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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.


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.


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.


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.


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.”


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.


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.


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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