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Bradley was just coming out of the Layton College Explorer newspaper office when he saw the two huge boys stalking towards him. His heart skipped a bit, and he instinctively turned away from them. He sped up, hoping to get to the corner before the figure in the center noticed him.

"Hey, asshole! Where are you going so fast?"

Bradley skidded to a stop as Damien Winters appeared around the corner. By this time, the two other figures loomed behind him.

He was trapped.

Damian grabbed him by the shoulders and slammed him up against the wall. Bradley was dismayed when a high-pitched, mousy cry emerged from his mouth. The two boys behind Damian, Trent Omar and Lou Jenks, snickered. Their thick, fat faces were filled with a boyish malice that reminded Bradley of the kids in grade school who enjoyed pulling the wings off flies and throwing rocks at dogs.

"I said," Damian Winters hissed as he turned the skinnier boy around. "Where are you going so fast?"

Bradley looked up into the big, black man's scowling face. Bradley had never understood what he had done to Damian to deserve the abuse he faced every day. The smaller boy thought when he had left high school he would be free from the bullies that seemed drawn to him like a magnet.

"What do you want, Damian?" Bradley asked, proud that he kept the fear out of his voice.

Omar and Jenks, offensive lineman on the junior college football team, snickered again.

"What do we want?" Jenks let out a high-pitched laugh that sounded strange coming from the six foot, three hundred pound center. "What do we want?"

"Shut it, Jenks!" Damian growled without turning his attention away from Bradley. "We just want to talk, don't we?"

"Sure," Omar said and his thick lips split into a wide grin. "Just talk."

"You see," Damian hissed. "We heard that you've been bad-mouthing the team in the school paper."

Bradley felt his stomach plummet. He looked desperately down the hall, but no one was there. How in the hell could the hallway be empty now?

He thought about calling for help, but the humiliation would just make it worse.

"I only told the truth," Bradley said.

The truth, at least according to Bradley's article and Facebook posts, was that the Layton College Football team was a corrupt organization that spent too much money on sports and not enough on the actual education of the students. The new stadium built three years ago was a multi-million dollar project and the head coach made more than the Dean of Students.

Not only that, but the students were constantly given extra help so they could keep their grades up and keep playing. The entire school seemed to be involved in churning out players and filling the stadium each weekend.

"Really?" Damian asked. "That's the answer you're giving, huh?"

"Yuh... Yes." Bradley cursed himself for stammering. "Yes."

He didn't see Damian's fist, just felt it hit him just under the rib cage, forcing the air out of his lungs. Bradley swayed on his feet and Damian pushed him against the wall. The next blow hit Bradley in the side and drove him to his knees.

"What the hell are you doing?"

Bradley closed his eyes, at once grateful and embarrassed when he heard Lori's voice.

"Just having a conversation," Damian said, reached down, and hauled Bradley to his feet. It might have been more convincing if Bradley could actually stand on his feet. Unfortunately, Bradley still couldn't catch his breath.

"Oh my God, Bradley!" Lori said and suddenly he felt his girlfriend's soft body under his shoulder and the scent of her apple blossom shampoo filled his nose. "Are you all right?"

"I... I'm OK," Bradley muttered unconvincingly as Lori helped him towards the newspaper office. She turned to the three large boys, her voice full of poison.

"Jesus Christ, Damian!" she spat. "You're going to Division 1 next year, you asshole! Don't you have better things to do?"

Bradley opened his eyes and saw Damian back up, his hands raised.

"And you two!" Lori said. "I don't expect any better from you thugs, but the least you can do is not egg him on. Now get out of here before I call campus police."

All three boys seemed abashed by Lori's speech. However, when Lori turned her back, Bradley looked at him with an evil grin. Bradley moaned.

"Are you sure you're alright?" she asked as she opened the newspaper door and led him inside.

Thankfully, the office was mostly empty except Professor Dwyer, the academic counselor assigned to the paper. She looked up from her desk. Bradley suppressed another groan. Unknown only to himself was the crush he had harbored on his pretty professor since the beginning of the year. She was tall and beautiful, her large breasts straining against the white blouses she always wore, her long legs displayed wonderfully by her tight, gray skirt.

"What happened?" Bradley was touched by the concern in the woman's voice.

"What do you think?" Lori spat. "Damian and his thugs."

"Damian Winters?"

Bradley saw something flit across his professor's face. He didn't have time to analyze it before it was gone, replaced by a worried look.

Lori leaned Bradley against the edge of a desk. He was just getting his breath back, the sharp pain in his stomach and side receding to a dull throb. Professor Dwyer came up to him and bent over. Bradley stared down her blouse, seeing just a glimpse of her round breasts.

His face burned, and he looked to Lori, but she hadn't noticed. Instead, she had left his side and filled a paper cup of water from the cooler in the corner. Meanwhile, Professor Dwyer looked into his eyes. He saw her irises were a lovely shade of hazel with green mixed in. The glasses she wore were an older style with a small silver chain that allowed her to hang them between her large breasts. The style was much too old for the young professor, but Bradley had always liked them.

Now, she took off her glasses, and they swung back and forth against her breasts. Bradley found himself hypnotized by the sight until he felt Professor Dwyer's hand under his chin. He looked up, embarrassed. She smiled knowingly, but said nothing.

"Are you sure you're alright, Bradley?" she asked as Lori came to his side and held out the cup.

"Yes," he said and was surprised to find he actually meant it. "I just got the wind knocked out of me."

"Here," Lori said and held out to him.

Bradley felt guilty as he took the cups from his girlfriend. Lori was beautiful in a completely different way from his professor. She was willowy, with long blonde hair held back from her face with a red velvet scrunchie. She had round breasts, not as large as Professor Dwyer, but they were firm and just a little large for his hands, each one tipped by a perfect, rose-colored nipple. He was lucky to have Lori, so why was he sneaking peeks at Professor Dwyer's tits? Worse, why was he thinking about his girlfriend's breasts?

Must be the trauma, he thought to himself.

Bradley suddenly realized his position, being comforted by two wonderful women after he'd had his ass handed to him in front of them. Was that concern in their eyes, or was it pity? What was the difference?

He took a deep breath and hopped off the desk, ignoring the pain in his side. He needed to stand up, like a man instead of a bullied little boy.

"I'm fine," he said.

"I still think we should call campus police," Lori said.

Bradley thought about that. If he tried to bring charges, the entire football team would turn on him. Besides, there were no witnesses besides Damian's friends. At the moment, it was just an article, but if he threatened Damian's future, there was no telling what he might do.

"No," he said. "We don't need to do that."

He thought he saw a look of relief pass Professor Dwyer's face.

"Oh, well if you don't think it's necessary," his professor said.

"Are you sure?" Lori asked. "They might come after you again."

"I think they got what they wanted," Bradley said. "They messed with me about the article. That should be the end of it."

He didn't believe it. If it wasn't the article, it would be something different. It was just a matter of time before Damian made him pay for something.

That was a problem for another day. Right now all he wanted to do was go home, take a hot bath, and try to forget about the last twenty minutes.

"Listen, I think I'm just going to go home," he said. "Thank you for helping."

"Of course," Professor Dwyer said and brushed his hair back from his face. "Anytime."

Lori walked out with him, and the Professor called from the office.

"It was a good article, Bradley. Just remember that."

Bradley nodded and wondered if that would be enough to make up for his injured side.

Once in the hall, Lori hugged his arm..

"I'll come home with you," she said.

"Oh?" Bradley asked. "You don't have to do that."

"I want to," she said. "Is your family home?"

Bradley looked at her and raised his eyebrows. Lori giggled.

"Get your mind out of the gutter! I was just asking!"

"Well, if that's the case," Bradley managed a smile. "No, they won't be. Dad is out of town for another couple of days and Heather won't be home until five."

"Good," Lori said. "That means I can take care of you properly."

"Properly?"

Oh, stop!" she laughed again, and he felt the warmth of her firm breasts sending heat through his body. Suddenly, his side didn't hurt that much. "You're hurt! You shouldn't be thinking of that!"

"I think I'd have to be dead not to think of that," Bradley laughed and, arm in arm with his girlfriend, headed for home.
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Professor Rebecca Dwyer watched as the young couple walked down the hall and turned the corner. She smiled, remembering how it felt to be so young and so in love. Not that she didn't love her husband, Arthur, but it had been a long time since she felt the same way about her husband that Lori felt about Bradley.

She shook her head and remembered Bradley's flustered look when she caught him looking down her blouse. It was so wrong but Rebecca was still young enough to appreciate being admired by a younger man. That led to the problem that entered the door a few minutes after Lori and Bradley had left.

Rebecca shivered, but didn't turn around as she heard the audible click of the lock being thrown. She knew she was trapped, but she didn't feel scared. All she felt was the excitement coursing through her body as the large, muscular presence moved up behind her.

"So," a deep voice said. "Did you kiss his little boo boo and make him feel better?"

Large, brown hands settled on her shoulders and pressed warmly into the flesh of neck. Rebecca felt the trembles of lust attacking her belly, trickling down to the hot spot between her legs.

"Why did you have to hurt him?" she murmured. "It was just a story. It's not like it hurts anyone."

The hands turned her around, strong, dark fingers closing around Rebecca's pale neck.

"Because it was fun," Damian said and grinned.

"Fun to... to terrorize an innocent boy?"

"That's just it, isn't it?" Damian's other hand fell to the top of her blouse and pulled on the buttons. "He's just a boy. But you like him anyway."

Rebecca shook her head.

"He's intelligent and kind. I like him like a professor likes a student."

"Really?" Damien leaned close, his warm breath caressing her lips. "And how do you like me?"

The rough pad of his thumb rubbed her plump bottom lip, pushing her mouth open. He dipped his head and sucked her lip into his mouth. Rebecca moaned, thought of Arthur and, curiously, Bradley, then she yielded to temptation like she did every time. She let Damian kiss open her mouth and slip his tongue deep inside. She sucked on him, then her tongue slid over his and, just like that, they were tasting each other.

Damian growled deep in his throat, a sound that made the deep pulse between Rebecca's legs throb. Why? Why did she feel this way? For this man?

Why couldn't Arthur be enough?

Shame and guilt flooded her mind, but her body fought back, rising to meet Damian's need.

Rebecca kept kissing him until he pushed her away, his hand in her throat.

"Yes!" he snarled, his deep, dark eyes flashing, his smile knowing. "Professor Dwyer? Who knew you were such a dirty, dirty little slut."

"I'm not!" she protested, trying to kiss him again, but he held her off.

"No?" With a gentle, bit firm pressure, he pushed her to her knees. "What would your husband say?"

"Oh, God!" she whimpered. "Please, don't talk about Arthur."

Damian grinned, knowing he'd hit her weakness, knowing he could do anything to her.  She was trapped by lust as much as the situation.

He opened his jeans and pushed down his pants. She couldn't look away, like a child waiting for a gift, and his thick, black cock sprang from his body.

She'd never seen a cock as big or as beautiful as Damian, never mind that it was dark brown, almost black, with thick veins pulsating with life. Even now, she was imagining it inside of her. Her pussy was wet, her juices trickling into her panties.

"What do you want to talk about?" Damian chuckled. "Hm?"

Rebecca didn't speak. Instead, she lifted the thick shaft and buried her nose in Damian's heavy, black balls.

"Yes!" Damian hissed as Rebecca sucked one ball into her mouth, swabbing it lovingly with her tongue. "I love the way you talk!"

Rebecca murmured against the belly of his shaft, kissing the underside of the purple-black tip. What must she look like, a decorated married professor on her knees, worshiping this boy's thick, black cock? Was it any wonder he called her a slut?

But it didn't matter, not really. Damian's black body was like a drug and, with just one whiff of his musky scent and a taste of his sweat-salt flesh, she was drunk. She opened her mouth and Damian placed a firm hand on top of her head and thrust the pulsating length of his flesh deep into her mouth.

As always, she was overwhelmed by the girth of his cock. She floundered for a moment, drowning in his scent and full of the pumping length of his flesh. Damian grunted with pleasure, each guttural sound urging her on, filling her with a lust she had never known in her entire life. In those moments, servicing this boy, this man, she forgot all of her worries. Her husband? Poor Arthur was gone. Bradley? He was old enough to take care of himself.

Her career? Her life? Rebecca dropped her jaw and gorged herself in Damian's cock, the burning heat of it driving everything away except for that primal urge.

"Fuck!" Damian gripped both sides of the beautiful teacher's head and slammed his cock into her mouth. He fucked her mouth, hammering the back of her throat until she gagged and spit. Still, she didn't let him go. She deserved the punishment. She was a dirty, little slut. Damian's dirty little slut.

"Goddamn!" Damian growled. "God, you are so fucking good, Professor!"

Rebecca looked up at him and a smile slipped unbidden to her lips. She couldn't help it. She was happy that she pleased him.

Damian reached down, pulled her to her feet, and kissed her despite the spit on her lips. It turned him on to make a mess out of her. As if to prove that point he gripped her blouse in both hands.

"Don't—"

Damian tore her blouse open, the buttons shooting across the room and bouncing off the desks and floor. How many blouses had he ruined? Even as the question bounced in her brain, Damian was pulling her bra down, unleashing her heavy tits.

"Beautiful," Damian murmured and gripped both breasts in his powerful hands, squeezing them until Rebecca's nipples swelled between his fingers and he dipped his head, sucking the swollen bud into his mouth.

"Oh, God!" Rebecca gasped as her young student sucked and licked her nipples, sending even more heat burning through her body. She squeezed her thighs, but she was already dripping with lust, hot drops trickling down her legs.

Damian knew what she wanted even though she didn't say it. The young, black athlete seemed to always know just the right thing to make her give in to his lust.

With the ease of lifting a child, Damian lifted her onto the desk. He pushed her skirt up over her hips. Rebecca whimpered as he pulled off her panties, lifting her hips submissively. He balled them up in his dark fist and inhaled her scent.

"You smell good!" he grinned. "You smell like you're ready."

"I am!" she moaned. "I am ready."

"Shh!" he murmured and bent over her. "We don't want anyone to hear how much you want me, do you?"

She shook her head and Damian raised the ball of her panties and brushed her lips with the fabric. His other hand pulled down on her chin until her mouth opened and he shoved the moist ball into her mouth.

She groaned and fell back to the desk, the taste of her cunt in her mouth. Her groan came out muffled, the balled up panties serving dual purposes. To humiliate her and to cover up the noises she made because she liked it.

Damian lifted her thighs and rubbed the enormous head of his cock up and down her swollen slit.

"Do you want me to fuck you, Professor Dwyer?" he asked, teasing her clit with the spongy tip of his cock.

She nodded, moaning.

"You want me to fuck you like Mr. Dwyer can't?"

Damian continued to tease her with his cock. She lifted her hips, trying to push his beautiful manhood into her hungry cunt. Damian held back, chuckling.

Finally, she nodded, tears of shame and frustration in her eyes. Damian grinned and pushed his cock deep, deep inside her pussy.

"Fuck, you are so tight!" Damian groaned.

For you, she thought ruefully. Not for my husband.

It was an unkind thought. Arthur couldn't control the size of his cock anymore than he could control her lusts. Still, blaming him for not being able to please her the way Damian pleased her felt better than the truth. That she was a slut. Damian's slut.

The guilt was ripped away a moment later when her black lover slammed his cock to the hilt inside of her. Her eyes widened and she let out a muffled scream as she felt his weapon stab into her inner sex. It felt like he was in her belly, fucking her whole body with that beautiful, savage cock.

She looked down between them to watch the wet length of it disappear inside of her. How? How could she take it? It didn't seem possible, yet soon enough her body opened to the young, black man, wrapping itself around his pulsating cock and hugging his shaft each time he pulled out. Then, he would slam back into her and she would have the wonderful, surreal feeling of being pulled inside out, pounded and reshaped into the perfect vessel to receive his perfect, fucking cock.

The desk creaked as Damian hammered into her body. All thoughts of right and wrong bled from Rebecca's mind as she focused on Damian's cock and the pleasure flowing through her limbs. She reached her apex and then even the room was gone as her bliss exploded, lifting her body off the table, writhing in ecstasy.

"That's it, Professor!" Damian growled and in one movement, pulled out of her. Rebecca had only a moment to register the loss of his hot shaft before Damian pulled her off the table and onto the floor.

She gasped when he pulled the panties out of her mouth. His thick cock hovered above her face, dripping with her traitorous juices.

"Look ate, Professor!" Damian commanded. "I want you to look at me when I cum on your face!"

Exhausted by her orgasm and defeated by Damian's power, Rebecca Dwyer, wife and teacher, looked up at the younger student just as the first blast of his hot cum splashed across her face.

She moaned as rope and rope of sticky jizz sprayed from Damian's cock. Cum got in her eyes, her hair, her nose, but still she watched him, mesmerized as his beautiful, black body gave in to his lust for her. It was a small victory, but she claimed it.

Finally, with a final shake of his cock, Damian found his pants and put away his thick, black snake. Rebecca panted on the floor, her whole body filled with the heat of their fucking, Damian's seed cooling on her face.

"You are a beautiful mess, Professor," Damian laughed and gripped her chin in his hand. "I want you to remember this when you talk to that loser, Bradley. I want you to remember what a real man feels like."

Rebecca groaned, but she nodded. She could never look at Bradley the same way. Damian's command, and his cock, were permanently stamped on her brain.

"You'd better get home to your husband," Damian said. "He's probably wondering why you're working late. Again."

Damien left after that, leaving the exhausted married Professor to clean herself up and make her way home.
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They got to Bradley's house around 4:15 which didn't give the two of them much time. Lori giggled as Bradley practically dragged her to his bedroom and closed the door.

"Are you sure you're feeling OK?" Lori asked again and immediately regretted it. Bradley's face grew red and she could tell he was embarrassed.

She wished she could tell Bradley it wasn't his fault. Damian Winters was bigger than Bradley. Much bigger. Not to mention an elite athlete. She had been shocked and horrified when she'd seen Bradley on his knees in front of the large quarterback, but she felt something else she'd never noticed before. A tingling sensation between her thighs seeing the powerful black man standing victorious over her helpless boyfriend. It was, she realized after the fact, a primal reaction which completely overwhelmed her logical brain. In that second, her body responded to the alpha male standing in front of her

Luckily, it was just a moment, a second in her life she could easily push away with the concern she felt for Bradley.

"I'm fine," Bradley kissed her and she chuckled again at his eagerness.

Bradley may not be as big as other boys Lori had dated, but he was certainly the sweetest. He was usually tentative when he kissed her, deferring to her experience even though she'd only had one other sexual partner before Bradley. That made one more partner Bradley ever had, a fact he had confessed to just after the first time they had sex, as if Lori couldn't have guessed.

Bradley had gotten a little better over the six months they had dated, but Lori had to admit, she had little to compare him to.

Not like Damian. Lori was sure the popular, handsome quarterback had more experience than she and Bradley put together.

She shook off thoughts of Damian and slid her arms around Bradley's neck, pulling him down to the bed. Her knee came up along his flank and bumped his ribs. Bradley hissed in pain.

"Shit!" she said. "Sorry!"

"S'ok," Bradley winced, but kept kissing her. She kissed him back, careful not to hit his injured side.

Bradley pushed up her shorts and revealed Lori's round breasts. He stopped for a minute, trying to puzzle how to get her bra off.

"Hold on," she sat up, reached behind her back, and unhooked her bra.

Bradley sat back on his heels, waiting eagerly for Lori to show him her breasts. She gave him a teasing smile, then slowly let her bra drop over her shoulders.

As soon as her rosy nipples were free, Bradley was rushing forward, fumbling with her breasts, then sucked her pink nipple into his mouth.

"Easy," she murmured as Bradley sucked wetly at her tits and came down on top of her. "Easy."

She pushed Bradley lightly away from her nipples. He was pushing his crotch between her legs, rubbing her pussy roughly through her clothes. The familiar fire in her belly built slowly as she kissed her boyfriend. She slid her hand down and tried to unbutton his jeans. Bradley didn't stop kissing her breast as he tried to help.

Finally, Lori pushed down Bradley's pants over his ass. She slid her hand over his cock and Bradley moaned against her breasts.

"Do you have a condom?" she panted.

"Yuh... yes!" Bradley lunged across her body, his thigh landing heavily on her chest.

"Ow!" Lori laughed. "Watch it!"

"Shit, sorry!"

Lori continued to chuckle as she watched Bradley's pale buttocks wobble in the air as he opened a drawer on the bedside table. He pulled a condom out of the drawer and knelt between her legs, fumbling with the package.

"Here." She plucked the condom from Bradley's hands. "Let me do it."

She grinned at him, locked her eyes on his, and placed the corner of the package between her teeth. With a quick yank, she tore open the package, making the awkward maneuver sexy.

"Wow!" Bradley said. "When did you learn how to do that?"

"I've been practicing," she teased.

Bradley stopped, shocked by the words. For a moment, he looked crestfallen like a boy who just lost his dog. She laughed.

"I'm kidding!" she giggled. "Jeez, Bradley! It's just something I heard about."

She took advantage of Bradley's shock, reached down, and slid the cold rubber over Bradley's cock. He shook with need and, as soon as she was done, he positioned his cock at her entrance.

"Go ahead, baby," she moaned. "Do it!"

Bradley pushed forward, his cock bumping against her entrance. She gripped his shaft, unwilling to wait any longer, and guided him home.

Bradley laid down on top of her, thrusting his cock into her pussy. His movements stoked the embers in her belly to a pleasant fire. She gripped Bradley's shoulder and bucked her hips, driving into Bradley's eager thrusts. Her need energized him and he thrust faster, his buttocks rising and lowering between her thighs as he drove himself towards orgasm.

The fire in her belly flared, but refused to catch. She had never had an orgasm, a true orgasm, with a man. All that she had coaxed from her body was the small sparks. Lori longed to feel the overwhelming bliss she read about in romance novels. Sometimes she wondered if there was something wrong with her.

She shook off the thoughts and focused on Bradley. He was tense, his movements becoming more erratic. She loved him, she really did, and she wished she could join him in orgasm. Instead, all she could do was go through the motions, mimicking movements she'd seen when she watched porn. If she couldn't be swamped with ecstasy, at least she could help Bradley get what he needed.

"That's it, baby!" she moaned. "That's it! Give it to me!"

Her words reached Bradley's brain and touched off the explosion in his balls. He groaned, his thin body slammed into her. Lori had a flicker of pleasure, just a lick, and she rose to meet Bradley's body, crying out and tensing. She kept up the cries as Bradley emptied his seed into the confines of the condom.

Their bodies came to a rest a few moments later and Bradley collapsed on top of her, his body slick with sweat. Lori smiled, pleased with herself, although a little frustrated that the moment was over so quickly. She brushed her hands through the fine brown hairs on Bradly's neck.

"That was so good," Bradley murmured. "I needed that."

"Me too," Lori said, only half a lie. She knew Bradley had needed the confidence boost, and she had needed to give it to him. That was her job. "You feeling better?"

"Yes," Bradley said and rolled over, his cock slipping wetly from her pussy, still sheathed in the thin layer of plastic.

Lori rolled over and grabbed a tissue from the bedside table. She handed it to Bradley. Bradley silently wrapped the condom in the paper, pulled it off, and deposited his lust into a trash basket next to the bed.

Lori rolled over and for the first time, saw the ugly, purple bruise spreading across Bradley's side.

"Oh my God!" She reached out to touch the bruise and Bradley flinched. "Does it hurt that bad?"

"No," Bradley said through gritted teeth. "It's fine."

Lori could tell he was lying.

"What can I do?"

"Nothing," he smiled weakly. "You've made me feel better. I'll just have to avoid Damian from now on."

Lori wasn't so sure. Layton Community was a small campus and the football players were celebrities. It would be hard to stay out of Damian's way, especially if the popular quarterback was targeting her boyfriend.

Maybe, I can help, she thought as she gingerly touched the purple bruise on Bradley's torso. Maybe Damian will listen to me.

She felt a thrill of fear and something else. It felt like excitement, but she squashed that small fire she felt in her belly. Damian was an asshole, no matter how big or strong, and she wanted to protect Bradley. If Damian would just listen to reason, maybe she and Bradley could just enjoy college.

She snuggled down beside her boyfriend, careful not to hurt his injured side. Armed with a plan, however crazy it might be, she relaxed and soon; she fell into a blissful, dreamless sleep.
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"Bradley? Are you home?"

Bradley shot up out of bed and immediately regretted it. He groaned as the pain in his side lit up like a fire.

He looked down at Lori, and despite the pain he smiled. In his excitement, he'd forgotten about the bruise, but it was making him pay now.

"Lori," he hissed, pushing on her shoulder. "Lori, wake up! Heather's home!"

Lori came awake slowly, but once her eyes were open, she sat up straight; the sheet fell away, and her breasts.

"Shit!"

Not that they weren't allowed to be together, his stepmother was fine with it, but his father was older than his second wife and more conservative about such things.

"It's fine," Bradley chuckled. "It's just my stepmom. She's fine. Just get dressed."

"Ok," Lori said and looked around helplessly. "Where's my bra?"

Bradley laughed.

"Are you going to help me or not?"

"I don't know," I kind of like you like this."

"Shut up!" Lori threw a pillow at Bradley, but she was smiling. "Just get out!"

Bradley came down the steps a moment later to find his stepmother in the kitchen, putting away groceries.

"Oh! You are here!" Heather said and a beautiful smile lit up her face.

Bradley's stepmother was a decade younger than his father and gorgeous. She had moved in when Bradley was just three years old and had become more of a mother to him than the one he only knew from pictures.

Even though she had a voluptuous body, with large, round breasts, Bradley had always refused to see her that way. To him, she was his mother.

But, in high school, her beauty had been a constant source of aggravation growing up. The boys at school, especially the bullies, always made comments about Heather's body. Bradley had tried to defend her, but that only got him beat up. And, the comments had side effects, effects that had caused many sleepless nights as Bradley was forced to think differently about his stepmother. He saw her as a gorgeous woman and that had led to inappropriate thoughts.

Fortunately, the images he imagined had dissipated as he grew older. Still, every time he saw Heather, he couldn't help but think the image of a caring mother had become just a little... awkward.

"Yeah," he said. "I'm um... we got home a little while ago."

Heather stopped unpacking and cocked an eyebrow at her stepson.

"We?"

"Hi, Mrs. Wolff!" Lori said brightly as she came down the steps.

Heather looked at Bradley's wrinkled t-shirt and his messy hair, then at Lori who seemed perfectly groomed and comfortable. Still, his stepmother sensed the tension and smiled at Lori.

"It's good to see you, Lori!" she said with a glint of humor in her eyes. "What are you two up too?"

Lori looked at Bradley.

"Just going over our notes," Bradley said, but could tell Heather didn't believe a word of it.

"Oh, that's good." She pulled a bunch of broccoli from a bag. "It's very important to... study."

She turned away to put the broccoli in the fridge. Lori looked at Bradley and grinned.l, only to snap to attention a minute later when Heather turned around.

"So, Lori?" Heather said. "Would you like to stay for dinner?"

They make a nice couple, Heather thought as the three of them sat down to dinner.

Lori was cute and seemed sweet enough. Heather was happy for Bradley. He had been awkward in high school and, even though he never complained about it, she could tell that he got picked on. It wasn't shocking to her; it hadn't been that long since she'd been in school. She knew how cruel kids could be. Not that she had ever worried about that. Being pretty and on the cheer squad helped shield Heather from the more... disturbing aspects of high school.

Not so for her stepson. Bradley had always been smaller than the other kids and something of a bookworm. Edward worried about Bradley being man enough to stick up for himself or have a girlfriend.

Heather didn't worry. While Bradley might be naïve, he was very smart. In fact, she thought he could have gone to a bigger school than the nearby Layton Community, but he had lived at home for the first couple of years and ease into post high school life. And, not only was Bradley smart, he was nice, and Heather knew it was just a matter of time until he found someone who could see how great her stepson was.

Now, it looked like he had found it.

"So," Lori said now, cutting into the ham Heather had roasted. "Is Mr. Wolff going to be home soon?"

"Yes," Heather said. "He should be home next weekend."

"Wow," Lori said. "He's out of town a lot."

"Yeah," Heather suppressed a sigh.

Edward was a systems engineer and salesman for a national company. His job took him all over the country, installing and upgrading computer systems. It was challenging work that her husband loved, but it kept on the road for weeks at a time. And, when he got home, all he wanted to do was sleep and relax. Heather couldn't remember the last time he had taken her out for dinner or even a movie. It wasn't his fault; he worked hard and provided a good life for her and Bradley, but that didn't stop Heather from getting lonely.

"It must be so hard!" Lori said.

"It can be," Heather agreed, then reached across the table and patted Bradley's hand. "It's nice that you stayed close to home, Bradley. It makes things easier."

"Happy to do it," Bradley said. "Besides, free room and board is worth having to spend time with you."

"Stop!" Heather laughed. How like Bradley to make a joke when she was trying to show gratitude. He had never been comfortable with compliments, even when he was little. "Anyway, do you two have any plans for tonight? Or do you need more time to... study?"

Lori and Bradley looked at each other. Obviously, she had interrupted whatever they had been doing (although Heather had a pretty good idea from the state of Bradley's hair) and they were now trying to come up with a plan. It was cute to see their flustered faces. She suddenly felt old. Still teasing Bradley and his girlfriend almost made her feel young again.

"Um... no. I don't think so." Bradley looked questioningly at Lori. "Do we?"

Lori smiled. Seemed she was quicker to get the joke than her poor stepson.

"I have an early class tomorrow," she said. "I should get home after dinner."

Bradley nodded and dug back into his food, his face red. Heather caught Lori's eye, and they both laughed.

"What?" Bradley said. "What happened?"

His confused expression made the two women laugh even harder.
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Lori left Bradley's house and, even though she was nervous, she headed down to the street known affectionately as Baller Ave. It was a block of apartments set aside for football players. While the school wasn't technically allowed to provide housing for the students, it was commonly known that a booster owned the apartments and provided low rent to anyone on the WildCats football team.

Lori could tell by the sounds of music drifting down the street there was a party going on and she almost turned she'd heard about the parties in Baller Ave, and she had no interest in joining one. Still, if Damian was partying, maybe he would be in a more receptive mood.

Besides, she didn't think she could wait to talk to him. She wanted to protect Bradley from anymore bullying. He didn't deserve it.

She was surprised to hear the sounds of splashing water and, when she neared the quad, she saw the blue lights and rippling water of a swimming pool. Steam rose off the water and Lori realized it was heated. Male and female bodies, in varying stages of undress, cavorted in the blue steam.

They have a fucking heated swimming pool?

Lori shook her head ruefully. She thought Bradley's report had been over-the-top. She didn't hate sports, but she felt his facts were laced with plenty of opinion. But, seeing the football players splashing in a heated pool on a chilly October night made her wonder if Bradley had only scratched the surface.

She gave the pool a wide berth, but monitored the blue water. The party goers were scantily clad, their near naked bodies glistening in the blue light. Fortunately, she didn't see the large muscular form of Damian among them.

She ducked down a passageway and nearly ran onto two women she recognized from the cheer team. Like the football team, Layton Cheer was a big name among national cheer squads and, by extension, the cheerleaders were minor celebrities on Instagram and on campus.

The girls were both fit with beautiful bodies clothed only in the thinnest of bikinis. Their skin also sparkled with some sort of glitter calling attention to their sculpted curves and perfect tanned skin.

"Sorry," Lori said nervously, trying to step past the women.

Maddie Engel was the taller of the two girls, but not much taller than Lori, had her long, black hair perfectly coiffed, as if she was going to a competition instead of a pool party. The other girl, Yasmine Sparks, had striking red hair and green eyes. They both cocked an almost identical, suspicious eyebrow at Lori.

"This is a pool party girl!" Maddie sneered, looking Lori up and down. "You are very overdressed."

Lori reddened as Yasmine snickered.

"Oh, I'm not here for the party," Lori said. "I'm just here to talk to Damian."

"Really?" Maddie laughed. "Well, if you're talking to him, you better be ready to party!"

"Yeah," Yasmine giggled. "What could you possibly have to talk to Damian about?"

Lori had known girls like Maddie and Yasmine before and was pretty enough to realize that the two women were staking out their territory. It was as obvious as a dog pissing on a tree. Lori didn't conform to their idea of beauty, yet boys found her pretty, something girls like Maddie and Yasmine couldn't understand.

"Can you tell me what room he's in?" Lori asked, keeping her voice pleasant.

"Sure," Maddie grinned. "He's in room 230, sweetie."

The girl pointed a sharp,manicured nail to the upper floor balcony where a group of boys were milling around. A couple looked over the railing down at the girls in their skimpy suits and the fully dressed Lori. Lori felt their hungry stares even from this distance.

"Yeah," Yasmine sneered. "Good luck."

The two girls walked away, snickering. Lori could hear Maddie speaking in a whisper meant to be overheard.

"Oh my God! Did you see that skirt? No way Damian is interested in that!"

Lori felt a moment of shame, then anger. She took a deep breath to calm herself. The two women were just jealous and territorial. Most likely, their best years were behind them and, soon enough, they'd each find a failed football player or accountant to latch on to, have kids, and relive their glory days as they got drunk and fat. Thinking of that made Lori feel better. Besides, I don't need to be naked to turn heads; she thought as she climbed the steps and two or three heads turned her way. I do fine when I'm fully dressed.

She squared her shoulders and walked confidently up to the cluster of men at the entrance to room 230. The group of guys first parted, then closed around her, making her feel claustrophobic.

"Um... hi!" she stammered. "I'm... um... I'm here to see Damian?"

A tall, broad man with a jowly dark face smiled at her. He nudged another boy, this one considerably less jowly, with a harsh blond crewcut.

"Hey, Damian!" the blond yelled. "You got company!"

"You know, little lady," the jowly black man leaned way down and put a meaty hand on her shoulder. "Why are you messing with Damian when you could have a real man?"

"I'm not... I'm... " Lori stammered. Despite the fat, Lori could feel the strength under that hand. For the first time, she wondered if she was truly safe here. The smell of cherry tobacco and hard liquor wafted on the heavy man's breath and his fat lips were only inches from her ear.

"Get off, Marcus!" A harsh voice, trained since Pee Wee football to carry across the football field and command respect, cut through the rock music like a knife.

Marcus jolted, his eyes looking warily to the side, then caught himself. Slowly, he stood straight, pressing just a fraction of his weight down on Lori's shoulder.

"Hey, there, D," Marcus laughed. "I wasn't doing anything. Just keeping your girl company."

"I'm not—"

"She's not my girl," Damian said from the door of his apartment. He was shirtless and his muscular, black body gleamed in the light. "She isn't my type."

Marcus chuckled, a deep, threatening sound like a lion's purr. Lori looked from his heavy face to Damian's lean one. The quarterback was smiling, but his eyes were cold. Lori wondered just what she had stepped into.

"Well, hell!" Marcus guffawed and hugged Lori's body against his huge bulk. "Maybe she's my type!"

She tried to squirm out of Marcus's grip, but she was trapped between his heavy arm and fat body. Damian didn't move, just stared at Marcus's meaty arm as if he was thinking of ways to detach it from his body. It was ludicrous, of course. Marcus was so much bigger than Damian. Her mind was rifling through information and landed on who Marcus was. A defensive lineman, Lori didn't know what position, but his job was to destroy the players on the other team.

Damian wasn't scared. Instead, he seemed excited.

"Nah," he said, finally. "She's too good for you, Marcus."

Damian stepped forward, and she felt Marcus's body tense. Was the huge lineman scared of Damian? It certainly seemed that way, because when Damian stood before them, looking up slightly into Marcus's eyes, the boy's heavy arm fell from her shoulders. Damian held out his hand to Lori.

She blinked. The music was blaring in her ears and she was suddenly aware of the musky scent of multiple sweaty men as they looked down at her. She didn't want to stay in this pack of wild-eyed football players, but she didn't trust Damian either.

Finally, she chose from the lesser of two evils. She slipped her slim, pale fingers into Damian's dark hand. He tugged gently on her arm towards the door to his apartment, the crowd of boys parting for them. He pulled her inside, went to the door, and grinned out at the rest of the players.

"Party's over," he said and shut the door.

Damian turned to her, his white teeth flashing in a wide grin.

'Well, now," he said. "To what do I owe the honor of your visit?"

Lori gulped and looked about the room. The place had the look of a bachelor's apartment with discarded pizza containers and clothes hanging haphazardly over the back of a worn couch. A huge T.V. stood on a tiny stack of milk crates, a video game paused on the screen. The room had the same musky male scent she had smelled outside. The bass of the music thumped, but was dulled by the shut door to the apartment.

Lori hadn't imagined being in a room alone with Damian when she had come here, but here she was, so she straightened up and forced strength into her voice.

"I'm here to talk to you," she said. "About Bradley."

Damian slipped away from the door and walked across the room into the small kitchenette. He opened the fridge and bent down, giving Lori a look at his lean, muscular body. She felt a slight throb run through her nerves as her eyes followed the cool fridge light shining along the beautiful, dark ridges of the quarterback's muscles. Her mouth was suddenly dry, but her palms were sweaty as Damian straightened, two beers in his hand.

"Thirsty?" he asked, as if she could read her mind.

"Nuh... no," Lori lied. Her mouth was suddenly as dry as the Sahara. "I just want to talk about Bradley."

Damian walked to her and held out a beer. She was struck by the beauty of his upper body, the smooth bumps and valleys of his muscles leading her eyes downward, ever downward. She forced herself to stop when she got to the band of his shorts, dragging her eyes upward to the beer in his hand.

"I can't talk about that loser without a drink," Damian said.

Lori's face reddened, and the anger forced away her confusion. She looked into Damian's eyes and realized that they were much lighter than his skin, a hazel, almost honey color. She forced that detail to the back of her mind and let her frustration speak.

"He's not a loser," she snapped. "Just because he's not a jock doesn't make him a loser."

"Whatever." Damian shrugged. "Do you want to talk or not?"

He wiggled the beer a bit, and she took it from Damian's hand. Damian twisted off the cap and took a long pull from the bottle. Lori tried not to stare at his Adam's apple and the muscles of his thick neck as he spoke.

She turned her attention to the bottle. She tried to twist off the cap, but it wouldn't budge.

"Having trouble?" Damian chuckled.

"It won't... come off," she said.

"That's because they don't twist off."

Damian plucked the bottle from her hand and handed her the one he had drunk from. With a quick movement of his wrist, he tore off the cap and flicked it into the kitchen where it clanged off the cabinets and on to the floor.

She expected him to hand her back her bottle, but he grinned and took a drink from it. She looked down at the bottle in her hand.

"Go ahead," he said. "Take a drink."

A part of her knew Damian was trying to exert his power over her. She didn't like it, but there wasn't much she could do about that. She was here now, and she needed to get Damian to listen.

She took a drink of beer. The strong taste of hops covered up any residue left behind by the young man, but that didn't stop her from imagining that she could taste Damian's mouth on the bottle. The heat she felt before, the spark that had been ignited by Bradley, but not stoked into flames, flared in her belly. A sudden, wicked desire built in her and she slid her tongue into the opening of the bottle, the intimate gesture mimicking the actions of a French Kiss.

She dropped the bottle, suddenly feeling embarrassed by her actions. What the hell was that all about? She looked again into Damian's honey-colored eyes. He was smiling, and she wondered if he had seen her tongue the bottle? His face gave her no help, and she returned to the flustered state she had experienced when she came into the apartment.

"Please," Damian pointed to the couch. "Have a seat."

Lori looked at the couch. It didn't seem dirty, despite the shirt hanging off the back. Damian picked it up and threw it across the room, no doubt to join a pile somewhere in the corner. Lori sat down and Damian sat next to her, leaving only a hand's breadth of space between them.

"There!" Damian sighed, stretched back on the couch and draped his arm along the back behind Lori.

The young girl suddenly felt hot and uncomfortable and she took another drink, a longer pull this time. The beer cooled her throat, but it didn't touch the heat in her belly so she took another drink.

"So, Bradley," Damian prodded and Lori stopped drinking and beer entered her windpipe. She spluttered and coughed. "Woah, there, girl! Slow down!"

Damian patted her on the back and the coughing eased, but he didn't move his hand. She could feel the heat of his palm on her back. She twisted a little and Damian held his hand on her back for a minute, then slowly lifted to the back of the couch.

"Yes." Lori was embarrassed by her coughing and her reactions to Damian's presence. He was just another boy. A muscular, beautiful...

Stop it!

She stopped her thoughts and gathered her wits.

"Yes," she said. " I want you to stop bothering him."

"Really?" Damian cocked an eyebrow and took a sip of beer. "Did little Bradley send you to ask me that?"

"What? No!" she said. "Of course not! He'd hate me being here!"

"I'll bet he would," Damian grinned. "Alone with me, in my apartment? I wonder what Bradley would do if he found out?"

"Well, he will not find out," Lori snapped. "Please, Damian. I just want you to leave him alone."

"I don't know," Damian said and took another drink of beer. "He wrote that article. How am I supposed to let that go? It's my team."

'Oh, come on! Nothing Bradley or anyone else writes will hurt the team. Besides, you've had it out for Bradley before the article. That's just an excuse."

Damian said nothing, just quietly sipped his beer. In the awkward silence, Lori took another drink. She drank little and the third swallow added to the warmth in her body in a cozy way. Despite being in a room with the large, muscular quarterback, she relaxed. At least he was listening.

She turned to him slightly, aware that her skirt had ridden up over her knees when she sat down. She saw Damian glance at her legs. Not as fit as the cheer squad, but shapely. A spark of recognition hit her. Damian didn't pick on women. In fact, as far as she knew, his relationships always seemed good with the females on campus. Maybe that spoke of some sense of chivalry with the opposite sex.

Lori ducked her head and looked up at him through her long lashes. She knew from experience that guys liked this kind of look. With her heart-shaped face and large blue eyes, it made her appear innocent.

"Please, Damian," she said. "If you won't do it for Bradley, at least do it for me?"

Damian finally stopped drinking and set his beer on the low table. He looked at her, truly looked at her for the first time since she had entered her apartment. His eyes were those of a predator, sizing up his prey. She played into that arrogance.

"You're so much bigger than he is," she said. "And stronger. You certainly don't have to prove it."

Damian nodded along, his eyes locked on her pink lips.

"So, will you leave him alone?"

"Sure," he said. "I can do that."

"Thank you," she said. "That's nice—"

"If you answer one question?"

"What?"

"Answer one question and I'll stop bothering him."

"Oh... OK," she said. "What question?"

Damian leaned in close. His perfect black body was inches from her, his lips hovering in front of her face. He tilted her head up with one finger and forced her to meet his eyes.

"Do you like my body?"

"What?"

Lori twisted away from him, her face flushed with heat. She set her beer down on the table and stood up. She stumbled, thoughts and alcohol swirling in her brain. Damian shot up and held her steady. Lori's hand landed on Damian's thick chest, the hot brown skin burning against her palm. For a moment, she was entranced by the sight of her pale skin against Damian's chocolate brown body.

So beautiful!

She shook off the thoughts.

"What are you doing?" she said and pushed away from him.

"Nothing," he said and slid up behind her, his powerful hands that could open a beer bottle with an easy twist now gripping her arms.

Slowly, he lowered her arms to her side. His warm, moist breath drifted over her neck and tickled her ear lobe.

"I just want to know if you like my body?"

"No," she murmured. Her body was shivering against him. She felt the powerful chest rub against her back. "I don't."

"Liar," he whispered. "Give me an honest answer and I'll leave your poor boyfriend alone."

Damian let one wrist go, and she raised it to his arm. His hand slid under her shirt, rubbing the soft skin of her belly. The heat in her pussy flared hot and wild,

Why? Why was this turning her on? And why was her reaction to Damian so much stronger than when she was with Bradley?

"Just be honest," Damian murmured. "Be honest and it's all over."

"Yes," she said. "Yes, I like your body."

The admission knocked something loose inside of her. A tremor of desire pulsed through her body so strong, it made her thighs quiver. Something trickled down her leg and she realized with a shock that she was so turned on, she was dripping. That had never happened before.

"Good girl," Damian said, and turned her around his arms. "The truth sets you free."

Then, he leaned down, and kissed her. She was shocked into insensibility as Damian's tongue slipped between her lips and into her mouth. For a moment she resisted, but Damian teased her tongue into action. Suddenly she was kissing him, deep, soulful kisses she'd given no one before.

"Wait!!" She pushed against Damian's hard chest, his chocolate skin hot beneath her pale fingers. "What is happening?"

"What do you think is happening?"

Damian pushed a hand down the front of Lori's pants.

"Wait—"

"Shh!" Damian murmured as his fingers rubbed Lori's slick, burning furrow. She gasped and gripped Damian's powerful forearms. Her nails dug into the hard muscle as his fingers slid between her lips and bumped her clit. "Just give it a second. If you don't like it, you can always leave."

"I... oh God... I should leave," she moaned, then twitched as an electric jolt shot through her pussy. "Oh, God!"

"Yes, you should," Danian smiled. "Because when I'm done with you, you'll never want to fuck your loser boyfriend again!"

"Oh, no! Bradley—"

"Bradley isn't here," Damian said. "But I am. So decide, do you want to leave?"

He continued to rub Lori's pussy, working his fingers inside her pussy, then up to tease her clit. Lori's hips reacted instinctively, humping his hand. Damian grinned, working her pussy harder and faster. Lori cried as her body betrayed her. She gripped Damian's thick neck and hung on as her body exploded.

No! Did I just cum?

It was crazy, but it had happened. She'd just cum against Damian's hand. Her body was responding to her boyfriend's bully and there was no going back.

Damian took advantage of her confusion and skinned off her pants. Too late Lori realized what he was doing and she tried to cover her pussy as Damian stared hungrily down at her.

"Don't cover up," Damian ordered and peeled her hands away from her crotch.

Lori tried to resist, but it was no use. Her body was screaming for more, despite the shame she felt for giving in to Bradley's bully. It was just hours since he had hurt poor Bradley and now, here she was, helpless with desire for the same man.

"Please," she moaned. "I can't do this to Bradley."

Damian knelt down between her legs, his long dark fingers pushing her thighs open and exposing the pink flesh of her pussy.

"Stop worrying about that loser," Damian growled. "You should worry about what you want."

He dipped his head and his long, pink tongue lashed out and split open her pussy and lapped at the moist flesh inside. Lori squirmed her ass into the couch, but couldn't escape his talented tongue. The fiery tendrils of pleasure spread from her loins to her belly, then outward to her limbs. She couldn't suppress the lust building inside of her body and she was tired of trying. Her hands dropped to the tight, dark curls on Damian's head and pulled him further into her cunt. Damian knew exactly what he was doing teasing her clit until it was engorged with lust. He put whatever skills Bradley had to shame.

She tried to force the thoughts of her boyfriend out of her mind, but it was impossible. As her body rose towards orgasm, Bradley's face floated in her mind, and was shattered a moment later by a nerve shattering orgasm. Lori screamed and her hips bucked wildly against the black bully's face, seeking even more of that wonderful pleasure.

Damian rose from between her thighs, the dark skin of his face glistening with her juices.

"That's right." He pushed his shorts down over his muscular hips. "See? I knew you wanted it."

He pulled his cock up and Lori gasped as he slapped the heavy, black length of it on her stomach. It was impossibly large, like a dark snake that stretched from her mons pubis to the bottom of her rib cage.

No!  Her mind screamed. It won't fit!

But she didn't say that. A primal urge to take that masculine cock burned in her guts that she could no longer deny. Damian saw this need, indeed had seen it from the moment she entered his apartment. Somehow, the animal inside the large, black football player had sensed the same, hungry animal inside of her.

Damian gripped his shaft in his hand and rubbed the fat head across her pussy. Lori moaned and watched, mesmerized as he teased her cunt with it, then pushed the purple-black tip between her swollen pink lips.

"Oh, God!" she cried. "Oh, fuck!"

It was as big as she had feared and it stretched her tight pussy lips wide. Damian worked the thick black snake into her inch by throbbing inch, splitting her open and laying waste to her most intimate center.

"Oh, God! I can't take it! It's too big!"

Damian smiled through gritted teeth.

"Just relax, baby!" he hissed. "Relax and let yourself take it. Take my fucking cock!

"Oh, FUCK!"

She screamed in agony as Damian thrust hard inside of her, slamming his thick cudgel deep into her belly. For a moment, her world was pain, burning through her nerves and making her whole vision turn white. She bit her lower lip, almost drawing blood, and willed her body to relax. She felt like a virgin again, being taken for the first time!

Then, nature took over and her body opened up to the large black man, molding around his invading cock, and even pulling him further inside. She moaned, a moan of intense pleasure and Damian responded in kind, drawing his cock out of her body, then pushing it back in, fucking her with long, slow thrusts.

She'd never felt that full before. His cock seemed to touch every molten nook of her cunt, rubbing every secret place that no man had ever touched. Poor Bradley could never hope to fill her in such a way and even though the thought of her boyfriend filled her with shame, she raised her legs and wrapped them around Damian's hard body, pulling her boyfriend's bully even deeper inside of her.

"That's it, bitch!" Damian growled, the words thrust into her brain like a hot poker. "You want that fucking cock, don't you?"

"Yes!" she screamed, her pain and anguish giving way to her lust. "Please fuck me!"

"What about your loser boyfriend?" Damian grunted. "What would he think if he saw his girl screaming on my cock?

Lori let out an anguished groan. She tried to think of Bradley, but the only thing in her mind was the black, pulsating shaft buried in her pussy. The shame and guilt was gone, replaced by an insatiable need for her boyfriend's bully.

"I don't care!" she cried. "I don't care anymore. Just fuck me!"

Damian didn't need to be told twice. He pulled out and gave her a body crushing thrust, piercing her until she could feel his cock deep in her belly. The animal inside as the Damian growled and pounded inside of her. Lori looked in his honey-colored eyes, his handsome face locked in a look of hungry determination.

Her body responded to each penetrating thrust, accepting his manhood and power. She came again, a deep, visceral release that left her exhausted and floating, her mind blank except for thoughts of the powerful black man pounding her into shape physically and mentally.

Finally, Damian grunted, unable to hold back his powerful desire. He pulled his thick cock out of her pussy. Lori gasped and twitched on the couch as Damian knelt beside her and stroked the glistening length of his monster above her face. A moment later his cock burst open, spraying her pretty face with hot cum. Thick, ropy strands splashed onto her cheeks and painted her forehead with streaks of sticky jizz. She was still jerking with her orgasm as Damian shook the last drop of cum from the purple-black head of his cock.

"Wow!" he chuckled as he fell on the couch beside the exhausted young girl. "I knew you wanted that."

Lori turned away. Her lust satiated she was already feeling the shame and guilt rushing to fill the space left by her spent desire.

"Hey," Damian placed a warm hand on her shoulder. "Don't feel bad. If your boyfriend could take care of you, none of this would have happened."

Lori said nothing, but felt the tears sting the corners of her eyes. God! How had she let herself lose control like this?

Damian stood up and pulled on his shorts. He looked down at the young girl. Lori snuck a peek at him and saw the look of triumph on his face.

"If it means that much to you," I'll leave the little bastard alone."

He leaned over and took Lori's face in his hand. His rough thumb ran a trail through the thick cum and rubbed the stick froth on her lips.

"Just so long as you and I know, he's not man enough for you."

Damian left her on the couch. After several long moments, she willed herself to get up and go to the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror, unable to recognize the girl in the glass. White streaks ran from her hair, down to her chin. She touched the cum, and without thinking, she slid the salty sperm into her mouth. Her body shivered as she tasted Damian's lust.

Finally, she shook off whatever spell Damian had cast upon her and began the long process of washing her face. When she felt she was clean enough, she dressed and went out the door.

The group of men had moved down to another door, this time joined by the cheerleaders dressed in their skimpy bikinis. She saw Damian with Yasmine's fit body wrapped around him. Lori's cheeks reddened as she watched the pretty cheerleader making out with the guy who had just taken her.

One of the football players saw her and pointed, Suddenly, cheers and applause filled the night. Yasmine looked over at her and laughed along with the rest of the group.

The only one not laughing was Damian. He smiled at her and the embarrassment and shame was too much to bear. She hurried away from the group, stumbled down the steps and didn't stop until she could no longer hear the laughter.
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"You look great!"

Bradley pulled out the chair for Lori, inhaling a whiff of her perfume as she sat down in the chair. He pushed it in and sat across from her.

The Old Country Cook restaurant was not busy, it being early on a weeknight and that was just the way Bradley liked it. He hadn't talked to Lori that much over the last week ever since his run in with Damian and the other football thugs. That worried him. Did he look weak in Lori's eyes? The thought nagged at him so, to get past the worries, he had taken Lori out on a proper date.

"Thank you," Lori smiled, unfolded a cloth napkin in her lap, and leaned her elbows on the table. "I'm surprised you wanted to eat out."

"Well, we haven't had a lot of time together lately," Bradley said. "I just thought it would be nice to be together. Just us."

"That sounds wonderful!" Lori said.

She held out her hand and grasped his.

"Well, well," a deep voice said behind them. "What have we here?"

Bradley flinched as he recognized the voice. He turned and looked up at the tall, dark form of Damian.

"What are you doing here?" Lori snapped.

Damian raised his hands.

"Relax!" he said. "I just saw you guys in here and I thought I'd say hello."

Bradley slid back his chair, but Lori gripped his hand hard, holding him in his seat.

"Bradley, don't!"

"What the hell do you want, Damien?" Bradley said.

"Hey, it's not like that," Damian said and placed a firm hand on Bradley's shoulder. "I just wanted to come over and apologize, OK?"

Lori blinked up at the large, black quarterback.

"Really?" she asked.

"Yes," Damian said and Bradley heard the genuine intent in his words. "I'm sorry for being an asshole, OK? It won't happen again."

"I... uh..."

Bradley didn't know what to say. An entire year of bullying, yet now Damian was offering a lifeline, a way out. He looked at Lori who stared back at him. Then, she nodded.

"Ok," he said. "Um... OK."

"Good," Damian sighed with relief and held out his hand. "I know this can't make up for... everything, but at least let me pay for dinner."

"Wow, really?" Bradley shook Damian's powerful hand.

"Sure," he said and smiled first at Bradley, then at Lori. "It's the least I can do."

Lori was shocked by Damian's offer. Her mouth fell open as she watched the bully shake her boyfriend's hand and flash her a knowing smile.

"Well, I'll let you two enjoy your dinner," he said. "Have fun!"

"Um... th... thanks," Bradley stammered.

Damian walked away, and Bradley turned to Lori.

"Wow! That was weird!"

Lori nodded, but didn't say a word. When the server came, she ordered a glass of wine.

[image: ]

LORI WAS STILL TRYING to calm down well into her second glass of wine. Damian showing up at the table had thrown her into a turmoil of emotions. Fear, shame, to and shock all assaulted her mind, leaving her unable to speak.

The wine helped, and she recovered enough to chat with Bradley. Her boyfriend seemed relieved and happier than she had seen him in a long time. She knew being bullied had been hard on him, but didn't realize the extent of Bradley's pain.

I wonder if he'd be happy if he knew what I did.

She shook off the thought. It didn't matter now. All that mattered was putting Damian behind them and enjoying their night together.

After a little food and more wine, Lori excused herself to go to the bathroom. She was sitting in the stall when she heard the door open. Whoever it was tried opening the door to the stall.

"I'm in here!" She called, and the person went to another stall.

Lori finished peeing and was standing at the sink when the other stall opened, and out walked Damian.

"What are you doing?" Lori turned, but Damian was already next to her, his large body pressing her up against the sink.

"I thought you might have missed me," he said.

"I didn't," Lori looked at the door. "Please, Damian, someone could come in."

"Don't worry," he grinned down at her. "I got someone to put a bathroom closed sign up.No one is going to bother us."

She wanted to ask how he did that, but he was kissing her, his hard body pressing her up against the sink. Her mouth responded instinctively, and she was soon kissing him back, her thirst for him unquenchable.

"We can't do this!" Lori moaned, finally pushing away from his mouth.. "This whole thing is a mistake."

"It didn't feel like a mistake to me."

Lori let out a low moan. The time in Damian's apartment had been a moment of weakness. She had tried to forget it and concentrate on Bradley. Of course, that didn't stop her from thinking about Damian. When Bradley kissed her, she remembered Damian's experienced, soulful tongue in her mouth. When Bradley slid his thin, pale cock into her pussy, she could feel the echoes of Damian's monster throbbing in her belly. It was sad, but Bradley couldn't compare to Damian's body.

Unable to reconcile her love for Bradley with the lust she felt for Damian, she had kept her distance from her boyfriend. It wasn't fair, of course, but that didn't matter. She needed time to process how her life had changed.

Time, it seemed, neither Bradley nor Damian would give her.

"Please, Damian!" she begged. "Not here. Not like this!"

"So, that means you want me?" he asked. "You want me to fuck you?"

"You bastard!" she hit his chest, her fists so tiny and pale against his black chest muscles. "Why can't you just leave us alone?"

Damian caught her wrists and raised her fists to his lips. He kissed her knuckles.

"Is it so hard to understand?" Damian said. "I want you."

Lori moaned and looked around the bathroom. It was empty, and the door was locked. No one would know if she gave in. But she would know. She imagined poor Bradley sitting out there in the restaurant, eating his chicken parmesan and waiting for her to return.

Meanwhile, her resolve was slipping. Damian could see it. His beauty and strength were pushing past those carefully constructed barriers she had put in place over the last week.

"Don't worry," Damian murmured. "I'll be quick."

"Don't—" Lori moaned, but Damian was kissing her. He pushed her back against the sink, his hands squeezing her breasts under her dress. She had worn the pretty yellow thing with the short skirt because Bradley liked it. Now, however, it was Bradley's bully who was taking advantage of her beauty.

Damian's sure, experienced fingers slid between her thighs. Lori resisted only for a moment before he slid them inside the waistband of her panties, the rough pads brushing her clit. She moaned against the solid muscle of his shoulder as Damian worked her tight pussy, teasing her body until she couldn't hold back any longer. She jerked against his talented fingers as the wonderful waves of pleasure crashed through her body.

"Fuck!" she moaned.

Damian slid his fingers from her dripping cunt. He held them up to her mouth and thrust them between her lips. She groaned as she tasted her liquid need for Damian on his fingers.

"Now," he said. "My turn."

With a gentle pressure, he pushed Lori down, down to her knees. She hit the cold tile before she realized what Damian wanted. He had taken her pussy thoroughly and completely the other night.

Now, her boyfriend's bully wanted her mouth. She couldn't do this! Bradley was waiting for her outside and yet, when Damian pulled out his heavy cock she gasped. It looked even bigger than  the other night, as long as her forearm and thick as her wrist. She remembered the pulsating manhood in her pussy, filling her to the brim with hot flesh and blood.

"I can see you thinking about it," Damian said. "Stop thinking. Just enjoy it. It's all yours."

He rubbed her bottom lip with his thumb. Pulling her mouth open. He pushed forward and pushed the spongy head of his cock against her tongue. A drop of salty pre-cum hit her tongue. Why didn't it taste swampy and bitter, like Bradley's? Was it something she ate, or was she so turned on it didn't matter?

Whatever the reason, the taste of him made her open wider and before she knew it, her mouth was stuffed full of Damian's thick, dark cock.

So big! I can't take it!

Even as she had the thought. Damian placed a firm hand on her head, held her in place, and plunged his cock deep into her salivating mouth. She moaned, the blunt head of his cock hitting the back of her throat. Her mouth was so full of his pumping flesh, she couldn't breathe and she pushed against Damian's hard thighs until he backed off.

"Relax," he murmured, pushing his cock back in. "Breathe through your nose and relax your throat. Enjoy it!"

He spoke softly to her, working his cock in and out between her pretty pink lips as she drooled around his invading member. After several tentative thrusts, he was back at her throat. She fought to breathe through her nose and relaxed her throat, the fat head of his cock stretching the entrance to her windpipe.

"Yes!" Damian grunted and Lori felt a perverse pleasure. She was dizzy from lack of oxygen and the overwhelming sensations of sucking on his aromatic, salty cock. The young girl had never imagined that she would enjoy sucking cock, but kneeling in front of Damian was so much different from Bradley. Lori longed to please him and she moved with Damian, working his cock in and out of her mouth until he was fucking her face, his cock hammering at her throat.

"I'm going to cum!" Damian growled. "Make sure you don't spill it! You wouldn't want Bradley to see your stained dress.

The mention of Bradley at this delicate moment made Lori whine, but she clamped her pink lips around the tip of Damian's cock. Her boyfriend's bully grunted passionately, and she felt the head of his cock swell. It pulsed alarmingly against her tongue, then exploded in hot, ropy blasts of cum. She whimpered, but held her mouth shut as Damian's salty lust filled her mouth. Lori was drowning in the feel of his manly cock, his musky scent, and the taste of his milky froth.

Finally, Damian pulled out of her mouth. He looked down at her, grinning.

"Show me," he ordered.

Without thinking, Lori opened her mouth. Her hot cavern was filled to the top with Damian's hot jizz and she had trouble not spilling the voluminous load.

"Good girl," he said. "Now swallow it."

She moaned and closed her mouth. With a heavy swallow, she gulped down the huge load, feeling the warmth of it as it pushed past her gullet and flowed down to settle uneasily inside her belly.

"Good girl," Damian said again and Lori felt again a perverse sense of accomplishment from pleasing her boyfriend's bully. "Now, when you kiss Bradley tonight, I want you to taste me."

Lori dropped her eyes, but Damian gripped her chin and forced her to look at him.

"I don't want you to fuck him tonight," he ordered. "Your pussy is mine."

"What? But he's my boyfriend."

"I know that," Damian grinned." But be honest. How can you let that loser fuck you when you've had my cock?"

Lori didn't answer, but Damian had made his point. He pulled up his pants, bent over, and kissed her.

"See you soon."
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"Are you OK?" Bradley asked when Lori came back from the bathroom. "You were in there for a long time."

"Yes," Lori said, but there was a frown on her face. "I'm just not feeling very good tonight."

"Oh, I'm really sorry to hear that," Bradley said. "Do you want to go?"

Lori looked around the restaurant as if looking for someone. She turned back to Bradley and managed a weak smile.

"No," she said. "I think I just need to eat something."

Bradley was happy to see that Lori perked up over dinner. She drank some wine, which surprised him because she drank little, but it seemed to make her feel better. Whatever had caused her to be sick went away around the third glass.

"Hey," she said when it was time for dessert. "Let's skip dessert."

Bradley's head snapped up at the tenor of her voice. As he stared at her, she slid a hand up his leg, bumping his cock.

"Oh... Oh!" Lori chuckled as Bradley's hand shot up to catch the server's attention. "Check, please!"

"Slow down!" Lori moaned.

They had found an abandoned part of the campus next to the football field.

"You're so hot!" Bradley gasped, fumbling with his pants. "I want you."

Lori giggled.

"Me too," she giggled. "But I want to try something different."

Bradley straightened up. They were in the back seat of his stepmother's Prius. It wasn't really large enough, but they couldn't go to his house because Heather was there. Likewise, Lori's roommate was studying in her dorm.

It was the back seat or nothing and Bradley was too horny to give up.

"Trust me," Lori said and slid off her panties under skirt. She held out her panties to him.

They were soaked.

"Wow, I..."

"Shh," she whispered and pulled her skirt up over her hips. "Please, I want you to eat me."

Bradley hesitated. He didn't eat Lori out very often. He got the sense he wasn't very good, but he was willing to try anything for his gorgeous girlfriend.

"O... OK," he said and shuffled backward until his ass hit the door. Lori giggled again as he dove between her legs.

"Easy," she moaned. She pushed his head down a little, positioning his mouth over her wet furrow. "Slow."

Bradley flicked his tongue out tentatively. God, she was so wet! He had never seen her this excited before! What had gotten into her? Was it dinner? If he knew what it was, he certainly wanted to keep doing that.

"That's it. Up, lick up my pussy."

Bradley groaned as he heard Lori use the word for her sex. She didn't use words like that often and he felt it deep in his cock.

He licked slowly upward until he bumped into her clit. It was so swollen it was hard, and he wondered again why she was so turned on.

He had little time to think about it as Lori pulled his head further into her pussy and bucked against his face.

"Stick in a finger!" she urged. "Fuck me with your finger, baby!"

Bradley only hesitated a moment. He slid a finger into her sopping pussy. It was warm and wet and pulled clasped around his finger.

"Keep licking!" she ordered and Bradley continued to work her clit with his tongue while he plunged his finger into her pussy. Lori's voice filled the car as she became more excited. "Put in another finger. Do it!"

Bradley did as she ordered. Lori's ass lifted off the seat and her pubic bone slammed into his upper lip. Pain shot through his mouth, but he kept fucking her with his fingers, sensing something huge was building.

It burst a moment later. Lori clawed at his scalp, her hips bucking against his face. Steaming juices squirted from her cunt and covered Bradley's face. He moaned, but Lori didn't let him go. She kept humping his face, drowning him in her lust. He couldn't breathe, but he didn't pull back. He was too proud of the pleasure he had given her. Bradley would have gladly passed out between her thighs if that's what she wanted.

Finally, Lori fell back to the car seat, sighing happily. Bradley looked down at his sated girlfriend, surprised that he had such an effect on her.

"Wow!" he said. "That was... that was—"

"Yeah," she said. "It was."

She lifted herself off the seat and pulled Bradley into a deep kiss. Together, they tasted the juices he had coaxed from her pussy. Bradley felt a heady sense of confidence. He had never gotten such a response from Lori before and he was surprised and proud of her reaction.

"Your turn," she said and maneuvered him to the seat. She tanked at his pants and, still shocked at her reactions to his cunnilingus, he numbly raised his ass so she could expose his cock.

He was hard as a rock and dripping with need. Only now did he feel the pain of lust in his loins. In his excitement of pleasing Lori, he had ignored his own needs. Now, as he watched in shock as she licked her hand and gripped his cock firmly, stroking him hard and fast.

"Oh God! Lori! Slow down!"

"Are you going to cum already, baby?" Lori purred in Bradley's ear. "It's OK. Cum for me, Bradley! Just fucking cum!"

Her hissed commands were like a dagger thrust into Bradley's brain. He cried out in shock as the heat pulsed through his balls and erupted in spurts of hot cum. Lori directed his cock away from her dress and Bradley grunted, helpless, as his cum spewed out over his belly.

"Wow, you came quick!" Lori laughed.

Bradley groaned.

"I told you to slow down," he said petulantly.

"Aww, poor baby!" Lori giggled and gave Bradley a deep kiss. "You liked it though, didn't you?"

Bradley didn't reply. He had liked it. Not just his orgasm, but the way he had pleased his girlfriend. Her pleasure had fueled his lust and caused him to cum almost immediately. Even if Lori had slowed down, he was sure he wouldn't have lasted very long.

"Yes," he said. "I liked it."

"I knew it!" Lori laughed and kissed him again. "And the way you... you ate my pussy was amazing!"

"Thank you."Bradley said, unable to stop from grinning. "I've never seen you that turned on before. What got into you?"

Lori hesitated for a moment, and a frown appeared on her lips. Bradley was regretting asking when his girlfriend grinned.

"You, silly!" she laughed. "You got into me."

"Really?"

"Yes, it was all you, baby," Lori kissed him again, then rubbed his cheek with a warm hand. "What else would it be?"
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"Goodbye, Professor," Bradley called to Professor Dwyer as he finished up his work.

Professor Dwyer didn't seem to hear him. He walked over to her desk. She was looking at her phone. On her left hand, her thumb was fiddling with the large diamond ring on her finger.

"Professor?" Bradley asked. "You OK?"

She looked up at Bradley, surprised to see him standing there.

"Oh, Bradley!" she said. "I'm fine. Are you leaving?"

"Yes," Bradley said, but something in his Professor's eyes stopped him. "Unless you need something?"

Professor Dwyer stood up and, for a moment, she looked like she wanted to say something to him. Then, she smiled sadly, reached forward, and placed a warm hand on Bradley's cheek.

"You're a very sweet boy," Professor Dwyer said. "I'm fine. You go. Have a good weekend."

"All right." Bradley shivered at his pretty professor's touch, but he forced it back down. She wasn't flirting with him. Something was obviously wrong, but Bradley didn't know what to do about it. "If you're sure."

Professor Dwyer smiled.

"I'm sure," she said. "Now, go."

Bradley hesitated, but there wasn't anything he could do. He nodded and left, looking back at the door.

Professor Dwyer was at her desk again, staring at her phone. She had that same worried expression on her face. Bradley wondered what had happened, but at a loss for any solutions, he left her in the office.

In the hall, he noticed his heart was beating faster than normal. Professor Dwyer's vulnerability and touch had touched him deeply. Instead of shaking off the inappropriate thoughts, he thought of Lori and her teasing, exciting handjob. The memory of it was shocking. He had enjoyed it more than actual sex. He had hoped they could experiment more, but he hadn't actually been alone with Lori for the last two days.

He took out his phone and called her number, his cock twitching to life in his pants as he thought of his pretty girlfriend sucking and stroking his cock.

"This is Lori. I must be busy right now. Leave a message."

"Hey," Bradley said, collecting his thoughts. "I was... I was just seeing if you are busy tonight. I'd love to take you out. I've been... I've been thinking about you a lot. Call me back. Love you."

He put his phone in his pocket, his cock throbbing.

He hoped Lori would call him back soon.

"Look who's calling!"

Damian turned the phone so Lori could see it. Bradley's face was smiling awkwardly from the screen, showing a missed call. Unfortunately, Lori couldn't answer the call because she was busy sucking Damian's beautiful black cock.

She moaned against the thick, chocolate shaft, and Damian chuckled.

"Poor fucker," he sneered and threw her phone onto his bed. "He doesn't even realize he's lost you, does he?"

"He hasn't lost me," Lori whimpered.

"Oh, really?"

Damian lifted his heavy shaft and slapped her lips. When she tried to catch his cock, he pulled away and slapped her cheek. She whined, unable to stop his teasing.

"Do you want this cock?"

"Yes!" Lori moaned. "Please!"

Damian liked it when she begged. She'd learned that over the last few weeks. Every day, she would be drawn to Damian's apartment and every day he'd put her on her knees and make her beg for his cock. The shame she felt for Bradley had slowly been transformed into pity and frustration for her boyfriend. If he was bigger or stronger, if Bradley could truly satisfy her, she wouldn't be at Damian's mercy, degrading herself for just an inch of his beautiful cock.

Damian lifted his shaft, holding it against the rigid muscles of his abs.

"Show me how much you want it," he commanded. "Put your pretty little face in my balls."

Over the last two weeks, Lori had learned all the ways to pleasure the young, black stud. Damian enjoyed her submission, and he loved to be worshiped.

She didn't hesitate. She shoved her face into his sweaty ball sac, rooting among the round, plum-sized balls. With one hand she massaged his swollen testicles and with the other she stroked his shaft. She used her entire face and all ten fingers to prove how much she needed Damian.

"You see?" Damian sneered. "He lost you the minute you put that cock in your mouth!"

He slapped again on the cheek, then her forehead. Lori cried out in mock pain, a smile on her lips.

"Tell me your mine!" Damian ordered. "Say it!"

"Oh, God!" Lori whimpered pitifully. "Please don't make me say it!"

"Fine." Damian stepped away from her. "No cock for you."

"No, Damian!" she moaned and crawled across the floor after him. She grabbed his hard calf and hugged his leg. "Please."

"Say it."

She looked up at him with wide, wet eyes. What could it hurt? After all, she had done everything else for him, things she would never dream of doing for Bradley. That was proof enough who she belonged to.

What did words matter?

"I'm yours," she murmured. "I'm yours, Damian."

"That's right," Damian reached down, gripped her chin, and forced her to look into his eyes. "And from now on, I'm the only one who gets that pussy?"

Lori mewled deep in throat, but she already knew the answer.

"Yes," she said. "I'll break up with Bradley and only fuck you."

"Oh, I don't want you to break up with him," Damian grinned. "I want you to stay with the little bitch. You just don't get to fuck him.

"What?" Lori blinked in surprise. "I... I don't understand."

"You don't need to," Damian purred. "All you need to do is listen to me. Understand?"

Her body throbbed with heat. She didn't want to think about Bradley anymore. All she wanted to do was drown herself in Damian's body.

"Yes."

"Good girl," Damian smiled warmly, then he turned around and bent slightly over the bed. "Now, lick my fucking ass. I want Bradley to taste my ass when you kiss him."

"Oh, shit!" Lori moaned. "You're so bad."

"You haven't even seen how bad I can be," Damian laughed. "Now lick my ass, you little slut. You know you want to."

There was no point in denying it. She forced thoughts of Bradley from her mind, bent forward, and shoved her pretty, pale face between Damian's beautiful hard butt cheeks.

Her senses were immediately overwhelmed by the swampy smell of Damian's ass. But, underneath that smell was the musky, alpha male scent that made the young girlfriend dizzy with lust. She worked his tongue into his ass, cleaning the puckered opening thoroughly while she gripped his huge cock with both hands and massaged the massive length. Damian grunted, her ministrations having the desired effect. She continued to worship him, working the big, black man into a lather of hunger.

Finally, when he could stand it no longer, Damian hauled her to her feet and threw her on the bed. She landed on her phone and only had a moment to register the sharp pain in her back before Damian lifted her thighs, swabbed the fat head of his cock against her swollen lips, then plunged his thick, black shaft deep into her vulnerable body.

She forgot the pain in her back as Damian filled her up with his beautiful black flesh. Her body welcomed the invasion. Her boyfriend's bully had reshaped her body, forever altering her needs with his savage fucking.

Sorry, Bradley, the thought flashed hotly inside her head. You just can't compare to a Damian. He deserves my worship. You don't.

You don't

You

Don't

Then, all thoughts of Bradley were torn away as her black lover pounded into her, driving the head of his cock into her belly. Damian powerful arms folded her nearly in half, pushing her thighs against her breasts, his long spear pinning her to the bed as he fucked her.

"Oh, God! Damian! I love it!"

"That's right!" he growled down at her. Sweat beaded up on his dark forehead and dripped onto her cheeks. She was having as much of an effect on him as he was having on her. "You want me."

"Yes!"

"You need me!"

"Yes!" she cried.

"Yes!"

She cried out the word before she had any time to think about it. Did she love him? Wasn't it just sex?

Did it even matter anymore?

"Yes, yes! I love you!"

"Fuck Bradley!"

Damian growled and thrust even harder, taking Lori's breath away. Her body tensed and she felt it, the mother of all orgasms building inside her body, waiting to explode.

"FUCK BRADLEY!" She screamed.

Her world went white as the orgasm crashed through her body. Every nerve ending burst in pleasure. Her whole body jerked, her feet convulsing against Damian's shoulders as she experienced the most mind shattering, world bending orgasm of her young life.

She came back to reality a moment before she felt Damian's body tense. She realized with a moment of panic that he was going to cum inside her.

Oh God! I could get pregnant!

Then, the worry was gone as his cock filled her with his hot seed. Her body shook with aftershocks of her orgasm, pulling him further into her pussy, Damian's powerful seed attacking her unprotected womb. But, she couldn't worry about that. All she could worry about was being connected with Damian in a way she had never been connected with anyone in her life.

If this isn't love, she thought. Then I don't want it.


Epilogue


Heather Wolff opened the back of the car and looked at the groceries stacked in the trunk. She was suddenly tired. Edward was due back the next day, and she was running behind on everything. She didn't know how things had gotten away from her, but they had.

She grabbed a bag and carried it into the house.

"Bradley?" she called. "I could use some help with the groceries!"

There was no answer. He was probably with Lori, although it seemed to Heather that the two of them hadn't been spending that much time together lately. Maybe there was trouble with them? That would be too bad. Lori was a pretty, nice girl and it would be hard on her stepson if she broke up with him.

She thought about that as she walked to the car. It was funny that she just assumed that Lori would break up with Bradley. She just couldn't imagine a world where her stepson was a heart breaker. She loved him and his tender ways. Bradley had a need to please that probably had a lot to do with his mother leaving when he was young. Heather had tried her best to be a good mother to him. Edward often commented on Bradley's attachment to her and that he would have to 'grow up' eventually. She needed to stop mothering him. That seemed as unlikely to Heather as Bradley breaking Lori's heart.

She walked out to the car again and grabbed another sack. She wished Bradley was home right now, because she didn't want to lug another bag of groceries to the kitchen.

As if conjured by magic, she felt a presence behind her. She turned, expecting to see Bradley. Instead, she saw a tall, muscular black man smiling down at her.

A thrill of fear shot through her body, but she quickly quelled it. The man was more of a boy, probably Bradley's age although he was taller and twice as broad in the shoulders. He had come no closer, but stood a respectful, safe distance away and raised his hand.

"Hi!" he said and a wide grin appeared on his dark, handsome face. "I'm looking for Bradley."

"Oh!" Heather said. She would have shaken his hand, but her arms were full of bags. "He's not home. Are you a friend?"

"Sort of," the black man said. "I know him from school."

He took a step forward.

"Can I help you with your bags?"

"Oh!" she said as he grabbed the bags from her and cradled them easily in his big arms. "I... I guess so."

"My name's Damian," the boy said.

The name sparked a note of recognition in her mind. She thought she had remembered Bradley mentioning someone named Damian, but that couldn't be right. From what she had heard, Damian was nothing more than a bully. This nice young man didn't seem the type.

"Ok," Heather said. "Bradley doesn't talk about his friends from school that much. Except for his girlfriend."

"Lori."

Heather nodded and grabbed another bag of groceries.

"Yes, Lori," she said. "Do you know her?"

"Very well," Damian said and followed the young wife and stepmother into the house.

He set the groceries on the counter.

"I'll get the rest of them, Mrs. Wolff," he said.

"Oh, that would be very nice of you, Damian," she said. "And my name is Heather."

"Heather," Damian said, testing the name in his mouth. "It's a pleasure to meet you."

"And you," she said. She was feeling more comfortable with the handsome black man.

After all, any friend of Bradley and Lori was her friend, too.

That's why, when Damian returned from the car with another load of groceries, she called out to him.

"You know, Bradley should be home soon," she said, smiling at the young man from over the grocery bags. "Would you like to stay for dinner?"

"Yes," Damian said with that very handsome smile. "I would like that very much!"
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Coming soon: His Bully Takes His Stepmom!

Go to https://manusdare.com/ for more books and updates!
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