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Bradley kept his distance from the newspaper offices over the next two weeks. He still had a job to do, so he couldn't completely avoid Professor Adler, but he did his best.

Professor Adler seemed content to ignore what happened. The few times they were at the newspaper together, she sequestered herself in her small office, only emerging to answer questions or check a headline. This distance added to the confusion Bradley felt.

So, Bradley was surprised when he found himself once again alone one night with his beautiful professor.

"Hello, Bradley," Professor Adler said.

Bradley sat up straight in his chair, his heart beating faster.

"Oh! Hi, Professor," he said, using her official title and not her first name Janet.

Professor Adler smiled sadly as she looked down at the young man.

"I think it's time that we talk, don't you?"

Bradley didn't know what to say. He wasn't sure there was anything to talk about, and being alone with Professor Adler made him nervous.

It was almost three weeks since he and Lori had sex, by far the longest period since their first time together. They hadn't even been alone long enough for one of the heated petting sessions that had taken the place of actual intercourse. Bradley had too much time alone with his thoughts and fantasies, fantasies that featured his gorgeous, buxom professor.

All this was going through Bradley's mind as he looked up at Janet Adler.

"Oh... uh... OK," Bradley stammered. "What... what did you want to talk about?"

"Oh, Bradley," Professor Adler said with that same, sad smile. She reached out to touch his hair, then pulled back. "I think you know."

Bradley looked around the abandoned newspaper office. When had it gotten so late?

"I should really go," Bradley said. "You know, Lori and I have a date."

It wasn't true. He hadn't actually heard from Lori all day. Still, invoking the name of his girlfriend felt like a shield against Professor Adler's advances.

"I understand," she said. "I just wanted to apologize again for the other night."

"That's OK," Bradley said.

"No, it's not," Professor Adler said. "It was inappropriate. I was just in a low place."

"I see," Bradley said. "So, what you're saying is, you didn't want to kiss me?"

Bradley wasn't sure that made him feel any better.

"Oh, no, Bradley. It's not that." she said and this time she reached out and touched his shoulder. "It's just, I was doing it for the wrong reasons."

"I don't understand," Bradley said.

"I know," Professor Adler said and Bradley saw tears build in her eyes. "I don't either. Just know... just know that I'm sorry."

She was on the verge of crying. Bradley shot up out of his desk, his concern for her overriding the tangled mess of emotions in his heart. He reached out to hug Professor Adler, but she drew back.

"No, I'm OK," she snapped. Then, to soften the blow of her words, she patted Bradley on the chest. "I'm OK."

Bradley dropped his hands and stood awkwardly in front of Professor Adler as she wiped the tears from her eyes.

"Did you say you had a date with Lori?"

"What?" Bradley asked. "Oh! Yeah. Yeah, I do."

"Ok." Professor Adler looked around the newspaper office. "I'll finish up here if you'd like to go."

Bradley knew he was being dismissed. He hesitated. He really didn't like to see his professor in pain, but he realized that staying would only make things worse. So, he grabbed his jacket, nodded at Professor Adler, and headed towards the door. He looked back as he was leaving and saw Professor Adler, standing in the middle of the office, looking lonely and lost.

Bradley contemplated going back, then decided against it. If she wanted him to stay, she would have said so. It was better to leave and avoid causing any further pain.

His mind was in such a state of confusion, he nearly ran into someone on the way out of the building.

"Hey, there, Bradley," A familiar voice said. "Where are you going in such a hurry?"

Bradley looked up and was surprised to see Damian Winters. He had seen little of Damian since the party, a party at which Bradley had gotten very drunk and his onetime bully was forced to take him home. He hardly remembered anything that had happened except for one vivid memory of making out with Lori in front of the quarterback. Other than that hot, weird moment, the rest of the night was blank.

"Oh! Hey, Damian!" Bradley said. "I was just finishing up at the paper. What are you doing here?"

As far as Bradley knew, Damian Winters had no business inside the English building after hours. Why would he be there now?

Damian grinned.

"Just between us," He bent down conspiratorially. "I'm meeting one of the professors to talk about my grades. I guess I need some help in English, if you can believe it."

"Really? Most professors most professors don't meet students after hours."

Damian leaned in close and put a friendly arm around Bradley's shoulders.

"If you ask me, this professor has a soft spot for me. Don't tell anyone."

Damian chuckled to the young man, gave him a pat on the shoulder, and sauntered into the English building.

Bradley stood watching as Damian started up the steps and he got a suspicious feeling.

This professor has a soft spot for me? Is he saying what I think he's saying?

Bradley thought for a moment and pulled out his phone. There were no new messages from Lori or his family. No one was expecting him.

He looked up at the window of the newspaper office. The light was still shining. Bradley frowned, hoping he was wrong, then opened the door, and went back inside.
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"WHAT DID BRADLEY WANT?" Damian asked.

Janet Adler's back straightened, and she felt a tremor ripple through her body. Damn! Just the voice brought back the memory of his strong black hands, hands she wanted to feel on her body even as she fought the illicit urges.

"Where have you been?" she asked.

Did her voice sound needy, or was that just the pressure she felt building inside of her when Damian was away. A hunger that her husband could no longer satisfy, if he ever had been able to satisfy her.

"What? Did you miss me?" Damian grinned.

"You know I did."

"Did you do what I told you to do?"

Janet turned her eyes away from the tall, black athlete, shame making her cheeks burn. One night, at Damian's instigation, she had tried to seduce Bradley. She didn't know why Damian wanted her to distract the young man, but she couldn't deny her black lover.

Strangely, Janet felt worse about what had happened with Bradley than she did when she cheated on her husband. Bradley was an innocent, sweet boy. He didn't deserve what Damian was doing to him.

"I did," she said.

"And?" Damian stepped in close and lifted her chin so she was looking directly into his hazel eyes. She felt the need coursing through her body, a need that had been building for weeks.

"It was just a kiss!" she moaned and stepped closer to her dark lover, trying in vain to slide her arms around his waist.

Damian denied her even this comfort and slipped away from her grasp.

"Just a kiss?"

"Yes!" she cried. "Just a kiss. Just like you told me to do."

"But you wanted more."

It was not a question. It was a fact. How in the hell did he know?

She had felt an attraction to Bradley. It wasn't the intense heat that she felt with Damian, but a warm feeling. It was the same feeling she'd had for Robert, her husband, when they first met years ago, before she worked at Layton. Before Damian.

"Yes," she said.

"I think you have a crush on him."

"Damian, please," Professor Adler said. "I only did it because you told me to. I only want you!"

"You should," Damian said and finally, finally stepped to her and wrapped his muscular arms around her body. She melted into his rich, black form, the familiar bulge of his cock pressing against her stomach.

It had been so long! Too long! She needed that cock, needed Damian to take her, but Damian was playing his games again.

"Bradley's weak," he said. "Don't you agree?"

Janet moaned. She liked Bradley, she did, but she needed Damian like a man in a desert needs a mouthful of water to survive.

That made her answer easy.

"Yes," she whined. "He's weak. Everyone is compared to you."

"That's right," he said. Slowly, so slowly, he dipped his head and kissed her.

It was not a kiss of lust that one might expect. Instead, he kissed her teasingly, drawing the wife and teacher into his mouth until she was kissing him hungrily. Passionately.

With love?

No, not that. Anything but that. Still, what else would you call it. She'd never felt this way for Robert or any other man. She was old enough to know the difference between love and lust, and this was definitely lust, but it was a lust she couldn't live without.

Was that love?

She didn't care. All she wanted, in this moment, was to show Damian how much she wanted him.

"I only want you!" she whimpered against Damian's chest. "Please Damian, you're all I want."

"I know," he said, and pushed her slowly to the ground. "Now, I want you to show me. Show me how much you love me."

"Oh, God!" Her knees hit the ground and a hot throbbing lust shot through her pussy.

Damian unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down over his hips. His thick, dark cock burst from his pants and hit her bottom lip, making the beautiful married professor moan with unabashed hunger.

"Show me," Damian said.

Janet Adler didn't need to be told again. She bent forward and ran her mouth over the dark chocolate length of Damian's cock. When she got to his balls, she buried her face in them, sucking the heavy round flesh into her mouth. Damian groaned in pleasure and the lust pulsed in her pussy, spreading out from her stomach, and lighting up her whole body with fire.

Finally, when her face was gleaming with spit, she pulled back, opened her lips, and pushed the beautiful, black cock deep into her mouth.
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The hallway was dark except for a few security lights that seemed to fill the empty hallway with even more shadows. It was an eerie feeling, walking through the usually busy building and he had the deep sense of dread that comes from being in a place that was off limits.

Despite that fear, Bradley hurried up the steps to the second floor where the newspaper offices were located.

Please let me be wrong! he thought to himself.

He didn't know why it was so important that Professor Adler not be with Damian. Perhaps it was the pedestal he had made for his professor, setting the beautiful woman on a level far above the vulgar day-to-day activities of the student body. Or maybe, it had to do with her interest in him, an inappropriate interest but one that Bradley could convince himself was pure and true. If she was with Damian, it would be an indelible blemish on his professor's image, one Bradley could never forget.

"Bradley's weak, don't you agree?"

Bradley heard Damian say his name and his heart pumped into high gear. He threw himself up against the wall.The door to the newspaper office was open, light spilling out into the darkened hall.

"Yes!" He heard a desperate voice cry out. Bradley peeked around the edge of the doorway and his heart stopped as he saw his beautiful professor in the arms of the big, black athlete.

"He's weak! Everyone is compared to you!"

Bradley couldn't believe it. She was talking about him! But why, why would she betray him like this?

"That's right," Damian said and Bradley watched in agonized jealousy as his bully slowly bent forward and kissed his teacher.

"Show me how much you love me."

Damian's words were low and husky. He put his strong black hands on Professor Adler's pale shoulders and slowly pushed her to her knees. Bradley's beautiful teacher could not have fallen any further from the pedestal than she had right now as Damian pulled out the biggest, blackest cock Bradley had ever seen and smacked Janet Adler's face with it.

He watched in horror as beautiful Professor Adler dove forward into Damian's heavy ball sack and began sucking and slurping on his testicles like they were delicious fruit. He couldn't believe this was the same gentle teacher who had been talking to him just moments ago.

Damian had turned Bradley's crush into a whore.

As if to punctuate that point, Damian put his large hand behind Professor Adler's head and when the gorgeous woman opened her plump, pink lips, Damian forced her head onto his cock.

"That's good, you little slut! That's my good, good girl!"

Professor Adler moaned around Damian's thick cock, but she didn't stop sucking. Bradley watched, his own cock growing hard in his pants, as his professor gagged on the black athlete's shaft. The smaller boy caught his breath when Damian gripped his teacher's head in both hands and shoved his cock all the way down her throat.

Adler couldn't breathe and her neck was bulging from the girthy head of Damian's cock. Her nose was buried in his dark, glistening pubic hair. The helpless teacher raised her hands and pushed against Damian's hard thighs, her wedding ring sparkling in the dim light.

Bradley almost stepped forward to save his professor from choking, but a moment later Damian let her go, and Professor Adler fell back onto her heels gasping for air.

"You like that, slut?" Damian growled down at the gasping, married teacher.

Bradley was shocked when Professor Adler's mouth curled into a smile, and she laughed. Damian had just been brutally choking her with his cock, and she was laughing!

"More!" Professor Adler got back to her knees and gripped Damian's meaty cudgel in her pale hands. "More!"

"That's right!" Damian laughed. "I knew you wanted it!"

His black bully gripped Professor Adler's hair again and pulled her back to his cock. This time one large, black paw gripped Janet's chin, while the other hand grabbed a fistful of hair on top of her head. Then, holding her still, Damian hammered his black cock into her mouth, fucking the respectable professor's face like it was a second pussy. The powerful athlete's heavy black balls slapped wetly against Professor Adler's chin.

It was the hottest, most horrible thing Bradley had ever seen. He never could have imagined his kind, professional teacher would be capable of such a thing. Yet here she was, on her knees, her mouth being used as a toy for Damian's cock.

The powerful black man pounded his professor's pretty face for several, long moments. Finally, Danian pulled his cock from the exhausted professor's mouth and slapped her lips and cheeks with the dripping shaft.

"Now, it's your turn!" Damian growled, reached down, and wrapped his dark hands round Professor Adler's pale neck.

He yanked her to her feet and pulled her to a nearby desk throwing her over the top. Papers and pens sprayed across the floor, but Professor Adler was beyond caring. She looked back over her shoulder at her black lover, a desperate, lewd expression on her face.

Damian pulled up the professor's skirt and ripped her panties down over her hips. For the first time, Bradley could clearly see something he'd only dreamed of. Professor Adler's round, beautiful ass and her swollen, dripping pussy.

"You want that cock, Professor Adler?" Damian spat.

"Yes!"

"Then you're going to have to beg for it!" Damian said.

"Please! Please Damian!" she cried.

Damian slid off his pants and pulled his shirt up over his large, black body.

"What about your husband?"

"I don't care anymore! Please!"

"What about Bradley?"

Bradley's name on Damian's lips hit the young man like a blow to his chest. Why was he bringing him up again?

"I don't care! I don't care about him!"

Bradley stifled a groan of pain as his professor said the words. The kiss no longer mattered to her. Whatever had passed between them had been ripped away by her black lover.

Damian laughed scornfully and pushed the professor down onto the desk. He aimed his thick, black cock at her pussy and Bradley felt a painful surge in his pants when Damian stabbed his teacher deep.

"Oh, God!" his professor screamed. "Oh, God! I missed that fucking cock!"

Bradley was too confused and lost with lust to make sense of the words. Finally, when they penetrated his fevered brain he realized... this wasn't the first time Damian had fucked Professor Adler!

How many times? How long?

The questions didn't matter. Bradley clung to the door frame as the big, black athlete drive his lovely professor into the desk. The furniture shook, and the computer wobbled dangerously, but neither of the lovers noticed.

"Oh! Your cock is hitting me so deep!" Professor Adler screamed. "It hits me so deep every time!"

"Little Bradley couldn't fuck you like this!" Damian's spat down at her. "Your husband can't fuck you like this! Only I can fuck you this good!"

"Yes! Yes, only you!"

Damian growled like an animal and hammered his cock deep into Professor Adler's dripping cunt. Bradley lowered one hand and rubbed a painful erection through his pants. How could he be so hard? Why did this turn him on?

Then, he looked at Damian's cock sawing in and out of the professor's pink pussy lips and it didn't matter. All that mattered was that his black bully, for Bradley now realized Damian had always been his bully, was taking someone he cared about. He was destroying Professor Adler in Bradley's mind and ruining her body in front of him.

Professor Adler's screams increased, and her back arched upward. Damian caught her brown hair in his hand and pulled her head back sharply. The beautiful professor pointed her face at the ceiling and screamed.

"Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"

Bradley had never imagined such rude words coming from his professor's lips. It was almost too much, and he nearly came in his pants. He pulled his hand away from his crotch and balled his fingers into a fist to keep from touching himself.

"I'm cumming, Damian! I'm cumming!"

Bradley never witnessed such lust, such release, in his life. The powerful orgasm affected Professor Adler's entire body, every muscle tensing and releasing as she convulsed on the desktop, continuing to impale herself on Damian's rigid black pole.

Damian, too, was at his limit. After all the cock worship and the furious pounding of the professor's pussy, the powerful athlete could no longer hold back his lust. He pulled out of Professor Adler's cunt and dragged her to the floor.

Once again, his lovely Professor was on her knees before the big, black man. Her blouse had popped open and her large round breasts, the breasts Bradley had dreamed about, were hanging free.

"Oh, you are a good little slut!" Damian grunted as he stroked his dark shaft over Professor Adler's face. "You are my good little slut!"

Professor Adler moaned and, just when Bradley didn't think it could get any worse, Damian unleashed a torrential downpour of thick, hot cum all over the pretty professor's face.

Professor Adler moaned as if she was being anointed with holy oil. But there was nothing holy about the milky ropes of cum that splashed across her cheeks, chin and lips. Thick, white globs of jizz dripped off her chin and onto her breasts.

Janet continued to moan and it was only then that Bradley noticed her hand working furiously between her legs. A moment later, she was convulsing again, having another orgasm as Damian shook out the last drops of cum into her mouth.

Bradley was shaking. The sight before him was so horrifying, so lewd, he didn't know what to do. Instinctively, he took a step back and hit the door, the large thunk loud in the empty hallway.

"Oh my God!" Professor Adler looked at the doorway, her eyes wide, her face splattered with cum.

Bradley ducked out of the way, hoping they hadn't seen him. His heart pounded in his chest as he heard Damian's heavy steps move towards the door.

His cock burning in his pants, Bradley finally ran. He ran awkwardly down the hallway, hoping his bully and the teacher he had once adored hadn't seen him.
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Bradley's heart was still pounding in his chest when he finally exited the English building into the cool, dark night. His phone started ringing, and he looked at the screen.

It was Lori. He contemplated letting the call go to voicemail then, his cock straining in his pants, Bradley realized he really needed to talk to his girlfriend.

"Lori?"

"Hey, Bradley," Lori's voice was bright and cheerful. "How are you doing?"

Bradley looked up at the lit window of the newspaper office

"I'm... I'm fine," he said and began walking quickly away from the building. "Just uh... finishing a few things at the newspaper office."

"Oh," Lori said. "If this is a bad time—"

"No! No, it's fine!" Bradley was out of sight of the English building and his heart had slowed down. It was good to talk to his girlfriend especially after what he had just seen. "What are you doing right now?"

"Well," Lori said. "I was studying, but... "

"Yeah?"

"I just got to thinking we haven't seen each other for a while. I wondered if you wanted to hang out?"

"Sure!" Bradley said, the eagerness obvious in his voice. He took a deep breath. "That sounds fun."

"Good," Lori giggled. "Why don't you come over to my place. Anna is out for the night, we'll have it all to ourselves."

Bradley felt a sting of lust between his legs and realized he was still hard from the lewd scene he had witnessed in the newspaper office.

The promise in Lori's voice made his cock throb even harder.

"Yeah! That sounds great!" Bradley said. "I'll be over. Soon."

"Good," Lori chuckled again, recognizing the eagerness in his voice. "See you soon!"

By the time Bradley got to Lori's apartment, he could barely contain himself. He was still horny from the sight of Professor Adler being hammered by Damian. He was confused by the lust, but now that he was alone with his girlfriend, he realized he could get some release.

"Bradley? What's gotten into you?" Lori laughed as Bradley swept his pretty girlfriend up into a hug as soon as she let him in the door. He kissed her neck, smelling her clean, fresh scent. Her blonde hair was slightly damp, she must have just gotten out of the shower, and he couldn't keep his hands off of her.

"Nothing," Bradley lied. "I just missed you!"

"I missed you too," she laughed and pushed him away. "Just slow down."

Bradley found it hard to breathe. He wanted nothing more than to throw his girlfriend down on her bed, and fuck her hard and fast like Damian had fucked Professor Adler. But he knew if he did that, Lori would stop him, maybe even kick him out.

Finally, he managed a deep breath and sat down on the bed shaking. Lori looked down at him smiling.

"You really are worked up aren't you?" She asked.

"Yes," he said. "I am. It's been weeks since we've been together."

"It hasn't been weeks,'' she laughed as she went to the fridge, opened the door, and took out a bubbly water. "I saw you yesterday!"

Bradley took the offered water, cracked open the top, and chugged the cold liquid down his throat. It did nothing to cool the fire between his legs.

"That's not what I meant," he said. "We haven't been... together."

"Oh, so you've been keeping track?" Lori said icily. "Is that why you're here?"

"No!"

"Oh, so you don't want to fuck me?"

"What? No! That's not what I meant!"

Bradley's mind was racing, searching for the right answer to Lori's questions, hoping something would unlock her desire to give him what he needed.

"I just... I just want to be with you?"

"You mean, you want to fuck me?"

Bradley shook his head. He wanted to fuck her, to hammer her teasing body into submission. But he couldn't very well say that to his girlfriend.

"No," Bradley said. "I mean yes. I just want to be with you!"

There was a sad, almost disappointed look on Lori's face. Then, she smiled again, took Bradley's face in both hands, and kissed him.

"Okay," she said. "Let's be together."

She slid to her knees in front of Bradley and her hands worked at the buttons of his jeans. Bradley sighed with relief as she pulled his jeans down over his hips.

"Oh, wow!" Lori laughed. "You really did miss me!"

Bradley's cock was red, raw, and looked almost angry. The head was sticky with pre-cum.

"Yes," Bradley said. "Yes, I did."

It was only half a lie. He missed her, but that wasn't why he was so turned on. Images and sounds buzzed around his brain. Professor Adler bent over her desk, Damian slamming into her body with powerful, rhythmic thrusts. He could still hear his Professor screaming, begging for more. In his mind, he saw Damian's dark, glistening buttocks tensing and releasing as he punished the beautiful professor until she couldn't stand it any longer.

Bradley's cock jumped as Lori wrapped her warm fingers around the shaft. He moaned. His ass jumped upward into Lori's hand, rubbing his shaft against her palm.

"Please!" Bradley moaned. "Please! I want to be inside you."

"Slow down," Lori said. "I don't want you to come too quickly!"

Even though she said the words, she jerked his cock hard and fast. Bradley gritted his teeth, screwing his butt cheeks into the bed trying to hold back his explosion.

"No! No Lori! I'm going to—"

"Come on, Bradley!" Lori pouted. "Don't come yet! I'm not even wet!"

Bradley tried his best to hold back the pressure in his balls. He wanted nothing more than to sink his tortured cock into Lori's wet, warm pussy.

His girlfriend grinned up at him as she stroked him. Then, she slid her other hand under his balls and her middle finger stretched out and pressed the spongy area between his balls and asshole. Bradley jumped and when he came down, Lori's middle finger popped through the tight sphincter of his anus and embedded itself deep inside.

"Lori, wait! I'm going to—"

Bradley let out a little squeak and his cock erupted. Hot, thin streaks of cum so much thinner than Damian's thick, frothy load, burst out of Bradley's cock and splashed across his belly.

"Oh my God!" Lori laughed as he spurted his lust into his belly button. "Did you really just cum?"

Bradley felt a wave of shame pass through him. He hadn't even lasted a fraction of the time Damian had lasted with Professor Adler.

"I told you to slow down!" Bradley sobbed.

"Aww, I'm sorry," Lori said and wiped her hand on Bradley's pants. "I didn't mean to get you so excited!"

She slid up beside Bradley and snuggled close to him, running her finger over the tip of his drooling cock. Bradley moaned as Lori chuckled.

"Sorry," he said, finally.

"For what?" Lori said.

"For cumming so quickly. I just couldn't hold it in."

"Oh, that's all right." Lori ran her hand down Bradley's flank. "It was fun seeing your little guy get so excited!"

Bradley's cock twitched again. He wasn't sure he liked Lori referring to his penis as a 'little guy', but her teasing manner turned him on all the same.

"So, uh, do you want to hang out?" Watch a movie?"

"Sure!" Lori smiled.

Suddenly, her phone buzzed on the bedside table. She picked it up and glanced at it, then frowned.

"Oh man!" she said.

"What?" Bradley said and tried to look over her shoulder at the screen.

Lori slid it into the pocket of shorts and sighed.

"Anna's car broke down again," she said. "She needs me to go get her."

"I'll go with you,'' Bradley said.

Lori patted him on the cheek.

"No, that's all right," she said. "I'll probably take her out to commiserate over a beer or something. Why don't you just head home?"

Bradley lay back on the bed and frowned.

"We haven't been spending much time together," he said.

"I know, sweetheart." Lori placed a warm hand on his cheek. "I promise, we'll hang out together soon. Call me later?"

Bradley nodded and smiled.

"Sure."

Lori got up from the bed and looked in the mirror, patting her hair down and straightening her shirt. Bradley watched her, enamored with her beauty. She saw him looking and smiled.

"You should clean up before you go," she chuckled. "You're a mess!"

Bradley looked down at his belly. His cum was already drying on his stomach. He nodded.

"I will," he said.

Lori bent down and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.

"Lock up when you leave?"

"Yes," Bradley said. "Love you."

"I love you too, sweetie."
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"So, did you let him fuck you?"

"No," Lori moaned an hour after she had left Bradley. "I did just what you told me to."

"But you wanted to, didn't you?" Damian said.

"No!" She moaned and ran her hands over Damian's dark, curved muscles reveling in the contrast of her pale hands on his chocolate skin. "I didn't!"

"Liar!"

How did he know? How did he know she had been tempted by Bradley's excitement? She had tried to tease her boyfriend, to get him to fuck her hard and fast like Damian did but Bradley just didn't have it in him. At the last moment, he had backed down creating a wave of frustration inside Lori.

So, she had jerked him off and made him cum all over his stomach. She had teased him about his 'little guy', and made him moan in anguish.

And, the worst part? She had enjoyed it.

Damian gripped her wrists and pulled her hands away from his chest.

"Tell me the truth."

"I did," she said. "I wanted to have sex with him."

“And why didn't you?”

"He... he wasn't man enough," she whined.

"Good girl," Damian practically purred and the low resonance of his voice struck a chord deep in Lori's belly. She felt a wave of happiness at pleasing Damian. It was enough to make her wet.

"It just seems... it just seems so cold, what we're doing to him," Lori murmured. "Why can't I just break up with him?"

"You're not ready yet," Damian said.

Lori stopped and looked up into Damian's face. He was smiling, but the smile was cruel.

"What do you mean, I'm not ready?"

Damian reached out and wrapped powerful hands around her thin, pale neck. He pulled her forward until she was inches from his face.

"You're not ready to destroy him," he hissed, his breath hot on her lips. "You're not ready to humiliate him."

"Why?" she moaned. "Why do you want to humiliate him?"

"Because he's weak," Damian said. "Because he has everything and he doesn't know what to do with it. He's weak and I'm strong and I'm going to prove it to him."

"I don't understand," she said.

"I know," Damian grinned. "That's why you're not ready."

Damian dropped a strong dark hand down Lori's lithe, naked flank. Lori gasped as he cupped her breast, squeezing the firm round flesh beneath his hands, then dipped his head and sucked a hard nipple into his mouth.

"Oh, God!" Lori moaned, a shiver of pleasure shot from her breasts down her spine. Damian wrapped a strong arm around her waist and held her in place as he sucked hungrily at her nipples.

"Do you want to be ready?" Damian whispered hotly in her ear. "Do you want to prove you're ready?"

Lori's mind was a tangle of confusing emotions. If by being ready, she had to destroy Bradley, she didn't know. Despite her boyfriend's weakness, she still had feelings for him. How could destroying someone you cared for be the right thing to do?

"I don't... I don't think I can," she whimpered.

All at once Damian let her go and shivered as he withdrew the warmth of his body.

"Then I guess you should go, '' he said cruelly, and bent down to gather up her clothes.

"Go? Why?"

"Like I said, you're not ready."

"What does that mean?"

Damian turned on her, his eyes blazing with an intensity she had never seen.

"It means," Damian said. "If you want to be with me, then you have to leave your old life behind. And there's only one way to do that."

"But I can't just be cruel like that," she said.

"Oh, you can," he grinned. "You've been denying your boyfriend sex for weeks. All he's gotten was a handjob while you've let me fuck you. How is that not cruel?"

Lori felt the sting of tears at the corners of her eyes. He was right, she had been cruel this whole time, even if Bradley didn't know it.

Damian stepped forward and lifted her chin with his hand so she could look into his intense, hazel eyes.

"Bradley doesn't matter anymore," he said. "You want me. And, if you want me then you have to give yourself to me. All of you have to give yourselves to me."

"All of us?"

"Don't worry about that right now." Damian gave her a warm smile. "All you have to worry about is pleasure and forgetting all about your Weak. Ass. Boyfriend!"

Damian lifted her in his muscular arms as if she weighed nothing and laid her gently on his bed. Then, he stood tall above her and slowly pushed down his boxers to reveal his long, thick cock. Lori bit her lower lip, already imagining him filling her with that beautiful monster. Without thinking, her legs spread, inviting her black lover inside.

"Now, do you want me to teach you how to be cruel?"

Lori moaned, but nodded.

"Yes! Please!"

"Good girl," he said and again the words made her heart nearly burst with happiness.

Damian gripped his cock and rubbed the fat head up, and down Lori's swollen slit. She moaned as he pushed his girthy rod deep inside of her. She was suddenly glad that she hadn't had sex with Bradley. He could never fill her as completely as Damian could!

A few weeks ago Damian's cock would have hurt her, stretching her beyond the point of pain. But now, her body had been molded over hours and days of hard, pounding sex. The only thing she felt when Damian stabbed to her core, was intense pleasure.

"Bradley can't make you feel like this!" Damian growled down at her. "He could never fuck you like this!"

"You're right!" she sobbed. "You're right, he can't! Fuck you are hitting me so deep!"

"That's right! You're mine, Lori. Say it!"

"Yes! I'm yours! I'm all yours!"

Damian let out a deep, violent growl and thrust hard inside the young girl. Lori's body rose to meet him, his cock spearing deep into her molten core. She let herself go, losing control under the furious pounding.

The pressure inside her belly built quickly. She wrapped her arms around Damian's thick, black neck, holding on to him as she gave in to his power. The mounting tension reached its apex inside of her and suddenly burst in a glorious, blissful flood.

"Yes! Oh, God! I'm cumming!"

Damian didn't let up. He pounded her through the pleasure, the first orgasm followed quickly by a second, then a third. Lori stopped moving, instead she wrapped her legs around Damian's waist holding on to him as he continued to pound her into the bed, molding her body into the perfect shape to accept his lust.

"Tell me you want me!" he grunted.

"I want you!"

"Tell me you don't care about Bradley!"

Lori moaned in anguish. All the memories of Bradley filtered through her mind. Their first date. Their first kiss. The first time Bradley had made clumsy, sweet love to her.

And all the while, Damian's cock pounded deep inside her belly, throbbing with intense heat. The memories were burned from her mind one by one as she came again on her lover's beautiful, black cock.

"I don't care!" she screamed. "I don't care about Bradley anymore! I only want you!"

"Good girl!" Damian huffed in her ear. "That's good! I'm going to cum inside you!"

"Yes!" Lori sobbed. She was beyond caring, beyond thought.Lori was in perfect, apocalyptic bliss. "Yes! Take me! Just fucking take me!"

With a last violent thrust, Damian buried his cock to the hilt inside the pretty blonde. Lori felt him expand inside of her, throbbing with heat, then explode. Hot cum poured into her pussy until she couldn't hold it anymore, and she felt it squirt out around Damian's shaft.

Damian stayed inside of her for a long time as she twitched and jerked on the bed, her cunt clasping desperately at his pulsating rod, milking every ounce of his lust from his heavy balls. Finally, Damian pulled out of her and a gush of hot semen spurted out of her pussy. Lori moaned as Damian's hot load dripped out of her lips and down the furrow between her ass cheeks.

Damian climbed up onto the bed and pushed his sticky, glazed cock between her lips. Lori moaned with helpless hunger as she cleaned the beautiful black monster. She continued to lick his salty cum off the dark shaft until Damian's beautiful flesh was glistening.

"Now, you're ready," Damian murmured and brushed Lori's hair away from her face.

Lori lay back on the pillow, closed her eyes, and gave Damian a sticky, happy smile.

"Yes," she said. "I'll do whatever you want."


5


Bradley was getting worried. Despite Lori's promise to hang out, they had hardly spoken all week. When he called it went to voicemail and, when he got ahold of her, she seemed distracted. Bradley had asked multiple times if something was wrong and she always answered that she was really busy.

How busy can she be?

After all, Bradley had the same workload and, besides the newspaper, Lori had no other extracurricular activities.

And speaking of the newspaper, things had gotten complicated there, too. He tried to avoid watching Professor Adler or even speaking to her. Every time he looked at her, all he could imagine was her bent over a desk right there in the office, being hammered to the point of insanity by Damian's furious power. The only saving grace was that both Lori and Professor Adler were often gone. There seemed to be no explanation for their frequent absences which, although that concerned Bradley, it made working in the office much easier.

Heather was just leaving as Bradley was coming in the front door. His stepmother looked even more ravishing than usual. She was wearing a sheer silk blouse and a skirt that came to mid thigh. Her dark hair was teased and her makeup was perfect.

"Where are you going, all dressed up?" Bradley asked.

Heather seemed surprised to see Bradley at the front door. She frowned for a moment, thinking.

"Oh, I'm just going out with some friends," she said. "Your father will be home soon. Dinners in the oven."

"Friends?"

It was odd. Bradley had lived with Heather for most of his life and she had shown no interest in going out with friends before. Sure, she had people stop by every once in a while to have coffee, but she hardly ever went out by herself.

I wonder if she's having problems with Dad? he thought. He hoped not because he knew how much his father loved Heather.

"Yes," Heather said, smiling warmly. She patted Bradley on the cheek. "Just some old high school friends who came into town. I'll be back later. Your father already knows."

Bradley nodded dumbly and stood in the hallway watching as Heather walked out the door.

Bradley was used to having a lot of female energy around him, but now he was once again alone. He couldn't help but feel a little sad.

What the hell was going on with the women in his life?
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PROFESSOR JANET ADLER hurried to the English building, her heart beating rapidly. She did not know why Damian had called her and told her to come to the newspaper office. Janet had given up trying to figure out the strange notions of the sexy young man. No doubt this was another way of exerting his control over her. Damian seemed to revel in making the once faithful wife and professional teacher debase herself for his pleasure.

And yet, Janet was already feeling the familiar stirrings of lust in her body. She had not been intimate with anyone besides Damian for weeks and the pretty professor found she no longer minded not getting attention from her husband. Damian was more than man enough to please her. It might be wrong, but it felt so good.

The English building was mostly dark when she arrived, except for a few lights in the classrooms on the second floor. Janet felt a thrill of fear of being somewhere she shouldn't be. She quickly entered the dark building and hurried up the flight of stairs to the newspaper office.

Why would Damian want to meet me here? she wondered again.

She didn't have long to wonder when she walked into the office and was shocked to find Damian completely naked, his long muscular form sitting in an office chair. On her knees in front of him were the nude forms of Bradley's girlfriend, Lori, and a voluptuous woman with dark hair that Janet didn't recognize.

"Damian? What... what's going on?"

"Oh, hello, Professor Adler, '' Damian chuckled. "Come on in!"

Lori turned from Damian's crotch, a sly smile spreading across her face.

"Hi, Professor Adler!"

"My God! Lori? What are you doing?"

The other woman turned, and the professor could see she was about her age. She was also gorgeous, with large, full breasts and a plump bottom.

This new woman at least had the decency to look embarrassed.

"Who is that?" The beautiful woman looked up at Damian in confusion. "Damian?"

"Don't worry, Heather," Damian stood up and patted the woman on her head like she was a favored pet. "She's another friend. This is Bradley's professor."

"Professor?"

Damian ignored the woman and sauntered to the startled professor. He reached out to touch her brown hair, and she pulled back.

"What's the matter?" Damian asked. "You don't want me to touch you?"

"It's not that... it's this," Janet said gesturing at the two women who stood up and snuggled up against Damian. They seemed unable to stop touching his dark skin. Janet knew how that felt. Her own fingers itched to touch her dark skin.

"Listen," Damian murmured and put his arm around Janet's shoulders. "We're all here for the same reason. To feel good."

Janet trembled as Damian slid behind her running his hands over the sides of her breasts and down to her hips.

"Lori," Damian said. "Do you have something you want to say to Professor Adler?"

Lori nodded and bit her lip coquettishly. Janet had never imagined the studious and innocent Lori would be mixed up in something like this. But, as she swayed forward sexually on the balls of her feet the innocent, no nonsense student was replaced by a confident, sexual woman.

"You're so beautiful, Professor Adler." she murmured and ran a hand across Janet's cheek. "I've had such a crush on you!"

"No!" Janet shivered under the young girl's touch. The startled teacher tried to step back from Lori's touch, but Damian's hard body held her in place.

"Oh, yes,' Lori grinned up at her teacher. "Let me show you."

Janet whimpered as the young girl slid her hand around her professor's neck and pulled her down into a soft, wet kiss. As Lori's mouth worked on Janet's lips, Damian unzipped the back of the professor's skirt and slid it down over the swell of her hips.

Lori continued to kiss Janet, sucking her teacher's tongue into her mouth. Slowly, she unbuttoned Janet's blouse and Damian pulled it back and off her shoulders. Damian's sure agile fingers unsnapped Janet's bra and he exposed her large breasts and hard, pink nipples to the young blonde.

"Oh, God!" Janet moaned as the young girl suckled her breasts. Heat filled her chest and spread down to the professor's belly.

Damian took advantage of the distraction and slid her panties over Janet's round ass and down to her ankles. And just like that, the cheating wife and disgraced professor was naked.

Lori slowly kissed her way down Janet's body until she was on her knees. Damian gripped his professor's leg and lifted it up, holding her up on the toes of one foot, and spreading her pussy for the young girl.

"Oh, Lori! Don't... " But Janet didn't mean it. Her whole body was electrified by Damian's touch and the hungry kisses of the blonde girl.

Lori's tongue flicked out and slid up the swollen furrow of Janet's cunt. She cried out in pleasure as Lori teased her clit, sending a shock of lust through Janet's body. She quivered in Damian's arms but he held her up easily, allowing Lori to attack Janet's pussy with her hungry mouth.

"Come here, Heather," Damian demanded. "Come here and give Bradley's teacher a kiss."

Janet lifted her head and watched the older woman walk towards her. Lori continued to lick and suck at her pussy, drawing her clit into her mouth and attacking it with her tongue. Meanwhile, Heather came up to Janet's side, her mouth inches from Janet's lips.

"This is Bradley stepmother, '' Damian whispered in Janet's ear. "You are all the women in Bradley's life. And now you're all mine."

Janet moaned, but Heather was already pushing forward, sliding her tongue between Janet's lips and forcing the professor's moans down her throat. Janet fought for a moment, trying to hold back her mouth from Bradley's stepmother, when her pussy suddenly burst and released a flood of fluid into Lori's mouth.

Heather swallowed the pretty professor's cries as Lori continued to work her pussy. Janet's whole body spasmed in pleasure and she shook in Damian's arms. The one leg holding her up suddenly gave way and Damian gently lowered her to the floor, disconnecting Janet's body from the other women's mouths.

Janet continued to shiver on the floor, reveling in the powerful orgasm. Three smiling faces looked down at the quivering professor. Janet looked up at the black man and he grinned. warmly down at her.

"Good?" he asked.

"Yes," Janet said. "So good!"

Damian kissed Lori, then gestured for her to kneel down beside her teacher. Damian then kissed Heather, but the wife and stepmother seemed reluctant to sink to the floor.

"I don't know," Heather moaned.

"What don't you know, Heather?" Damian lifted her chin and placed a small kiss in her bottom lip. "Don't they look beautiful?"

Heather looked at the two women on the floor, then nodded her head.

"And you want me, don't you?"

"Yes, Damian," she said and her voice sounded like a little girl's.

"Then, you know what to do."

Heather nodded and, finally, dropped to her knees beside Janet and Lori. All three women looked expectantly up at the black man.

"Well now," Damian said, knelt down, and picked up Janet's dropped bag. He opened it up and pulled out her phone.

"Why don't you call Bradley and tell him to come over here," Damian grinned. "Tell him it's an emergency."
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AFTER BRADLEY RECEIVED Professor Adler's text, he tried calling her back, but got no answer. What could his professor want? Did she know he had watched her and Damian? Or, was this another attempt to seduce him?

No matter the reason, Bradley realized he couldn't just ignore the message. He had to find out what was wrong.

Bradley parked his car in the empty lot by the English building and contemplated his reflection in the rear-view mirror. He straightened his collar and smoothed back his hair, then stopped himself.

Why are you worried about how you look? It's not a date!

He smoothed a stray lock of hair down, anyway. Even though it was wrong, he couldn't suppress the excitement of seeing his beautiful teacher. If his girlfriend would not pay attention to him, at least his professor would.

Like the night he had spied on Damian and his professor, the halls of the English building were dark, lit only by dim security lights. The rooms were empty and everything was ghostly quiet, hammering home the illicit nature of this act. Bradley pushed such thoughts away and hurried up the steps.

Again, the newspaper office light was on. Again, Bradley could hear muffled voices. Thankfully, there were no cries or the rhythmic pounding of two people having sex. Instead, there were giggles and indistinct murmurs coming from the room. Bradley wondered who else was in there.

He stepped into the doorway and stopped. Janet Adler wasn't there. Instead, Bradley saw two naked women kneeling in front of Damian, eagerly worshipping the black man's enormous cock.

"Well, well." Damian flashed a handsome, evil grin. "What have we here?"

Bradley couldn't move. He was mesmerized by the vision of the two women's mouths on either side of Damian's cock running the glistening black length of it between their lips. Then, they both turned to look at Bradley.

Bradley's heart stopped! On the floor, on their knees in front of his black nemesis, were Bradley's girlfriend and stepmother. Their faces were wet with spit and the sticky drops of pre-cum leaking from Damian's dark monster. Lori grinned drunkenly, in a fugue state of lust. His stepmother, the woman who raised him, frowned, but she didn't get up. Instead, she stayed close to Damian's leg, his thick, black shaft rubbing against her cheek.

"I guess we're all here," Damian chuckled.

Bradley shook his head, unable to speak, but knowing that he couldn't stay here. Already his body was reacting to the site of his girlfriend and stepmother on their knees in front of Damian. If he stayed here, he wouldn't be able to hide the growing hard on in his pants. This was humiliating enough without having them see he was excited. He needed to run.

He stepped back and stumbled, only to feel a soft, warm body press itself against him.

"I'm sorry, Bradley," A husky voice murmured in his ear. "I didn't want to, but Damian said it was the only way."

Bradley turned and was shocked to find Professor Adler standing behind him. She was naked and, for a moment, all he could do was look at her round full, round breasts and wide hips. Her pale skin was flushed like she had been running or...

or fucking

... or that. He couldn't move as the voluptuous professor snuggled up against him, wrapped her arms around his waist, and pulled him into her swelling curves.

"What are you doing?"

"I think that's pretty obvious," Professor Adler chuckled. "Tell me you're not that innocent."

"What? No, I mean... why?"

"That's simple," Damian said. Professor Adler turned Bradley around to face his bully. "You have everything. Money, a nice family, a loving girlfriend."

At this, Damian snickered down at Lori who had the decency to look away.

"You have everything and you don't deserve it. Because you're weak."

"I'm not!" Bradley snapped, and he balked his hands into fists.

"Are you going to hit me, Bradley? You know how that's going to go."

Bradley took a step forward, anger slicing through his chest. He saw only red, red and the dark skin of Damian Winters.

Professor Adler wrapped her arms around Bradley's shoulders holding him in place as Damian took a step forward. His body was inches from Bradley and the smaller man realized with horror that the thick length of Damian's cock was bumping against his leg. Bradley braced himself for Damian's fist to hit him in the stomach.

But, that wasn't the pain Damian had in mind. He nodded over his shoulder at Professor Adler. Professor Albert slid her hand down and cupped Bradley's hard cock.

"Oh my God! She moaned. "You were right, Damian! He does like it!"

"No!" Bradley groaned and pushed her hands away. Damian stepped forward and gripped Bradley around the neck.

"Hold still," he hissed in Bradley's face. Meanwhile, Professor Adler unbuttoned his pants and slid them down over his didn't hips. Bradley's thin, pale cock sprang from his shorts.

"Oh God, Heather!" Lori said. "Look at it. Look at it next to Damian's!"

Bradley whimpered as his stepmother crawled over to them and looked up at Bradley's thin cock quivering next to Damian's huge, black pole. Lori came up on the other side and gripped one in each hand.

"I knew you were small, Bradley!" Lori laughed. "I just didn't realize how much smaller."

"God, please stop!" Bradley groaned, but Lori didn't stop. Instead, his girlfriend stroked his cock. He realized as she stroked him hard and fast that he had been trained to enjoy handjobs and Lori had gotten very good at them. So good that even as he protested, pre-cum drooled out of the tip of his cock and on to her hand.

"He's so close!" Lori giggled. "Look at him! He's going to explode!"

Bradley shook off Damian's hands and pushed back against Professor Adler's body. He wanted to run but he couldn't hurt his female professor or his girlfriend. He was trapped between their bodies, unable to run and unable to curb his mounting desire.

Heather was frowning sadly, but Bradley couldn't tell if it was because she pitied him or was disgusted by Damian's behavior. Since his stepmother was the only one not laughing, he called out to her.

"Please, Heather!" he sobbed. "Please! You don't have to do this."

Damian's eyebrows shot up and he looked first at Bradley, then at Heather.

"Have to do this?" Damian laughed. "Bradley, she wants to do this."

He turned to Heather, his thick, black cock swaying inches from his stepmother's face. This was the woman who had taken care of him most of his life, who had held him when he was sad, and who had kissed his pain away. Those lips, so pink and perfect, now opened wide and Bradley reeled back on his heels as Damian stabbed his black monster deep down his stepmother's throat.

Heather gagged on his dark pole, her throat bulging as Damian invaded her windpipe. She choked and gagged herself on his bully's cock, reveling in her masochistic submission. The echoes of her gurgles and coughs filled Bradley's ears and he couldn't stand it. He sank slowly to his knees, getting an even better view of his bully face fucking the woman who raised him.

"It's beautiful, right Bradley?" Lori whispered in his ear, her firm hand back on his cock. "Heather is so beautiful when she's happy."

"Oh, God!" Bradley moaned. "Please, no more."

He struggled, but Professor Adler was now next to him, her pale arms around his chest, holding him in place while his stepmother sucked his bully's black cock and his girlfriend stroked his penis in time to Heather's face fucking.

"Lori, I can't! I can't hold it!"

"I know!" Lori laughed. "You always cum so quick!"

Damian growled and pulled his cock out of Heather's mouth. His stepmom gasped for air, then dove forward and buried her face in Damian's balls, snuffling and rooting at his crotch, unable to get enough of his bully's dark flesh.

Lori bore down on Bradley's cock. He felt the orgasm press upon his balls, the pleasure an exquisite agony.

Yet, just as he was about to cum, Lori stopped stroking. Bradley groaned and humped his hips upward, involuntarily trying to find his girlfriend's hand. His penis twitched and wept pearly drops of cum, but the full pleasure of his orgasm was denied.

"Don't cum yet, baby!" Lori giggled. "We're just getting started!"

Damian pulled Heather to the floor, her head facing Bradley. With strong black hands, he lifted the stepmother's legs until her thighs were pressing down upon her large breasts. Then, with a grin and a wink at Bradley, he thrust his huge, black cock deep inside his stepmother's pussy.

"Oh, God!" she screamed. "It's so big!"

"Tell your stepson!" Damian growled. "Tell your stepson how good it is!"

"So good! Bradley, it's so good!" Bradley tried to look away, but Professor Adler held his head in place forcing him to watch as Damian pounded his stepmother into the carpet. The woman who raised him screamed with pleasure, her feet twitching with each thrust of Damian's monstrous cock. Bradley couldn't believe what he was seeing.

"Damian! Damian, fuck me! Fuck me!"

Damian grunted, a cruel smile on his face and he pounded even harder into Heather's body. Bradley watched, helpless, as Heather's head rolled back and forth. Suddenly, her back arched her face upside down and pointed at Bradley. Her mouth opened and she screamed at her stepson.

"Yes! Yes I'm cumming!" she cried and a moment later her body convulsed on the floor. Every muscle tensed and released as her orgasm rolled through her body.

"I'm going to cum too!" Damian hissed. "I'm going to cum in your married fucking pussy!"

"Yes! Give it to me!

Bradley shook his head, but couldn't look away.

"I'm going to give you my baby! I'm going to fuck a baby inside you!"

"Yes! Give me your strong, black baby, Damian! Please!"

Her cries echoed in Bradley's years as Damian buried his black shaft to the hilt inside Heather's body. Heather screamed, another orgasm bursting through her, even as Bradley's powerful bully filled his stepmother with his potent seed.

"No!" Bradley moaned. "No more!"

"Sorry, baby," Lori stood up and walked over to Damian. "It's not over yet."

Lori knelt down beside Damian, gripped his dark cheeks in her pale hands and planted a deep, passionate kiss on his lips.

No! Bradley thought. This can't be happening!

But, it was happening. Right in front of his eyes.

And Lori was next. Damian pulled out of the twitching body of his stepmother and enfolded his pale girlfriend in his powerful, black arms. Lori kissed her boyfriend's bully with more hunger than she had ever shown with Bradley. Her small, white hand slid down Damian's dark chest, across the ridges of his stomach and took his enormous cock in her fingers. Bradley moaned, watching as the thick, black cock coated with his stepmother's juices and Damian's sticky, white cum grew hard again. Damian had already cum once and he was hard again, turned on by Bradley's humiliation and the firm body of his girlfriend.

Heather continued to writhe upon the ground as Damian pulled Lori to the desk. Bradley shook his head again and tried to move, but Professor Adler was there, her soft body pressing up against his back, holding him in place with a pillowy pressure Bradley couldn't resist.

"Watch, Bradley," Janet murmured in his ear. "Damian's going to make your girlfriend so happy!"

Bradley groaned in anguish but, when Janet dropped her hand between his legs, he was shocked to find that his cock was harder than ever. Despite the pain and humiliation, when Damian gently laid his girlfriend on the desk and lovingly opened her legs, Bradley's cock throbbed with lust.

"I don't know how he knew," Professor Adler chuckled. "But he did. Damian knew you'd like it."

Bradley could only whimper as his beautiful professor stroked his cock. A moment later, his girlfriend cried out from the desk as Damian sank his thick, black cock deep inside her.

"Oh, fuck, baby!" Lori sobbed. "Fuck, it is so big!"

"It feels good, doesn't it?"

"Yes! Yes! So good!"

Damian sawed his thick cock in and out of Lori's pink cunt while Professor Adler continued to pump his cock. It hurt, but the pain brought forth an exquisite pleasure buried deep within the young man.

"Better than Bradley?" Damian growled.

"Yes! Yes, so much better!" Lori screamed and Bradley felt the pressure build in his balls at his girlfriend's confession.

"Tell him!" Damian commanded. "Tell him it's over!"

"Oh, God!" Lori craned her head sideways and locked her eyes on Bradley. "It's over, Bradley! I don't love you!"

The first spurt of cum appeared at the head of Bradley's cock and Professor Adler stroked him straight through the emotional pain.

"Who do you love?" Damian said.

"You! I love you, Damian!"

"No!" Bradey screamed, but already his cock was spurting out a second load of cum. It dribbled out of the end of his cock and splattered on the floor.

Lori screamed and her screams pierced Bradley's heart. She was cumming on Damian's cock as Bradley's small load made a puddle on the floor. 

To add insult to injury, Damian grunted a moment later and hammered his cock inside Bradley's girlfriend. Lori wrapped her arms and legs around the big, black bully, holding onto him as Damian shot his cum deep into Lori's womb. Bradley fell back into Professor Adler's arms. She cooed softly in his ear. Meanwhile, Damian and Lori kissed like lovers on the desktop.

Finally, Damian pulled out of Bradley's girlfriend, rubbing the tip of his cock against Lori's pussy. Then he turned his attention to Bradley.

"Come here, Bradley!" Damian stepped forward, his sticky black cock swaying back and forth. Bradley tried to look away from the monster that had fucked his girlfriend and stepmother right in front of his eyes, but he couldn't.

Damian grabbed a handful of Bradley's hair and pulled him forward towards the desk where Lori was still lying.

"Show Bradley what he's going to be missing," Damian grunted.

Lori smiled up at her black lover then turned around on the desk and lowered her legs over the side. She spread her thighs and showed Bradley her dripping, pink pussy.

"Clean her up, loser," Damian growled and pushed Bradley's head between his girlfriend's thighs. Bradley could smell the rank odor of Damian's seed mixed with the juices of his girlfriend.

"I... I can't," Bradley groaned, trying to pull away from his girlfriend's pussy. "I can't."

Lori grinned down at her boyfriend.

"Bradley," she laughed. "You've been eating his cum for weeks!"

Bradley's heart fell. He remembered the times that he had licked Lori's pussy over the last few weeks, how her juices were sticky, how her cunt had taken on a swampy, rank odor. But, he had eaten her anyway. Enthusiastically, even hungrily, trying to please his girlfriend in any way that he could.

It was only now he realized the only way to please her was to clean Damian's cum from her dirty pussy.

Heather sat up beside him, finally able to move after her powerful orgasm. She placed a warm hand on the back of Bradley's neck.

"It's all over now, honey," she said. "She's not your girlfriend anymore. I'm not your stepmother. It's all done. It's time to give in."

Then, Heather gripped the back of Bradley's head and shoved his face into his girlfriend's pussy.

Bradley groaned, but didn't fight against his stepmother's hand. Instead, he buried his face into Lori's dirty, smelly sex.

Meanwhile, Damian pulled Professor Adler to the desk. He bent her over the top, her huge breasts hanging over the edge , and entered her from behind.

"Fuck! Fuck!" She cried. Bradley looked up to see Professor Adler's round breasts bouncing violently as Damian pounded her from behind. "Oh, Bradley! It's so big!"

"He could never satisfy you!" Damian growled. "You're better off without him."

"You're right! Oh God! God forgive me, I love you!"

Her words were like acid inside Bradley's brain. Heather pushed him deeper into Lori's pussy, and his girlfriend's thighs clenched against the sides of his head, muffling the screams of ecstasy from his professor. He was helpless from the onslaught of sounds, smells, and tastes. All he could think of was giving what little pleasure he could.

Meanwhile, the desk shook, each thrust of Damian's cock thumping along the desktop and making Lori's body vibrate. There were tears in Bradley's eyes, but he couldn't watch as his lovely professor was the last to succumb to his bully's beautiful, black body.

"Oh, God! Damian, I'm going to cum!"

Professor Adler screamed. Lori dug her fingers into Bradley's hair and forced his face against her pubic bone. Furiously, she rubbed her cunt up and down his nose and mouth to force herself over the edge.

Professor Adler cried out a moment before Bradley's girlfriend bucked upward against his lips and jammed her pubic bone into his nose, the pain firing through his brain. He didn't fight; he didn't move. Instead, he let Lori use his face like a sex toy until, finally; she came. Damian's thick cum dripped into Bradley's mouth, followed by a Lori's clear, tangy juices.

"My turn!" Damian howled.

Lori pushed Bradley back onto his heels. He was just in time to see Professor Adler, tears of joy dripping down her face, staring at him. Damian grunted and stabbed deep into Bradley's professor and she stared, her eyes locked onto him as his bully filled her with his virile seed.

"He's cumming inside me, Bradley! He's going to make me pregnant too!"

Bradley fell backward onto his bottom, defeated. Heather stood up and hugged Damian as Lori snuggled up against the black bully's other side. They rubbed his chest and the rippled muscles of his abs, and Damian rewarded them with deep passionate kisses.

Professor Adler finally broke her connection with Bradley. She gave him a last, sad smile then spun around on the desktop. to her black, her round bottom pointed towards her student. Bradley could see the dribbles of cum leaking from Professor Adler's pink, swollen lips as she bent forward and cleaned off his bully's cock.

And just like that, the three women in Bradley's life forgot about him. Their sole focus was Damian's pleasure. Damian smiled cruelly at Bradley, knowing that he had truly taken everyone Bradley loved.


Epilogue


Bradley entered his house, the sounds of sex meeting his ears almost immediately. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, his bag dropping lifelessly to the floor. The thoughts he had been trying to avoid all day came back in a rush.

Lust, hunger. Shame. A complex cocktail of feelings that Bradley had yet to process. Of course, Damian didn't give him time.

"That you, Bradley?" Damian called from the living room.

Bradley trudged to the doorway, unable to stop his feet.

Lori and Heather were naked and kneeling in front of Damian who sat in Edward's old chair and grinned at Bradley as the unfortunate young man entered the room.

"It's about time you got home!" he laughed.

Lori giggled, but her laughter was muffled by Damian's thick cock in her mouth. Heather was kneeling beside her, petting the blonde's hair like she was a favorite daughter.

"Oh, Bradley!" Heather beamed up at him, her eyes glassy with lust. "Would you mind making dinner? I was going to but this bad boy distracted me."

"It didn't take that much, did it slut?" Damian laughed and Heather swatted him playfully on his muscular thigh.

"Oh you!"

It had been like this ever since Bradley's father had left. Well, left was a generous term. Heather had gotten the house in the divorce and Damian, Lori and Janet had all moved in. Bradley should have left with his father, but something pulled him back to the house.

The two women, on the floor turned and Bradley suppressed a groan as he saw their expanding bellies, both of them full of Damian's baby. The affairs, as well as the children, were an open secret at the school but, because of Damian's football skills, it had been swept under the rug by school officials. That didn't stop the snickers as Bradley walked down the halls, cheerleaders and football players openly laughing at Bradley's pain.

Eventually, he would have to leave the house, and college, and move on. But, right now, all he could do was watch his ex-girlfriend and ex-stepmother worship his bully's big, black cock. Bradley's body was already responding to the horrible, tawdry sight. It was that pleasure, fleeting as it was, that kept him coming back for more.

"What are you waiting for?" Damian snapped. "Get the fuck in there and make us dinner!"

Both women laughed, then continued to lick and suck their black master.

Bradley stumbled into the kitchen, only to be greeted by the lovely, pregnant form of his professor. Janet was dressed in a flimsy robe open in the front to show off her taut, round belly.

"Oh, Bradley!" she said and smiled warmly. "I'm so glad you're home!"

Bradley's heart leapt. She sounded like she was really glad to see him and a warm flush crept to her cheeks.

"Damian just fucked me so hard!" she moaned, sat down on a stool and spread her legs. "I need some of your special attention."

Bradley let out a small whine as he looked at his gorgeous professor's pussy dripping with Damian's thick seed. Despite the shame, he felt a tingle on his tongue as he imagined licking Janet's swollen lips, cleaning away the mess Damian had made.

"I don't... I don't know," Bradley protested. "I'm supposed to be making dinner."

"I'll help you," Janet said and ran a finger up the side of her pussy. "Don't you want to lick me? It's been a long time."

Bradley nodded. Janet scooped a dollop of Damian's cream onto her finger and held it up for Bradley.

"Come on, Bradley!" she cooed. "If you eat me, I'll make it worth your while."

Bradley looked into her eyes to see if she was teasing. It was a rule around the house that the women weren't supposed to touch Bradley.

"How?" Bradley asked.

Janet sat up and pressed her large, milk-laden breasts together. Bradley's mouth went dry as she molded her cleavage for him to see. Then, the sexy professor sat back and rubbed her sticky hand across her round belly.

'I'll let you jerk off and cum on my belly," she said. "I'll let you cum looking at the gift Damian gave me. Is that what you want?"

Bradley whimpered and stared at Janet's round belly. He shook his head, but his cock was rock hard in his pants.

"Suit yourself," Janet huffed and started to stand up.

"Wait!" Bradley said.

Janet sat back and pouted up at her student.

"What?"

Bradley said nothing. Instead, he sank to his knees on the tile. Janet's face broke out into a beautiful smile and she opened her legs. Bradley looked up at his beautiful professor, then buried his face between her legs.

"That's good, Bradley!" Janet laughed. "Such a good boy!"

The End
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Thank you so much for reading! If you enjoyed this series, check out my interracial cuckold series Dream Job! Check out the series, my links and sign up for my newsletter at https://manusdare.com/dreamjob
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