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Snowed In



The snow was already coming down hard when Avery Baxter pulled her little sedan up to the remote research cabin. The forecast had called for a “light winter storm.” What greeted her looked more like the end of the world. Thick white flakes whipped sideways in the wind, and the narrow dirt road behind her was already disappearing under fresh powder.

She killed the engine and sat for a moment, gripping the steering wheel. Two weeks. Fourteen days of total isolation with Romeo “Rogue” Tate — the arrogant senior tight end who needed this capstone project to stay eligible for the final games. The university had paired them because their research topics overlapped. Avery still thought it was a sick joke.

She grabbed her heavy backpack and stepped out into the biting cold. The cabin door creaked open before she could knock.

Rogue filled the entire doorway.

Six-foot-seven of solid Black muscle ducked slightly under the frame, wearing nothing but a tight black compression shirt and gray sweatpants that did absolutely nothing to hide what he was packing. His broad shoulders blocked most of the light from inside. He looked her up and down slowly, a lazy smirk tugging at his full lips.

“Well, well. Professor Baxter decided to show up.”

Avery lifted her chin, refusing to let her gaze drop to the heavy, unmistakable outline pressing against the soft fabric of his sweats. “It’s Avery. And I’m not your professor. We’re academic partners, whether or not either of us likes it.”

She pushed past him into the cabin, dragging her bag behind her. The space was smaller than the photos suggested — one main room with a kitchenette, a wood stove, a couch, a single table that would serve as their workspace, and two narrow beds separated by a thin wooden screen. No cell service. No Wi-Fi. Just the two of them and whatever storm was coming.

Rogue closed the door with a solid thud. The sound felt final.

“Ground rules,” Avery said immediately, setting her laptop on the table and opening it with sharp, precise movements. “We split chores equally. We log eight hours of focused research per day. No distractions. No parties. No… whatever it is athletes do. This project determines both our graduations, so I expect professionalism.”

Rogue leaned against the counter, arms crossed, watching her with open amusement. The motion made his biceps strain against the compression shirt and pulled the waistband of his sweats lower. Avery’s eyes flicked down for half a second before she forced them back to her screen.

“Professionalism,” he repeated, voice deep and mocking. “That what you call wearing that little cardigan buttoned up to your throat while your nipples are already trying to say hello?”

Avery’s face flushed hot. She crossed her arms over her chest, mortified that he’d noticed. The cabin was warmer than she expected, but her body had reacted the second she saw the thick shape in his pants. Traitorous.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she snapped. “I’m here to graduate with honors, not to entertain some football player who only cares about staying eligible.”

Rogue pushed off the counter and walked toward her. Each step made the floorboards groan. He stopped just behind her chair, close enough that she could feel the heat rolling off his massive frame. He smelled like fresh snow, clean skin, and something darker — pure male.

“You talk a lot of shit for someone who keeps staring at my dick,” he murmured, voice low enough to vibrate through her spine.

“I am not—” Avery spun in her chair, ready to tear into him, but the words died when she had to tilt her head way back just to meet his eyes. The size difference hit her like a physical force. He towered over her, broad and powerful, while she sat there in her prim honors-student outfit, feeling suddenly, dangerously small.

Rogue’s dark eyes dropped to her mouth, then lower, lingering on the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “Your nipples say otherwise, professor.”

“Stop calling me that,” she hissed, but her voice had gone breathy. Her thighs pressed together under the table. She could already feel herself getting wet — a slow, humiliating throb between her legs that had nothing to do with the cold outside.

He leaned down, one huge hand gripping the back of her chair, caging her without quite touching her. Their faces were inches apart. Avery’s breath caught. She could see the faint stubble on his jaw, smell the faint mint on his breath. Her gaze flicked down again — helplessly — to the thick, heavy bulge now even more pronounced in his sweatpants. The head of his cock was clearly outlined, pressing against the fabric like it wanted out.

Rogue’s lips curved into a filthy smirk. “You keep looking at it like you’re wondering how it’ll feel stretching that tight little honors pussy.”

Heat flooded Avery’s face. Her clit pulsed. “We are not doing this,” she whispered, even as her body screamed the opposite. “This is a professional environment. Any scandal ruins both of us.”

“Tell me to back off then,” he challenged, voice dropping even lower. His free hand hovered near her shoulder, close enough that she could feel the warmth. “Say the words, Avery.”

She opened her mouth. The denial was right there — back off, don’t touch me, this is inappropriate — but nothing came out. Instead, her nipples tightened painfully against her bra, and a fresh rush of wetness soaked into her panties.

Rogue’s eyes darkened with triumph. He leaned in until his mouth brushed the shell of her ear.

“That’s what I thought.”

His lips grazed her neck — barely a touch, hot and teasing. Avery shivered hard, a tiny, helpless sound escaping before she could stop it. Her hand shot up and grabbed the front of his shirt, not pushing him away but holding him there.

For one electric second, she thought he was going to kiss her. Her whole body tensed, aching, ready to burn.

Then Rogue pulled back just enough to look at her flushed face and parted lips. He grinned, slow and predatory.

“Relax, professor. We’ve got two whole weeks.” He straightened up, giving her one last lingering look at the massive tent in his sweatpants. “Plenty of time for you to stop pretending you don’t want this fat Black cock ruining that stuck-up little attitude.”

He turned and walked toward the wood stove, leaving Avery sitting there — heart pounding, thighs slick, pride and arousal warring violently inside her chest.

She stared at his broad back, already hating how badly she wanted him to turn around and finish what he’d started.

Outside, the snow fell harder, locking them in.

And Avery Baxter realized, with a sick twist of dread and excitement, that the real storm had only just begun.


First Taste



The first full day trapped in the cabin felt like slow torture.

Avery woke up sore from the narrow bed and even sorer from the restless night she’d spent trying not to think about Rogue’s body. The image of that thick outline in his gray sweatpants kept flashing behind her eyelids every time she closed them. She hated it. She hated him. And she hated how her body had reacted.

She emerged from behind the wooden screen in fresh clothes — another crisp button-up blouse and a modest knee-length skirt — determined to take control of the situation. Rogue was already up, shirtless, stirring something on the small stove. The sight of his broad, dark back and the way his sweatpants hung dangerously low on his hips made her stomach flip.

“Morning, professor,” he drawled without turning around. “Sleep well?”

“Fine,” she lied, setting her laptop on the table with a firm click. “We start research at 9:00 sharp. Eight hours today, minimum. I’ve already outlined the first section of the literature review.”

Rogue finally turned, leaning against the counter with a mug in his huge hand. His eyes dragged slowly down her body, pausing at her chest. “You gonna keep wearing those tight little tops while your nipples poke through like that? Kinda distracting for ‘professional’ work.”

Avery crossed her arms instantly. “My clothing is not up for discussion. Focus on the project.”

They sat down to work.

For the first two hours, it almost felt civilized. Avery typed notes while Rogue read source material aloud in that deep, lazy voice. But every time he shifted in his chair, the table creaked under his weight, and she caught herself staring at the heavy bulge resting against his thigh. The cabin was warm from the wood stove, and the air felt thick, charged.

By hour three, the tension had thickened.

“You’re doing it again,” Rogue said suddenly, not looking up from his book.

“Doing what?”

“Clenching your thighs every time I move. You think I don’t notice?”

Avery’s face burned. “You’re imagining things.”

He set the book down and leaned back, spreading his legs wider. The outline of his cock shifted visibly in the soft fabric. Avery’s mouth went dry. She could see the thick ridge, the way it lay heavy against his inner thigh, the faint damp spot starting to form near the head.

“Am I?” He reached down casually and adjusted himself, palming the massive length through his sweats for a second too long. “Because your nipples are hard as fuck again, and you haven’t typed a single word in ten minutes.”

“Stop it,” she hissed, but her voice lacked conviction. Her clit was throbbing in time with her heartbeat. She could feel herself getting wetter, the slickness starting to soak into her panties.

Rogue stood up slowly and walked around the table until he was standing right beside her. His shadow swallowed her. He placed one large hand on the back of her chair and leaned down, mouth close to her ear.

“You ever had a real man between those pretty legs, Avery? Or just those weak little boys who ask permission before they touch you?”

Her breath hitched. The crude words sent a fresh rush of heat between her thighs. “This is inappropriate,” she whispered, but she didn’t pull away.

His fingers brushed the side of her neck, barely a touch, and she shivered violently. “Tell me you don’t want it. Tell me you don’t want to know how deep this thick Black cock can go.”

Avery’s hand trembled on the mouse. She could smell him — warm skin, faint sweat, pure masculine heat. Her pussy clenched hard, aching to be filled. The good-girl voice in her head was screaming that this was dangerous, that any scandal could destroy her perfect record. But her body was screaming louder.

Rogue’s hand slid down her arm, slow and deliberate. When his fingers reached her wrist, he gently pulled her hand away from the laptop and placed it on his thigh. The muscle was rock-hard under her palm.

“Feel that?” he murmured. “That’s what you’ve been staring at since yesterday.”

Avery’s fingers flexed. She told herself to pull away. Instead she let her hand drift higher, brushing the heavy weight of his cock through the fabric. It twitched under her touch, growing even thicker. A low groan rumbled in Rogue’s chest.

“Fuck, you’re shaking,” he said, voice rougher now. “Bet your little pussy is dripping right now.”

She squeezed her thighs together, mortified at how right he was. A tiny whimper escaped her lips.

Rogue leaned closer, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Stand up.”

She did. Her legs felt weak.

He turned her around and backed her against the table. One massive hand cupped her ass through her skirt while the other tilted her chin up. Their eyes locked. The air between them crackled.

For a long, charged moment, neither moved.

Then Rogue kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry — teeth and tongue, raw need exploding after days of biting tension. Avery moaned into his mouth and grabbed his shoulders, fingers digging into hard muscle. His tongue fucked into her mouth like he was already claiming her, and she kissed him back just as desperately.

His hand slid under her skirt, rough palm gliding up her smooth thigh until his fingers brushed the soaked crotch of her panties. He groaned against her lips.

“Goddamn, you’re soaked,” he muttered. “All that fancy talk and your cunt’s weeping for me.”

Two thick fingers pushed the fabric aside and slid through her slick folds. Avery gasped, hips jerking forward. He circled her swollen clit once, twice, then pushed one long finger inside her. The stretch made her whimper. He added a second almost immediately, scissoring them open while his thumb worked her clit with perfect pressure.

“Rogue—” she panted, forehead pressed against his chest.

“Say it,” he growled, pumping his fingers deeper. “Tell me how bad you need this.”

She shook her head, even as her hips rocked shamelessly against his hand. The wet, filthy sounds of his fingers working her filled the small cabin. Her cardigan was still perfectly buttoned while she rode his hand like a desperate slut.

The orgasm hit her fast and hard. Avery cried out, thighs clamping around his wrist as she came, pulsing and gushing around his fingers. Rogue kept stroking her through it, drawing every shudder out until she was trembling and breathless.

When he finally pulled his hand free, his fingers were shiny with her arousal. He brought them to his mouth and licked them clean, eyes locked on hers the entire time.

“Tastes like you’ve been lying to yourself for two days straight,” he said with a dark smirk.

Avery’s legs were shaking. Her panties were ruined, her pride in tatters, and worst of all — she could see how painfully hard he was. The front of his sweatpants was tented obscenely, a wet spot spreading where his cock was leaking.

She reached out before she could stop herself, cupping the massive bulge. Rogue hissed, hips pushing into her palm.

“Careful, professor,” he warned, voice strained. “You touch that and we’re not stopping at fingers.”

Avery’s fingers tightened around him, feeling the heat and girth through the fabric. Her mind was a mess of conflicting voices — this is dangerous, we can’t, my future, my reputation — but her body was already aching for more.

Rogue leaned down and kissed her again, slower this time but no less filthy. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with promise.

“Two weeks, Avery. Plenty of time for you to stop pretending.”

He stepped back, leaving her leaning against the table — flushed, wet, and already craving the next time he put his hands on her.

The snow continued to fall outside, thick and relentless.

And inside, the real storm was only getting started.


Cracks in the Armor



The rest of that first full day passed in a haze of forced professionalism and barely contained hunger.

After the intense make-out and finger-fucking session against the table, Avery had fled to the tiny bathroom, locked the door, and tried to pull herself together. She’d splashed cold water on her face, changed her soaked panties, and stared at her reflection for a long time. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen, and her nipples were still visibly hard under her blouse.

This cannot happen again, she told herself firmly. One moment of weakness. That’s all it was.

When she came out, Rogue was back at the table, acting like nothing had happened, casually reading through research articles. But every time their eyes met, the air thickened. He’d smirk, and she’d feel fresh heat pool between her legs.

By evening, the tension had only grown worse.

They ate a simple dinner in near silence — canned soup heated on the stove. The wood stove crackled, casting flickering orange light across the cabin. Outside, the snow had turned into a full blizzard, wind howling against the windows like it was trying to trap them forever.

Avery sat with her laptop, trying to type up notes from the day. Her fingers kept stumbling over the keys. Rogue lounged on the couch across from her, legs spread wide, the heavy bulge in his gray sweatpants impossible to ignore in the low light.

“You’re quiet tonight, professor,” he said, voice low and teasing. “Usually you can’t stop running that mouth.”

“I’m working,” she replied stiffly, refusing to look at him. But her eyes betrayed her, flicking down to the thick outline resting against his thigh. It looked even bigger now, half-hard and heavy.

Rogue chuckled. “You’ve been staring at my cock more than your screen for the last hour.”

“I am not—” She stopped, cheeks burning. Because he was right. She couldn’t stop thinking about how it had felt in her hand earlier — so hot, so thick, so much bigger than anything she’d ever touched.

He stood up slowly and walked over, stopping right beside her chair. “Open the log.”

Avery blinked. “What?”

“The thesis observation log you’re so obsessed with. You said we have to document everything for the capstone. So document this.”

She hesitated, then reluctantly opened the shared document they’d created for daily observations. Her fingers hovered over the keys.

Rogue leaned down, one hand on the table, the other brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Write what you’re really thinking right now.”

Avery swallowed hard. Her internal voice was a mess: I shouldn’t. This is dangerous. But God, I want to feel him again. I hate how wet I am just from looking at him.

She typed with shaking fingers:

Day 1 Observation – Avery Baxter Partner exhibits deliberate physical distraction tactics. Subject reports increased heart rate and unwanted arousal when viewing Partner’s… anatomy.

Rogue read over her shoulder and laughed softly. “Cute. Try again. Be honest.”

His hand slid down her back, resting possessively at the base of her spine. Avery’s breath hitched. She deleted the line and typed something filthier before she could stop herself:

Subject is struggling to maintain academic focus. Persistent wetness between thighs. Cannot stop imagining Partner’s thick Black cock.

The second she hit enter, Rogue’s hand tightened on her waist. “Good girl,” he murmured, voice rough with approval. “Now stand up.”

She did, legs unsteady.

He turned her to face him and backed her against the edge of the table again. This time there was no hesitation. Rogue kissed her hard, tongue plunging into her mouth while his hands roamed. One big palm cupped her breast through her blouse, thumb brushing over her hard nipple. Avery moaned into the kiss, arching into his touch.

“These fucking clothes,” he growled, starting to unbutton her blouse with surprising patience. “Always so buttoned up like a good little honors slut.”

Button by button, he exposed her. When he pushed the fabric open, he groaned at the sight of her lacy bra. He pulled the cups down, freeing her breasts, and immediately bent to suck one hard nipple into his mouth.

Avery cried out, hands flying to his head, fingers threading through his short hair. The wet heat of his mouth sent sparks straight to her clit. He sucked and licked, alternating between her breasts while his free hand slid under her skirt again.

“Still soaked,” he muttered against her skin. “You’ve been walking around with this dripping cunt all evening, haven’t you?”

Two thick fingers pushed inside her without warning. Avery gasped, hips bucking. He fucked her with them slowly, curling to hit that perfect spot while his thumb circled her swollen clit. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene in the quiet cabin.

“Rogue… we shouldn’t…” she panted, even as she rode his hand shamelessly.

“Tell me to stop then,” he challenged, biting gently on her nipple. “Tell me you don’t want my Black cock stretching this tight white pussy.”

She couldn’t. Instead she came hard, biting her lip to stifle a cry as her walls clamped down around his fingers, flooding his hand with fresh wetness.

Rogue didn’t let her come down. He kept stroking her through the aftershocks, then pulled his fingers free and brought them to her lips.

“Open.”

She did. He slid his fingers into her mouth, letting her taste herself. Avery sucked obediently, eyes locked on his, shame and lust twisting together inside her.

“That’s it,” he praised, voice dark. “Taste how bad you want me.”

When he finally pulled back, Avery was a mess — blouse open, bra pulled down, skirt hiked up, thighs shiny with her own arousal. Rogue’s cock was fully hard now, straining painfully against his sweatpants, the fat head clearly visible through the fabric.

He palmed himself slowly, watching her watch him. “You gonna keep pretending, professor? Or are you finally gonna admit you’re dying for this dick?”

Avery’s breath came in short gasps. Her pussy was still pulsing, empty and aching. The log document was still open on the laptop behind her — a silent witness to how far she’d already fallen.

She wanted to say no. She wanted to be the good girl who stayed in control.

Instead she whispered, voice shaky and raw:

“…Just… just once more.”

Rogue’s eyes flashed with dark triumph. He stepped closer, pressing the massive bulge against her stomach.

“Two weeks, Avery. We’re just getting started.”

The blizzard howled louder outside, but the real storm was building right here between them — hotter, filthier, and far more dangerous than the snow.


Lines Drawn



Avery woke up the next morning with a sick mix of shame and lingering arousal twisting in her stomach.

She lay in the narrow bed behind the wooden screen, staring at the ceiling as memories from the night before flooded back. Rogue’s mouth on her breasts. His thick fingers buried inside her. The way she’d sucked her own wetness off his hand like a desperate slut. The worst part? She’d whispered “just once more” — and she’d meant it.

She squeezed her eyes shut. This has to stop. Today. Right now.

By the time she emerged, fully dressed in a fresh cardigan and skirt, she had steel in her spine. Rogue was already at the table, sipping coffee, looking far too relaxed for someone who’d spent half the night teasing her to orgasm.

“We need to talk,” Avery said, voice clipped and professional.

Rogue raised an eyebrow, leaning back in his chair. The motion made the heavy bulge in his gray sweatpants shift noticeably. “Morning to you too, professor.”

She ignored the nickname and sat down across from him, folding her hands tightly in her lap. “What happened yesterday was a mistake. A onetime lapse in judgment caused by the stress of isolation and… proximity. It cannot happen again. If the university finds out about any inappropriate behavior, both of us could lose our graduation eligibility. I’m not risking my future for whatever this is.”

Rogue watched her with dark, amused eyes. He took a slow sip of coffee before answering. “So you’re saying you don’t want my hands on you anymore? Don’t want my fingers stretching that tight little pussy until you’re shaking and dripping down your thighs?”

Avery’s face flamed. Her clit throbbed traitorously at his crude words. “Exactly. We'll keep this strictly professional from now on. Research only. No touching. No… comments.”

He set his mug down and leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Alright. Professional it is.”

The day started tense but quiet. They managed three solid hours of actual research — Avery typing notes while Rogue read sources aloud in that deep voice. But the air felt thick. Every time he shifted, she noticed the way his sweatpants clung to his powerful thighs. Every time she crossed her legs, she felt how slick she still was from the night before.

By mid-afternoon, the barrier she’d tried to build started cracking.

Rogue stood up to stretch, arms raised high. The movement lifted his shirt, exposing a strip of toned abs and the deep V of muscle disappearing into his waistband. Avery’s gaze locked onto it before she could stop herself.

“Eyes up here, professor,” he said with a lazy smirk. “Or are we back to pretending you’re not dying to see what’s under these sweats?”

“I’m not looking at anything,” she snapped, forcing her eyes back to her screen. But her nipples had tightened again, and a fresh wave of wetness was soaking her clean panties.

Rogue walked around the table and stopped behind her chair. He didn’t touch her, but she could feel the heat of his body. “You know what I think?” he murmured, voice low. “I think you’re scared. Scared that if I bend you over this table and slide my thick Black cock into that prim little pussy, you’ll never want a boring white boy again.”

Avery’s breath hitched. Her thighs squeezed together hard. “Stop talking like that.”

“Why? Because it’s making you wet?” He leaned closer, breath brushing her ear. “Because you’re sitting there right now with your cunt dripping just from hearing me describe how I’m going to stretch you open and fill you with my seed?”

She stood up abruptly; the chair scraping loudly. “I said, stop. This is exactly what I was talking about. We’re done with this conversation.”

Avery stormed toward the small bathroom and locked the door behind her. She leaned against the sink, breathing hard. Her reflection looked wild — flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, hard nipples poking through her cardigan. She could feel her pulse throbbing between her legs.

Get it together, she told herself. You are Avery Baxter. Honors student. Future valedictorian. You do not throw everything away for some arrogant football player’s dick.

She splashed cold water on her face and stayed in there for nearly twenty minutes, trying to calm her racing heart and the insistent ache between her thighs.

When she finally came out, Rogue was back on the couch, legs spread wide, slowly palming the massive bulge in his sweats. He didn’t even try to hide it.

“Feel better?” he asked casually.

Avery’s eyes locked onto his hand moving over that thick ridge. Her mouth went dry. “This is ridiculous. We have work to do.”

“Come sit down then,” he said, patting the spot next to him. “Professional distance. I promise I won’t touch you… unless you ask nicely.”

She hesitated, then sat at the far end of the couch, as far from him as possible. They tried to review notes, but the silence was deafening. Every few minutes she caught herself glancing at the way his cock rested heavy against his thigh, the fabric now visibly damp at the tip.

After another hour of torturous silence, Rogue spoke again, voice calm and filthy.

“You know what I’d do if you let me?” he said softly. “I’d pull those conservative little panties down, bend you over this couch, and slide every inch of my thick Black cock into that tight white pussy. I’d fuck you slow and deep until you’re creaming all over me, then flood your womb with so much cum you’d feel it for days.”

Avery’s hand tightened on her laptop. A whimper almost escaped her. She could picture it so clearly — the stretch, the fullness, the wet slap of his heavy balls against her clit.

“Stop,” she whispered, but her voice was weak.

“I’d make you log every single thrust,” he continued, still palming himself slowly. “Date, time, how deep I went, how many loads I pumped into you. You’d sit there leaking my seed down your thighs while you type it up like a good little honors student.”

Avery stood up on shaky legs. “I… I need some air.”

She grabbed her coat and stepped out onto the small covered porch. The cold wind slapped her face, but it did nothing to cool the fire between her legs. She leaned against the railing, thighs pressed together, trying to ignore how badly her body was aching for him.

Inside, Rogue watched her through the window with a dark, knowing smile.

The barrier was already crumbling.

And they still had eleven more days.


Breaking Rules



The next two days blurred into a special kind of hell.

Avery threw herself into the research with desperate intensity. She created color-coded spreadsheets, detailed timelines, and a strict daily schedule that left almost no room for anything else. Every time Rogue tried to steer the conversation toward anything remotely sexual, she shut it down with crisp, professional language.

“We are here to complete a capstone project,” she repeated like a mantra on the morning of day four. “Nothing more.”

Rogue played along — at first.

He sat across from her at the table, reading sources aloud in that deep, velvety voice, occasionally brushing his foot against hers under the table “by accident.” Each time it happened, Avery jerked her leg away as if burned, but the contact sent sparks straight to her core.

By the afternoon of day five, the tension had become unbearable.

They were reviewing data when Rogue leaned back in his chair, stretching his massive arms overhead. His compression shirt rode up, exposing the deep V of muscle that disappeared into his low-slung sweatpants. The heavy outline of his cock was clearly visible, thicker than it had been earlier.

Avery’s eyes flicked down before she could stop herself. Her mouth went dry. She could still remember exactly how it had felt in her hand — hot, heavy, pulsing.

“Problem, professor?” Rogue asked, voice innocent while his hand casually dropped to adjust the thick ridge in his lap.

“Stop,” Avery said tightly, forcing her gaze back to her laptop. “We agreed. Professional only.”

“I’m not touching you,” he replied calmly. “I’m just sitting here. You’re the one who keeps staring at my dick like you’re starving for it.”

Her face burned. She hated how right he was. Her panties had been damp for hours. Every time she shifted in her seat, she could feel the slickness between her thighs. Her nipples were tight and sensitive against her bra, and her clit throbbed with every heartbeat.

“I’m not staring,” she lied.

Rogue stood up slowly and walked around the table. He didn’t touch her, but he stopped close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. “You know what I’ve been thinking about all day?” he murmured, voice low and filthy. “How tight that pretty white pussy is going to feel when I finally slide my thick Black cock inside it. How you’re going to stretch around me. How you’re going to moan my name when I bottom out against your cervix and start breeding you deep.”

Avery’s breath hitched. Her thighs squeezed together hard. A fresh gush of wetness soaked her panties.

“Rogue, please—”

“Please, what?” He leaned down, mouth inches from her ear. “Please stop describing how I’m going to ruin you? Or please keep going because your cunt is dripping just listening to me?”

She stood up so fast her chair nearly tipped over. “I can’t do this. I’m going to take a walk.”

“It’s a blizzard outside,” he reminded her, but there was dark amusement in his voice.

“I don’t care.”

She grabbed her coat and boots and stepped out onto the porch. The wind howled, snow stinging her face, but the cold did nothing to dampen the fire raging between her legs. Avery paced the small space, arms wrapped around herself, trying to regain control.

This is insane. I am not this person. I have worked my entire life to be the perfect student, the perfect daughter. I cannot throw it all away for some arrogant football player’s cock.

But her body wouldn’t listen. Her pussy ached with emptiness. She could still hear his words echoing in her head — “stretch you open… breeding you deep… ruin you.”

When she finally went back inside, her cheeks were red from the cold and her nipples were painfully hard. Rogue was on the couch, legs spread wide, slowly stroking the massive bulge in his sweatpants over the fabric.

He didn’t say anything. He just watched her with those dark, hungry eyes.

Avery tried to sit at the table and work, but her concentration was shattered. Every few minutes her gaze would drift to his hand moving lazily over that thick ridge. The wet spot at the tip had grown larger.

After twenty agonizing minutes, she snapped.

“Could you please stop that?” she hissed.

“Stop what?” Rogue asked, voice perfectly innocent while his hand continued its slow strokes. “I’m just relaxing. You’re the one who keeps looking.”

Avery’s hands trembled as she opened the thesis observation log. She typed with shaking fingers, needing some outlet for the pressure building inside her:

Day 5 Observation Partner continues deliberate sexual provocation. Subject experiencing severe internal conflict. Persistent arousal despite repeated attempts to maintain professional boundaries. Subject is… struggling.

Rogue read the entry over her shoulder and chuckled darkly. “Struggling, huh? That’s one way to put it. Why don’t you write the truth? ‘Subject’s tight little cunt is soaked and empty and desperate for Black cock.’”

“Shut up,” she whispered, but there was no heat in it.

He stood up and moved behind her again. This time his hands rested lightly on her shoulders, thumbs stroking the tense muscles there. Avery shivered at the contact.

“You can keep fighting it, Avery,” he murmured, voice like velvet over steel. “But we both know how this ends. Sooner or later you’re going to bend over for me. You’re going to spread those pretty legs and beg me to fill you up. And when I do… you’re never going to be the same stuck-up honors girl again.”

Avery closed her eyes, breathing shakily. Her pussy clenched hard around nothing. The image he painted — her bent over, taking every inch of him, leaking his cum — made her dizzy with need.

She hated how badly she wanted it.

That night, after they went to their separate beds, Avery lay awake for hours. The cabin was dark except for the faint glow of the wood stove. She could hear Rogue’s steady breathing from the other side of the screen.

Her hand slipped under her pajama shorts. She was soaked. The second her fingers touched her swollen clit, she had to bite her lip to stay quiet. She rubbed herself furiously, imagining Rogue’s thick cock stretching her open, his deep voice telling her how good she felt, how he was going to breed her.

She came hard, muffling her cry into her pillow, thighs shaking as waves of guilty pleasure rolled through her.

But even after the orgasm, the ache didn’t go away.

It only got worse.

The barrier she had tried so hard to rebuild was crumbling faster than the snow piling up outside.

And deep down, Avery was terrified of what would happen when it finally broke completely.


The Breaking Point



The argument started over something stupid.

It was late on day seven, the cabin lit only by the flickering glow of the wood stove and Avery’s laptop screen. The blizzard had intensified again, sealing them in tighter than ever. Avery had been pushing Rogue hard all evening, correcting his notes, criticizing his analysis, and reminding him — in her crisp, superior tone — that he was only here because the football program needed him to stay eligible.

“You’re not even trying to understand the methodology,” she snapped, slamming her pen down on the table. “This isn’t some playbook you can half-ass. Athletes like you ride coattails through honors courses and expect everyone else to carry you. It’s pathetic.”

Rogue went still.

The temperature in the cabin seemed to drop ten degrees.

He slowly closed the book he’d been reading and set it aside. When he stood up, the floorboards groaned under his weight. Six-foot-seven of pure muscle loomed over the table, eyes dark with something dangerous.

“Say that again,” he said, voice low and quiet. Too quiet.

Avery lifted her chin, clinging to the last shreds of her superiority even as her heart hammered. “I said it’s pathetic. You’re only here because the university wants you on the field, not because you belong in an honors capstone. You’re a glorified jock who—”

Rogue moved faster than she could react.

In one brutal motion, he was around the table, one huge hand clamping over her mouth while the other arm banded around her waist and yanked her up against his chest. Avery’s muffled cry died against his palm.

“Shut. The fuck. Up,” he growled against her ear, voice rough with weeks of pent-up hunger. “I’ve listened to your condescending little mouth for seven straight days. I’ve watched you sit there with your thighs clenched and your nipples hard while you pretend you’re better than me. I’m done.”

He spun her around and bent her over the table in one savage move. Papers scattered. Her laptop slid sideways. Rogue shoved her skirt up to her waist with rough hands and ripped her panties down her thighs in a single yank, letting them tangle around one ankle.

Avery’s breath came in sharp, panicked gasps. “Rogue — wait — we can’t—”

“Too late,” he snarled.

She heard the wet sound of him shoving his sweatpants down. Then the fat, scorching head of his cock was pressing against her soaked entrance — thick, heavy, and far too big.

Avery’s mind screamed one last desperate warning — This will ruin everything. My future. My reputation. My perfect record — but her body betrayed her completely. Her pussy clenched and fluttered, dripping down her thighs in anticipation.

Rogue didn’t ask again.

He slammed into her in one brutal, merciless thrust.

Avery’s mouth fell open in a silent scream as her tight walls were forced open around the thickest cock she’d ever taken. The stretch burned deliciously, every vein and ridge dragging along her sensitive inner walls until he bottomed out, heavy balls pressed tight against her clit. She felt impossibly full — stuffed, claimed, owned.

“Fuuuuck,” Rogue groaned, voice raw. “So goddamn tight. This stuck-up little honors pussy was made for Black cock.”

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He pulled back and drove in again, harder, setting a punishing rhythm that made the heavy table scrape across the wooden floor. Each brutal thrust punched the air from her lungs and sent wet, filthy slapping sounds echoing through the cabin.

Avery’s fingers scrabbled at the table edge, trying to find purchase as he fucked her senseless. Her cardigan was still perfectly buttoned while her skirt was bunched around her waist and her panties dangled from one ankle — the contrast making her feel filthy and exposed.

Rogue — too big — can’t — oh God it feels so good — I’m not supposed to want this —

The shame only made it hotter.

Rogue fisted her hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to arch as he pounded into her. “That’s it. Take every fucking inch. This is what you’ve been craving while you sat there acting superior.”

Avery came without warning — hard and sudden — her pussy clamping down around his thick shaft like a vice as she cried out. Her vision whited out. She squirted messily around his cock, soaking his balls and dripping down both their thighs.

Rogue laughed darkly, never slowing his pace. “Look at you. Coming like a whore on the dick you claim to hate. Pathetic.”

He fucked her through the orgasm and straight into another, his heavy balls slapping rhythmically against her swollen clit. The wet, squelching sounds were obscene. Avery was shaking, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Rogue leaned over her, chest pressed to her back, mouth against her ear as he continued his relentless thrusts.

“Gonna fill this tight white pussy,” he growled. “Gonna pump so much cum into you that you’ll be leaking me for days. You want that, don’t you? Want this Black cock breeding you deep.”

The words hit her wounded core — the perfect daughter, the good girl, the one who never made mistakes — and shattered it.

Avery came again, sobbing his name as her walls fluttered and milked him.

Rogue buried himself to the hilt and roared. His cock pulsed hard inside her as thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her womb. Avery felt every powerful spurt — warm, heavy, endless. There was so much it immediately started leaking out around his thick shaft, dripping down her thighs in creamy white streaks.

He stayed buried deep, grinding slowly, pushing his seed even deeper while she trembled beneath him.

After a long moment, Rogue reached past her and flipped open her thesis notebook. He grabbed a pen and pressed it into her shaking fingers.

“Time to log it, professor,” he said, voice rough and satisfied. “Write it down while my cum is still leaking out of your ruined little cunt.”

Avery’s hand moved across the page, shaky and barely legible:

Observation Log – Day 7 Encounter: First full penetration Partner: Romeo “Rogue” Tate Duration: Intense Depth: Full Loads received: 1 (massive volume — still leaking heavily) Notes: Subject’s academic control… completely broken. Pussy ruined. Already wants more.

Rogue read the entry over her shoulder and chuckled low. He pulled out slowly, watching a thick glob of his cum splatter onto the floor between her feet.

He slapped her ass once, hard enough to make her jolt.

“Good girl,” he murmured, already stroking his still-hard, cum-slick cock. “Now bend over again. We’re just getting started.”

Avery’s thighs trembled. Her mind was spinning with shame, pleasure, and terrifying new hunger.

She was still leaking his seed down her legs when she arched her back and presented herself for round two.

The barrier had finally shattered.

And there was no going back.


Surrender



Avery woke up the next morning sore in the best and worst ways possible. Her thighs ached. Her pussy felt swollen and tender, still faintly leaking Rogue’s cum even after she’d cleaned up the night before. The moment she shifted in bed, a fresh trickle of his seed slipped out of her, reminding her exactly how thoroughly she’d been used. She hated how much she liked it.

She emerged from behind the screen in a loose sweater and leggings, trying to project some semblance of control. Rogue was already awake, shirtless at the stove, making coffee. The sight of his broad, dark back and the way his sweatpants hung low on his hips sent an immediate pulse of heat between her legs.

“Morning, professor,” he said without turning around, voice thick with satisfaction. “Sleep well?”

Avery sat at the table and opened her laptop with stiff movements. “We should get back to the research.”

Rogue turned, mug in hand, and gave her a slow, knowing smirk. “That what you want? Or do you want me to bend you over this table again and fill you up before breakfast?”

Her face burned. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling the lingering soreness and the shameful wetness already starting to build. “We need to be more careful. Last night was… a mistake.”

Rogue set his mug down and walked over. He stopped behind her chair, one big hand resting on her shoulder. “You didn’t sound like it was a mistake when you were creaming all over my cock and begging for more.”

“I didn’t beg,” she whispered, but the lie tasted weak.

He leaned down, lips brushing her ear. “You will.”

The day started with genuine work, but the illusion didn’t last long.

By mid-morning they were back at the table reviewing notes. Avery tried to stay focused, but every time Rogue moved, she remembered how it felt when he was buried inside her — the stretch, the depth, the wet slap of his heavy balls. Her concentration kept fracturing.

During a lull, she opened the thesis observation log. Her fingers hovered over the keys.

Rogue noticed immediately. “Go on. Update it.”

She hesitated, then typed: Day 8 Observation Subject reports persistent physical sensitivity from previous encounter. Frequent involuntary arousal when recalling penetration. Difficulty maintaining academic focus.

Rogue read it and chuckled darkly. “Still trying to sound clinical while your pussy is probably dripping again. Cute.”

He pulled her chair back slightly and turned her to face him. Before she could protest, he tugged her leggings and panties down in one smooth motion, exposing her. Avery gasped as the cool air hit her swollen, still-sensitive folds.

“Look at that,” he murmured, dropping to one knee. “Still puffy from taking my cock. And wet. So fucking wet.”

He leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly through her slit. Avery’s head fell back with a broken moan. His mouth was hot and relentless — licking, sucking, tongue-fucking her with filthy expertise while two thick fingers slid inside her, curling against that perfect spot.

“Rogue… oh fuck…” she whimpered, hands gripping the edge of the table.

He sucked her clit into his mouth and hummed; the vibration making her thighs shake. Within minutes, she was coming hard on his tongue, hips grinding against his face as she cried out.

When he finally pulled back, his lips were shiny with her arousal. He stood up, shoved his sweatpants down, and freed his thick, rock-hard cock.

“Your turn to ride me,” he said, voice rough. He sat back on the couch and crooked a finger at her. “Come here.”

Avery hesitated only a second before standing on shaky legs. She kicked her leggings off completely and straddled his lap, heart pounding. This time she was the one initiating — lowering herself slowly onto his massive length.

The stretch was still overwhelming. She gasped as inch after thick inch disappeared inside her, her walls fluttering around him until she was fully seated, ass resting against his heavy balls.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Rogue groaned, hands gripping her hips. “So tight even after I wrecked you last night.”

Avery started moving — slow at first, then faster, riding him with growing desperation. Her hands braced on his broad shoulders as she bounced on his cock, the wet sounds of their joining filling the cabin.

Rogue reached for the open notebook on the table and pressed it into her hands. “Log it while you ride me. Tell me how full you feel.”

Avery’s hands shook as she tried to write between moans. Day 8 – Additional Encounter Subject is currently riding Partner’s cock. Depth: Full. Sensation: Extremely full… stretching… so deep…

Rogue thrust up hard, making her cry out and drop the pen. “Keep writing.”

She picked it up again, barely legible scrawl across the page: Subject feels addicted. Cannot stop moving. Wants Partner to cum inside again.

“Good girl,” he praised, voice strained. One hand slid between them to rub her clit while the other gripped her ass, helping her ride him harder.

Avery came first — hard and loud — her pussy clamping down around him like a vice as she sobbed his name. Rogue followed right after, burying himself deep and flooding her with thick, hot spurts of cum. She felt every pulse, every rope, the warmth spreading inside her as he bred her again.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard. Cum was already starting to leak out around his shaft, dripping down his balls.

Without warning, Avery slid slowly down his body, her well-fucked pussy leaving a shiny trail of mixed cum along his abs. She dropped to her knees between his spread thighs on the cabin floor, eyes glassy and cock-drunk as she wrapped both small hands around his thick, cum-slick shaft. It was still rock-hard, pulsing, glistening with her cream and his heavy load.

“Fuck… look at you,” Rogue groaned, voice rough with fresh hunger, one huge hand gently threading through her hair. “Already hungry for more?”

Avery didn’t answer with words. She leaned in, lips parting wide around the fat, creamy head of his Black cock. The taste of their combined mess flooded her tongue — salty, musky, filthy — and she moaned deeply, eyes fluttering shut as she sucked him clean. Her small mouth stretched obscenely around his girth, cheeks hollowing while she bobbed, tongue swirling every thick vein and ridge. She took him as deep as she could, gagging softly when he hit the back of her throat, tears pricking her eyes from the stretch, but she didn’t pull back. Instead she pushed deeper, desperate little whimpers vibrating around him as fresh slickness dripped down her inner thighs.

Rogue’s grip tightened in her hair, guiding but not forcing. “That’s it… good little BBC whore. Clean every drop of that mess you made. Taste how thoroughly I bred you.”

She sucked harder, sloppy and eager, spit and cum dripping from her chin onto her loose sweater. When she finally pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva and seed connected her swollen lips to his glistening cock. Avery looked up at him, breathing hard, voice hoarse and shameless: “I… I needed that. Needed to taste us.”

Rogue’s dark eyes flashed with triumph. He reached for the thesis observation log on the table and pressed the pen into her cum-smeared fingers. “Write it down, professor. While you still taste me on your tongue.”

Her hand trembled as she added the entry, barely legible: Day 8 – Morning Session (continued) Subject slid off Partner’s cock and dropped to her knees. Gave enthusiastic blowjob cleanup on thick Black cock still slick with cum and her own cream. Stretched mouth wide, took him deep, gagged but kept sucking. Subject is addicted to the taste of being bred and owned.

Rogue read it over her shoulder and chuckled darkly, already half-hard again. “Good girl.”

That afternoon, they barely left the couch. By evening she had ridden him twice more, and he had taken her from behind once against the kitchen counter. Each time she opened the log afterward, her entries grew filthier, less clinical, more honest. Subject is leaking heavily. Subject craves more. Subject is scared how much she wants Partner’s Black cock.

As night fell and the snow continued to fall outside, Avery lay curled against Rogue’s side on the narrow couch, his cum still slowly trickling out of her. She was no longer sure who was winning the battle between her old self and the new, hungry version of her that was rapidly taking over. The deepening had begun. And it felt far too good to stop.


Addicted



The final stretch of isolation turned the cabin into a den of pure, unrelenting sex.

By day ten, Avery had stopped fighting the inevitable. The prim, buttoned-up honors student who had walked into the cabin was rapidly disappearing, replaced by something much hungrier and far more shameless.

She woke up on the narrow bed with Rogue’s heavy arm draped over her waist and his thick morning wood pressed hot and heavy against her ass. Instead of pulling away like she would have done a week ago, she reached back, wrapped her fingers around his massive cock, and guided the fat head between her slick folds.

Rogue stirred with a low groan as she pushed back, taking the first few inches with a shaky breath. The stretch still burned in the most delicious way.

“Fuck… already?” he rasped, voice thick with sleep. His hand slid down to grip her hip, helping her sink further onto him.

“I need it,” Avery whispered, the confession slipping out before she could stop herself. “Just… fuck me.”

He gave her exactly what she asked for.

Rogue rolled her onto her stomach, shoved her face into the pillow, and drove into her in one long, powerful thrust. Avery cried out as he bottomed out, his heavy balls slapping against her clit. He fucked her hard and deep; the bed creaking violently under them. The wet, filthy sounds of his thick cock plunging into her cum-filled pussy filled the small cabin.

“Listen to that sloppy cunt,” he growled, one hand fisting her hair. “Still full of my load from last night and you’re still begging for more.”

Avery moaned helplessly, pushing back to meet every thrust. When she came, it hit her like a wave — her walls clamping down around him as she squirted messily around his shaft. Rogue didn’t slow down. He fucked her straight through it until he buried himself deep and unloaded again, flooding her with another thick, hot load.

As soon as he pulled out, Avery reached for the notebook with trembling fingers. Cum was already pouring out of her in heavy white globs, dripping down her thighs and onto the sheets.

She wrote in shaky, barely legible handwriting:

Day 10 – Morning Session Woke up empty and immediately took Partner’s cock. Depth: Full, brutal. Loads received: 1 (very heavy — leaking everywhere) Subject came hard and squirted. Subject is no longer pretending she doesn’t need this Black cock every single day.

Rogue read the entry over her shoulder and chuckled darkly. “Good little BBC whore. Now clean me up.”

She obediently slid down his body and took his cum-slick cock into her mouth, sucking him clean with eager, filthy enthusiasm. She moaned around his thickness, tasting both of them, her eyes watering as she took him as deep as she could.

The day only got filthier from there.

They barely touched the research anymore. The capstone project had become nothing more than background noise.

By mid-afternoon, Rogue had her bent over the kitchen table again. He fucked her slow and deep this time, making her feel every inch as he dragged his thick cock in and out of her overflowing pussy. Avery’s moans were loud and broken, her fingers scrabbling at the wooden surface.

“Tell me what you are,” he demanded, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

“I’m your BBC whore,” she gasped, voice hoarse. “I’m addicted to your thick Black cock. Please… keep breeding me.”

Rogue rewarded her honesty by reaching around to rub her swollen clit while he pounded into her. Avery came violently, her legs shaking as she squirted again, soaking the floor beneath them.

He followed with a deep groan, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her until her belly felt warm and bloated with it. When he pulled out, a thick river of seed gushed out of her stretched hole, running down her thighs in creamy streams.

Avery didn’t even wait to catch her breath. She turned around, dropped to her knees on the cold floor, and sucked him clean again, looking up at him with glassy, cock-drunk eyes.

Later that evening, the intensity peaked.

Rogue had her on her back on the couch, legs pushed back to her shoulders in a deep mating press. He fucked her with long, punishing strokes, his heavy balls slapping rhythmically against her ass. Avery’s cardigan was still half-buttoned, her breasts bouncing with every thrust, while her skirt was bunched uselessly around her waist.

“Open the log,” he ordered, never slowing his pace.

Avery fumbled for the notebook, pen shaking in her hand as he continued to rail her.

Day 10 – Evening Session Mating press position. Partner is so deep… hitting my cervix with every thrust. Subject is creaming all over his Black cock. Loads this session: 2 so far. Subject feels completely owned.

Rogue read the entry while still buried inside her and laughed. “You’re such a filthy little honors slut now. Write one more thing.”

Avery’s hand trembled as she added,

Subject proudly declares: I am Rogue’s personal BBC breeding whore.

The second she wrote the words, Rogue’s control snapped. He fucked her harder, deeper, until she was screaming with pleasure. Avery came so hard her vision blurred, her pussy spasming and milking him until he roared and flooded her one final time.

When it was over, she was a complete wreck — hair wild, thighs shiny with multiple loads, voice hoarse, body trembling with aftershocks. Cum was leaking steadily from her well-used pussy, pooling beneath her on the couch.

Rogue pulled her into his lap, still half-hard inside her, and stroked her back as she caught her breath.

“Look at you,” he murmured, voice low and possessive. “The perfect little honors student who walked in here looking down on me… now leaking my cum like a good BBC whore.”

Avery hid her face in his neck, shame and dark pleasure twisting together inside her chest. The old wound — the need to be perfect, approved, in control — was still there, but it had been completely rewritten by the raw, addictive pleasure of surrendering to him.

“I… I don’t want this to end,” she whispered, the confession slipping out before she could stop it.

Rogue chuckled softly and kissed the top of her head. “The snow’s starting to let up. Rescue will come soon. But you’re never going back to who you were before this cabin, Avery. You’re mine now.”

She knew he was right.

As the fire burned low and the cabin grew quiet except for their breathing, Avery lay against his chest, still leaking his seed, feeling thoroughly used and strangely at peace with her corruption.

The prim, controlling honors student was gone.

In her place was Rogue’s eager, cum-hungry BBC whore.

And she couldn’t wait to see what the final days would bring.


Ruined



The snow had finally eased.

On the morning of day fourteen, faint sunlight pierced through the cabin windows for the first time in nearly two weeks. The storm that had trapped them together was dying, and with it came the distant sound of snowplows and rescue teams slowly making their way up the mountain road. Help was coming — probably within the next few hours.

Avery stood in the middle of the cabin wearing nothing but her ruined honors cardigan, now missing half its buttons, and a pair of thigh-high socks. Thick white streaks of dried and fresh cum marked her inner thighs. Her hair was a wild mess, her lips swollen, and her voice was hoarse from days of moaning and screaming.

She looked nothing like the pristine, tightly wound honors student who had arrived two weeks ago.

Rogue leaned against the kitchen counter, still naked, his thick Black cock hanging heavy and semi-hard between his powerful thighs. He watched her with dark, satisfied eyes as she slowly walked toward the table where the thesis notebook lay open.

“Last entry,” he said, voice low and commanding. “Make it count.”

Avery’s hands trembled as she picked up the pen. She could feel his cum still slowly leaking out of her well-fucked pussy, dripping down her legs with every step. She sat on the edge of the table, spread her thighs slightly, and began to write.

Final Observation Log – Day 14 Subject: Avery Baxter Partner: Romeo “Rogue” Tate Total encounters: Too many to count. Total loads received: Dozens. Subject has been thoroughly and repeatedly bred. Current physical state: Constantly leaking Partner’s thick Black seed. Pussy swollen, sore, and still hungry. Psychological state: Completely broken.

She paused, biting her lip, then added the final lines in shaky handwriting:

Subject no longer recognizes her old self. The prim, superior honors student who walked into this cabin is gone. Subject is now Rogue’s personal BBC breeding whore. Subject is addicted to being filled with Black cock and cum. Subject does not want this to end.

Rogue read the entry silently, then stepped forward and took the pen from her fingers. He set it aside and pulled her into his arms, lifting her easily onto the table.

“One last time,” he growled against her mouth. “Before they come get us.”

Avery wrapped her legs around his waist without hesitation. “Yes. Please.”

He slid into her in one smooth, deep thrust. She was so wet and open from days of constant use that he bottomed out instantly. Avery moaned loudly, head falling back as he started fucking her with long, possessive strokes.

This time there was no rush. Rogue took his time, grinding deep, making her feel every inch as he claimed her one final time in the cabin that had ruined her.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

Avery forced her eyes open, meeting his intense gaze while he steadily pumped into her leaking pussy.

“Tell me again,” he demanded, voice rough. “Who are you now?”

“I’m your BBC whore,” she gasped, nails digging into his broad shoulders. “I’m your dirty little white honors slut. My pussy belongs to you. My womb belongs to your cum.”

Rogue’s thrusts grew harder, deeper. The table creaked beneath them. Avery’s moans turned into desperate cries as another orgasm built rapidly inside her.

“I can’t go back,” she sobbed between thrusts. “I don’t want to be the good girl anymore. I just want to be full of your Black cock and your seed.”

“That’s my girl,” he groaned.

He fucked her through a shattering orgasm, holding her tight as she shook and squirted around him. Then, with a deep, guttural groan, Rogue buried himself to the hilt and unloaded one final massive load deep inside her. Avery felt every powerful spurt, the warmth flooding her, overflowing until fresh cum poured out around his thick shaft and ran down her ass.

When he finally pulled out, a heavy stream of his seed gushed from her stretched hole, splattering onto the cabin floor.

Rogue helped her off the table. Avery’s legs were so weak she could barely stand. She looked down at the mess between her thighs — shiny, creamy, obscene — and felt a dark thrill run through her.

They didn’t have much time left.

She quickly pulled on her skirt and cardigan, leaving her ruined panties on the floor. Rogue dressed in his sweatpants and hoodie. Just as they finished, they heard the distant rumble of engines and voices calling out outside.

Before opening the door, Rogue pulled her close one last time and kissed her hard, deep, and filthy.

“Remember who you are now,” he murmured against her lips.

Avery nodded, eyes glassy. “Your BBC breeding whore.”

She stepped outside into the bright snow with Rogue behind her. Rescue workers greeted them, asking if they were okay after the long isolation.

Avery smiled politely, her voice calm and composed on the surface.

But as she walked toward the rescue vehicle, she could feel Rogue’s thick cum steadily leaking down her inner thighs, soaking into her skirt. Every step reminded her of what she had become.

She was no longer the perfect, untouchable honors student.

She was ruined.

She was owned.

She was addicted.

And as the truck began its slow descent down the mountain, Avery Baxter sat there quietly, thighs pressed together, secretly hoping the “research” wasn’t truly over.

Because the prim girl who had entered that cabin two weeks ago was dead.

In her place was something much filthier, much hungrier…

…and she couldn’t wait to feed it again.


More from Sable Kane



If you loved this story, you'll want more. Here are the hottest collections from the Sable Kane catalog — explicit, interracial, and built for readers who like it exactly the way you do.

***

Black Bred Wives: Volume 1

The collection that started it all. Five explicit stories of wives who crossed the line — and never looked back. Dominant bulls, willing wives, and husbands who have no idea.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

Black Bred Wives: Volume 2

More wives. More bulls. More of everything you came here for. Five more stories that go further and burn hotter than the first volume.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

Blacked College Students: Volume 1

Campus heat. Explicit encounters, forbidden firsts, and the kind of interracial chemistry that ruins you for anyone else.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

See everything Sable Kane has published:

All books available on Amazon


About Sable Kane



Sable Kane writes unapologetic, high-heat erotic fiction that dives headfirst into power exchange, size kink, breeding obsession, and the delicious wreckage of marital boundaries. A longtime observer of the darker corners of desire, she specializes in stories where surrender is total, dominance is absolute, and the line between shame and ecstasy vanishes completely.

Her Blacked College Students series follows good girls from freshman year through graduation — and the education that happens nowhere near a classroom. Black Bred Wives explores what happens when married women stop pretending they don't crave something their husbands can't give them. And her newest series, Blacked at Work, takes the obsession corporate — locked offices, after-hours meetings, and promotions that come with very personal terms.

When she's not crafting filthy happily-ever-afters (or ever-afters that feel like delicious damnation), she's probably deep in research — reading, watching, or simply letting her mind wander to places most people never admit they visit.

Sable lives in a quiet corner of the world with too many books, too much coffee, and zero regrets about the things she puts on the page. She believes every fantasy deserves to be explored without apology, and every reader who craves the raw, the forbidden, and the utterly consuming deserves a story that doesn't pull punches.

www.sablekane.com

[image: ]

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		1. Snowed In


    		2. First Taste


    		3. Cracks in the Armor


    		4. Lines Drawn


    		5. Breaking Rules


    		6. The Breaking Point


    		7. Surrender


    		8. Addicted


    		9. Ruined


    		More from Sable Kane


    		About Sable Kane


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52






OEBPS/image_rsrcKB.jpg
BLACKED
SENIOR

Book 4 in the Blacked College Students Series
‘ g

' e
B l.
=

Vs =

SABLE KANE





OEBPS/image_rsrcKC.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcKA.ttf


