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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.


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.


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.


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.


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.


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.


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.


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.


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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