same table where he had first taken her virginity weeks ago. She lay on her back, hiked her skirt up around her waist, and spread her legs wide, showing her bare, dripping pussy.

Rashad moved between her thighs and slammed into her in one brutal thrust. Brooke cried out in pleasure, back arching as he started pounding her hard and deep.

Marcus climbed onto the table and fed his cock into her mouth, fucking her face while Rashad railed her pussy.

They used her mercilessly for the next forty minutes — switching positions, filling every hole, covering her in their cum. They fucked her on her back, on all fours, and finally in the same double penetration that had broken her completely.

Rashad lay on the table and pulled Brooke on top of him so she faced him, sinking his thick cock deep into her pussy. Marcus moved behind her and pushed into her ass from behind in deep doggy-style strokes.

Brooke moaned like a broken slut as both massive cocks filled her at once again.

“I’m your BBC whore!” she screamed between thrusts, the delicate pearls slapping rhythmically with every brutal stroke. “Breed me! Fill me! Own me forever!”

They came together — Rashad flooding her pussy while Marcus pumped her ass full of thick, hot cum. When they finally pulled out, Brooke lay on the table in a ruined, cum-drenched mess. Thick white seed leaked from both her gaping holes, running down her thighs and pooling beneath her. Her conservative blouse was open, pearls sticky with spit and cum, makeup smeared.

She looked directly into the camera one last time, voice raw but proud:

“This is who I am now. Brooke Whitaker, former conservative, is dead. There is only the BBC slut.”

Rashad stopped the recording and smiled down at her.

“Good girl.”

Marcus wiped a streak of cum across her cheek. “Welcome to your new life, whore.”

Brooke lay there for a long moment, feeling their warm cum slowly leaking out of her, the weight of her old identity finally gone.

She smiled softly, completely at peace.

“I can’t wait for next semester.”
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Chapter one
Snowed In


The snow was already coming down hard when Avery Baxter pulled her little sedan up to the remote research cabin. The forecast had called for a “light winter storm.” What greeted her looked more like the end of the world. Thick white flakes whipped sideways in the wind, and the narrow dirt road behind her was already disappearing under fresh powder.

She killed the engine and sat for a moment, gripping the steering wheel. Two weeks. Fourteen days of total isolation with Romeo “Rogue” Tate — the arrogant senior tight end who needed this capstone project to stay eligible for the final games. The university had paired them because their research topics overlapped. Avery still thought it was a sick joke.

She grabbed her heavy backpack and stepped out into the biting cold. The cabin door creaked open before she could knock.

Rogue filled the entire doorway.

Six-foot-seven of solid Black muscle ducked slightly under the frame, wearing nothing but a tight black compression shirt and gray sweatpants that did absolutely nothing to hide what he was packing. His broad shoulders blocked most of the light from inside. He looked her up and down slowly, a lazy smirk tugging at his full lips.

“Well, well. Professor Baxter decided to show up.”

Avery lifted her chin, refusing to let her gaze drop to the heavy, unmistakable outline pressing against the soft fabric of his sweats. “It’s Avery. And I’m not your professor. We’re academic partners, whether or not either of us likes it.”

She pushed past him into the cabin, dragging her bag behind her. The space was smaller than the photos suggested — one main room with a kitchenette, a wood stove, a couch, a single table that would serve as their workspace, and two narrow beds separated by a thin wooden screen. No cell service. No Wi-Fi. Just the two of them and whatever storm was coming.

Rogue closed the door with a solid thud. The sound felt final.

“Ground rules,” Avery said immediately, setting her laptop on the table and opening it with sharp, precise movements. “We split chores equally. We log eight hours of focused research per day. No distractions. No parties. No… whatever it is athletes do. This project determines both our graduations, so I expect professionalism.”

Rogue leaned against the counter, arms crossed, watching her with open amusement. The motion made his biceps strain against the compression shirt and pulled the waistband of his sweats lower. Avery’s eyes flicked down for half a second before she forced them back to her screen.

“Professionalism,” he repeated, voice deep and mocking. “That what you call wearing that little cardigan buttoned up to your throat while your nipples are already trying to say hello?”

Avery’s face flushed hot. She crossed her arms over her chest, mortified that he’d noticed. The cabin was warmer than she expected, but her body had reacted the second she saw the thick shape in his pants. Traitorous.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she snapped. “I’m here to graduate with honors, not to entertain some football player who only cares about staying eligible.”

Rogue pushed off the counter and walked toward her. Each step made the floorboards groan. He stopped just behind her chair, close enough that she could feel the heat rolling off his massive frame. He smelled like fresh snow, clean skin, and something darker — pure male.

“You talk a lot of shit for someone who keeps staring at my dick,” he murmured, voice low enough to vibrate through her spine.

“I am not—” Avery spun in her chair, ready to tear into him, but the words died when she had to tilt her head way back just to meet his eyes. The size difference hit her like a physical force. He towered over her, broad and powerful, while she sat there in her prim honors-student outfit, feeling suddenly, dangerously small.

Rogue’s dark eyes dropped to her mouth, then lower, lingering on the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “Your nipples say otherwise, professor.”

“Stop calling me that,” she hissed, but her voice had gone breathy. Her thighs pressed together under the table. She could already feel herself getting wet — a slow, humiliating throb between her legs that had nothing to do with the cold outside.

He leaned down, one huge hand gripping the back of her chair, caging her without quite touching her. Their faces were inches apart. Avery’s breath caught. She could see the faint stubble on his jaw, smell the faint mint on his breath. Her gaze flicked down again — helplessly — to the thick, heavy bulge now even more pronounced in his sweatpants. The head of his cock was clearly outlined, pressing against the fabric like it wanted out.

Rogue’s lips curved into a filthy smirk. “You keep looking at it like you’re wondering how it’ll feel stretching that tight little honors pussy.”

Heat flooded Avery’s face. Her clit pulsed. “We are not doing this,” she whispered, even as her body screamed the opposite. “This is a professional environment. Any scandal ruins both of us.”

“Tell me to back off then,” he challenged, voice dropping even lower. His free hand hovered near her shoulder, close enough that she could feel the warmth. “Say the words, Avery.”

She opened her mouth. The denial was right there — back off, don’t touch me, this is inappropriate — but nothing came out. Instead, her nipples tightened painfully against her bra, and a fresh rush of wetness soaked into her panties.

Rogue’s eyes darkened with triumph. He leaned in until his mouth brushed the shell of her ear.

“That’s what I thought.”

His lips grazed her neck — barely a touch, hot and teasing. Avery shivered hard, a tiny, helpless sound escaping before she could stop it. Her hand shot up and grabbed the front of his shirt, not pushing him away but holding him there.

For one electric second, she thought he was going to kiss her. Her whole body tensed, aching, ready to burn.

Then Rogue pulled back just enough to look at her flushed face and parted lips. He grinned, slow and predatory.

“Relax, professor. We’ve got two whole weeks.” He straightened up, giving her one last lingering look at the massive tent in his sweatpants. “Plenty of time for you to stop pretending you don’t want this fat Black cock ruining that stuck-up little attitude.”

He turned and walked toward the wood stove, leaving Avery sitting there — heart pounding, thighs slick, pride and arousal warring violently inside her chest.

She stared at his broad back, already hating how badly she wanted him to turn around and finish what he’d started.

Outside, the snow fell harder, locking them in.

And Avery Baxter realized, with a sick twist of dread and excitement, that the real storm had only just begun.


Chapter two
First Taste


The first full day trapped in the cabin felt like slow torture.

Avery woke up sore from the narrow bed and even sorer from the restless night she’d spent trying not to think about Rogue’s body. The image of that thick outline in his gray sweatpants kept flashing behind her eyelids every time she closed them. She hated it. She hated him. And she hated how her body had reacted.

She emerged from behind the wooden screen in fresh clothes — another crisp button-up blouse and a modest knee-length skirt — determined to take control of the situation. Rogue was already up, shirtless, stirring something on the small stove. The sight of his broad, dark back and the way his sweatpants hung dangerously low on his hips made her stomach flip.

“Morning, professor,” he drawled without turning around. “Sleep well?”

“Fine,” she lied, setting her laptop on the table with a firm click. “We start research at 9:00 sharp. Eight hours today, minimum. I’ve already outlined the first section of the literature review.”

Rogue finally turned, leaning against the counter with a mug in his huge hand. His eyes dragged slowly down her body, pausing at her chest. “You gonna keep wearing those tight little tops while your nipples poke through like that? Kinda distracting for ‘professional’ work.”

Avery crossed her arms instantly. “My clothing is not up for discussion. Focus on the project.”

They sat down to work.

For the first two hours, it almost felt civilized. Avery typed notes while Rogue read source material aloud in that deep, lazy voice. But every time he shifted in his chair, the table creaked under his weight, and she caught herself staring at the heavy bulge resting against his thigh. The cabin was warm from the wood stove, and the air felt thick, charged.

By hour three, the tension had thickened.

“You’re doing it again,” Rogue said suddenly, not looking up from his book.

“Doing what?”

“Clenching your thighs every time I move. You think I don’t notice?”

Avery’s face burned. “You’re imagining things.”

He set the book down and leaned back, spreading his legs wider. The outline of his cock shifted visibly in the soft fabric. Avery’s mouth went dry. She could see the thick ridge, the way it lay heavy against his inner thigh, the faint damp spot starting to form near the head.

“Am I?” He reached down casually and adjusted himself, palming the massive length through his sweats for a second too long. “Because your nipples are hard as fuck again, and you haven’t typed a single word in ten minutes.”

“Stop it,” she hissed, but her voice lacked conviction. Her clit was throbbing in time with her heartbeat. She could feel herself getting wetter, the slickness starting to soak into her panties.

Rogue stood up slowly and walked around the table until he was standing right beside her. His shadow swallowed her. He placed one large hand on the back of her chair and leaned down, mouth close to her ear.

“You ever had a real man between those pretty legs, Avery? Or just those weak little boys who ask permission before they touch you?”

Her breath hitched. The crude words sent a fresh rush of heat between her thighs. “This is inappropriate,” she whispered, but she didn’t pull away.

His fingers brushed the side of her neck, barely a touch, and she shivered violently. “Tell me you don’t want it. Tell me you don’t want to know how deep this thick Black cock can go.”

Avery’s hand trembled on the mouse. She could smell him — warm skin, faint sweat, pure masculine heat. Her pussy clenched hard, aching to be filled. The good-girl voice in her head was screaming that this was dangerous, that any scandal could destroy her perfect record. But her body was screaming louder.

Rogue’s hand slid down her arm, slow and deliberate. When his fingers reached her wrist, he gently pulled her hand away from the laptop and placed it on his thigh. The muscle was rock-hard under her palm.

“Feel that?” he murmured. “That’s what you’ve been staring at since yesterday.”

Avery’s fingers flexed. She told herself to pull away. Instead she let her hand drift higher, brushing the heavy weight of his cock through the fabric. It twitched under her touch, growing even thicker. A low groan rumbled in Rogue’s chest.

“Fuck, you’re shaking,” he said, voice rougher now. “Bet your little pussy is dripping right now.”

She squeezed her thighs together, mortified at how right he was. A tiny whimper escaped her lips.

Rogue leaned closer, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Stand up.”

She did. Her legs felt weak.

He turned her around and backed her against the table. One massive hand cupped her ass through her skirt while the other tilted her chin up. Their eyes locked. The air between them crackled.

For a long, charged moment, neither moved.

Then Rogue kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry — teeth and tongue, raw need exploding after days of biting tension. Avery moaned into his mouth and grabbed his shoulders, fingers digging into hard muscle. His tongue fucked into her mouth like he was already claiming her, and she kissed him back just as desperately.

His hand slid under her skirt, rough palm gliding up her smooth thigh until his fingers brushed the soaked crotch of her panties. He groaned against her lips.

“Goddamn, you’re soaked,” he muttered. “All that fancy talk and your cunt’s weeping for me.”

Two thick fingers pushed the fabric aside and slid through her slick folds. Avery gasped, hips jerking forward. He circled her swollen clit once, twice, then pushed one long finger inside her. The stretch made her whimper. He added a second almost immediately, scissoring them open while his thumb worked her clit with perfect pressure.

“Rogue—” she panted, forehead pressed against his chest.

“Say it,” he growled, pumping his fingers deeper. “Tell me how bad you need this.”

She shook her head, even as her hips rocked shamelessly against his hand. The wet, filthy sounds of his fingers working her filled the small cabin. Her cardigan was still perfectly buttoned while she rode his hand like a desperate slut.

The orgasm hit her fast and hard. Avery cried out, thighs clamping around his wrist as she came, pulsing and gushing around his fingers. Rogue kept stroking her through it, drawing every shudder out until she was trembling and breathless.

When he finally pulled his hand free, his fingers were shiny with her arousal. He brought them to his mouth and licked them clean, eyes locked on hers the entire time.

“Tastes like you’ve been lying to yourself for two days straight,” he said with a dark smirk.

Avery’s legs were shaking. Her panties were ruined, her pride in tatters, and worst of all — she could see how painfully hard he was. The front of his sweatpants was tented obscenely, a wet spot spreading where his cock was leaking.

She reached out before she could stop herself, cupping the massive bulge. Rogue hissed, hips pushing into her palm.

“Careful, professor,” he warned, voice strained. “You touch that and we’re not stopping at fingers.”

Avery’s fingers tightened around him, feeling the heat and girth through the fabric. Her mind was a mess of conflicting voices — this is dangerous, we can’t, my future, my reputation — but her body was already aching for more.

Rogue leaned down and kissed her again, slower this time but no less filthy. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with promise.

“Two weeks, Avery. Plenty of time for you to stop pretending.”

He stepped back, leaving her leaning against the table — flushed, wet, and already craving the next time he put his hands on her.

The snow continued to fall outside, thick and relentless.

And inside, the real storm was only getting started.


Chapter three
Cracks in the Armor


The rest of that first full day passed in a haze of forced professionalism and barely contained hunger.

After the intense make-out and finger-fucking session against the table, Avery had fled to the tiny bathroom, locked the door, and tried to pull herself together. She’d splashed cold water on her face, changed her soaked panties, and stared at her reflection for a long time. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen, and her nipples were still visibly hard under her blouse.

This cannot happen again, she told herself firmly. One moment of weakness. That’s all it was.

When she came out, Rogue was back at the table, acting like nothing had happened, casually reading through research articles. But every time their eyes met, the air thickened. He’d smirk, and she’d feel fresh heat pool between her legs.

By evening, the tension had only grown worse.

They ate a simple dinner in near silence — canned soup heated on the stove. The wood stove crackled, casting flickering orange light across the cabin. Outside, the snow had turned into a full blizzard, wind howling against the windows like it was trying to trap them forever.

Avery sat with her laptop, trying to type up notes from the day. Her fingers kept stumbling over the keys. Rogue lounged on the couch across from her, legs spread wide, the heavy bulge in his gray sweatpants impossible to ignore in the low light.

“You’re quiet tonight, professor,” he said, voice low and teasing. “Usually you can’t stop running that mouth.”

“I’m working,” she replied stiffly, refusing to look at him. But her eyes betrayed her, flicking down to the thick outline resting against his thigh. It looked even bigger now, half-hard and heavy.

Rogue chuckled. “You’ve been staring at my cock more than your screen for the last hour.”

“I am not—” She stopped, cheeks burning. Because he was right. She couldn’t stop thinking about how it had felt in her hand earlier — so hot, so thick, so much bigger than anything she’d ever touched.

He stood up slowly and walked over, stopping right beside her chair. “Open the log.”

Avery blinked. “What?”

“The thesis observation log you’re so obsessed with. You said we have to document everything for the capstone. So document this.”

She hesitated, then reluctantly opened the shared document they’d created for daily observations. Her fingers hovered over the keys.

Rogue leaned down, one hand on the table, the other brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Write what you’re really thinking right now.”

Avery swallowed hard. Her internal voice was a mess: I shouldn’t. This is dangerous. But God, I want to feel him again. I hate how wet I am just from looking at him.

She typed with shaking fingers:

Day 1 Observation – Avery Baxter Partner exhibits deliberate physical distraction tactics. Subject reports increased heart rate and unwanted arousal when viewing Partner’s… anatomy.

Rogue read over her shoulder and laughed softly. “Cute. Try again. Be honest.”

His hand slid down her back, resting possessively at the base of her spine. Avery’s breath hitched. She deleted the line and typed something filthier before she could stop herself:

Subject is struggling to maintain academic focus. Persistent wetness between thighs. Cannot stop imagining Partner’s thick Black cock.

The second she hit enter, Rogue’s hand tightened on her waist. “Good girl,” he murmured, voice rough with approval. “Now stand up.”

She did, legs unsteady.

He turned her to face him and backed her against the edge of the table again. This time there was no hesitation. Rogue kissed her hard, tongue plunging into her mouth while his hands roamed. One big palm cupped her breast through her blouse, thumb brushing over her hard nipple. Avery moaned into the kiss, arching into his touch.

“These fucking clothes,” he growled, starting to unbutton her blouse with surprising patience. “Always so buttoned up like a good little honors slut.”

Button by button, he exposed her. When he pushed the fabric open, he groaned at the sight of her lacy bra. He pulled the cups down, freeing her breasts, and immediately bent to suck one hard nipple into his mouth.

Avery cried out, hands flying to his head, fingers threading through his short hair. The wet heat of his mouth sent sparks straight to her clit. He sucked and licked, alternating between her breasts while his free hand slid under her skirt again.

“Still soaked,” he muttered against her skin. “You’ve been walking around with this dripping cunt all evening, haven’t you?”

Two thick fingers pushed inside her without warning. Avery gasped, hips bucking. He fucked her with them slowly, curling to hit that perfect spot while his thumb circled her swollen clit. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene in the quiet cabin.

“Rogue… we shouldn’t…” she panted, even as she rode his hand shamelessly.

“Tell me to stop then,” he challenged, biting gently on her nipple. “Tell me you don’t want my Black cock stretching this tight white pussy.”

She couldn’t. Instead she came hard, biting her lip to stifle a cry as her walls clamped down around his fingers, flooding his hand with fresh wetness.

Rogue didn’t let her come down. He kept stroking her through the aftershocks, then pulled his fingers free and brought them to her lips.

“Open.”

She did. He slid his fingers into her mouth, letting her taste herself. Avery sucked obediently, eyes locked on his, shame and lust twisting together inside her.

“That’s it,” he praised, voice dark. “Taste how bad you want me.”

When he finally pulled back, Avery was a mess — blouse open, bra pulled down, skirt hiked up, thighs shiny with her own arousal. Rogue’s cock was fully hard now, straining painfully against his sweatpants, the fat head clearly visible through the fabric.

He palmed himself slowly, watching her watch him. “You gonna keep pretending, professor? Or are you finally gonna admit you’re dying for this dick?”

Avery’s breath came in short gasps. Her pussy was still pulsing, empty and aching. The log document was still open on the laptop behind her — a silent witness to how far she’d already fallen.

She wanted to say no. She wanted to be the good girl who stayed in control.

Instead she whispered, voice shaky and raw:

“…Just… just once more.”

Rogue’s eyes flashed with dark triumph. He stepped closer, pressing the massive bulge against her stomach.

“Two weeks, Avery. We’re just getting started.”

The blizzard howled louder outside, but the real storm was building right here between them — hotter, filthier, and far more dangerous than the snow.


Chapter four
Lines Drawn


Avery woke up the next morning with a sick mix of shame and lingering arousal twisting in her stomach.

She lay in the narrow bed behind the wooden screen, staring at the ceiling as memories from the night before flooded back. Rogue’s mouth on her breasts. His thick fingers buried inside her. The way she’d sucked her own wetness off his hand like a desperate slut. The worst part? She’d whispered “just once more” — and she’d meant it.

She squeezed her eyes shut. This has to stop. Today. Right now.

By the time she emerged, fully dressed in a fresh cardigan and skirt, she had steel in her spine. Rogue was already at the table, sipping coffee, looking far too relaxed for someone who’d spent half the night teasing her to orgasm.

“We need to talk,” Avery said, voice clipped and professional.

Rogue raised an eyebrow, leaning back in his chair. The motion made the heavy bulge in his gray sweatpants shift noticeably. “Morning to you too, professor.”

She ignored the nickname and sat down across from him, folding her hands tightly in her lap. “What happened yesterday was a mistake. A onetime lapse in judgment caused by the stress of isolation and… proximity. It cannot happen again. If the university finds out about any inappropriate behavior, both of us could lose our graduation eligibility. I’m not risking my future for whatever this is.”

Rogue watched her with dark, amused eyes. He took a slow sip of coffee before answering. “So you’re saying you don’t want my hands on you anymore? Don’t want my fingers stretching that tight little pussy until you’re shaking and dripping down your thighs?”

Avery’s face flamed. Her clit throbbed traitorously at his crude words. “Exactly. We'll keep this strictly professional from now on. Research only. No touching. No… comments.”

He set his mug down and leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Alright. Professional it is.”

The day started tense but quiet. They managed three solid hours of actual research — Avery typing notes while Rogue read sources aloud in that deep voice. But the air felt thick. Every time he shifted, she noticed the way his sweatpants clung to his powerful thighs. Every time she crossed her legs, she felt how slick she still was from the night before.

By mid-afternoon, the barrier she’d tried to build started cracking.

Rogue stood up to stretch, arms raised high. The movement lifted his shirt, exposing a strip of toned abs and the deep V of muscle disappearing into his waistband. Avery’s gaze locked onto it before she could stop herself.

“Eyes up here, professor,” he said with a lazy smirk. “Or are we back to pretending you’re not dying to see what’s under these sweats?”

“I’m not looking at anything,” she snapped, forcing her eyes back to her screen. But her nipples had tightened again, and a fresh wave of wetness was soaking her clean panties.

Rogue walked around the table and stopped behind her chair. He didn’t touch her, but she could feel the heat of his body. “You know what I think?” he murmured, voice low. “I think you’re scared. Scared that if I bend you over this table and slide my thick Black cock into that prim little pussy, you’ll never want a boring white boy again.”

Avery’s breath hitched. Her thighs squeezed together hard. “Stop talking like that.”

“Why? Because it’s making you wet?” He leaned closer, breath brushing her ear. “Because you’re sitting there right now with your cunt dripping just from hearing me describe how I’m going to stretch you open and fill you with my seed?”

She stood up abruptly; the chair scraping loudly. “I said, stop. This is exactly what I was talking about. We’re done with this conversation.”

Avery stormed toward the small bathroom and locked the door behind her. She leaned against the sink, breathing hard. Her reflection looked wild — flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, hard nipples poking through her cardigan. She could feel her pulse throbbing between her legs.

Get it together, she told herself. You are Avery Baxter. Honors student. Future valedictorian. You do not throw everything away for some arrogant football player’s dick.

She splashed cold water on her face and stayed in there for nearly twenty minutes, trying to calm her racing heart and the insistent ache between her thighs.

When she finally came out, Rogue was back on the couch, legs spread wide, slowly palming the massive bulge in his sweats. He didn’t even try to hide it.

“Feel better?” he asked casually.

Avery’s eyes locked onto his hand moving over that thick ridge. Her mouth went dry. “This is ridiculous. We have work to do.”

“Come sit down then,” he said, patting the spot next to him. “Professional distance. I promise I won’t touch you… unless you ask nicely.”

She hesitated, then sat at the far end of the couch, as far from him as possible. They tried to review notes, but the silence was deafening. Every few minutes she caught herself glancing at the way his cock rested heavy against his thigh, the fabric now visibly damp at the tip.

After another hour of torturous silence, Rogue spoke again, voice calm and filthy.

“You know what I’d do if you let me?” he said softly. “I’d pull those conservative little panties down, bend you over this couch, and slide every inch of my thick Black cock into that tight white pussy. I’d fuck you slow and deep until you’re creaming all over me, then flood your womb with so much cum you’d feel it for days.”

Avery’s hand tightened on her laptop. A whimper almost escaped her. She could picture it so clearly — the stretch, the fullness, the wet slap of his heavy balls against her clit.

“Stop,” she whispered, but her voice was weak.

“I’d make you log every single thrust,” he continued, still palming himself slowly. “Date, time, how deep I went, how many loads I pumped into you. You’d sit there leaking my seed down your thighs while you type it up like a good little honors student.”

Avery stood up on shaky legs. “I… I need some air.”

She grabbed her coat and stepped out onto the small covered porch. The cold wind slapped her face, but it did nothing to cool the fire between her legs. She leaned against the railing, thighs pressed together, trying to ignore how badly her body was aching for him.

Inside, Rogue watched her through the window with a dark, knowing smile.

The barrier was already crumbling.

And they still had eleven more days.


Chapter five
Breaking Rules


The next two days blurred into a special kind of hell.

Avery threw herself into the research with desperate intensity. She created color-coded spreadsheets, detailed timelines, and a strict daily schedule that left almost no room for anything else. Every time Rogue tried to steer the conversation toward anything remotely sexual, she shut it down with crisp, professional language.

“We are here to complete a capstone project,” she repeated like a mantra on the morning of day four. “Nothing more.”

Rogue played along — at first.

He sat across from her at the table, reading sources aloud in that deep, velvety voice, occasionally brushing his foot against hers under the table “by accident.” Each time it happened, Avery jerked her leg away as if burned, but the contact sent sparks straight to her core.

By the afternoon of day five, the tension had become unbearable.

They were reviewing data when Rogue leaned back in his chair, stretching his massive arms overhead. His compression shirt rode up, exposing the deep V of muscle that disappeared into his low-slung sweatpants. The heavy outline of his cock was clearly visible, thicker than it had been earlier.

Avery’s eyes flicked down before she could stop herself. Her mouth went dry. She could still remember exactly how it had felt in her hand — hot, heavy, pulsing.

“Problem, professor?” Rogue asked, voice innocent while his hand casually dropped to adjust the thick ridge in his lap.

“Stop,” Avery said tightly, forcing her gaze back to her laptop. “We agreed. Professional only.”

“I’m not touching you,” he replied calmly. “I’m just sitting here. You’re the one who keeps staring at my dick like you’re starving for it.”

Her face burned. She hated how right he was. Her panties had been damp for hours. Every time she shifted in her seat, she could feel the slickness between her thighs. Her nipples were tight and sensitive against her bra, and her clit throbbed with every heartbeat.

“I’m not staring,” she lied.

Rogue stood up slowly and walked around the table. He didn’t touch her, but he stopped close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. “You know what I’ve been thinking about all day?” he murmured, voice low and filthy. “How tight that pretty white pussy is going to feel when I finally slide my thick Black cock inside it. How you’re going to stretch around me. How you’re going to moan my name when I bottom out against your cervix and start breeding you deep.”

Avery’s breath hitched. Her thighs squeezed together hard. A fresh gush of wetness soaked her panties.

“Rogue, please—”

“Please, what?” He leaned down, mouth inches from her ear. “Please stop describing how I’m going to ruin you? Or please keep going because your cunt is dripping just listening to me?”

She stood up so fast her chair nearly tipped over. “I can’t do this. I’m going to take a walk.”

“It’s a blizzard outside,” he reminded her, but there was dark amusement in his voice.

“I don’t care.”

She grabbed her coat and boots and stepped out onto the porch. The wind howled, snow stinging her face, but the cold did nothing to dampen the fire raging between her legs. Avery paced the small space, arms wrapped around herself, trying to regain control.

This is insane. I am not this person. I have worked my entire life to be the perfect student, the perfect daughter. I cannot throw it all away for some arrogant football player’s cock.

But her body wouldn’t listen. Her pussy ached with emptiness. She could still hear his words echoing in her head — “stretch you open… breeding you deep… ruin you.”

When she finally went back inside, her cheeks were red from the cold and her nipples were painfully hard. Rogue was on the couch, legs spread wide, slowly stroking the massive bulge in his sweatpants over the fabric.

He didn’t say anything. He just watched her with those dark, hungry eyes.

Avery tried to sit at the table and work, but her concentration was shattered. Every few minutes her gaze would drift to his hand moving lazily over that thick ridge. The wet spot at the tip had grown larger.

After twenty agonizing minutes, she snapped.

“Could you please stop that?” she hissed.

“Stop what?” Rogue asked, voice perfectly innocent while his hand continued its slow strokes. “I’m just relaxing. You’re the one who keeps looking.”

Avery’s hands trembled as she opened the thesis observation log. She typed with shaking fingers, needing some outlet for the pressure building inside her:

Day 5 Observation Partner continues deliberate sexual provocation. Subject experiencing severe internal conflict. Persistent arousal despite repeated attempts to maintain professional boundaries. Subject is… struggling.

Rogue read the entry over her shoulder and chuckled darkly. “Struggling, huh? That’s one way to put it. Why don’t you write the truth? ‘Subject’s tight little cunt is soaked and empty and desperate for Black cock.’”

“Shut up,” she whispered, but there was no heat in it.

He stood up and moved behind her again. This time his hands rested lightly on her shoulders, thumbs stroking the tense muscles there. Avery shivered at the contact.

“You can keep fighting it, Avery,” he murmured, voice like velvet over steel. “But we both know how this ends. Sooner or later you’re going to bend over for me. You’re going to spread those pretty legs and beg me to fill you up. And when I do… you’re never going to be the same stuck-up honors girl again.”

Avery closed her eyes, breathing shakily. Her pussy clenched hard around nothing. The image he painted — her bent over, taking every inch of him, leaking his cum — made her dizzy with need.

She hated how badly she wanted it.

That night, after they went to their separate beds, Avery lay awake for hours. The cabin was dark except for the faint glow of the wood stove. She could hear Rogue’s steady breathing from the other side of the screen.

Her hand slipped under her pajama shorts. She was soaked. The second her fingers touched her swollen clit, she had to bite her lip to stay quiet. She rubbed herself furiously, imagining Rogue’s thick cock stretching her open, his deep voice telling her how good she felt, how he was going to breed her.

She came hard, muffling her cry into her pillow, thighs shaking as waves of guilty pleasure rolled through her.

But even after the orgasm, the ache didn’t go away.

It only got worse.

The barrier she had tried so hard to rebuild was crumbling faster than the snow piling up outside.

And deep down, Avery was terrified of what would happen when it finally broke completely.


Chapter six
The Breaking Point


The argument started over something stupid.

It was late on day seven, the cabin lit only by the flickering glow of the wood stove and Avery’s laptop screen. The blizzard had intensified again, sealing them in tighter than ever. Avery had been pushing Rogue hard all evening, correcting his notes, criticizing his analysis, and reminding him — in her crisp, superior tone — that he was only here because the football program needed him to stay eligible.

“You’re not even trying to understand the methodology,” she snapped, slamming her pen down on the table. “This isn’t some playbook you can half-ass. Athletes like you ride coattails through honors courses and expect everyone else to carry you. It’s pathetic.”

Rogue went still.

The temperature in the cabin seemed to drop ten degrees.

He slowly closed the book he’d been reading and set it aside. When he stood up, the floorboards groaned under his weight. Six-foot-seven of pure muscle loomed over the table, eyes dark with something dangerous.

“Say that again,” he said, voice low and quiet. Too quiet.

Avery lifted her chin, clinging to the last shreds of her superiority even as her heart hammered. “I said it’s pathetic. You’re only here because the university wants you on the field, not because you belong in an honors capstone. You’re a glorified jock who—”

Rogue moved faster than she could react.

In one brutal motion, he was around the table, one huge hand clamping over her mouth while the other arm banded around her waist and yanked her up against his chest. Avery’s muffled cry died against his palm.

“Shut. The fuck. Up,” he growled against her ear, voice rough with weeks of pent-up hunger. “I’ve listened to your condescending little mouth for seven straight days. I’ve watched you sit there with your thighs clenched and your nipples hard while you pretend you’re better than me. I’m done.”

He spun her around and bent her over the table in one savage move. Papers scattered. Her laptop slid sideways. Rogue shoved her skirt up to her waist with rough hands and ripped her panties down her thighs in a single yank, letting them tangle around one ankle.

Avery’s breath came in sharp, panicked gasps. “Rogue — wait — we can’t—”

“Too late,” he snarled.

She heard the wet sound of him shoving his sweatpants down. Then the fat, scorching head of his cock was pressing against her soaked entrance — thick, heavy, and far too big.

Avery’s mind screamed one last desperate warning — This will ruin everything. My future. My reputation. My perfect record — but her body betrayed her completely. Her pussy clenched and fluttered, dripping down her thighs in anticipation.

Rogue didn’t ask again.

He slammed into her in one brutal, merciless thrust.

Avery’s mouth fell open in a silent scream as her tight walls were forced open around the thickest cock she’d ever taken. The stretch burned deliciously, every vein and ridge dragging along her sensitive inner walls until he bottomed out, heavy balls pressed tight against her clit. She felt impossibly full — stuffed, claimed, owned.

“Fuuuuck,” Rogue groaned, voice raw. “So goddamn tight. This stuck-up little honors pussy was made for Black cock.”

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He pulled back and drove in again, harder, setting a punishing rhythm that made the heavy table scrape across the wooden floor. Each brutal thrust punched the air from her lungs and sent wet, filthy slapping sounds echoing through the cabin.

Avery’s fingers scrabbled at the table edge, trying to find purchase as he fucked her senseless. Her cardigan was still perfectly buttoned while her skirt was bunched around her waist and her panties dangled from one ankle — the contrast making her feel filthy and exposed.

Rogue — too big — can’t — oh God it feels so good — I’m not supposed to want this —

The shame only made it hotter.

Rogue fisted her hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to arch as he pounded into her. “That’s it. Take every fucking inch. This is what you’ve been craving while you sat there acting superior.”

Avery came without warning — hard and sudden — her pussy clamping down around his thick shaft like a vice as she cried out. Her vision whited out. She squirted messily around his cock, soaking his balls and dripping down both their thighs.

Rogue laughed darkly, never slowing his pace. “Look at you. Coming like a whore on the dick you claim to hate. Pathetic.”

He fucked her through the orgasm and straight into another, his heavy balls slapping rhythmically against her swollen clit. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene. Avery was shaking, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Rogue leaned over her, chest pressed to her back, mouth against her ear as he continued his relentless thrusts.

“Gonna fill this tight white pussy,” he growled. “Gonna pump so much cum into you that you’ll be leaking me for days. You want that, don’t you? Want this Black cock breeding you deep.”

The words hit her wounded core — the perfect daughter, the good girl, the one who never made mistakes — and shattered it.

Avery came again, sobbing his name as her walls fluttered and milked him.

Rogue buried himself to the hilt and roared. His cock pulsed hard inside her as thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her womb. Avery felt every powerful spurt — warm, heavy, endless. There was so much it immediately started leaking out around his thick shaft, dripping down her thighs in creamy white streaks.

He stayed buried deep, grinding slowly, pushing his seed even deeper while she trembled beneath him.

After a long moment, Rogue reached past her and flipped open her thesis notebook. He grabbed a pen and pressed it into her shaking fingers.

“Time to log it, professor,” he said, voice rough and satisfied. “Write it down while my cum is still leaking out of your ruined little cunt.”

Avery’s hand moved across the page, shaky and barely legible:

Observation Log – Day 7 Encounter: First full penetration Partner: Romeo “Rogue” Tate Duration: Intense Depth: Full Loads received: 1 (massive volume — still leaking heavily) Notes: Subject’s academic control… completely broken. Pussy ruined. Already wants more.

Rogue read the entry over her shoulder and chuckled low. He pulled out slowly, watching a thick glob of his cum splatter onto the floor between her feet.

He slapped her ass once, hard enough to make her jolt.

“Good girl,” he murmured, already stroking his still-hard, cum-slick cock. “Now bend over again. We’re just getting started.”

Avery’s thighs trembled. Her mind was spinning with shame, pleasure, and terrifying new hunger.

She was still leaking his seed down her legs when she arched her back and presented herself for round two.

The barrier had finally shattered.

And there was no going back.


Chapter seven
Surrender


Avery woke up the next morning sore in the best and worst ways possible. Her thighs ached. Her pussy felt swollen and tender, still faintly leaking Rogue’s cum even after she’d cleaned up the night before. The moment she shifted in bed, a fresh trickle of his seed slipped out of her, reminding her exactly how thoroughly she’d been used. She hated how much she liked it.

She emerged from behind the screen in a loose sweater and leggings, trying to project some semblance of control. Rogue was already awake, shirtless at the stove, making coffee. The sight of his broad, dark back and the way his sweatpants hung low on his hips sent an immediate pulse of heat between her legs.

“Morning, professor,” he said without turning around, voice thick with satisfaction. “Sleep well?”

Avery sat at the table and opened her laptop with stiff movements. “We should get back to the research.”

Rogue turned, mug in hand, and gave her a slow, knowing smirk. “That what you want? Or do you want me to bend you over this table again and fill you up before breakfast?”

Her face burned. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling the lingering soreness and the shameful wetness already starting to build. “We need to be more careful. Last night was… a mistake.”

Rogue set his mug down and walked over. He stopped behind her chair, one big hand resting on her shoulder. “You didn’t sound like it was a mistake when you were creaming all over my cock and begging for more.”

“I didn’t beg,” she whispered, but the lie tasted weak.

He leaned down, lips brushing her ear. “You will.”

The day started with genuine work, but the illusion didn’t last long.

By mid-morning they were back at the table reviewing notes. Avery tried to stay focused, but every time Rogue moved, she remembered how it felt when he was buried inside her — the stretch, the depth, the wet slap of his heavy balls. Her concentration kept fracturing.

During a lull, she opened the thesis observation log. Her fingers hovered over the keys.

Rogue noticed immediately. “Go on. Update it.”

She hesitated, then typed: Day 8 Observation Subject reports persistent physical sensitivity from previous encounter. Frequent involuntary arousal when recalling penetration. Difficulty maintaining academic focus.

Rogue read it and chuckled darkly. “Still trying to sound clinical while your pussy is probably dripping again. Cute.”

He pulled her chair back slightly and turned her to face him. Before she could protest, he tugged her leggings and panties down in one smooth motion, exposing her. Avery gasped as the cool air hit her swollen, still-sensitive folds.

“Look at that,” he murmured, dropping to one knee. “Still puffy from taking my cock. And wet. So fucking wet.”

He leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly through her slit. Avery’s head fell back with a broken moan. His mouth was hot and relentless — licking, sucking, tongue-fucking her with filthy expertise while two thick fingers slid inside her, curling against that perfect spot.

“Rogue… oh fuck…” she whimpered, hands gripping the edge of the table.

He sucked her clit into his mouth and hummed; the vibration making her thighs shake. Within minutes, she was coming hard on his tongue, hips grinding against his face as she cried out.

When he finally pulled back, his lips were shiny with her arousal. He stood up, shoved his sweatpants down, and freed his thick, rock-hard cock.

“Your turn to ride me,” he said, voice rough. He sat back on the couch and crooked a finger at her. “Come here.”

Avery hesitated only a second before standing on shaky legs. She kicked her leggings off completely and straddled his lap, heart pounding. This time she was the one initiating — lowering herself slowly onto his massive length.

The stretch was still overwhelming. She gasped as inch after thick inch disappeared inside her, her walls fluttering around him until she was fully seated, ass resting against his heavy balls.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Rogue groaned, hands gripping her hips. “So tight even after I wrecked you last night.”

Avery started moving — slow at first, then faster, riding him with growing desperation. Her hands braced on his broad shoulders as she bounced on his cock, the wet sounds of their joining filling the cabin.

Rogue reached for the open notebook on the table and pressed it into her hands. “Log it while you ride me. Tell me how full you feel.”

Avery’s hands shook as she tried to write between moans. Day 8 – Additional Encounter Subject is currently riding Partner’s cock. Depth: Full. Sensation: Extremely full… stretching… so deep…

Rogue thrust up hard, making her cry out and drop the pen. “Keep writing.”

She picked it up again, barely legible scrawl across the page: Subject feels addicted. Cannot stop moving. Wants Partner to cum inside again.

“Good girl,” he praised, voice strained. One hand slid between them to rub her clit while the other gripped her ass, helping her ride him harder.

Avery came first — hard and loud — her pussy clamping down around him like a vice as she sobbed his name. Rogue followed right after, burying himself deep and flooding her with thick, hot spurts of cum. She felt every pulse, every rope, the warmth spreading inside her as he bred her again.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard. Cum was already starting to leak out around his shaft, dripping down his balls.

Without warning, Avery slid slowly down his body, her well-fucked pussy leaving a shiny trail of mixed cum along his abs. She dropped to her knees between his spread thighs on the cabin floor, eyes glassy and cock-drunk as she wrapped both small hands around his thick, cum-slick shaft. It was still rock-hard, pulsing, glistening with her cream and his heavy load.

“Fuck… look at you,” Rogue groaned, voice rough with fresh hunger, one huge hand gently threading through her hair. “Already hungry for more?”

Avery didn’t answer with words. She leaned in, lips parting wide around the fat, creamy head of his Black cock. The taste of their combined mess flooded her tongue — salty, musky, filthy — and she moaned deeply, eyes fluttering shut as she sucked him clean. Her small mouth stretched obscenely around his girth, cheeks hollowing while she bobbed, tongue swirling every thick vein and ridge. She took him as deep as she could, gagging softly when he hit the back of her throat, tears pricking her eyes from the stretch, but she didn’t pull back. Instead she pushed deeper, desperate little whimpers vibrating around him as fresh slickness dripped down her inner thighs.

Rogue’s grip tightened in her hair, guiding but not forcing. “That’s it… good little BBC whore. Clean every drop of that mess you made. Taste how thoroughly I bred you.”

She sucked harder, sloppy and eager, spit and cum dripping from her chin onto her loose sweater. When she finally pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva and seed connected her swollen lips to his glistening cock. Avery looked up at him, breathing hard, voice hoarse and shameless: “I… I needed that. Needed to taste us.”

Rogue’s dark eyes flashed with triumph. He reached for the thesis observation log on the table and pressed the pen into her cum-smeared fingers. “Write it down, professor. While you still taste me on your tongue.”

Her hand trembled as she added the entry, barely legible: Day 8 – Morning Session (continued) Subject slid off Partner’s cock and dropped to her knees. Gave enthusiastic blowjob cleanup on thick Black cock still slick with cum and her own cream. Stretched mouth wide, took him deep, gagged but kept sucking. Subject is addicted to the taste of being bred and owned.

Rogue read it over her shoulder and chuckled darkly, already half-hard again. “Good girl.”

That afternoon, they barely left the couch. By evening she had ridden him twice more, and he had taken her from behind once against the kitchen counter. Each time she opened the log afterward, her entries grew filthier, less clinical, more honest. Subject is leaking heavily. Subject craves more. Subject is scared how much she wants Partner’s Black cock.

As night fell and the snow continued to fall outside, Avery lay curled against Rogue’s side on the narrow couch, his cum still slowly trickling out of her. She was no longer sure who was winning the battle between her old self and the new, hungry version of her that was rapidly taking over. The deepening had begun. And it felt far too good to stop.


Chapter eight
Addicted


The final stretch of isolation turned the cabin into a den of pure, unrelenting sex.

By day ten, Avery had stopped fighting the inevitable. The prim, buttoned-up honors student who had walked into the cabin was rapidly disappearing, replaced by something much hungrier and far more shameless.

She woke up on the narrow bed with Rogue’s heavy arm draped over her waist and his thick morning wood pressed hot and heavy against her ass. Instead of pulling away like she would have done a week ago, she reached back, wrapped her fingers around his massive cock, and guided the fat head between her slick folds.

Rogue stirred with a low groan as she pushed back, taking the first few inches with a shaky breath. The stretch still burned in the most delicious way.

“Fuck… already?” he rasped, voice thick with sleep. His hand slid down to grip her hip, helping her sink further onto him.

“I need it,” Avery whispered, the confession slipping out before she could stop herself. “Just… fuck me.”

He gave her exactly what she asked for.

Rogue rolled her onto her stomach, shoved her face into the pillow, and drove into her in one long, powerful thrust. Avery cried out as he bottomed out, his heavy balls slapping against her clit. He fucked her hard and deep; the bed creaking violently under them. The wet, filthy sounds of his thick cock plunging into her cum-filled pussy filled the small cabin.

“Listen to that sloppy cunt,” he growled, one hand fisting her hair. “Still full of my load from last night and you’re still begging for more.”

Avery moaned helplessly, pushing back to meet every thrust. When she came, it hit her like a wave — her walls clamping down around him as she squirted messily around his shaft. Rogue didn’t slow down. He fucked her straight through it until he buried himself deep and unloaded again, flooding her with another thick, hot load.

As soon as he pulled out, Avery reached for the notebook with trembling fingers. Cum was already pouring out of her in heavy white globs, dripping down her thighs and onto the sheets.

She wrote in shaky, barely legible handwriting:

Day 10 – Morning Session Woke up empty and immediately took Partner’s cock. Depth: Full, brutal. Loads received: 1 (very heavy — leaking everywhere) Subject came hard and squirted. Subject is no longer pretending she doesn’t need this Black cock every single day.

Rogue read the entry over her shoulder and chuckled darkly. “Good little BBC whore. Now clean me up.”

She obediently slid down his body and took his cum-slick cock into her mouth, sucking him clean with eager, filthy enthusiasm. She moaned around his thickness, tasting both of them, her eyes watering as she took him as deep as she could.

The day only got filthier from there.

They barely touched the research anymore. The capstone project had become nothing more than background noise.

By mid-afternoon, Rogue had her bent over the kitchen table again. He fucked her slow and deep this time, making her feel every inch as he dragged his thick cock in and out of her overflowing pussy. Avery’s moans were loud and broken, her fingers scrabbling at the wooden surface.

“Tell me what you are,” he demanded, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

“I’m your BBC whore,” she gasped, voice hoarse. “I’m addicted to your thick Black cock. Please… keep breeding me.”

Rogue rewarded her honesty by reaching around to rub her swollen clit while he pounded into her. Avery came violently, her legs shaking as she squirted again, soaking the floor beneath them.

He followed with a deep groan, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her until her belly felt warm and bloated with it. When he pulled out, a thick river of seed gushed out of her stretched hole, running down her thighs in creamy streams.

Avery didn’t even wait to catch her breath. She turned around, dropped to her knees on the cold floor, and sucked him clean again, looking up at him with glassy, cock-drunk eyes.

Later that evening, the intensity peaked.

Rogue had her on her back on the couch, legs pushed back to her shoulders in a deep mating press. He fucked her with long, punishing strokes, his heavy balls slapping rhythmically against her ass. Avery’s cardigan was still half-buttoned, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, while her skirt was bunched uselessly around her waist.

“Open the log,” he ordered, never slowing his pace.

Avery fumbled for the notebook, pen shaking in her hand as he continued to rail her.

Day 10 – Evening Session Mating press position. Partner is so deep… hitting my cervix with every thrust. Subject is creaming all over his Black cock. Loads this session: 2 so far. Subject feels completely owned.

Rogue read the entry while still buried inside her and laughed. “You’re such a filthy little honors slut now. Write one more thing.”

Avery’s hand trembled as she added,

Subject proudly declares: I am Rogue’s personal BBC breeding whore.

The second she wrote the words, Rogue’s control snapped. He fucked her harder, deeper, until she was screaming with pleasure. Avery came so hard her vision blurred, her pussy spasming and milking him until he roared and flooded her one final time.

When it was over, she was a complete wreck — hair wild, thighs shiny with multiple loads, voice hoarse, body trembling with aftershocks. Cum was leaking steadily from her well-used pussy, pooling beneath her on the couch.

Rogue pulled her into his lap, still half-hard inside her, and stroked her back as she caught her breath.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice low and possessive. “The perfect little honors student who walked in here looking down on me… now leaking my cum like a good BBC whore.”

Avery hid her face in his neck, shame and dark pleasure twisting together inside her chest. The old wound — the need to be perfect, approved, in control — was still there, but it had been completely rewritten by the raw, addictive pleasure of surrendering to him.

“I… I don’t want this to end,” she whispered, the confession slipping out before she could stop it.

Rogue chuckled softly and kissed the top of her head. “The snow’s starting to let up. Rescue will come soon. But you’re never going back to who you were before this cabin, Avery. You’re mine now.”

She knew he was right.

As the fire burned low and the cabin grew quiet except for their breathing, Avery lay against his chest, still leaking his seed, feeling thoroughly used and strangely at peace with her corruption.

The prim, controlling honors student was gone.

In her place was Rogue’s eager, cum-hungry BBC whore.

And she couldn’t wait to see what the final days would bring.


Chapter nine
Ruined


The snow had finally eased.

On the morning of day fourteen, faint sunlight pierced through the cabin windows for the first time in nearly two weeks. The storm that had trapped them together was dying, and with it came the distant sound of snowplows and rescue teams slowly making their way up the mountain road. Help was coming — probably within the next few hours.

Avery stood in the middle of the cabin wearing nothing but her ruined honors cardigan, now missing half its buttons, and a pair of thigh-high socks. Thick white streaks of dried and fresh cum marked her inner thighs. Her hair was a wild mess, her lips swollen, and her voice was hoarse from days of moaning and screaming.

She looked nothing like the pristine, tightly wound honors student who had arrived two weeks ago.

Rogue leaned against the kitchen counter, still naked, his thick Black cock hanging heavy and semi-hard between his powerful thighs. He watched her with dark, satisfied eyes as she slowly walked toward the table where the thesis notebook lay open.

“Last entry,” he said, voice low and commanding. “Make it count.”

Avery’s hands trembled as she picked up the pen. She could feel his cum still slowly leaking out of her well-fucked pussy, dripping down her legs with every step. She sat on the edge of the table, spread her thighs slightly, and began to write.

Final Observation Log – Day 14 Subject: Avery Baxter Partner: Romeo “Rogue” Tate Total encounters: Too many to count. Total loads received: Dozens. Subject has been thoroughly and repeatedly bred. Current physical state: Constantly leaking Partner’s thick Black seed. Pussy swollen, sore, and still hungry. Psychological state: Completely broken.

She paused, biting her lip, then added the final lines in shaky handwriting:

Subject no longer recognizes her old self. The prim, superior honors student who walked into this cabin is gone. Subject is now Rogue’s personal BBC breeding whore. Subject is addicted to being filled with Black cock and cum. Subject does not want this to end.

Rogue read the entry silently, then stepped forward and took the pen from her fingers. He set it aside and pulled her into his arms, lifting her easily onto the table.

“One last time,” he growled against her mouth. “Before they come get us.”

Avery wrapped her legs around his waist without hesitation. “Yes. Please.”

He slid into her in one smooth, deep thrust. She was so wet and open from days of constant use that he bottomed out instantly. Avery moaned loudly, head falling back as he started fucking her with long, possessive strokes.

This time there was no rush. Rogue took his time, grinding deep, making her feel every inch as he claimed her one final time in the cabin that had ruined her.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

Avery forced her eyes open, meeting his intense gaze while he steadily pumped into her leaking pussy.

“Tell me again,” he demanded, voice rough. “Who are you now?”

“I’m your BBC whore,” she gasped, nails digging into his broad shoulders. “I’m your dirty little white honors slut. My pussy belongs to you. My womb belongs to your cum.”

Rogue’s thrusts grew harder, deeper. The table creaked beneath them. Avery’s moans turned into desperate cries as another orgasm built rapidly inside her.

“I can’t go back,” she sobbed between thrusts. “I don’t want to be the good girl anymore. I just want to be full of your Black cock and your seed.”

“That’s my girl,” he groaned.

He fucked her through a shattering orgasm, holding her tight as she shook and squirted around him. Then, with a deep, guttural groan, Rogue buried himself to the hilt and unloaded one final massive load deep inside her. Avery felt every powerful spurt, the warmth flooding her, overflowing until fresh cum poured out around his thick shaft and ran down her ass.

When he finally pulled out, a heavy stream of his seed gushed from her stretched hole, splattering onto the cabin floor.

Rogue helped her off the table. Avery’s legs were so weak she could barely stand. She looked down at the mess between her thighs — shiny, creamy, obscene — and felt a dark thrill run through her.

They didn’t have much time left.

She quickly pulled on her skirt and cardigan, leaving her ruined panties on the floor. Rogue dressed in his sweatpants and hoodie. Just as they finished, they heard the distant rumble of engines and voices calling out outside.

Before opening the door, Rogue pulled her close one last time and kissed her hard, deep, and filthy.

“Remember who you are now,” he murmured against her lips.

Avery nodded, eyes glassy. “Your BBC breeding whore.”

She stepped outside into the bright snow with Rogue behind her. Rescue workers greeted them, asking if they were okay after the long isolation.

Avery smiled politely, her voice calm and composed on the surface.

But as she walked toward the rescue vehicle, she could feel Rogue’s thick cum steadily leaking down her inner thighs, soaking into her skirt. Every step reminded her of what she had become.

She was no longer the perfect, untouchable honors student.

She was ruined.

She was owned.

She was addicted.

And as the truck began its slow descent down the mountain, Avery Baxter sat there quietly, thighs pressed together, secretly hoping the “research” wasn’t truly over.

Because the prim girl who had entered that cabin two weeks ago was dead.

In her place was something much filthier, much hungrier…

…and she couldn’t wait to feed it again.
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Chapter one
The Meet


The Amazon hit Sophia Lang like a living, breathing wall of heat the second she stepped off the rickety supply boat onto the narrow wooden dock.

The air was thick, wet, and heavy — so saturated with moisture that every breath felt like swallowing warm soup. The jungle surrounding the small research station was alive with sound: distant howler monkeys, the constant buzz of insects, and the rustle of leaves in the faint breeze that did nothing to cool the oppressive humidity. Her lightweight field shirt was already plastered to her skin, sweat trickling down her spine and between her breasts before she’d even taken ten steps up the muddy path.

Sophia adjusted the strap of her heavy backpack and wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. This was supposed to be her focused two-week field study — a critical part of her master’s thesis on bioactive compounds in rainforest epiphytes. She had planned every detail meticulously: sample collection schedules, GPS tagging protocols, environmental controls. Clean data. No variables. No distractions.

Instead, the university had forced her to share the station with him.

Jamal Washington was already there, leaning casually against the wooden support post of the main research hut like he owned the place. At 6'4" and built like the defensive lineman he was, he took up serious space. His dark skin gleamed with a light sheen of sweat under the brutal tropical sun. A simple white tank top clung to his broad, muscular chest and shoulders, and his loose cargo shorts hung low on his narrow hips.

Sophia felt her stomach tighten as she approached. She forced her expression into cool, professional detachment.

“Jamal,” she said, stopping a few feet away. “I assume the university explained the expectations for this trip?”

Jamal’s dark eyes slowly traveled down her body, taking in her practical khaki field pants, the way her damp shirt was beginning to cling to her curves, and the determined set of her jaw. A lazy, arrogant smirk spread across his full lips.

“Yeah, they told me,” he drawled, his deep voice carrying easily over the jungle sounds. “Said I gotta play assistant for two weeks so I don’t flunk out and get booted off the team. Didn’t say my supervisor was gonna look like you.”

Sophia’s jaw tightened. She refused to let the comment rattle her.

“It’s Sophia. And this isn’t about looks. I’m a grad student working on my master’s thesis. You’re here because you’re on academic probation and need these credit hours to stay eligible. That means you follow my instructions exactly. No shortcuts. No complaining. No treating this like some kind of spring break in the jungle.”

Jamal chuckled low in his throat, the sound rich and unconcerned. He pushed off the post and straightened to his full height, making Sophia feel smaller than she liked. The movement caused the thin tank top to stretch across his powerful chest, and she couldn’t help noticing how the fabric clung to his sweat-damp skin.

“Relax, Sophia,” he said, drawing her name out slowly, almost teasingly. “I’m just here to carry the heavy shit and write down whatever you tell me to. You don’t gotta talk to me like I’m five years old.”

Sophia ignored the jab and walked past him into the main research hut. The interior was basic but functional: a large wooden work table for processing samples, basic microscopy equipment, two narrow cots separated by a thin mesh screen for privacy, and a couple of weak solar-powered fans that barely moved the thick, humid air.

She set her bags down on the table and immediately began organizing her sampling kits with sharp, efficient movements, trying to regain some sense of control.

“First rule,” she said without looking at him. “We collect samples twice a day — early morning and late afternoon, when the heat isn’t completely unbearable. You will help carry the equipment, hold the collection bags exactly as I instruct, label every specimen with the proper codes, and assist with basic documentation. I expect precision and attention to detail. This is serious scientific work, not football practice where you can just muscle your way through.”

Jamal leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, watching her with open amusement. A single bead of sweat rolled slowly down the side of his neck and disappeared into the collar of his tank top.

“You always this wound up?” he asked. “We ain’t even been here thirty minutes and you already acting like I’m the dumbest person you’ve ever met.”

Sophia turned to face him fully, her eyes cool and sharp. “If you want to pass this requirement and keep your scholarship and your spot on the team, you’ll do exactly what I say. I don’t have time to babysit you because you’d rather be tackling people than doing actual academic work.”

Jamal stepped closer, his tall, powerfully built frame filling the doorway and making the already warm hut feel even smaller. The heat seemed to thicken around him. Sophia could smell him now — clean sweat mixed with masculine skin and the faint scent of whatever cheap soap he’d used that morning. It was disturbingly potent in the humid air.

He looked down at her, dark eyes gleaming with challenge and something hotter.

“You talk real proper when you’re trying to act superior,” he murmured, voice dropping lower. “But I see the way you’re sweating already… and I don’t think it’s just because of the jungle heat.”

Sophia’s cheeks burned. Her shirt was damp and clinging uncomfortably to her breasts, and she was painfully aware of how close he was standing. Her gaze flicked down for half a second — just long enough to notice the heavy, unmistakable bulge pressing against the front of his cargo shorts — before she forced her eyes back up to his face.

“I’m sweating because it’s nearly 95 degrees with 100% humidity,” she replied tightly, refusing to step back. “Nothing more.”

Jamal’s smirk widened, slow and filthy.

“Keep telling yourself that, Sophia,” he said, leaning in just enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. “Two whole weeks out here. Just you, me, this jungle… and all this heat.”

He held her gaze for a long, charged moment, then finally turned and walked toward the supply crates outside, leaving Sophia standing alone in the hut with her heart pounding and an unwelcome, traitorous warmth blooming low in her belly.

The jungle continued its constant, loud symphony around the station — insects buzzing, birds calling, leaves rustling.

Sophia took a slow, deep breath, trying to steady herself.

This was going to be a very long two weeks.


Chapter two
Rising Lust


The first three days in the jungle blurred into a sticky, exhausting routine.

Sophia woke before dawn each morning, the air already thick and warm even before the sun fully rose. She dressed in her standard field clothes — lightweight button-up shirt and khaki pants — and tried to maintain the strict schedule she had outlined. Sample collection in the morning, processing and labeling in the afternoon, documentation in the evening.

Jamal, to his credit, actually showed up on time and did the physical work with little complaint. He carried the heavy equipment bags, waded through muddy streams when she needed samples from the water’s edge, and held branches aside so she could reach higher epiphytes. But every single task came with his running commentary.

“You really gotta label every little leaf like that?” he asked on the second morning, watching her carefully tag a specimen with tiny waterproof labels.

“It’s called scientific rigor,” Sophia replied coolly, not looking up. “Something you might want to try sometime instead of relying on brute strength.”

Jamal chuckled behind her. “Brute strength gets shit done, though. You’d still be standing there trying to reach that vine if I hadn’t lifted you.”

She ignored him, but the memory of his large hands on her waist as he’d boosted her up earlier sent an unwelcome flutter through her stomach.

By the afternoon of day three, the heat had become almost unbearable. The humidity sat at nearly 100%, and even the slightest movement left them both drenched in sweat. Sophia’s shirt was plastered to her back and chest, the fabric translucent in places. She could feel sweat trickling down her spine and between her thighs with every step.

They were working near a small clearing about two hundred yards from the station, collecting beetle samples from rotting logs. Jamal stood nearby, shirtless now, his dark, muscular torso gleaming with sweat as he held a large collection net for her.

Sophia tried not to stare, but it was impossible. The way his powerful shoulders flexed, the deep cuts of muscle along his abs, the way his cargo shorts hung low on his hips… it was distracting.

“You gonna keep pretending you’re not looking?” Jamal asked suddenly, his voice low and amused.

“I’m not looking at anything except the specimens,” she snapped, cheeks burning as she crouched down to examine a log.

“Bullshit.” He stepped closer, towering over her. “You’ve been sneaking glances at me since we got here. Especially when I take my shirt off.”

Sophia straightened up quickly, wiping sweat from her brow. “Don’t flatter yourself. I’m focused on my work.”

Jamal moved even closer until barely a foot separated them. The heat radiating from his body mixed with the jungle humidity, making the air feel even thicker. She could smell him clearly now — salty sweat, warm skin, and something distinctly male that made her pulse quicken.

“You know what I think?” he murmured, looking down at her with dark, hungry eyes. “I think all that fancy scientific talk is just cover. Deep down, you’re just as hot and bothered as I am. This jungle heat got you sweating in places you don’t want to admit.”

Sophia’s breath hitched. She could feel her nipples tightening against the damp fabric of her bra. Worse, she could feel a slick warmth building between her legs that had nothing to do with the temperature.

“That’s ridiculous,” she said, but her voice came out breathier than she intended. “We have a professional relationship. Nothing more.”

Jamal’s hand came up slowly, not quite touching her, but close enough that she could feel the heat from his palm hovering near her waist.

“Professional?” he repeated, voice dropping even lower. “Then why are your nipples so hard right now? Why are you pressing your thighs together like you’re trying to hide how wet you’re getting?”

Sophia’s face flamed. She took a step back, but her back hit the trunk of a tree. Jamal followed, caging her in without actually touching her.

“I’m not—” she started, but the denial died in her throat as Jamal leaned in, his mouth inches from her ear.

“You’re soaked, aren’t you?” he whispered. “All that stuck-up attitude, and your pussy is dripping for a dumb jock you claim to hate.”

Before she could respond, his large hand slid down and cupped her between her legs through her pants. Sophia gasped sharply. Even through the fabric, the pressure of his palm against her swollen clit made her hips jerk involuntarily.

“Fuck,” Jamal groaned softly. “You really are wet. Soaking right through.”

Sophia’s hands flew up to his chest, intending to push him away. Instead, her fingers curled against his sweat-slick skin as he rubbed slow, firm circles against her.

“Jamal… we can’t…” she whispered, but her hips were already rocking subtly against his hand.

“Why not?” he murmured, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Nobody’s here but us. No one’s gonna know if I slide my fingers inside that tight little pussy and make you cum right here against this tree.”

Sophia bit her lip hard to stifle a moan as he increased the pressure. Her clit throbbed under his touch. She was embarrassingly close already.

Just when she thought she might actually let him, a loud screech from a nearby monkey broke the moment. Sophia jolted and shoved his hand away, breathing hard.

“We are not doing this,” she said shakily, stepping sideways. “This is completely inappropriate.”

Jamal didn’t look disappointed. If anything, his smirk was darker, more confident.

He brought his fingers to his mouth and slowly licked them clean, eyes locked on hers the entire time.

“Tastes sweet,” he said casually. “Bet the rest of you tastes even better.”

Sophia turned away quickly, heart hammering, thighs clenched tight as she tried to regain control.

The rest of the afternoon passed in tense silence. Every time Jamal brushed against her while carrying equipment, every time she caught him watching her with that hungry look, the ache between her legs grew worse.

That night, after they returned to the station and ate a simple dinner, Sophia lay on her narrow cot behind the mesh screen, unable to sleep.

The jungle sounds filled the darkness. She could hear Jamal breathing steadily on the other side of the screen. Her body was on fire. Sweat still clung to her skin despite the weak fan.

Her hand slipped under the waistband of her shorts. She was soaked. The moment her fingers touched her swollen clit, she had to bite her lip to stay quiet.

She rubbed herself furiously, imagining Jamal’s large hand instead of her own, his deep voice whispering filthy things in her ear, his thick cock pressing against her.

She came hard, muffling her cry into her pillow, thighs shaking as waves of guilty pleasure rolled through her.

But even after the orgasm, the ache didn’t fade.

It only grew stronger.

And Sophia knew, deep down, that her control was already slipping.


Chapter three
Simmering Heat


By day five, the jungle had become a relentless pressure cooker.

The heat never let up. Even at night, the air stayed thick and humid, wrapping around Sophia like a second skin. Every movement made her sweat. Every breath felt heavy. And worst of all, Jamal was always there — shirtless more often than not, his powerful body glistening, moving with that easy, arrogant confidence that made her want to scream.

They had settled into a tense rhythm. Mornings were for collecting samples deeper in the jungle. Afternoons were spent back at the station processing and preserving them. Jamal did the heavy lifting without complaint, but he never missed an opportunity to push her buttons.

That afternoon they were working at the main table inside the hut. Sophia was carefully pinning insect specimens while Jamal labeled the vials exactly as she had instructed. The weak solar fan did almost nothing against the stifling heat. Sweat rolled down Sophia’s neck and disappeared into the valley between her breasts. Her shirt was nearly transparent in places.

Jamal suddenly reached across her for a marker, his bare arm brushing against her shoulder. The contact was brief, but it sent a jolt straight through her.

“Excuse me,” she said sharply, shifting away.

He didn’t move back. Instead, he leaned in closer, his chest almost touching her back.

“You’ve been real quiet today,” he murmured, voice low. “Usually you can’t stop telling me how dumb I am.”

“I’m trying to focus,” Sophia replied, keeping her eyes on the specimen in front of her.

“Bullshit.” His breath ghosted over the side of her neck. “You’ve been squirming in that chair for the last twenty minutes. Pressing your thighs together like you’re trying to hide something.”

Sophia’s pen stilled. Her face burned. She was painfully aware of how wet she had been all day — a constant, low throb between her legs that refused to go away.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said stiffly.

Jamal’s large hand settled on the back of her chair. He didn’t touch her, but she could feel the heat radiating from his body.

“I think you do,” he said. “I think that stuck-up little pussy of yours has been dripping since this morning when I carried you across that stream. You enjoyed feeling my hands on you, didn’t you?”

Sophia’s breath hitched. She tried to focus on the insect in front of her, but her mind kept flashing back to the way his powerful hands had gripped her waist, how easily he had lifted her.

“Stop,” she whispered.

“Make me.”

Before she could respond, Jamal spun her chair around so that she was facing him. He dropped to one knee in front of her, putting them at eye level. His dark eyes were intense, hungry.

“Tell me to back off right now,” he challenged, “and I will.”

Sophia opened her mouth, but the words wouldn’t come. Her heart was hammering. Sweat trickled down her temple. Between her legs, she could feel herself growing wetter by the second.

Jamal took her silence as permission. His hands slid up her thighs, spreading them apart slowly. Sophia’s breath came faster as he leaned in and pressed his mouth against the damp fabric covering her pussy.

She gasped sharply, her hands flying to his shoulders.

“Jamal—!”

He ignored her, mouthing at her through her pants, his hot breath soaking through the material. Sophia’s head fell back, a broken whimper escaping her lips as he worked her clit with his tongue through the fabric.

“You’re soaked,” he groaned against her. “I can taste how bad you want it.”

He pulled back just long enough to unbutton her pants and tug them down her hips along with her panties. The moment the cool air hit her dripping folds, Sophia shivered.

Jamal didn’t waste time. He buried his face between her thighs, licking her with long, slow strokes that made her toes curl. His tongue circled her swollen clit before dipping inside her, fucking her with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“Oh my God…” Sophia moaned, her fingers threading through his short hair. Her hips rocked against his mouth shamelessly. The wet, obscene sounds of him eating her out filled the small hut.

Jamal groaned in approval, the vibration sending sparks through her entire body. He sucked her clit into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue while two thick fingers slid inside her, curling against that perfect spot.

Sophia came hard within minutes, her thighs clamping around his head as she cried out, her body shaking with the force of it. Jamal kept licking her through the orgasm, drawing out every shudder until she was trembling and oversensitive.

When he finally pulled back, his lips and chin were shiny with her arousal. He looked up at her with dark, satisfied eyes.

“Tastes even better than I imagined,” he said, voice rough.

Sophia sat there panting, pants around her ankles, trying to catch her breath. Shame and lust warred inside her chest. She had just let him go down on her in the middle of the research station. In broad daylight.

Jamal stood up slowly, the massive bulge in his cargo shorts now impossible to ignore. The head of his cock was visibly outlined, pressing hard against the fabric.

He palmed himself slowly, watching her watch him.

“Your turn to return the favor?” he asked, voice thick with need.

Sophia’s eyes were glued to the heavy outline. Her mouth watered despite herself. She could see the wet spot forming where he was leaking.

She wanted to say no. She wanted to tell him that this had gone too far.

Instead, she slid off the chair onto her knees in front of him, hands reaching for his waistband.

Jamal hissed as she pulled his shorts down. His thick, heavy cock sprang free, bobbing in front of her face. It was even bigger than she had imagined — long, girthy, and beautifully dark.

“Fuck…” she whispered, almost to herself.

Jamal threaded his fingers through her damp hair, guiding her closer.

“Go ahead, Sophia,” he murmured. “Show me how much that smart mouth can really do.”

Sophia leaned forward and took him into her mouth, the salty taste of his precum hitting her tongue. She moaned around his thickness, sucking him eagerly as the jungle heat pressed in around them.

Jamal groaned deeply, his hips rocking gently as she worked him.

“Shit… just like that,” he praised. “Good girl.”

The words sent another rush of heat through her body.

Outside, the jungle continued its endless symphony.

Inside the hut, Sophia Lang was rapidly losing the battle against her own desires.

And deep down, she was starting to wonder how much longer she could keep pretending she didn’t want this.


Chapter four
The Barrier


The next two days were pure torture.

Sophia threw herself into the fieldwork with almost desperate intensity. She woke even earlier, collected samples with meticulous care, and spent long hours at the work table processing and documenting everything. She spoke to Jamal only when absolutely necessary, keeping her tone clipped and professional.

She needed the barrier back up. She needed distance.

But the jungle refused to let her have it.

The heat was relentless. Even when they were inside the station, the air felt thick and sticky. Sweat constantly beaded on her skin, making her clothes cling in uncomfortable ways. And Jamal… Jamal was everywhere.

He still helped with the heavy lifting. He still carried equipment without complaint. But every single interaction now carried an undercurrent of heat.

That afternoon they were back at the worktable. Sophia was carefully cataloging leaf samples while Jamal sat across from her, shirtless again, wiping sweat from his chest with a rag. The sight of his glistening muscles made her mouth go dry.

She forced her eyes back to her notebook.

“We need to maintain professional boundaries,” she said suddenly, breaking the heavy silence. “What happened the other day was a mistake. A momentary lapse caused by the heat and isolation. It cannot happen again.”

Jamal leaned back in his chair, spreading his legs wider. The thin fabric of his cargo shorts did nothing to hide the heavy bulge resting against his thigh.

“Is that right?” he asked, voice low and amused. “So when you were riding my tongue and moaning my name, that was just the heat?”

Sophia’s face burned. She kept her eyes fixed on the specimen in front of her.

“Yes,” she said firmly. “It was inappropriate. I’m here to complete my research. You’re here because you’re on academic probation and need the credit. That’s all this is. Nothing more.”

Jamal stood up slowly and walked around the table. He stopped right behind her chair, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body.

“So you’re saying,” he murmured, leaning down so his mouth was near her ear, “that if I slid my hand between your legs right now, you wouldn’t be soaked?”

Sophia’s breath hitched. She gripped her pen tighter.

“I’m saying we stop this right now,” she replied, voice strained. “Before it goes any further and ruins everything. My academic record. Your eligibility. Everything.”

Jamal’s large hands settled on the back of her chair. He didn’t touch her, but she could feel him everywhere.

“You can give all the little lectures you want, Sophia,” he said. “But we both know the truth. You’ve been walking around this station for days with that tight little pussy throbbing for me. Every time I take my shirt off, you squeeze your thighs together. Every time I stand too close, you get wet.”

Sophia closed her eyes, trying to steady her breathing. Her nipples were painfully hard against her damp bra. She could already feel fresh slickness gathering between her legs.

“This is not professional,” she whispered.

“No, it’s not,” Jamal agreed, his voice dropping even lower. “But you want it, anyway. You want me to bend you over this table, pull those pants down, and slide my thick Black cock deep inside you. You want me to fuck you until you’re screaming my name and creaming all over me. You want me to fill that stuck-up little womb with so much cum you’ll be leaking for days.”

Sophia’s thighs pressed together hard. A tiny whimper escaped her before she could stop it.

“Stop,” she breathed.

“Why?” Jamal leaned closer, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Because it’s turning you on? Because you’re sitting there right now imagining how good it would feel to have me stretch you open?”

Sophia stood up abruptly, nearly knocking the chair over. She stepped away from him, breathing hard.

“I’m serious, Jamal,” she said, voice shaking. “We cannot do this. If anyone found out… my reputation, my future… it would be ruined. You need to respect the boundaries.”

Jamal watched her with dark, hungry eyes. He didn’t move closer, but he didn’t back down either.

“Alright,” he said calmly. “Professional it is.”

The rest of the day passed in tense silence.

But the barrier Sophia tried to rebuild was already cracking.

That night, after they had eaten and gone to their separate cots, Sophia lay awake in the darkness. The weak fan did almost nothing against the humid heat. Sweat coated her skin. Between her legs, she was aching.

She could hear Jamal breathing steadily on the other side of the mesh screen.

Her hand slipped under the waistband of her shorts again. She was soaked — embarrassingly so. The moment her fingers touched her swollen clit, she had to bite her lip hard to stay quiet.

She rubbed herself frantically, imagining Jamal’s deep voice whispering those filthy words in her ear, imagining his thick cock stretching her open, imagining him filling her until she was overflowing.

She came hard, muffling her cry into her pillow, body shaking with guilty pleasure.

But even after the orgasm, the ache remained.

It was worse now.

The next morning, Sophia woke up determined to be stronger. She dressed quickly and went straight to the work table, burying herself in sample processing.

Jamal emerged a few minutes later, shirtless and sweaty from doing some early morning equipment checks. He didn’t say anything at first. He just watched her with that knowing smirk.

By midday, the tension had become unbearable.

They were sorting samples when Jamal brushed past her to reach for a tray. His bare chest grazed her arm. Sophia froze.

Jamal stopped behind her, close enough that she could feel his breath on the back of her neck.

“You still trying to pretend?” he murmured. “Because I can smell how wet you are from here.”

Sophia’s hands trembled on the specimen tray.

“This has to stop,” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction.

Jamal’s hand came up, hovering just above her hip.

“Tell me to back off,” he said quietly. “Say the words, and I will.”

Sophia opened her mouth.

But the denial never came.

Instead, she stood there trembling, thighs pressed together, heart racing as the jungle heat pressed in around them.

The barrier was crumbling faster than she could rebuild it.

And deep down, part of her was terrified of what would happen when it finally collapsed completely.


Chapter five
Cracks in Control


The next two days felt like walking a tightrope over a pit of fire.

Sophia woke before sunrise each morning, determined to regain control. Every hour of the day was meticulously planned: exact times for sample collection, precise labeling protocols, detailed notes on environmental conditions. She spoke to Jamal in short, professional sentences only when necessary. She kept her body language closed off — arms crossed, shoulders straight, eyes focused strictly on the work.

She needed the barrier back, and she needed distance. She needed to remember who she was: a serious grad student working on her master’s thesis, not some hormonal mess melting in the jungle heat.

But the Amazon refused to cooperate.

The humidity was brutal. Even the early mornings felt like stepping into a steam room. By 8 a.m., sweat was already rolling down her back, soaking into her shirt and making the fabric cling uncomfortably to her breasts and stomach. By midday, her clothes were plastered to her skin, and every movement reminded her how sensitive her body had become.

Jamal, unfortunately, made it impossible to ignore him.

He still did the physical work without complaint. He carried the heavy equipment bags through muddy trails, held branches aside so she could reach higher samples, and waded into streams when she needed aquatic specimens. On the surface, he was doing exactly what she asked.

But his presence was constant. His deep voice. His sweat-glistened body. The way his cargo shorts hung low on his hips when he moved. The casual way he wiped sweat from his chest with the hem of his tank top, revealing the deep cuts of his abs.

It was driving her insane.

On the morning of day seven, they were working near a small shaded stream collecting aquatic insect samples. Sophia was crouched at the water’s edge, carefully netting specimens, when Jamal spoke from behind her.

“You know what’s funny?” he said casually, holding a large collection bag for her. “You keep acting like you’re above all this. Like you’re some untouchable genius. But I see the way you look at me when you think I’m not paying attention.”

Sophia didn’t look up. “I’m looking at the samples, Jamal. Not you.”

“Bullshit,” he replied, voice low and amused. “You’ve been sneaking glances at my chest, my arms… and lower. Especially when I’m sweating. You like what you see, don’t you?”

Sophia’s jaw tightened. She stood up quickly, water dripping from her hands. “This conversation is inappropriate. We agreed to keep things professional.”

“Did we?” Jamal stepped closer, towering over her. His dark skin gleamed with sweat, and the thin tank top clung to every ridge of muscle. “Because from where I’m standing, you’re the one who can’t stop thinking about me. Every night I hear you shifting on that cot. Breathing heavy. Bet you’re touching that pretty pussy while you think about what my thick Black cock would feel like stretching you open.”

Sophia’s face flamed. She could feel her nipples tightening against her damp bra. Worse, she could feel fresh wetness gathering between her legs, making her panties slick and uncomfortable.

“That is completely out of line,” she said, voice strained. “I’m here to complete my research. You’re here because you’re on academic probation and need the credit hours. That’s all this relationship is. Nothing more.”

Jamal didn’t back away. Instead, he leaned in slightly, his breath brushing her ear.

“You can give all the lectures you want, Sophia,” he murmured. “But we both know the truth. That stuck-up little pussy of yours has been throbbing for days. Every time I stand too close, you squeeze your thighs together. Every time I take my shirt off, you get wet. You’re dying for me to bend you over and fuck the attitude right out of you.”

Sophia took a shaky step back, nearly slipping on the muddy bank. Her heart was pounding so hard she could hear it in her ears.

“We cannot do this,” she whispered. “If anyone found out… my academic record, my future, your eligibility — everything would be ruined. I won’t let this trip become some cheap, impulsive mistake in the jungle.”

Jamal’s smirk was slow and dangerous.

“Cheap?” he repeated softly. “Nah. If I fucked you, it wouldn’t be cheap. I’d take my time. I’d spread those pretty legs wide and slide every inch of my thick Black cock into that tight white pussy. I’d fuck you slow and deep until you’re creaming all over me and begging for more. Then I’d fill you up with so much cum you’d be leaking for days while you try to play the perfect grad student.”

Sophia’s thighs pressed together hard. A tiny, involuntary whimper escaped her lips before she could stop it. The vivid image he painted — his heavy body on top of her, stretching her, filling her — made her clit throb painfully.

She turned away abruptly and started walking back toward the station, her legs unsteady.

“I’m done with this conversation,” she called over her shoulder, trying to sound firm.

But her voice cracked.

That night, the barrier she had tried so hard to rebuild cracked even wider.

After a long, exhausting day of fieldwork, Sophia showered quickly in the outdoor stall. The lukewarm water did almost nothing to cool the fire burning inside her. She changed into a thin tank top and shorts, then lay on her narrow cot behind the mesh screen, staring at the ceiling.

The weak fan hummed uselessly overhead. The jungle sounds filled the darkness — insects buzzing, frogs calling, leaves rustling in the faint breeze. Sweat still coated her skin despite the shower.

She could hear Jamal breathing steadily on the other side of the screen. She knew he wasn’t asleep.

Her hand trembled as it slipped under the waistband of her shorts. She was soaked — embarrassingly, shamefully wet. The moment her fingers brushed her swollen clit, a soft whimper escaped her.

She rubbed herself in tight, desperate circles, imagining Jamal’s deep voice whispering those filthy promises in her ear. Imagining his large, strong hands gripping her hips. Imagining his thick cock stretching her open, filling her completely, pumping her full until she was overflowing.

She came hard, biting down on her pillow to muffle her cry, her thighs shaking violently as waves of guilty pleasure crashed through her.

But the relief lasted only minutes.

The ache returned stronger than before.

The next morning, Sophia woke up exhausted and on edge. She avoided Jamal as much as possible during the morning sample collection, speaking to him only in short, professional commands.

But the tension between them had grown unbearable.

During a brief break in the shade of a large tree, Jamal finally broke the silence.

“You can keep fighting it all you want,” he said quietly, wiping sweat from his chest. “But we both know how this ends. Sooner or later that tight little body of yours is going to give in. And when it does… I’m not going to be gentle.”

Sophia didn’t answer. She simply turned away, heart pounding, thighs pressed tightly together as another wave of unwanted heat flooded through her.

The barrier she had tried so desperately to rebuild was crumbling faster than she could repair it.

With only six days left in the jungle, Sophia was terrified of what would happen when it finally collapsed completely.


Chapter six
The Breaking Point


The breaking point came on the afternoon of day eight.

The heat was at its worst. The air felt like wet velvet, heavy and suffocating. Even the shade of the trees offered little relief. Sweat poured down Sophia’s body in steady streams, soaking her shirt until it clung transparently to her breasts. Her hair was damp and sticking to her neck. Every breath felt labored.

They were deep in the jungle, about a quarter mile from the station, collecting leaf samples from a cluster of epiphytes high up on a tree trunk. Jamal had lifted her so she could reach the higher branches. His large, strong hands had gripped her waist firmly, holding her steady while she worked.

The moment her feet touched the ground again, the tension snapped.

Sophia stepped back, breathing hard, and wiped sweat from her forehead. “You’re doing it wrong,” she said sharply, her patience finally fracturing. “The labels need to be coded by elevation and moisture level. I’ve told you this three times already. It’s not that difficult. Even someone on academic probation should be able to follow basic instructions.”

Jamal went still.

He slowly lowered the collection bag he was holding and turned to face her fully. The playful smirk he usually wore was gone. His dark eyes had gone dangerously flat.

“Say that again,” he said.

Sophia lifted her chin, clinging to the last shreds of her superiority even as her heart hammered against her ribs. The heat, the frustration, and the constant ache between her legs had worn her down to nothing.

“I said you’re doing it wrong,” she repeated, voice tight. “This is why you’re on academic probation. You’re a dumb jock who thinks brute strength is enough to get by. You don’t belong here. You’re intellectually beneath this kind of work, and you’re wasting my time.”

The words hung in the thick jungle air.

For a long second, Jamal just stared at her.

Then something in him snapped.

In one powerful motion, he closed the distance between them. His large hand clamped over her mouth, muffling her surprised gasp, while his other arm banded around her waist and yanked her hard against his chest.

“Shut the fuck up,” he growled against her ear, voice low and rough with weeks of pent-up hunger. “I’ve listened to your condescending little mouth for eight straight days. I’ve watched you walk around this jungle with your thighs clenched and your nipples hard while you pretend you’re better than me. I’m done playing nice.”

Sophia’s eyes widened. She tried to push against his chest, but he was too strong. Her back hit the rough bark of a tree as he pinned her there with his massive body.

Jamal ripped her shirt open with one sharp tug, buttons scattering into the undergrowth. He shoved her bra down roughly, exposing her breasts to the humid air. His mouth latched onto one hard nipple, sucking hard while his hand roughly kneaded the other.

Sophia moaned despite herself, her hands flying to his shoulders. She meant to push him away. Instead, her fingers dug into his sweat-slick skin as he bit down gently on her nipple.

“You talk so much shit,” he snarled against her breast, “but this body has been begging for me since day one.”

He yanked her pants and panties down in one rough motion, letting them pool around her ankles. The moment the air hit her soaked pussy, Sophia whimpered. She was dripping — embarrassingly wet, her inner thighs shiny with arousal.

Jamal dropped to his knees, threw one of her legs over his shoulder, and buried his face between her thighs.

He ate her like a starving man — tongue fucking deep inside her, sucking her swollen clit, groaning against her folds as he devoured her. Sophia’s head fell back against the tree, a broken cry tearing from her throat as pleasure slammed into her.

“Oh God— Jamal—”

He didn’t let up. Two thick fingers pushed inside her, curling hard against that perfect spot while his tongue worked her clit relentlessly. Sophia came within minutes, her thighs shaking violently as she squirted against his mouth, her cries echoing through the jungle.

Jamal rose to his feet, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His eyes were dark with raw lust.

He shoved his cargo shorts down. His thick, heavy cock sprang free — long, girthy, and rock hard. The head was already leaking precum.

Sophia stared, breathing hard, her mind spinning.

“We can’t—” she started weakly.

“Too late,” Jamal growled.

He lifted her easily, pinning her against the tree with her legs wrapped around his waist. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her dripping entrance.

Then he thrust in — hard.

Sophia cried out as he stretched her open in one brutal stroke. The burn was intense, overwhelming. He was so thick, so deep. She felt every inch, every vein as he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

“Fuck— so tight,” Jamal groaned, forehead pressed against hers. “This stuck-up little pussy was made for Black cock.”

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He started fucking her hard against the tree — deep, powerful thrusts that made her breasts bounce and her back scrape against the bark. The wet, filthy sound of his cock slamming into her soaked pussy filled the jungle around them.

Sophia’s moans were loud and broken. Her nails dug into his shoulders as he pounded into her.

“You still think I’m beneath you?” he snarled, hips snapping forward. “Still think I’m just a dumb jock?”

Sophia shook her head frantically, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from her eyes.

“No— fuck— Jamal— harder—”

He gave her exactly what she begged for.

He fucked her relentlessly, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the trees. Sophia came again, harder than before, her pussy clamping down around his thick cock as she screamed his name.

Jamal followed with a deep, guttural groan. He buried himself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her with thick, hot ropes of cum. Sophia felt every powerful spurt, the warmth spreading deep inside her as he pumped her full.

When he finally pulled out, a heavy stream of his cum poured out of her stretched pussy, dripping down her thighs and onto the jungle floor.

Sophia’s legs were shaking so badly she could barely stand. She leaned against the tree, panting, cum leaking steadily down her legs.

Jamal looked at her — shirt open, breasts exposed, pants around her ankles, thighs shiny with his seed — and smirked.

“Still think I’m intellectually beneath you?” he asked, voice rough with satisfaction.

Sophia couldn’t answer. She could only stare at him, breathing hard, her body trembling with aftershocks and a terrifying new hunger.

The barrier had finally shattered.

And there was no putting it back together.


Chapter seven
The Deepening


Sophia barely slept that night.

Every time she closed her eyes she felt Jamal inside her again — the brutal stretch of that first thrust against the tree, the deep, punishing strokes, the hot flood of his cum as he emptied himself into her while her back scraped against the bark. Her pussy still ached, swollen and tender, every subtle shift on the narrow cot sending a dull throb through her core. And every few minutes another slow, sticky trickle of his seed would leak out of her stretched hole, sliding down between her ass cheeks and soaking into the thin sheet beneath her, a constant wet reminder of how thoroughly he had ruined her.

She woke before dawn, sticky and ashamed, yet the ache between her legs had already begun to twist into something darker — a deep, hungry emptiness that made her clit pulse despite the soreness.

When she emerged from behind the mesh screen, Jamal was already up, shirtless and making coffee on the small camp stove. He looked over at her with that dark, knowing smirk, eyes dropping to the way she walked — careful, thighs pressed lightly together.

“Morning,” he said casually. “Sleep well?”

Sophia didn’t answer. She walked straight to the work table on slightly unsteady legs and started organizing sample trays with shaky hands, trying to pretend the previous afternoon hadn’t shattered everything. But every step made her aware of the tender, puffy flesh between her thighs and the faint stickiness still coating her inner thighs. The soreness was real — a deep, used ache that radiated outward — yet instead of cooling her down, it only made her hyper-aware of how empty she felt without him.

It didn’t work.

By mid-morning they were back out in the jungle collecting samples. The heat was already oppressive. Sophia’s shirt was damp within minutes, clinging to her breasts. Every step sent a fresh reminder of yesterday’s stretching through her core, a dull burn that refused to fade. Jamal walked behind her, carrying the heavy equipment bag. He didn’t say much at first.

Then, during a short break in the shade of a large fallen log, he stepped close.

“You’ve been quiet,” he murmured, voice low. “Still trying to convince yourself that was a onetime mistake?”

Sophia kept her eyes on the ground, thighs clenching involuntarily. “It should never have happened.”

Jamal chuckled softly. He moved behind her, his large hands settling on her hips. “But it did. And you came so hard on my cock you nearly passed out. You begged for it.” His breath brushed her ear. “I can still feel how tight you were… how you squeezed me when I filled you.”

Sophia’s breath hitched. The memory of that stretch — the overwhelming burn giving way to blinding pleasure — sent fresh slickness flooding her sore pussy despite the tenderness. She could feel herself growing wet again; the soreness somehow sharpening every sensation.

“We can’t keep doing this,” she whispered, but the protest sounded weak even to her own ears.

“Who said we can’t?” Jamal’s hands slid around to her front, one slipping under her shirt to cup her breast. His thumb brushed over her already hard nipple. “We’ve got six more days out here. Plenty of time for you to stop lying to yourself… and for that greedy little pussy to get used to being owned.”

Sophia’s head fell back against his chest as he pinched her nipple gently. A soft moan escaped her. The ache inside her flared hotter, the soreness transforming into an insistent, throbbing need.

That was all the invitation Jamal needed.

He turned her around, lifted her onto the fallen log so her ass rested on the smooth bark, and dropped to his knees in front of her. He yanked her pants and panties down in one smooth motion. The moment the humid air hit her swollen, cum-smeared folds, Sophia shivered. She was still puffy and tender from yesterday, the lips slightly reddened, yet glistening with fresh arousal.

Jamal leaned in and licked her slowly, deliberately, his tongue exploring every inch — lapping up the dried remnants of his own load mixed with her fresh wetness. Sophia’s hands gripped his head, her hips rocking against his mouth as he devoured her. The soreness made every stroke of his tongue feel sharper, more intense; the overstimulation danced right on the edge of too much and not enough.

When she came, it was with a broken cry, her thighs shaking around his ears, a small squirt of clear fluid coating his tongue as her tender walls fluttered.

Jamal stood up, freed his thick, heavy cock, and pulled her forward until she was straddling his lap on the log. He pressed the blunt head against her sore entrance and sank into her in one smooth, relentless thrust.

Sophia moaned loudly, arms wrapping around his neck as he filled her completely. The stretch burned — still raw from yesterday — yet the pain melted almost instantly into blinding pleasure. Her body had already begun to adjust; the ache only made her clench harder around his girth, every vein and ridge dragging against her sensitized walls.

“Ride me,” Jamal ordered, gripping her ass hard enough to leave marks. “Show me how bad you need this dick even when you’re sore.”

Sophia didn’t hesitate. She started moving, rolling her hips, taking him as deep as she could with every downward stroke. Sweat poured down both their bodies, making their skin slide together slickly. The wet, obscene sounds of her still-tender pussy riding his thick cock mixed with the jungle noises around them. Each bounce sent sparks of overstimulation through her core, turning the lingering soreness into fuel for a deeper, darker hunger.

Jamal groaned, thrusting up to meet her. “That’s it. Fuck yourself on my cock like the little slut you really are. Feel how your pussy’s already learning to take me.”

Sophia’s moans grew louder. She rode him harder, chasing another orgasm even as her swollen folds protested and fluttered. When it hit her she cried out, her walls clamping down around his thickness in rhythmic spasms, another small gush of wetness soaking his balls.

Jamal followed right after, burying himself deep and flooding her with another thick load of cum. Sophia could feel every powerful spurt, the warmth spreading inside her sore, stretched channel, soothing and claiming her at the same time.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, breathing hard, her body trembling with aftershocks. The soreness was still there — deeper now, more pronounced — but it no longer felt like a deterrent. It felt like ownership. Like proof that she was being reshaped around him.

After that, the floodgates opened.

By that evening, back at the station, Sophia was the one initiating. She found Jamal near his cot, pushed him back onto the thin mattress, and climbed on top of him. She was already soaked again, the mix of his earlier load and her own arousal easing the way as she sank down onto his thick cock with a long, shuddering moan.

The soreness flared hot as he bottomed out, but she kept going, rolling her hips slow and deep, her hands braced on his chest while he gripped her ass and guided her movements.

“Say it,” he growled, thrusting up into her.

Sophia’s head fell back, eyes half-lidded with pleasure, voice hoarse. “I need it… I need your cock.”

“Louder.”

“I need your thick Black cock,” she moaned, riding him faster despite the tender ache. “Even when it hurts… I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Jamal flipped her onto her back and fucked her hard, pounding into her until she came again, screaming his name, her sore pussy spasming wildly around him as overstimulation pushed her into another shattering orgasm.

The next two days followed the same relentless pattern.

They would go out for sample collection in the morning, barely getting any real work done before Jamal had her bent over a tree or pressed against a rock, fucking her senseless. In the afternoons they returned to the station and fucked again — sometimes on the worktable, sometimes on the floor, sometimes outside under the jungle canopy. Each time the initial stretch stung, each time her body protested for the first few strokes… and each time that very soreness only made her wetter, only made her cum harder, only made her crave the next brutal claiming even more.

Sophia stopped pretending she didn’t want it.

On the night of day ten, she woke up in the middle of the night aching and empty despite the deep soreness. She crawled onto Jamal’s cot, woke him with her mouth on his cock, then rode him until they were both sweating and spent, her tender, cum-filled pussy still fluttering with aftershocks.

Afterward, as she lay panting on his chest with his fresh load slowly leaking out of her, Jamal stroked her back and murmured, “You’re not the same girl who got off that boat, are you?”

Sophia didn’t answer. She just pressed her face into his neck and let the truth settle over her.

She wasn’t.

The prim, controlled, superior grad student who had arrived two weeks ago was disappearing.

In her place was someone hungrier. Someone whose body had learned to love the burn, the stretch, the constant ache of being used and filled by thick Black cock.

And with only four days left in the jungle, Sophia was starting to dread the moment they would have to leave.

Because she wasn’t sure she could go back to who she used to be.


Chapter eight
The Climax


The last four days in the jungle became one long, feverish blur of sweat, skin, and raw need.

Sophia stopped fighting it entirely.

The careful schedules she had made were abandoned. Sample collection became secondary — something they did quickly in the mornings before the real work began. The real work was now this: the constant, insatiable hunger between them.

By day eleven, they were fucking multiple times a day.

In the morning, before the heat became unbearable, Jamal would wake her by sliding into her from behind while she was still half-asleep. He’d fuck her slow and deep on the narrow cot, one large hand covering her mouth to muffle her moans as he filled her with another load.

During the day, they barely made it through an hour of actual fieldwork before one of them broke. Sometimes it was Sophia — pushing Jamal against a tree and dropping to her knees to suck him off in the middle of the jungle. Sometimes it was Jamal — bending her over a fallen log and pounding into her until she was sobbing with pleasure, her cries mixing with the sounds of the rainforest.

The heat made everything more intense. Their bodies were constantly slick with sweat, sliding against each other as they fucked. The humidity turned every touch into something filthy and primal.

That afternoon on day twelve, they didn’t even make it back to the station.

They were deep in the trees when Jamal suddenly grabbed her, spun her around, and pressed her front against the rough bark of a massive tree. He yanked her pants down just enough and thrust into her in one hard stroke.

Sophia cried out, fingers digging into the bark as he fucked her from behind with deep, punishing strokes.

“Fuck— Jamal—” she moaned, pushing back to meet every thrust.

“You love this, don’t you?” he growled, one hand fisting her hair while the other gripped her hip. “Love getting fucked like a little slut in the middle of the jungle. All that fancy education and you’re still just a hole for my Black cock.”

Sophia whimpered, her walls clenching around him. The degradation hit her hard — and made her even wetter.

“Yes,” she gasped. “I love it. I love your cock. Don’t stop—”

Jamal fucked her harder, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the trees. Sophia came first, her legs shaking as she squirted around his thick shaft. Jamal followed right after, burying himself deep and flooding her with another heavy load.

When he pulled out, cum poured down her thighs in thick white streams. Sophia leaned against the tree, panting, barely able to stand.

They barely made it back to the station before they were at it again.

This time Sophia was the one who initiated. The moment the door closed behind them, she pushed Jamal against the worktable, dropped to her knees, and took his cum-slick cock into her mouth. She sucked him eagerly, tasting both of them, moaning around his thickness as he groaned above her.

“Goddamn,” Jamal muttered, fingers threading through her damp hair. “Look at you. The stuck-up grad student on her knees sucking dick like a pro.”

Sophia looked up at him with glassy eyes, her lips stretched around his cock. She took him deeper, gagging slightly, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes.

Jamal pulled her up, bent her over the table, and fucked her again — hard and fast, the table creaking beneath them. Sophia came twice before he finally filled her once more.

By the evening of day thirteen, she was completely gone.

They were outside the station under the jungle canopy as the sun began to set. The air was still brutally hot. Sophia was on her back on a blanket they had spread on the ground, legs spread wide as Jamal fucked her with long, deep strokes.

“Say it,” he demanded, grinding against her clit with every thrust. “Tell me what you are now.”

Sophia’s head was spinning with pleasure. Her voice came out broken and desperate.

“I’m your whore,” she moaned. “I’m your little BBC whore. I need your cock. I need you to breed me.”

Jamal’s eyes darkened. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, folding her in half, and fucked her even harder.

“That’s right,” he growled. “You’re mine now. This pussy belongs to me. I’m gonna keep filling you until you can’t remember what it felt like to be empty.”

Sophia came hard, screaming his name as her body convulsed beneath him. Jamal followed with a deep groan, pumping her full again until cum was leaking out around his cock with every thrust.

They didn’t stop there.

Later that night, back inside the station, Sophia rode him on his cot — slow and deep, her hands braced on his chest while he gripped her ass and guided her movements.

“I can’t go back,” she whispered between moans, looking down at him with hazy eyes. “I don’t want to be the old me anymore. I just want this. I want you.”

Jamal thrust up into her, making her gasp.

“Then don’t go back,” he said roughly. “Stay, my dirty little slut. Let me keep breeding this pussy every chance I get.”

Sophia came again, crying out as another orgasm crashed through her.

By the time the sun rose on their final full day, Sophia was thoroughly ruined — voice hoarse, body covered in marks, thighs constantly sticky with dried and fresh cum.

She no longer cared about the research.

She no longer cared about her perfect academic image.

All she cared about was the way Jamal felt inside her.

And with only one night left before the supply boat arrived to take them back to civilization, Sophia was determined to make the most of it.


Chapter nine
The Resolution


The last night felt heavier than all the others combined.

Sophia knew the supply boat would arrive early the next morning to take them back to the nearest town. Their two weeks of isolation were ending. After tonight, they would return to the real world — her to her graduate program and thesis defense preparations, Jamal to his football team and whatever academic requirements still hung over his head.

She didn’t want to waste a single minute.

After they finished a simple dinner of canned food and rice, Sophia didn’t even bother pretending to organize samples or review notes. She walked straight over to Jamal, pushed him back onto his cot, and climbed on top of him.

She was already naked. The humid night air kissed her sweat-damp skin as she straddled his hips and sank down onto his thick cock in one slow, deliberate motion.

Both of them groaned at the same time.

Jamal’s hands immediately gripped her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh as she started riding him with deep, rolling movements.

“Fuck… you’re still so tight,” he murmured, voice rough with lust. “Even after I’ve been stretching this pussy for days.”

Sophia braced her hands on his broad chest and rode him harder, taking him as deep as she could with every downward stroke. Sweat already began to bead on her skin again, making their bodies slide together slickly.

“I need it,” she whispered, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “One more time. Fuck me like you own me, Jamal. Please.”

Jamal’s eyes darkened with raw hunger. In one powerful motion, he flipped them over, so she was on her back beneath him. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, folding her almost in half, and drove into her with long, punishing strokes.

The cot creaked violently under them. Sophia’s moans quickly turned into loud, broken cries as he fucked her deep and hard, the head of his cock kissing her cervix with every thrust.

“This what you want?” he growled, grinding against her clit on every stroke. “Want me to ruin this pussy one last time before we have to leave?”

“Yes— fuck— yes,” she sobbed, nails raking down his back. “Ruin me. Fill me up. I don’t want to feel empty when I leave here tomorrow.”

Jamal gave her exactly what she begged for.

He fucked her relentlessly — switching between slow, deep grinding strokes and fast, brutal pounding that made her breasts bounce and her voice crack. Sophia came first, hard and loud, her pussy clamping down around him like a vice as waves of pleasure crashed through her body.

Jamal didn’t stop. He kept thrusting through her orgasm, drawing it out until she was shaking and oversensitive. Only then did he let himself go.

With a deep, guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her with thick, hot ropes of cum. Sophia moaned at the feeling — every powerful spurt, the warmth spreading deep inside her belly, the way it overflowed and began leaking out around his thick shaft.

They stayed locked together for a long time afterward, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat and cum.

Eventually, Jamal pulled out slowly. A heavy stream of his seed poured from her stretched, puffy pussy, running down her ass and soaking into the sheets beneath her. Sophia reached down almost instinctively and rubbed two fingers through the mess, spreading it over her clit and lower lips like she wanted to keep the feeling with her as long as possible.

Neither of them spoke much after that. They simply lay tangled together in the humid darkness, listening to the endless symphony of the jungle outside.

The next morning came too quickly.

They packed their belongings in near silence. Sophia moved on autopilot — folding clothes, organizing sample cases, double-checking her notes. But her mind was elsewhere. Every movement made her aware of the mess still slowly leaking from between her legs. She had deliberately chosen not to clean up completely. She wanted to feel him on the entire journey back.

When the supply boat finally arrived and the driver called out from the dock, Sophia stepped out of the hut into the bright morning sunlight.

Her clothes looked presentable on the surface, but underneath she was a mess — thighs sticky with dried and fresh cum, pussy still tender and swollen from days of constant use. Every step made her feel it. Every rub of fabric against her sensitive skin sent little sparks through her body.

Jamal walked just behind her, carrying the heavier bags. As they approached the boat, he leaned in close so only she could hear.

“Remember what you are now,” he murmured, voice low and possessive. “You can go back to your books, your lectures, and your perfect grad student act… but that pussy belongs to me. Every time you sit down, every time you try to focus on your thesis, you’re going to feel me. You’re going to remember how good it felt to be my little BBC whore.”

Sophia didn’t respond with words.

She simply looked up at him, eyes still carrying that hazy, cock-drunk look she’d worn for days.

As she stepped onto the boat, she felt another slow trickle of Jamal’s cum leak down her inner thigh. She didn’t wipe it away.

The boat pulled away from the dock, the jungle slowly receding behind them. Sophia stood at the railing, staring at the dense green wall that had changed her so completely.

She was no longer the cold, controlled, superior grad student who had arrived two weeks earlier — the one who looked down on Jamal as a dumb jock who didn’t belong.

That girl had been fucked out of existence in the sweltering heat of the Amazon.

In her place was someone far more honest.

Someone who now knew exactly how addictive it felt to be stretched, claimed, and filled by a thick Black cock.

Someone who already missed the feeling of cum leaking down her thighs.

Sophia pressed her legs together, savoring the sticky evidence of her corruption, and allowed herself a small, secret smile as the boat carried her back toward civilization.

She already couldn’t wait to find a way to get Jamal alone again.
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