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Chapter 1




The hallway of Sheffield High School buzzed with activity between classes. Sarai leaned casually against the cold metal lockers, her two best friends Keisha and Aaliyah flanking her like guardians of her little kingdom. Her black curls fell wildly over her shoulders, each strand seeming to have a life of its own as she ran her fingers through her dense, rebellious hair. The metallic taste of anticipation lingered on her tongue.

“Look who’s coming,” Keisha murmured, nodding toward the other end of the hallway. “Our little white teddy bear.”

Sarai’s gaze followed Keisha’s nod, and a mocking smile spread across her full lips like honey dripping over warm bread. John moved clumsily through the crowd, his massive body awkward among the other students like an elephant in a china shop. His blond hair was poorly cut, the strands already sticking to his round skull with sweat. His shirt strained across his soft belly, the seams protesting with each of his heavy movements.

“Oh my God, look at those jeans,” Aaliyah giggled, covering her mouth with her hand as if she could hide her cruelty. “They’re at least two sizes too small. His ass is practically spilling out like dough from a pan that’s too small.”

Sarai examined him from head to toe, her dark eyes glittering with amusement like black diamonds in the light. She felt her nipples stiffen with excitement—not from lust, but from pure, sadistic anticipation. “That’s not even the worst part. Did you see him sweating in math yesterday? The guy was completely soaked just from sitting still. Like a pig in heat.”

“Disgusting,” Keisha groaned theatrically, making a face as if she’d bitten into something repulsive.

John came closer, his blue eyes nervously scanning the floor as if he could find a hiding place there. He wore his heavy backpack over both shoulders, making him look even more awkward, like a turtle wanting to retreat into its shell. Sweat stains were already showing under his armpits like dark maps of his fear, even though it was only ten in the morning. The musty smell of his nervous sweat mingled with the cheap deodorant he had obviously sprayed in panic.

“Hey John!” Sarai called sweetly, her voice dripping with false friendliness like poisoned honey, as the three girls surrounded him like predators circling their prey. Sarai crossed her arms over her chest, emphasizing her youthful curves and stretching her tight tube top even further. Her kiss-mark tattoo on her right collarbone was clearly visible above the black fabric—a provocative symbol of her rebellion against everything proper and decent. “Tell us, John—have you ever had a girl? Or are you still a virgin?”

The words cut through the air like sharp blades. John’s face immediately turned dark red, the flush creeping from his neck over his fleshy cheeks up to his hairline. His blue eyes widened in shock like those of a deer caught in headlights, as he shifted from one foot to the other. The heavy backpack slipped from his shoulder and he fumbled nervously with it, his thick fingers trembling like autumn leaves in the wind.

“I-I... that’s none of your business,” he stammered, his voice breaking embarrassingly like that of a boy going through puberty.

Keisha and Aaliyah giggled behind their hands like evil fairies from a fairy tale. Sarai stepped closer, her dark eyes flashing with amusement, and she took a deep breath. She could smell his nervous sweat—salty, sour, laced with fear and desperation. She saw how his soft face glowed with embarrassment like an overripe tomato.

“Oh come on,” she purred, tilting her head to the side with feigned innocence, her black curls falling over her shoulder like a dark waterfall. “We’re all friends here. You can trust us.”

Her fingers played with one of her thick black curls as she studied him like a predator eyeing its prey—patient, calculating, hungry for what was to come. She felt her skin heating with excitement, the sweet poison of power pulsing through her veins.

“I... I need to get to my next class,” John mumbled and tried to push past them, his massive body swaying like a ship in a storm.

Aaliyah smoothly stepped into his path, her hips swinging exaggeratedly like a snake preparing to strike. “In such a hurry? Break isn’t over yet. Besides, it’s so boring around here.”

“Besides,” Keisha added with a broad grin that exposed her white teeth like those of a shark, “we wanted to ask you something. For a project.”

Sarai nodded seriously, even though her eyes sparkled with malicious joy like black stars. “Exactly. A social studies project about... interpersonal relationships.”

John’s Adam’s apple bobbed nervously up and down like a trapped bird. Beads of sweat formed on his broad forehead, his blond hair already sticking to it like wet spaghetti. The other students in the hallway began to take notice, their conversations falling silent, their gazes turning to the little scene. They formed a loose circle around the drama, like spectators in an arena.

Sarai felt the attention of the others like an electric shiver across her heated skin. This was even better—an audience made it so much sweeter, so much more intense. Public humiliation was like an aphrodisiac for her. She took another step closer to John, so close that she could smell the musty odor of his nervous sweat—a mixture of fear, cheap soap, and male musk. Her tube top stretched across her firm breasts as she leaned slightly forward, looking directly into his panicked blue eyes.

“So, John,” her voice was velvet-soft yet cutting like a knife wrapped in silk, “for our project we need to know: What’s the furthest you’ve ever gone with a girl?”

Keisha and Aaliyah suppressed giggles as more and more students stopped to watch. The laughter spread like ripples on a pond. John’s round cheeks glowed like beacons in the night, his massive body trembling slightly like a pudding on a wobbly table. His thick fingers clutched the straps of his backpack so tightly that his knuckles turned white as bones.

“That... that’s private,” he managed to say, his voice barely more than a whisper that was lost in the growing silence of the hallway.

“Private?” Sarai laughed brightly and tossed her black curls back like a mane. “Oh sweetie, if it were private, you would have given an answer by now. You’re just trying not to tell us that you’ve never even kissed a girl.”

A soft “Ohhh” went through the growing crowd of spectators like a collective breath. John’s mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water, while new streams of sweat ran down his fleshy face, leaving dark spots on his shirt collar. His entire massive body seemed to shrink, as if he wanted nothing more than to sink into the floor like a stone in water.

“Is that true, John?” asked Aaliyah with feigned sympathy, her voice dripping with false concern. “Are you eighteen and have never kissed a girl?”

Sarai felt her nipples stiffen with excitement, felt her skin heat up with arousal. The power she had over him flowed through her like warm honey, sweet and sticky and intoxicating. She saw how his blue eyes grew moist like a summer sky before a storm, how his broad face began to glow with shame. The sweet taste of his humiliation lay on her tongue like the finest wine.

The crowd grew larger, a circle of curious faces and expectant looks. Someone giggled. Another whispered something and pointed at John’s sweating figure. Sarai could taste the electric tension in the air, the anticipation of the other students for the coming drama like ozone before a storm.

“Oh, look,” she purred and theatrically placed a hand on her heart, her fingers playing over the warm, smooth leather of her tube top. “He’s turning all red. Isn’t that cute?”

John’s lips trembled like leaves in the wind. His thick fingers cramped around the straps of his backpack as if they were a lifeline in a stormy sea. Sweat stains spread under his armpits and soaked through his too-tight shirt like dark maps of his panic.

“I... I...” he stammered, his voice breaking like brittle wood.

Keisha leaned toward Sarai and whispered loud enough for everyone to hear: “Maybe we should help him. You know, as a charity project.”

Sarai laughed like a bell, a sound so pure and melodious that it only intensified the cruelty of her words like sugar making poison sweeter. Her dark eyes sparkled with malicious joy as she examined John like an insect under a magnifying glass.

“Oh yes,” she purred and stepped so close to him that he could feel her warm breath on his sweat-soaked face – a hint of mint gum and underlying cruelty. “Maybe we could show you how to kiss a girl, Johnie. As... a learning aid.”

The words rolled off Sarai’s tongue like warm honey, sweet and sticky, but with a poisonous aftertaste. She felt her power over John intensify like a drug, saw how his blue eyes widened like those of an animal in a trap and his massive body trembled under her attention like a leaf in a storm.

“Would you like that?” she asked, letting her voice drop to a seductive whisper that crawled over his skin like a poisonous snake. Her dark eyes sparkled maliciously as she examined his sweaty, red head like a work of art. “Three black beauties teaching you how to kiss?”

Keisha and Aaliyah giggled and positioned themselves on either side of John, so that he stood between them like a trapped animal, surrounded and with no escape route. The crowd of spectators grew larger, their attentive gazes and suppressed laughter forming a circle of humiliation around them like a modern arena.

Sarai’s heartbeat accelerated with excitement like a war drum. She could taste the salty flavor of his fear in the air, saw how new beads of sweat formed on his broad forehead like dew on a leaf. His thick fingers trembled around the straps of his backpack, as if he were holding on to them to keep from drowning in a sea of shame.

“A white loser like you,” she continued, letting her fingers playfully glide over her collarbone, right over her kiss-mark tattoo that stood out like a dark spot on her smooth skin, “would surely consider himself lucky...”

John’s mouth opened and closed silently like that of a fish. His face was now so red that it almost looked purple like an overripe plum. Small drops of sweat ran from his blond hairline down his fleshy cheeks like tears. His blue eyes flickered helplessly between the three girls, like an animal looking for an escape route that didn’t exist.

“What do you say, Johnie?” Aaliyah purred and tilted her head to the side with feigned innocence like a predator playing with its prey.

“We’d even do it for free,” Keisha added with a broad grin that exposed her white teeth like those of a shark.

Sarai felt her nipples stiffen with arousal, felt her skin heat up with sadistic pleasure. The pure power she exercised over him flowed through her like electric current, like liquid fire in her veins. She could see how he was breaking inside, how his dignity crumbled under her words like old paper. The sweet poison of her humiliation spread through her veins like warm milk, intoxicating and addictive. Time seemed to stand still as all eyes were fixed on John’s trembling figure, waiting for his answer like spectators in a colosseum.

Sarai let the silence hang for a moment longer, savoring the tension like a fine wine, letting it dissolve on her tongue. John’s sweating figure trembled before her like a leaf in the wind, his blue eyes silently begging for mercy that she would never grant. Then she broke into her crystal-clear laughter, cold and cutting like glass shattering into a thousand pieces.

“Too bad we don’t date fat guys,” she announced loud enough for everyone in the hallway to hear, her voice echoing off the metal lockers like an echo in a cathedral. Her dark eyes sparkled with cruelty as she studied John’s shattered expression like a scientist examining an interesting experiment. “Especially not a white piggie like you…”

The words hit John like physical blows. Sarai saw how his fleshy face winced in pain, how his shoulders curved inward, as if he were trying to make himself invisible like a snail retreating into its shell. Keisha and Aaliyah immediately burst into roaring laughter, their voices echoing through the hallway like the screeching of hyenas over fresh prey.

“Oh my God!” giggled Keisha, holding her stomach as if she might burst from laughter. “A white piggie! That’s perfect!”

Aaliyah wiped tears from her eyes that had formed from laughing. “Look at his face! He really thought we would...”

Her words drowned in renewed laughter like a ship in a storm. The onlookers joined in – hesitantly at first, then growing louder, like an avalanche gaining momentum. The laughter surged like a wave through the crowd, everyone wanting to participate in the public humiliation, everyone wanting a piece of the victim’s flesh.

“Piggie! Piggie!” someone called from the crowd with a voice dripping with cruelty.

“Oink, oink!” made another, and the laughter only grew louder, a crescendo of collective meanness.

Sarai felt her skin heating with excitement like glowing coals. The sweet taste of John’s complete destruction lay on her tongue like the finest honey she had ever tasted. She saw tears shimmer in his blue eyes like diamonds in the light, how his massive body collapsed under the weight of collective cruelty like a house of cards in the wind.

“Aww, look,” she cooed, tilting her head to the side with feigned sympathy, her black curls dancing around her face like dark flames. “Our little white piggie is getting emotional.”

John’s lips trembled uncontrollably like autumn leaves in a storm. Streams of sweat ran down his red face like brooks after a thunderstorm, while the laughter around him swelled like a cruel chorus of the damned. His thick fingers loosened around the straps of his backpack, as if he were letting go of all hope like a balloon rising into the sky.

Sarai savored every moment, every nuance of his destruction like a gourmet enjoying an exquisite meal. This was power in its purest form – the ability to completely destroy someone with nothing but words, to break him like an artist creating a masterpiece. She felt her skin heating with sadistic excitement, her heartbeat accelerating from pure, intoxicating power.


Chapter 2




The bed groaned beneath their bodies, the mattress protesting with each hard thrust. The white man’s massive hands dug into her hips, his fingers leaving white imprints on her dark skin as he fucked her with relentless intensity. The smell of sweat and sex hung heavy in the air, mingling with the salty taste on her lips.

“Fuck yes, just like that!” Sarai gasped the words between rhythmic thrusts, her fingernails scratching across his broad shoulders. Her body trembled under the sheer force of his movements. “God, how amazing is this!”

The massive white cock filled her completely, stretching her to her limits. Every inch of his 10 inches bored deep inside her, making her feel how small she was beneath his enormous body. The friction was perfect, the angle just right – he hit every damn spot inside her. Her inner walls clung to him as if they were made to envelop his size.

“You little slut love my cock, don’t you?” His voice was rough with lust, his blue eyes staring intensely at her face contorted with ecstasy. Saliva gathered at the corners of his mouth.

“Yes! Fuck yes!” She threw her head back, her black curls dancing wildly around her sweat-soaked face. “I love it! I love your huge white cock!” The words came in bursts, interrupted by panting breaths.

The headboard crashed rhythmically against the wall. Bump. Bump. Bump. Small cracks formed in the plaster, dust sprinkled down. It was impossible that her daughter couldn’t hear them, but she didn’t give a damn. Nothing mattered except this incredible feeling of being fucked by this monster of a man.

Eighteen years of her life she had wasted. Eighteen damn years without knowing what it felt like to be properly fucked by a real white stallion. All her previous lovers paled in comparison to this – to pure, raw masculinity. How could she have been so blind? How could she have settled for less?

“Harder!” she screamed, her legs wrapping tighter around his massive hips. “Fuck me harder, you hot bull!” Her heels dug into his buttocks, driving him even deeper inside her.

The man grinned darkly and increased the pace even more. The bed groaned dangerously, as if it might collapse at any moment. His heavy body pressed her deeper into the mattress, his cock hammering relentlessly into her. The rhythm became more brutal, more animalistic.

Sarai felt her senses exploding. The massive white cock rammed so deep inside her that she thought it would split her open. Her pussy was completely torn open, stretched to the extreme to accommodate his thickness. Six inches in circumference – more than any other man she’d ever had. She could feel how her lips were stretched around him, how each movement stretched her further.

“Oh God, yes! Just like that!” Her voice almost broke, becoming hoarse from screaming. Sweat ran down between her large breasts, her dark skin glistening in the dim light of the bedroom. “Destroy my pussy!” The words left her like a prayer, a plea for even more intensity.

His hands moved from her hips to her wrists, pinning them brutally above her head. The feeling of complete powerlessness beneath his muscular body almost made her come. She was completely at his mercy, could do nothing but feel his dominant strength. Her nipples rubbed against his hairy chest with each thrust.

“From now on, you’re my little black slut,” he growled between hard thrusts. His three-day stubble scratched against her neck as he leaned toward her ear. “My personal fuck doll.” His hot breath made her shiver.

“Yes!” she gasped desperately. “I’m your slut! Only yours!” The submission felt so right, so natural. As if she’d waited her whole life to become his possession.

The cock bored even deeper, if that was even possible. She felt every vein, every inch of his enormous length. Her body trembled uncontrollably under the violence of his movements. The walls of her interior clenched around him, as if never wanting to let him go. Her toes curled, her muscles tensed.

The tension in Sarai’s body built like a volcano about to erupt. Each brutal thrust of the massive cock drove her closer to the edge. Her fingernails dug into his muscular shoulders, leaving red scratches on his pale skin. The contrast between her dark skin and his light skin aroused her even more.

“I’m coming... oh God, I’m coming!” The words burst from her like a desperate cry. Her entire body tensed, every muscle contracting as the wave of ecstasy rolled over her. The air grew thin, her field of vision narrowed.

The orgasm exploded within her with a violence she had never experienced before. Her back arched, pressing her large breasts against his massive chest. A gurgling scream escaped her throat as her body convulsed in wild spasms. White flashes flickered before her closed eyes.

“FUUUUCK!” The word tore through the air as the first wave shot through her. Her pussy clenched brutally around his thick cock, massaging every inch of his length with pulsating contractions. She could feel her inner muscles rhythmically contracting.

And then something happened that caught her completely off guard. Fluid shot out of her – hot, clear, and in such quantities that she herself was startled. The first gush sprayed against his lower abdomen, running down over his hips onto the bed. The warm wetness felt liberating, like an explosion of all pent-up lust.

“Shiiiiit...” she gasped in disbelief, but her body kept going. Wave after wave of pure ecstasy surged through her, each one accompanied by more spurts of her juices. The sheet beneath them became soaked, the mattress greedily absorbing the moisture. The smell of sex grew even more intense.

Her legs trembled completely out of control, vibrating like guitar strings. She had zero control over her body – it now belonged entirely to this incredible feeling. The muscles of her thighs cramped, relaxed, cramped again in an endless cycle. Her toes spread, curled, seeking purchase in nothingness.

“My God... what are you doing to me?” she stammered, her voice barely more than a hoarse whisper. Tears of overwhelming emotion ran down her cheeks while her body continued to tremble. The salty moisture mixed with the sweat on her skin.

The bed beneath them was completely soaked through. Her juices had spread across the entire mattress, mixing with the sweat of their bodies into a sticky puddle of pure lust. The scent rose to her nostrils - animalistic, raw, perfect. She knew she would never forget this moment for the rest of her life.

* * *

Zuri lay on her back staring frustratedly at the ceiling of her room. The rhythmic creaking of the bed next door hammered relentlessly through the thin wall. Added to this were her mother’s shrill screams and the deep grunting of her new lover - a cacophony of raw sex that had been going on for damn hours.

“Fuck me harder!” Sarai’s hoarse voice penetrated through the wall, followed by a loud CRASH as the headboard slammed against the wall.

Zuri rolled over irritably and pressed the pillow over her ears. But even that only dampened the sounds minimally. The man’s deep, animalistic groaning vibrated through the floor, mixing with her mother’s penetrating screams of pleasure into an endless soundtrack of pure horniness. The heavy scent of sweat and sex crept under her bedroom door, sweet and heavy like an invisible cloud settling in her lungs.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

The bed crashed against the wall in rhythm, so violently that even the framed photos on Zuri’s wall shook slightly. Small pieces of plaster trickled from the ceiling onto her bedspread. She glanced at the alarm clock - 2:47 AM. The red digits blurred before her tired eyes. Tomorrow morning at seven she had to get up, had an important math test. But her mother seemed to not give a damn about that.

“Oh God, yes! Destroy my pussy!” Sarai’s voice almost broke, turning into a gurgling scream that cut through bone and marrow.

Zuri gritted her teeth. The moaning grew even louder, more intense. The man grunted like an animal while her mother screeched in a pitch that was almost painful. Every sound seemed to go directly into Zuri’s nervous system, making her skin tingle and her pulse race.

CREAK. CREAK. CREAK.

The bed groaned dangerously, as if it might collapse at any moment. Zuri’s head throbbed from the noise. The summer heat hung heavy in the room, making her thin pajamas stick to her body. She briefly considered knocking on the wall or shouting for them to finally be quiet. But she doubted either of them would hear her - not in this frenzy of horniness and ecstasy.

So she just lay there frustrated, listening to the two of them. Her fingers clenched the bedspread, knuckles white with tension.

Her mother’s voice had become completely hoarse, a smoky panting between the hard thrusts. “Yes... yes... just like that... fuck me to pieces!”

Zuri’s face contorted in disgust. That was her mother next door - the woman who had raised her. But the raw, primitive sounds she was making, sounding like a whore from a cheap porno, didn’t leave her unmoved. A strange shiver ran down her spine, gathering warm and heavy in her lower abdomen.

“Fuck, you make me so horny!” The deep bass of the man’s voice penetrated through all the walls, followed by a guttural grunt that reminded Zuri of a bull in heat. She could practically feel the power behind those sounds, the raw masculinity that made her mother scream.

She rolled onto her back again and stared at the cracks in the ceiling. Her body felt tense, every muscle cramped from the forced wakefulness. The hot summer nights already made it hard enough to sleep, and now this. Sweat gathered between her breasts, making the thin pajama top stick to her skin.

“Oh shit, I’m coming again!” Sarai’s scream culminated in a long-drawn howl that cut through the walls like a knife.

The rhythmic throbbing of her temples synchronized with the relentless hammering from next door. Zuri pressed her palms against her ears, but it barely helped. The sounds seemed to crawl directly into her skull - and the worst part was, it was making her wet. Her body was responding to the primitive symphony of lust and desire, as if it were programmed to do so.

No. She shook her head vigorously, as if that could drive away the unwanted reactions of her body. But her nipples had already hardened under the thin pajama top, rubbing noticeably against the soft fabric with every movement. Small electric shocks of arousal shot through her.

“Yes, right there! Harder!” Sarai’s voice was raw with lust, and Zuri’s lower abdomen contracted involuntarily. A hot pulse raced through her pussy, making her gasp for air.

That’s my mother, she desperately hammered into herself. This is sick.

Still, she felt warmth spreading between her legs. Her pussy was getting wet, responding to the raw sounds of pleasure from next door like a primitive invitation. The man’s deep grunting awakened something animalistic in her, something primordial that she couldn’t control. Her panties were already sticking to her swollen labia.

BUMP. BUMP. BUMP.

The rhythm was hypnotic, penetrating. Zuri bit her lower lip and desperately tried to think about something else. Math formulas. Homework. Anything. But the images in her head formed by themselves - bodies moving, skin on skin, the moment of surrender.

Her body had long since taken control. Her hand wandered as if by itself to her stomach, lingering there trembling. The heat between her thighs became unbearable, throbbing in time with the fuck session next door. Her fingers trembled over the thin fabric of her top, feeling the warmth of her own skin underneath.

“Oh fuck, your cock is so big!” Sarai’s shrill voice cut through the night like a blade.

Zuri’s pussy pulsated intensely at these words. An image flashed in her mind — the man’s massive body burying her mother beneath him. She pressed her thighs together, searching for any kind of friction, anything to relieve the burning pressure. Her breathing became shallow, hasty. Small beads of sweat trickled down between her breasts.

This is so wrong, she thought frantically. I’m getting turned on because my mother is being fucked.

Yet her body didn’t give a damn about morality or decency. The wet heat between her legs grew more intense, demanding attention. Her fingers trembled over her stomach, just inches away from where her body screamed for touch. The temptation was like a living entity pulsing through her veins, craving satisfaction.

Zuri pressed her palms against her ears and clenched her teeth. The rhythmic crashing of the bed seemed endless, mixing with her mother’s hoarse screams into an endless torture. Her nerves were raw, every muscle in her body tense as a spring.

I can’t take it anymore!

The alarm ringing at 6:30 tomorrow morning would be merciless. While her mother spent her nights in wild fucking sessions, she had to function, perform, secure her future. It wasn’t fair.

“Harder! Destroy my pussy!” Sarai’s screeching voice cut through the thin wall like a knife.

Zuri sat up abruptly in bed, her hands clenched into fists. Sweat ran down her temples, making her pajama top stick to her heated skin. This had to stop. She couldn’t spend every damn night like this — trapped between anger, exhaustion, and the confusing reactions of her own body.

I need to talk to this guy tomorrow morning, before I bring it up with Mom.

The thought formed clearly in her head. Direct approach. Man to man — or rather, man to woman. This guy needed to understand that he and her mother weren’t the only ones who existed here.

Maybe he’ll be reasonable.

The man’s deep grunting vibrated through the floor, followed by a guttural “Fuck yeah!” Zuri’s face twisted in disgust. This guy seemed primitive, but even primitive people could understand logical arguments. Consideration. Respect for other people in the house.

He’ll surely understand that I have school and need sleep.

She would explain everything calmly. Factually. Without drama or accusations. Just the facts: She was a student, needed her sleep, had important exams. The nightly fuck orgies needed to be quieter or happen at more appropriate times. It wasn’t an unreasonable request.

CRASH. CRASH. CRASH.

The bed hammered against the wall as if it would fall apart. Zuri’s head throbbed in the same rhythm. Tomorrow morning, before her mother got up. That was the plan. A reasonable conversation between two adults.


Chapter 3




The alarm tore through the morning silence with its merciless ringing. 6:30 AM. Zuri blindly reached for the device and hit it until peace finally returned. Her eyes burned like fire—not a single moment of sleep in the last few hours. The rhythmic crashing from next door had only fallen silent shortly before six, as if the two animals had finally exhausted their lust.

Sweat clung to her skin, mixed with the remnants of last night’s unwelcome arousal. Between her thighs, she could still feel the telltale moisture—an embarrassing proof of how her body had responded to her mother’s fuck session. She pressed her thighs together, as if she could squeeze away the shameful secret.

“Damn it,” she muttered, rubbing her burning eyes. The memory of the sounds from next door made her stomach clench—her mother’s animalistic moaning, the man’s deep grunting, the rhythmic banging of the bed against the wall.

She swung her legs out of bed, her muscles protesting against the movement. Every bone in her body screamed for sleep, for rest. Instead, the math test in second period was waiting for her—and she would look and feel like a walking zombie. Her hands trembled from exhaustion as she reached for clothes.

In the closet, she grabbed the first things she found: a tight black T-shirt that accentuated her curves, and gray sweatpants. The clothes stuck to her sweaty skin, but she didn’t care. The main thing was being dressed. Her hair hung in stringy strands, but that didn’t concern her either. She was too tired for vanity. The black shirt stretched across her full breasts, the sweatpants hugged her hips like a second skin.

She opened her bedroom door as quietly as possible. The last thing she wanted was to wake her mother, who was probably lying naked and satisfied in her lover’s arms. The thought made her stomach rebel. She could practically see the two of them lying intertwined, sweaty and exhausted.

Zuri stepped out into the narrow hallway, her bare feet touching the cold tiles. The coldness crept up her legs and made her shiver. She just wanted to quickly get to the bathroom, wash her face, maybe drink a coffee before she had to leave for school. A normal morning, as far as that was possible under these circumstances. The air in the hallway still smelled of sex—heavy, musky, disgustingly familiar.

Then it happened.

The door to her mother’s bedroom opened, and a massive figure stepped out. Zuri froze mid-step, her toes curling against the cold tiles. Their eyes met. Time seemed to stand still.

Zuri’s heart skipped a beat, then raced wildly. She knew the face. The blue eyes, the angular jawline, the three-day stubble. Just a few days ago, he had moved into the apartment next to theirs. Her new neighbor. The same man who had made her mother scream all night. Zuri had only seen him briefly twice before. On the day he moved in and when she had come home late one evening. And now he was standing here in front of her, still smelling of sex, of her mother.

He stood there like a living wall of flesh and muscle. His shoulders were so broad they threatened to burst the doorframe, while the white T-shirt stretched across his massive chest. The fabric was thin enough that she could clearly make out the contours of his pectoral muscles, rising and falling with each breath. Every movement of his arms made the thick muscle bellies twitch beneath the thin fabric. His upper arms were so enormous that Zuri would need both hands to wrap around them.

The blond hair stood wildly in all directions—clearly tousled from the night’s fucking session with her mother. Zuri’s stomach clenched at the thought of her mother running her fingers through that hair. His angular face looked more mature than she remembered, the features made harder by the three-day stubble. The blue eyes looked calm, but there was something in them she couldn’t interpret—an intensity that made her nervous.

His jeans sat low on his narrow hips, the contrast between his massive upper body and relatively slim waist was breathtaking. The bulge in his pants was clearly visible—large and heavy, impressive even in its relaxed state. Zuri couldn’t help but look before quickly averting her gaze. The thing that had made her mother scream. Her mouth went dry.

He was a mountain of strength and masculinity that dominated the entire hallway. Even relaxed, he radiated a power that made Zuri feel small and fragile. She felt like a child next to this colossus of a man.

“Morning!” His deep voice filled the narrow hallway, warm and relaxed, as if it were the most normal thing in the world to be standing here at this hour.

“Hello…” Zuri stammered and felt her cheeks grow hot. The fatigue was suddenly gone, replaced by a strange nervousness that accelerated her pulse. Her nipples hardened under the thin shirt—an unwelcome physical reaction to his presence.

“You must be Sarai’s daughter, we haven’t had the pleasure yet!” He smiled kindly, as if he hadn’t just spent half the night fucking her mother. His voice sounded genuinely interested, without any trace of embarrassment. How could he be so relaxed?

He extended his hand to her. The gesture seemed so normal, so everyday—and yet there was this electric tension in the air.

Zuri stared at the outstretched hand—large, broad, with strong fingers and clearly visible veins on the back. The hand that had touched her mother. That had caressed her skin, kneaded her breasts, reached between her thighs. The thought made her shudder and simultaneously aroused a forbidden curiosity within her.

Hesitantly, she raised her own hand. When their palms touched, an electric shock ran through her. His hand was warm, rough, and so large that hers completely disappeared in it. His fingers enclosed her hand firmly, but not painfully. The touch lasted a moment too long, and Zuri felt her skin warming under his touch.

“I’m your neighbor from next door,” he introduced himself, still holding her hand. His blue eyes sought her gaze, calm and attentive. His voice had grown deeper, almost a growl that she could feel in her lower abdomen.

Up close, she could smell him more distinctly—a mixture of sweat, soap, and something masculine, primal. Underneath lay the heavy, musky scent of sex, of her mother. It was disgusting and arousing at the same time. Her body reacted against her will, a warm moisture gathering between her thighs.

“Zuri,” she finally managed to say, her voice more brittle than intended. She hated herself for sounding so weak.

He nodded appreciatively, as if she had said something clever. “Beautiful name. Suits you.” His eyes briefly wandered over her body—over her full breasts, the narrow waist, the curved hips—then back to her eyes. The glance lasted only seconds, but Zuri felt it like a physical touch. Finally, he released her hand, and Zuri immediately felt the coldness that remained.

“Thanks...” Zuri felt her cheeks burning as she searched for the right words. She wanted to remain polite, but exhaustion was eating away at her patience. Her body trembled with fatigue and a strange tension she couldn’t place. The way he looked at her made her feel naked and vulnerable.

She took a deep breath and forced herself to look him in the eyes. “I know it’s not my place to talk about such things, but don’t you think you and my mother were damn loud last night? I’m still a student and for heaven’s sake, I need some peace! Please!”

The words bubbled out of her, faster than intended. Her voice sounded shriller than usual, laced with suppressed frustration and the embarrassing certainty that she had been forced to hear her mother having sex. That she had become wet while listening. That she had touched herself while listening.

His face changed instantly. The relaxed friendliness gave way to surprised embarrassment. His blue eyes widened slightly before he lowered his gaze. His massive hand ran through his tousled blond hair, an unconscious gesture of uncertainty. For the first time, the colossus seemed human, vulnerable.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize we were being too loud.” His deep voice sounded genuinely concerned. The self-assured giant from a few seconds ago suddenly seemed like a caught-out boy. The change was so abrupt that Zuri was momentarily speechless.

Zuri watched as his massive shoulders slumped slightly forward, as if he were trying to make himself smaller. Impossible with his enormous stature, but the gesture was there. Something in her chest tightened—was it pity? Or something else?

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “Please be a bit more careful in the future, if you and my... my mother continue to maintain this relationship.”

The word “relationship” tasted strange on her tongue. What else should she say? Fucking relationship? Her stomach cramped at the thought of what she had been forced to listen to all night. At what she had felt while doing so.

The blond man nodded seriously, his eyes seeking hers again. “Of course. That was thoughtless of me... of us.” He hesitated a moment, as if he wanted to say something else, then shook his head almost imperceptibly. His tongue briefly ran over his lips, a nervous gesture that drew Zuri’s attention to his mouth. The mouth that had kissed her mother.


Chapter 4




Sarai sat at the kitchen table, fingers wrapped around the warm coffee cup, staring pensively into the steaming liquid. The midday sun streamed through the window, casting golden stripes across the countertop, but she barely noticed. Her thoughts circled endlessly around the previous night like vultures over a carcass.

What the hell happened to me?

The coffee tasted bitter on her tongue. She shook her head as if she could shake off the memories like raindrops. But there was this image — how she had lain beneath him, helpless, completely surrendered. How she had begged for more like a bitch in heat. The memory of his massive form above her, his hands possessing her body like conquered territory, made her skin tingle and burn.

“I’m a 36-year-old mother,” she muttered into her coffee, the words almost swallowed by the porcelain rim. “Not some horny teenage girl.”

But even as she spoke the words, she felt her thighs involuntarily pressing together. A telltale pulsing between her legs. Her body remembered every touch, every brutal thrust, every second of his merciless dominance. She had surrendered control — completely, unreservedly, like capitulating to a superior enemy. Something she hadn’t done in years.

A white man.

The thought made her wince internally, as if someone had poured cold water over her. In her youth at Sheffield High, she would have laughed at anyone who told her she would ever let herself be fucked by a pale boy. She had her standards, her principles. Her identity.

“Race Traitor,” she whispered the word that Keisha and Aaliyah had used back then for such girls. Girls who fooled around with white guys. The word tasted sharp and shameful on her tongue. She had always spoken contemptuously about them herself, had felt superior, morally above them.

And now she had become one of them.

Her free hand wandered as if by itself to her breast, pressing gently against the soft flesh through the thin fabric of her tank top. Her nipples were still sensitive from his teeth, his rough tongue that had sucked them like candy. A soft moan escaped her lips before she could catch herself — a betrayal of her own body.

Still...

This man had been different. Not like the other white guys she knew — shy, polite, submissive. He had taken her like a predator takes its prey. Ruthless, brutal, without asking for permission. He had made her his slut — and she had loved it like a drug she couldn’t let go of. She took a shaky sip of coffee and felt her wetness begin to pulse between her thighs, warm and treacherous.

Yet it had all started so innocently, when he stood at her door to introduce himself as the new neighbor. Like a wolf in sheep’s clothing.

She remembered the moment when she opened the door. At first, she had only seen his chest — that massive, white torso outlined under his tight T-shirt like a map of muscles and power. Then her gaze had traveled upward, over the thick bull neck to that surprisingly handsome face with the ice-cold blue eyes.

“Hi, I just moved in next door.”

His voice had been deep, confident, with an undertone of possessiveness. His presence had filled the entire doorframe, had something threatening and at the same time fascinating — like a storm brewing.

She had invited him in — why exactly? Politeness? Or had something in her already sensed how his eyes glided over her body like hands? How his gaze had lingered on her curves — on her heavy breasts, her narrow waist, her voluptuous behind — without him apologizing for it? As if he had every right in the world to do so.

“Damn,” she moaned softly and pressed her thighs tighter together, seeking friction against the throbbing desire.

The conversation had quickly drifted in another direction. His direct manner that had thrown her off balance. The way he had looked at her — not like the other men in the neighborhood who cast furtive glances and then looked away like caught schoolboys. He had fixed his gaze on her as if she were already his property, as if he had only been waiting for her to finally realize it too.

And her? She had caught herself posturing before him. How she had pulled back her shoulders and emphasized her heavy breasts until the thin material of her top stretched tight. How she had let her hips sway when she went to the kitchen to get him something to drink — an unconscious invitation, a capitulation she hadn’t understood at the time.

What came over me?

Her hand slid under the table, pressing against the warm fabric of her shorts. The memory of his size made her involuntarily moan — a sound that echoed too loudly in the quiet kitchen. She felt her wetness seeping through the thin fabric, hot and shameful.

His cock had been so big. The biggest she’d ever had — and she’d had quite a few black guys. Guys who were proud of their equipment, who had bragged like roosters on the dunghill. But this white man had put them all in the shade.

“Fuck,” she breathed and pressed harder against her throbbing pussy that screamed for touch.

The way he had filled her — completely, painfully, overwhelmingly. She had thought he would tear her apart as he worked his way into her. Slowly, relentlessly, inch by inch, as if taking possession of her. Her walls had stretched around his massive thickness until she thought she couldn’t breathe anymore. Until her body no longer belonged to her.

And then there had been that feeling of complete submission. How her body had adapted to his size — not just physically, but mentally. All her prejudices, her convictions, her identity — shattered by 10 inches of white flesh that had redefined her.

Her fingers made circular motions over the damp fabric of her shorts. The memory of his weight on top of her, of his rough hands gripping her wrists while he took her like it was his right. How he had opened her up—not just her legs, but her mind as well.

“White boys have small dicks,” Keisha had always said, repeating it like a mantra. They had all believed it, had clung to it like a lifeline. Had laughed about it, felt superior.

Sarai bit her lower lip until she tasted blood as a new wave of arousal shot through her. She had been so wrong. So damn, shamefully wrong. And the worst part was—she wanted more of it. Wanted to lie beneath him again, wanted to be his slut again.

What the hell is wrong with me?


Chapter 5




Zuri stared at her untouched sandwich while the words from the math test blurred in her head like ink in the rain. Equations she could normally solve in her sleep had become unreadable hieroglyphics. Every time she tried to concentrate, her mind wandered back to the previous night—to the dull thuds against the wall, to her mother’s tortured screams, to that massive figure she’d encountered in the hallway.

The cafeteria hummed around her like a beehive, but everything felt muffled, as if she were hearing through cotton. Students laughed and gossiped, trays clattered, but Zuri sat in her own quiet bubble of exhaustion. The plastic cutlery in her hand felt foreign, too light, as if it might break at any moment.

“Yo baby, you’re so quiet today, what’s up with you?”

Mark’s voice pulled her from her thoughts. His dark eyes studied her attentively as he leaned closer. The familiar scent of his aftershave mingled with the smell of cafeteria pizza and disinfectant. A clean, well-groomed scent. Harmless. Predictable.

Zuri forced herself to smile wearily. “Just a bad night. Couldn’t sleep.”

They’d been together for six months, and he treated her like a princess. All the girls envied her for him—he was the defensive back on the school’s football team. Strong, popular, respected. A dream guy, as her friends always said.

He had been her first. They’d taken it slow, starting with just kissing, then touching, until they finally went all the way three months ago. It had been nice, tender, even romantic. Mark had been careful with her, always asking if everything was okay, worried about hurting her. Like a gentleman. The way it was supposed to be.

“Zuri?” Mark’s voice sounded concerned. “Baby, you’re drifting off again.”

She blinked and looked at him again. His hand rested warmly on hers, but the familiar tingle was absent. The touch felt like a bandage on a wound that ran deeper than he could imagine. Instead, her thoughts wandered back to the previous night—to the animalistic sounds that had emanated from her mother’s room. So wild, so... untamed.

Those raw, desperate screams that had penetrated the thin walls. As if someone was tearing her soul out while simultaneously catapulting her to heaven. As if she was being broken apart and reassembled, piece by piece. It hadn’t been gentle whispers, no restrained sighs. It was something primal, wild—something Zuri had never felt within herself.

Zuri had never sounded like her mother during sex with Mark. Never had she begged or moaned as if the world around her was collapsing. Never had she felt lost, as if her body no longer belonged to her. With Mark, everything had been controlled, polite, considerate. She had tried to moan because it felt like the right thing to do, but it had never been real.

Actually, Zuri had thought such moaning only existed in porn—staged, exaggerated, fake. Women pretending to lose their minds just to satisfy the cameras.

But her mother’s voice had been real. Authentic. Primitive. And that made everything even more confusing. What was wrong with her that she had never felt that way? Or what was wrong with Mark that he could never make her lose control like her mother had?

Mark wasn’t particularly well-endowed—though she lacked direct comparison to other men. When erect, he barely filled her hand. She could massage his tip with her thumbs while her hand’s edge touched his pubic area. That’s how small he was.

But size didn’t really matter, right? That’s what she’d always told herself. That’s what everyone said—that technique was more important, that connection mattered, feelings. Was she wrong about that?

Zuri’s tired gaze wandered to Latoya, who sat on the other side of the table fooling around with her boyfriend. Latoya’s slender fingers played with the curls at the nape of his neck while she whispered something in his ear that made him grin.

Could she talk to Latoya about such things? The two had been friends since elementary school, had talked about everything imaginable—from first periods to boys, from family drama to future plans. But this was different. More intimate. More confusing.

Besides, how would she start such a conversation? Hey Latoya, my mother had wild sex last night and now I’m wondering if my love life is boring? That sounded ridiculous, even in her head. She could already imagine Latoya’s confused look, the raised eyebrows.

She didn’t want to give the impression that there was a problem in her relationship with Mark. Everyone envied her for him. What should she say? That she wanted more passion? That would only raise questions she couldn’t answer herself.

And why should she? Just because her mother was having sex with the neighbor? Her love life with Mark was perfectly fine. Stable. Healthy. Normal.

Zuri would only make a fool of herself if she brought up such a topic. Latoya might think she was ungrateful or spoiled. Or worse, she might spread it around, and soon the whole school would be gossiping about her doubts.


Chapter 6




Sarai’s lips still burned from the kiss as he pulled away from her. Her heart hammered against her ribs, and the familiar heat between her thighs was already pulsing again. She had hoped he would push her onto the bed, tear down her shorts and take her, here and now, without warning.

Instead, he took a step back. His massive body tensed as if he was fighting against himself.

“What’s wrong, baby?” The words came breathlessly from her lips. She reached out to him, wanting to pull him back. Her fingers trembled slightly – the aftereffects of his touch still vibrating through her body.

He ran his hand through his blond hair. His blue eyes avoided her gaze. “It’s your daughter. She had trouble sleeping because of us.”

Sarai froze. “Oh... I’m so sorry! I must have been so caught up in... you know.”

The memory of the previous night hit her with full force. How she had screamed, begged, moaned. How the bed had crashed against the wall. How she had completely lost control under his dominant hands. She had become a different woman, a stranger who existed only to be fucked. And Zuri had heard everything.

A hot wave of shame washed over her skin. What kind of mother was she? Her own daughter had to listen to her behaving like a bitch in heat. But even now, as guilt gnawed at her, she couldn’t ignore the throbbing desire between her thighs.

The blond man stepped closer again, and Sarai immediately felt the warmth radiating from his massive body. His large hands rested gently on her shoulders, almost tender in contrast to the raw power she had felt the night before. His thumbs stroked over her collarbone, and Sarai shuddered at the touch.

Then his hands slowly moved downward, cupping her full breasts through the thin fabric of her top. Sarai moaned involuntarily, her head falling back. The thought of her daughter Zuri disappeared like fog in the morning sun. Nothing existed anymore except his hands on her body, the weight of his palms cupping her heavy breasts.

“John...” She pressed herself against his palms, feeling her nipples hardening against the fabric. “You’re driving me crazy.”

Without warning, he grabbed the hem of her top and pulled it over her head. The cool air brushed over her bare skin, but the heat in his blue eyes immediately burned her again before his lips pressed against hers once more.

This kiss was different from the first one – greedier, hungrier. His tongue pushed between her lips and she opened willingly for him. Her hands clutched at his white T-shirt, feeling the hard muscles underneath. The fabric stretched across his massive chest, and she could feel the warmth of his skin through the thin material.

Suddenly her feet lifted from the floor. John’s arms encircled her and lifted her up as if she were a doll, feather-light in his massive hands. The feeling of complete helplessness sent an electric shock directly between her thighs.

Instinctively, she wrapped her legs around his waist, feeling the hard bulge in his jeans pressing against her shorts. A gasping sound escaped her throat as he carried her to the bed, her weight effortless in his arms. His strength was overwhelming, absolute – she was completely at his mercy, and that made her even wetter.

“Oh God, yes,” she whispered against his neck, her teeth nibbling at his skin. The salty taste of his skin drove her completely crazy. She licked over his pulse point, felt his blood racing beneath the skin.

The bed drew closer, and Sarai’s heartbeat accelerated. Soon he would be inside her again, would turn her back into that wild, screaming creature that existed only for his cock.

John let her fall onto the bed, and Sarai landed with a dull thud on the mattress. Her breasts bounced with the abrupt movement, and she moaned softly. Without hesitation, she tugged at her shorts, hastily pulling them over her hips and thighs. The red thong followed immediately, she tore it down impatiently.

“I know Zuri complained... but I can’t hold back. I’m so sorry, but I have to do this.” The words tumbled out of her as she fell back onto the bed. Her voice was broken, desperate. “I’m a bad mother, but I need it so badly.”

Her breathing was already heavy, her dark eyes shining with desire. The thong still hung around her ankles, dangling obscenely down her leg. She was completely indifferent to it – or she didn’t even notice it in her lust.

Sarai grabbed her thighs with both hands and pulled them toward herself, simultaneously spreading her legs wide apart. Her completely shaved pussy lay fully exposed before him, the dark pink lips already glistening with moisture. She could feel her own juices running down her inner thighs.

“John... let’s do it... Please...” Her voice almost broke with desperation. “It’s itching so badly down there. Put your cock in your slut’s pussy, babe.” The words came raw and unfiltered from her lips, without any decency.

She kept her legs spread, offering herself completely to him. Her breasts rose and fell with her accelerated breathing, the dark nipples hard with arousal. Between her spread thighs, her pussy visibly throbbed, small drops of her juices already glistening on the inner lips.

Sarai’s head lay back on the pillow, her wild black curls framing her face. Her full lips were parted, small sighs and moans continuously escaping her. “I’m so wet for you,” she gasped. “Look how badly I need you, babe.”

Her free hand moved to her breast, cupping the heavy flesh and squeezing. “Please, baby... fuck me. I can’t take it anymore.”

* * *

BANG. BANG. BANG.

“Right there! Yes! John... God, fuck me baby!”

Zuri was sitting on her bed having just taken off her T-shirt and pants when loud noises once again came from her mother’s room. Now she sat there dressed only in her black underwear, unable to believe that her neighbor and her mother were at it again.

This was insane! That man... he had deceived her, that bastard!

The walls practically vibrated under the rhythmic thrusts. Zuri pressed her palms against her ears, but her mother’s screams penetrated anyway. Her body was rigid with anger and simultaneously... something else that she didn’t want to name.

“You damn hypocrite,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “First you apologize for the noise, and then...”

BANG. BANG. BANG.

Her mother’s bed slammed relentlessly against the shared wall. Each impact made Zuri’s own bed tremble slightly. She could almost visualize how her mother was lying under this massive white man, how he...

“No,” she whispered, shaking her head vigorously.

But her body apparently thought differently. Her heartbeat accelerated. The heat between her legs, which she was trying to ignore, grew stronger. Her nipples pressed hard against her black bra, almost aching with sensitivity.

God... I just wanted to rest a bit after last night... she’s moaning as if...

“FUCK BABY I’M COMING!” her mother finished Zuri’s thought.

The scream was so loud, so primitive and unfiltered that Zuri flinched. Her skin covered with goosebumps, as if every single pore was responding to that raw sound.

Her hand automatically flew to her mouth. That wasn’t her mother – that was a wild animal. Those guttural, desperate sounds came from the throat of a woman who had completely lost control.

“Oh God,” Zuri breathed through her fingers.

The noises ceased for a moment. Only heavy breathing penetrated through the wall. Then she heard John’s deep voice, but she couldn’t understand what he was saying. His words sounded rough, commanding. Like a predator marking his territory.

Zuri shifted restlessly on the bed. The black panties stuck damply to her skin. The lace scratched slightly against her swollen lips, a constant rubbing she couldn’t ignore. She hated herself for it, but she couldn’t deny what these sounds were doing to her. Her body was responding on its own.

She thought about Mark. About their gentle, quiet moments together. About his careful touches, his respectful whispers. Never had she screamed like that with him. Never had she felt like losing control. Was that normal? Was she... defective?

Zuri’s hands trembled as she pressed them between her legs. The warmth radiated through the thin fabric, almost burning. She wanted to stop. She wanted to cover her ears and sleep. But her body had other plans.

“This is wrong,” she whispered, as her fingers slowly slid over the damp fabric of her panties. “This is so damn wrong.”

Yes... This is all their fault... They’re making these indecent noises...

The heat spread from her lower abdomen like fire through her veins. Zuri’s breathing became shallower, more irregular. Each heartbeat pumped more blood through her body, making her skin tingle and burn. Her dark skin already glistened with a fine film of sweat.

BANG. BANG. BANG.

The rhythmic knocking started again, accompanied by her mother’s gasping screams. Zuri bit her lower lip and pressed her fingers harder against the soaked fabric. The black panties were completely drenched, sticking to her swollen lips like a second skin.

“They... they’re to blame,” she murmured breathlessly. “I can’t help it... not with this noise.”

Her free hand wandered to her bra, pushing the fabric aside and exposing her hard nipple. The cool air made her shudder, but that was nothing compared to the heat pulsing through her body. The nipple was so sensitive that even the slightest touch sent electric shocks through her body.

“John! OH GOD, John!” her mother screamed from next door.

The name echoed through the walls like an echo of her own forbidden thoughts. Zuri’s fingers moved faster over the soaked fabric of her panties. Each scream from her mother sent her own arousal skyrocketing. The moisture seeped through the fabric, making her fingers slippery.

The guilt, the shame – everything melted away under the overwhelming heat of her desire. She couldn’t think clearly anymore. Her body had taken control and demanded satisfaction, no matter how wrong it was.

Her hips moved involuntarily against her own hand as she imagined what it would be like to be desired that way. To be taken that way. With such intensity that all inhibitions fell away. Not like with Mark, gentle and restrained, but wild and unbridled. Like a storm that tears everything down.

Her mother’s bed crashed even louder against the wall, as if the man was pressing her deeper into the mattress with each movement. The sounds became more animalistic, more desperate. Sarai’s screams sounded as if she was breaking apart and being reborn at the same time.

Zuri pushed her panties aside and touched herself directly. A soft cry escaped her lips as her fingers slid over her swollen clitoris. She was so wet, so ready that it almost made her dizzy. The moisture ran down her inner thighs.

“What’s wrong with me?” she gasped, but her hand didn’t stop working.

The thought of John’s massive figure, of his hands holding her mother down, of the way he dominated her – it was too much. Zuri completely lost herself in the heat flowing through her body, burning away all rational thoughts.

Zuri’s free hand clawed at the bed sheets as she gave herself over to the rhythm dictated from next door. The same rhythm with which her neighbor was fucking her mother. The cotton sheets were already damp with her sweat.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

Her fingers moved in rhythm with the thrusts. Each time her mother’s bed crashed against the wall, she rubbed harder over her swollen clitoris. The soaked black panties lay crumpled beside her on the mattress, forgotten in the heat of the moment.

“Oh... oh God,” she gasped quietly, while her hips pressed against her own hand.

The rhythmic pounding became faster, more intense. Sarai’s screams reached a new volume, raw and desperate. Zuri could hear the bed squeaking and groaning under the weight of the two bodies. Metal springs protested against the brutal treatment.

“YES! HARDER! FUCK ME HARDER!” her mother screamed.

Zuri’s fingers automatically accelerated. Her entire body trembled as waves of arousal flowed through her. The heat concentrated between her legs like liquid fire, seeking release. Her toes curled into the mattress.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

Faster now. Much faster. John’s thrusts became more brutal, more ruthless. Zuri could almost feel how he was hammering her mother into the mattress, how his massive figure dominated over her. How his weight crushed her, made her helpless.

“Shit,” she whispered breathlessly, her free hand clenching the sheets so tightly that her knuckles stood out white.

Her body tensed, ready for the explosion building in her lower abdomen. Every slam against the wall, every scream from her mother brought her closer to the edge. She bit her lower lip to keep from screaming herself. The metallic taste of blood mixed with the salty sweat on her lips.

Her mother’s bed crashed so violently against the wall that Zuri’s own bed began to tremble with it. The sounds from next door became a single, wild crescendo of flesh against flesh, groaning wood, and unbridled lust.

Zuri’s fingers worked desperately, following the relentless rhythm that penetrated through the walls. Her breathing came in short, hasty gasps. The film of sweat on her dark skin glistened in the dim light of her room. Her long, black hair stuck to her neck.

BOOM-BOOM-BOOM-BOOM.

The tempo reached a feverish climax. Zuri could feel her orgasm building, unstoppable like a tidal wave. Her muscles tensed, her back arched. The world blurred before her eyes.


Chapter 7




That night was only the beginning. From that moment on, her mother and John completely ignored Zuri’s desperate plea for quiet. As if they wanted her to listen. As if they were doing it deliberately. Every night the same ritual.

Zuri lay rigid in her bed, no longer daring to ask for quiet. The humiliation from the first time still burned in her memory. The rhythmic pounding of the bed against the wall. Sarai’s shrill screams. John’s deep, guttural moaning was a constant companion.

What shamed her most wasn’t the noise. It was the images that relentlessly pushed into her mind. His powerful hands on her mother. The way she writhed beneath him. Zuri’s imagination replaced her mother with herself, imagining how those massive fingers would glide over her own body.

How would it feel if he touched her breasts? If his hands gripped her hips, holding her firmly? Caressed her inner thighs until she screamed like her mother?

The shameful habit developed almost on its own. While the sounds from next door penetrated the thin walls, her hand automatically slid under her nightwear. Hesitantly at first, then with growing desperation.

Night after night, the same pattern. John would come, love her mother with an intensity that made the whole house tremble, and Zuri would lie in the darkness touching herself to the sounds of their union.

The routine became a dangerous ritual. She even waited for it. Listened for his footsteps in the hallway, felt her heart beating faster when the familiar creaking of the floorboards began. Her body was already responding before the first sounds could be heard.

Her fingers found the same rhythm as her mother’s bed. Moving in time with the thrusts that made Sarai scream. Zuri’s own arousal rose and fell with the waves of lust that penetrated the walls to reach her.

Her relationship with Mark suffered increasingly as well. Every time he kissed her, she involuntarily compared his gentle lips to the wild sounds from the neighboring room. His tender touches suddenly felt tame, almost childish.

Just like the sex. Her last time with Mark was after a football game, still sweaty and proud of his victory. His hands slid familiarly over her waist as they lay together on his bed.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her neck, while his fingers carefully lifted the hem of her T-shirt.

Zuri closed her eyes and tried to concentrate on his touches. But in her head, other sounds echoed – the brutal rhythm of John’s hips, her mother’s desperate screams for more.

Mark kissed her breasts through the thin bra fabric, his tongue gently circling her nipples. She used to love that. Now it felt like a weak imitation of something much more intense.

“Is everything okay?” Mark asked, raising his head. His brown eyes looked at her with concern.

“Yes,” she lied and pulled him back down to her.

When he entered her, he moved with the same considerate slowness as always. Each thrust was controlled, deliberate. Zuri lay beneath him staring at the ceiling, while her body mechanically responded to his movements.

She tried to forget the sounds she heard night after night. The wild banging of the bed, the way her mother screamed as if she was being torn apart and reassembled.

Mark moaned softly as he came after barely two minutes, his face buried in her shoulder. Zuri automatically stroked his back and waited for his breathing to calm down.

Afterward, they lay beside each other in silence. Mark fell peacefully asleep, his arm around her waist. Zuri stared into the darkness and knew with sudden clarity that she couldn’t bear this anymore.

The next few days she avoided his calls. Ignored his messages. When he finally confronted her at school, between the lockers in the empty hallway, it burst out of her. And she ended her relationship with him.

The weeks after breaking up with Mark changed Zuri in a way she could barely understand herself. What had begun as random, shameful thoughts developed into a secret obsession that she had to hide from everyone – especially from Latoya.

Her best friend was proud of her Black identity, often spoke about the importance of preserving their culture. Zuri couldn’t imagine confessing to her that she was secretly attracted to white men. The term “Race Traitor” hung like a sword of Damocles over her thoughts.

She typed the first search queries hesitantly into her phone. “Interracial dating,” then “black girl white guy,” finally “BWC.” Each click felt like a betrayal, but she couldn’t stop.

At night, when the familiar pounding from next door began, she furtively opened her laptop. The websites she visited showed exactly what her imagination had already drawn.

Black women giving themselves to white men. Their bodies writhing under pale hands, their mouths opening in silent screams while massive white cocks filled them.

Her own hand automatically found its way between her thighs as she stared at the screen. The performers moved with the same brutal intensity that she heard through the wall. Each thrust seemed to tear apart and reassemble the girl on the screen.

This was what her mother was experiencing. This raw, overwhelming power that Mark had never possessed. Zuri’s fingers accelerated as she imagined what it would be like to lie beneath such a man herself.

On the screen, the man pressed the Black girl against the wall, his hands gripping her dark hips. The color contrast of light flesh meeting dark skin was incredibly attractive. His white cock disappeared repeatedly between her spread thighs as she silently screamed.

Just like her mother screamed. Just like Zuri imagined herself screaming when she would finally understand what true submission meant.

The orgasm hit her with the same force as the men on the screen. Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure raced through her. Afterward, she lay breathless, listening to the continuing sounds from next door.

And then one night, the noise suddenly stopped.


Chapter 8




The silence at night was deafening. Two weeks had passed since Zuri last heard the familiar sounds from next door. Two weeks since she had seen John in the hallway.

Zuri lay in her bed staring at the ceiling, while the silence practically crushed her. No rhythmic pounding of the bed against the wall. No desperate screams from her mother. Just this paralyzing, empty quiet.

What had happened?

She turned to her side and pressed the pillow against her face. The question gnawed at her like a worm eating through her thoughts. Had he simply disappeared? Had he sold his apartment without saying a word?

It made no sense. John had just settled in. Why would he suddenly move out again? Had he and her mother had a falling out?

Zuri didn’t know the answer – and the worst part was that she couldn’t ask her mother. How would she even phrase that? Hey Mom, where’s your lover who fucked you night after night while I was lying in my bed wishing I was in your place?

Ridiculous.

The thoughts circled endlessly in her head. Maybe he was just away? On a business trip? But two weeks was a long time.

Zuri felt her inner restlessness growing with each day. The silence she had wished for so often now felt like a curse. She missed the sounds – those wild, primal noises that had fed her fantasies.

Her mother also seemed increasingly irritable. Sarai snapped over little things, slammed doors, and muttered to herself when she thought Zuri wasn’t listening. Her normally so controlled mother seemed nervous, restless.

Zuri had caught her staring out the kitchen window. The way Sarai’s fingers gripped the windowsill, the tension in her shoulders – it was obvious that she too was searching for answers.

The irony was bitter. She finally had her peace back, yet was by no means happy about it.

Zuri closed her eyes and tried to sleep, but the questions wouldn’t leave her alone. Where was John? Would he come back? And why did his disappearance feel like a loss, even though she had barely known him?

She tossed and turned restlessly, while her thoughts fluctuated between confusion and a strange feeling of relief. After all, there was something good about it – she no longer had to feel guilty around her friends. Latoya had asked several times why she was so absent, why she always seemed tired. Each time, Zuri had lied, had talked about sleep problems without naming the true cause.

And if she had ever let go, no one in this world would ever know what had happened here over the last few months.

Shame burned in her cheeks as she remembered how she had listened at the wall night after night. How she had secretly touched herself while her mother slept with a white man. How she had ended her relationship with Mark because his tenderness was no longer enough to quell the heat that these nightly sounds had ignited in her.

All of it was sick. Perverse. Wrong.

But despite this rational realization, John’s disappearance felt like a loss that went deeper than she could understand. As if someone had turned off a light she never knew she needed.

Zuri pressed the pillow harder against her face and tried to suppress the thoughts. Maybe it was better this way. Maybe his disappearance was a sign that she could return to her normality. To the person she had been before all this.

But even as she told herself this, part of her was still listening into the silence, hoping for a familiar sound from next door that would confirm to her that it hadn’t all been just a dream.

* * *

Sarai lay alone in her bed staring at the ceiling. The sheets still smelled of him – of sweat, of sex, of the kind of uninhibited lust she had never thought possible. The smell clung to her skin like an accusation.

How could she have let herself go like that?

She pressed her palms against her eyes, but the memories couldn’t be suppressed. How she had spread herself for him, how she had begged for more. How she had allowed herself to be dominated by a white man, as if she were nothing more than his personal slut.

The shame burned in her chest like liquid fire.

“You stupid cunt,” she whispered into the silence. “You goddamn stupid cunt.”

Why had she been so obedient to him? Why had she forgotten everything – her principles, her dignity, her convictions? She should have known better. Nothing good could come from a black woman giving herself to a white man.

And yet she had behaved like a bitch in heat.

Sarai rolled onto her side and dug her fingernails into the mattress. She should have been suspicious from his name alone. At the latest from his age – thirty-six, just like her – or the fact that he had been born here, alarm bells should have been ringing. The blond hair. The blue eyes.

“That white bastard,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “With his damn BWC.”

He had been messing with her from the beginning. Had made her a traitor to her own race. And she had been too stupid to recognize him.

John. John from school. The fat white pig who had bullied her for years. The awkward loser who had cried when she humiliated him in front of everyone else. The boy she had called “white piggie.”

He had known who she was. The whole time. Had recognized her, while she hadn’t even perceived him as the same person. Had smiled at her as if nothing had happened.

And she – that stupid slut – had spread her legs.

Sarai curled up as if she had been physically beaten. The image of herself kneeling before him, his enormous white cock in her mouth, burned in her consciousness. How she had begged him to take her harder.

“He used me,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “He used me like a dirty slut.”

The fat boy from back then had become a monster. A muscular, dominant beast who had come to take revenge. And she had helped him. Had willingly made herself his toy.

She could still feel his semen inside her. Everywhere. In her pussy, in her ass, in her mouth. He had defiled every part of her, marked every inch of her body with his lust. She felt contaminated from the inside out, as if the stench of his desire was seeping from every pore.

“That white pig,” she sobbed into her pillow. “That damn white pig fucked me. Made me his whore.”

And the worst part was that she had enjoyed it. That her body still craved him, even though her mind was screaming. That she wished he was here to take her again.


Chapter 9




Zuri flinched when the doorbell rang. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she listened for her mother’s reaction. Only silence came from the kitchen—Sarai was probably too caught up in her own dark mood to care about visitors.

“I’ll get it,” Zuri called out, though no one had answered.

The delivery man—a middle-aged man with tired eyes—held out a medium-sized package to her. The pink lettering on the packaging seemed to pulse: PinkCherry. Zuri felt her face burning.

“Zuri Kally?”

“Yes,” she croaked, hastily grabbing the package. The plastic crinkled tellingly under her sweaty fingers.

The man examined her with a look that understood too much. His eyes traveled from her flushed face to the package and back again. A knowing expression flashed across his face.

“Have a nice day,” he said with a grin that made Zuri’s stomach clench.

She mumbled something unintelligible and closed the door. The package pressed heavily against her chest, as if amplifying each of her accelerated heartbeats. Shame crawled up her neck like fire.

“Who was that?” Sarai’s voice came from the kitchen.

“Just a package,” Zuri answered, pressing the damn thing tighter against herself. “Nothing important…”

Her palms were damp, and the pink print felt like a brand against her skin.

Once in her room, she leaned against the closed door and turned the key. The soft click of the lock calmed her minimally. Here she was safe. Here no one could ask questions or pierce her with knowing glances.

Zuri dropped onto her bed and stared at the package. The discreet packaging couldn’t disguise what was inside. What she had ordered. Her fingers trembled as she began tearing off the tape.

The styrofoam crackled as Zuri fully opened the packaging. Her breath caught.

Inside was a flesh-colored dildo. It was modeled after a male cock, including testicles. With shaking hands, she took it out of the package. It was truly intimidating. Larger than she had thought. Initially she had ordered a large one, but then got cold feet and instead bought a medium-sized one, and this was still large in her hand.

The neighbor next door must have had something this size.

The silicone felt surprisingly realistic—warm under her fingers, with a texture that imitated real skin. The veins were replicated in detail, and the head gleamed dully in the light of her ceiling lamp. Zuri’s pulse hammered in her ears.

Fascinated, she examined the dildo. Yes... something like this had probably fucked her mother.

Her tongue nervously ran over her lips before she approached the object. A strange impulse overcame her—curiosity mixed with a dark fascination. She nervously licked the tip to get a feel for it. The silicone tasted like nothing, but felt frighteningly real.

Before she knew it, she was carefully pushing it further into her mouth. The size overwhelmed her immediately. Shortly after, she had to stop. Wow... It doesn’t all fit in my mouth.

She pulled it out again, threads of saliva still connecting her lips to the tip. Her jaw already ached from the attempt.

The image formed unwillingly in her head: Her mother kneeling before this enormous cock, looking up at him. The thought was so perverse that Zuri’s lower abdomen contracted.

How must that have felt? That power, that submission? Zuri’s free hand wandered unconsciously between her legs as she examined the toy.

She brought the dildo back to her lips. This time she forced herself to go further. The silicone pressed against her palate, then against the back of her throat. Her eyes watered, and she gagged slightly, but she didn’t give up. Just a little bit more...

No chance. At most a third disappeared into her mouth before her body rebelled. Frustrated, she pulled back and gasped.

Had her mother struggled with it the same way or bravely taken the full length? Did she just need to practice more?

The wet dildo now glistened with her saliva. Her crotch was getting wetter and demanded attention. The image of how John had filled her mother with it, how she had screamed and writhed...

Fuck it…

Impatiently, Zuri tore the clothes from her body. Her panties were already sticking to her skin, soaked with her arousal. With trembling hands, she attached the dildo to the bedroom floor with its suction cup. The toy stood stiff and imposing before her.

Zuri carefully positioned herself over it, her knees on either side. The head touched her wet labia, and a shiver ran through her body.

Will I be able to take it all inside me?

Slowly she lowered herself onto it. Immediately she felt the resistance. It was so much bigger than anything she had ever felt—bigger than her own fingers, bigger than what she knew from Mark. The silicone pressed against her entrance, stretching her already at first touch.

Zuri carefully sank another centimeter deeper. The stretching was intense, but not painful—rather overwhelming in its novelty. An involuntary sound of surprise escaped her, a mixture of gasping and soft moaning.

Immediately she pressed her hand firmly over her mouth, eyes wide with fright. Not so loud! Mom might hear me!

The feeling was... indescribable. Every tiny movement sent waves through her body that she had never experienced before. The silicone felt warm, as if merging with her body temperature. The texture, the size—everything was so much more intense than her own fingers or Mark’s tentative touches.

It feels... good... The realization hit her like lightning. I’ve never experienced anything like this before...! Is this what it feels like to have sex with the neighbor?

Curiously, she experimented with tiny movements. Just a slight rocking of her hips back and forth. Immediately, a wave of pleasure shot through her lower body, so intense that her body jerked uncontrollably.

Bravely, she lowered herself a little deeper. The feeling of fullness increased exponentially. Too much, too intense, too—

The orgasm hit her completely unprepared. Her entire body tensed, waves of ecstasy coursing through her from head to toe. She bit her lips to keep from screaming while her body trembled uncontrollably.

Panicking, she pulled herself off the dildo, her legs giving way as she landed sideways on the floor. Her heart hammered wildly as she gasped for air.

That was insane! Beads of sweat formed on her forehead. How could her mother have endured this?

The dildo still stood upright, glistening with her wetness—a silent witness to her first real experience with true pleasure.


Chapter 10




Sarai stood in front of John’s apartment door, staring at the wood as if her gaze could melt it. Her hand trembled slightly as she held her finger over the doorbell. You shouldn’t be here. The voice in her head was shrill, accusatory. You kicked him out. You told him to disappear and never come back.

But here she was anyway. Two weeks of torment lay behind her—two weeks of lying awake at night remembering his hands holding her down. His cock filling her until she couldn’t think anymore. The way he called her “his slut,” and how much she had loved it.

Her free hand unconsciously moved across her stomach, down to her crotch. Already she could feel the familiar wetness between her legs. Just the thought that he might open the door any moment...

Press the damn doorbell.

The ringing echoed through the stairwell. Sarai held her breath and listened for footsteps from the other side. Nothing. Her panic rose—what if he wasn’t home? What if he had moved away?

“Who is it?” His deep voice made her knees weak.

“Sarai.” The word barely crossed her lips.

For a moment there was silence. Then she heard the click of the lock.

John opened the door just a crack. His gaze was cool, distant—so different from the burning intensity she knew from him. He wore only sweatpants, his massive upper body was bare. Sarai’s eyes involuntarily wandered over his chest, down to his stomach.

“What do you want?”

His indifferent manner hit her like a slap. He had never looked at her like this before—as if she were... unimportant.

“I...” Sarai swallowed hard. The words wouldn’t come. How could she explain that she was going crazy with desire for him? That at night she heard his voice in her head when she touched herself? “I wanted... to talk to you.”

John leaned against the doorframe, crossing his arms over his chest. “Oh really. Now you want to talk. After you screamed at me and called me a ‘sick bastard,’ a ‘white pig.’”

The memory hit her like a blow. She saw herself two weeks ago—how she had pushed him out of her bed, ordered him to disappear. How she had screamed that she never wanted to see him again.

And now she was crawling back to him. Humiliated. Horny. Craving his white flesh, his cock that had completely possessed her.

“John... please...” Her voice broke. “Let me in.”

“SLAM!!!”

The door slammed shut in Sarai’s face. The sound echoed through the stairwell like a whiplash. Sarai stared at the dark wood, her palm still outstretched as if she could wipe away the barrier between them.

“Baby, please! I’m sorry!” The words came desperately over her lips, louder than she had intended. Her voice almost cracked.

She pressed both palms against the door, leaning her forehead against the cold wood. “John, open the door. Please.”

Silence.

Sarai knocked gently. “I know you can hear me. Please let’s talk about this.”

Nothing.

Her palms grew damp with sweat. The desire in her lower body continued to throb relentlessly. She could still smell his scent—masculine, warm, completely overwhelming. Two weeks without him, and her body was screaming for his touch.

“I was... I was confused.” She spoke against the wood, her lips almost touching the surface. “I shouldn’t have said those things. None of it…”

* * *

Zuri quietly closed the front door behind her and listened for a moment to the sounds from inside the apartment. Her mother was clattering around in the kitchen, cabinets slamming shut too hard. Another bad day, obviously.

The past week had become hell. Sarai had mutated into a veritable fury—her moods swinging between icy coldness and explosive anger. Often Zuri’s mere presence was enough to trigger an outburst.

“Can’t you stand somewhere else?” her mother had snapped when Zuri just wanted to get a glass of water from the kitchen.

Since then, Zuri had kept away from her mother as much as possible. She either retreated to her room—often with her new “toy,” or she stayed away from home as long as possible.

Today she had opted for the latter.

Zuri strolled across the schoolyard, even though the last period had long since ended. A few students still hung around in small groups, smoking or chatting.

Her gaze lingered on Jake, a blond football player. Broad-shouldered, blue eyes, confident. Before, she would have hardly noticed him. Now the thought of his large hands on her skin made her heart beat faster. But there was Rebecca. His girlfriend clung to his arm like a burr, kissing him possessively.

Zuri looked away and spotted Connor standing a few meters away. He too was white, tall, muscular. But he was also taken—she had seen him making out with his girlfriend in the cafeteria just yesterday.

Surprised, she realized how much her perspective had changed over the last week. Now she was deliberately looking for white guys—only to find that all the ones she found attractive seemed to already be in committed relationships.

Zuri leaned against the brick wall of the main building and continued watching. There was Tyler from her history class. Tall, dark blond hair, green eyes. Definitely her type—now. But he too was holding hands with Madison, a red-headed cheerleader.

“Shit,” she muttered to herself.

This was all her neighbor’s fault. With his tall masculine stature, his blond hair, his eyes and that attractive three-day stubble.

“Fuck!” she hissed.

Once again her thoughts were drifting in that direction. It happened constantly. In the middle of class, while eating, even during trivial conversations with her friends. The images kept appearing – John’s massive figure, dominating her mother, making her scream.

And then that burning question: What would it feel like to lie beneath a man like him herself?

Zuri shook her head vigorously. It was sick. Completely disturbed. She was fantasizing about a man who had fucked her mother.

But her body thought differently. Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric of her bra, just at the thought of John’s deep voice, of his hands on her skin.

“Hey Zuri!”

She startled. Latoya was coming across the schoolyard toward her, followed by DeShawn, a boy from their grade. Dark, tall, objectively attractive. Before, she would have definitely found him interesting.

Now... nothing. Not even a spark.

“Everything okay with you?” Latoya examined her with concern. “You seem so... absent lately.”

“Just stress with my mom,” Zuri answered and straightened up. “She’s being pretty difficult right now.”

DeShawn grinned broadly and leaned casually against the wall next to her. His shoulder almost touched hers. “Hey Zuri. Nice to see you again.”

His aftershave smelled good, masculine. His bicep flexed under his tight t-shirt. Objectively speaking, he was a dream guy – 6’5”, broad shoulders, dark eyes.

But as she looked at him, she felt... nothing. No butterflies, no tingling, not even vague curiosity.

“Hi DeShawn,” she said politely, but distantly.

He didn’t notice her reserved manner. “I’ve been wanting to ask you for a while – would you like to go to the movies with me on Saturday? There’s a new action film out, supposed to be pretty good.”

Latoya grinned and nudged Zuri stealthily with her elbow. Her eyes clearly said: Say yes, you idiot!

Zuri hesitated. Just a month ago, she would have immediately agreed. DeShawn was popular, charming, had a sense of humor. He would have been perfect for her.

But now she looked at him and thought of blond hair instead of black curls. Of light skin instead of dark.

“That’s really nice,” she finally said, “but I’m under a lot of stress right now. Maybe another time?”

DeShawn’s face visibly fell. “Oh. Okay, no problem. If you change your mind...”

“Sure,” she lied. “I’ll let you know.”

He nodded, but looked disappointed as he left.

Latoya stared after DeShawn, then turned to Zuri. “Are you crazy? That was DeShawn! He never asks anyone out and I had to do some serious convincing!”

“I know.” Zuri nervously tugged at her backpack strap.

“And you say no? Because of stress?” Latoya shook her head in disbelief. “What’s wrong with you, Zuri? You’ve been acting weird for weeks.”

Zuri felt her cheeks warming. “I’m fine. I just don’t feel like dating right now.”

“Don’t feel like it?” Latoya’s voice rose higher. “You’re talking about DeShawn Washington! The guy is 6’5” and looks like a supermodel. Every girl in this school would kill for a date with him.”

“Then they can have him.” The words came out sharper than intended.

Latoya blinked in surprise. “Okay, that’s enough. What the hell is wrong with you? First you break up with Mark – out of nowhere. Then you come to school completely exhausted, seem distant, and now you’re turning down the perfect guy?”

Zuri pressed her lips together. She couldn’t possibly tell Latoya the truth. I listened to my mother having sex and now I’m only attracted to white guys like the man who fucked her.

That would go over well.

“Maybe DeShawn just isn’t my type,” she said instead.

“Not your type?” Latoya laughed incredulously. “Since when? You’ve been hot for him since ninth grade!”

Zuri looked away. That was true. Back then, she had actually found DeShawn attractive. But that was before... before everything changed.

“People change,” she murmured.


Chapter 11




Zuri stood in front of the mirror in her room, critically examining her reflection. The tight black crop top hugged her breasts like a second skin, the thin fabric revealing the contours of her dark nipples and nipple piercings underneath. The golden necklace with its small pendant rested precisely between her breasts, inevitably drawing attention to her décolletage.

The lower curve of her breasts peeked seductively from beneath the short top, while the high-waisted black leggings perfectly accentuated her curves – her narrow waist, her wide hips, her round butt.

She raised her hand and examined the neon green nail polish she had freshly applied. The bright color was a statement, bold and eye-catching. Just like her entire outfit today.

“This is so fucking stupid,” she whispered to her reflection.

Yesterday, Zuri had accidentally learned that John hadn’t moved away. He was just avoiding her. And judging by the irritable behavior her mother had been displaying for weeks, Zuri strongly suspected that her mother was to blame for this situation.

Whatever had happened between the two of them – Zuri didn’t want to suffer because of it.

She dabbed more lip gloss on her full lips and adjusted her top so that her breasts were displayed to their best advantage. Her hands trembled slightly.

Why fantasize when I can have the original?

The thought electrified her. For weeks she had pleasured herself to mental images of him, imagining what it would be like to lie beneath him. And now she had the chance to find out if reality lived up to her fantasies.

She left her room and crept toward the apartment door. Her mother seemed to have already gone to bed – perfect. No awkward questions, no explanations.

With each step down the hallway, her heart pounded harder. This was childish. Naive. He was a grown man, she had just turned eighteen. He would probably laugh at her or slam the door in her face.

But maybe he wouldn’t.

She stopped in front of his door, took a deep breath, and pressed the doorbell before she could reconsider this crazy idea.

The metallic echo of the doorbell rang through the hallway. No turning back now.

Seconds passed. Zuri’s heartbeat was pounding so loudly in her ears that she almost missed the heavy footsteps behind the door. The peephole darkened.

The door opened. John’s blue eyes examined her with surprise, involuntarily scanning her outfit before he caught himself.

“Zuri, Sarai’s daughter, right? How can I help you?”

His gaze lingered a second too long on her crop top before returning to her face. Zuri felt her cheeks growing hot.

She cleared her throat. “Hey. I wanted to... uh...” The words stuck in her throat. Instead, she registered his proximity – how tall he was, how his shoulders filled the doorframe. Beneath his white t-shirt, the massive contours of his chest were visible.

“Is everything okay?”

Zuri’s hands nervously ran along her leggings. “Yeah, everything’s fine. I just wanted to... could you maybe help me with math? I have an important test tomorrow and...” She smiled uncertainly. “My mom isn’t particularly good at it.”

A lie. But it was the only halfway plausible reason she could think of for why she would be ringing his doorbell.

John hesitated. His eyes traveled over her figure again, this time slower, more deliberately. Zuri felt her nipples hardening under his gaze. The nipple piercings rubbed against the thin fabric of her top.

“I... don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

“Why not?” Zuri took half a step closer. The scent of his aftershave filled her nostrils – masculine, clean. “It’s just math.”

John’s jaw tightened. His knuckles, gripping the doorframe, turned white. “Zuri...”

“Please.” She let her voice grow softer, almost pleading. “I’m really desperate. If I fail this test, I’ll flunk the class.”

Lie. All lies. But the way his blue eyes glided over her breasts before he forced himself to look away told her it was working.

“Your mother...”

“Isn’t here. Working late.” Zuri bit her lower lip and looked up at him. “It would only take an hour. At most.”

John inhaled sharply. His eyes lingered on her full lips, which she was currently holding between her teeth.

“Please… you won’t regret it, I promise!”

A quiet groan escaped his throat – so quiet that Zuri almost missed it. But she had heard it. And she saw how his fingers gripped the doorframe more tightly, how the muscles in his forearms tensed.

He wants me.

The thought shot hotly through her body. All those weeks of listening, of secret touching, of fantasies – and now she stood before him, feeling his desire like a physical force between them.

“This isn’t a good idea, Zuri.” His voice had grown rougher, deeper. “You should go.”

But he made no move to close the door.

Zuri moved closer. Now she was so close to him that she could feel the warmth of his body. “Why not?” She let her fingertips glide over the doorframe, dangerously close to his hand.

John’s gaze wandered over her face, down to her neck, further to her décolletage. The golden chain between her breasts rose and fell with her accelerated breathing.

“Because...” He swallowed hard. His free hand clenched into a fist. “Because your mother and I...”

“What about my mother?” Zuri’s voice dropped to a whisper. She lifted her chin and looked directly into his blue eyes and straightened her chest slightly to emphasize her décolletage even more.

John’s gaze fell involuntarily to her breasts. The thin fabric of her top stretched across the full curves, the gold chain nestled perfectly in her décolletage. His eyes lingered there a moment too long before he straightened up.

“Come on girl, what do you really want here?”

“I already told you...”

“Bullshit!” He cut Zuri off. “That innocent act might work on the boys at school, but not with me!”

Zuri flinched as if she’d been struck. The sudden harshness in his voice made her mask of feigned innocence crumble. Her cheeks burned with shame and arousal simultaneously.

“I... I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she stammered, but her voice trembled tellingly.

John’s blue eyes bored into hers. “Oh no?” He stepped closer until his massive figure towered over her. “You show up here, dolled up like a little whore, pushing your tits out and playing the helpless schoolgirl. Do you think I’m blind?”

The crude words hit Zuri like blows. Her heartbeat hammered so loudly that she was sure he could hear it. Between her legs, it began to throb—hot and wet.

“That’s... that’s not true,” she whispered, but her knees were growing weak.

“No?” John’s voice grew even deeper, more dangerous. His eyes moved slowly over her body—from her face down to her breasts, rising and falling beneath the tight fabric, further to her narrow waist and the curves of her hips in the black leggings.

“Then explain to me why you’re dressed like a slut and ringing my doorbell.”

Zuri bit down hard on her lower lip. His words were brutal, degrading—and yet every syllable sent waves of arousal through her body. This was different from anything she had ever experienced. Raw, unfiltered, dominant.

“I...” The words hit Zuri like a slap. Her face burned with shame, while simultaneously a perverse heat spread between her thighs. She wanted to protest, wanted to march away indignantly, but her legs wouldn’t obey her.

“That’s... that’s not true,” she forced out, but her voice trembled tellingly.

John’s mocking grin grew wider. His blue eyes glittered coldly as he studied her reaction. “Oh no? Then explain to me why your nipples are getting hard while I’m calling you a slut.”

Zuri’s gaze shot involuntarily downward. Beneath the thin black fabric of her top, her hardened nipples were clearly visible, the nipple piercings accentuating the contours even more. A wave of humiliation washed over her.

“You’re just like your mother,” John continued, his voice full of contempt and dark satisfaction. “Talks a big game, but as soon as she sees a real man, she becomes what she truly is.”

She wanted to deny it, but the words stuck in her throat. Instead, she felt her wetness beginning to seep through her leggings. Her body was completely betraying her.

“You’re lucky, I might be willing to give you what you want.” His voice dropped to a dangerous whisper. He leaned closer until she could feel the warmth of his breath on her skin. “But for that, you need to be honest with yourself. Say it. Tell me what you really are.”

The words stuck in her throat. Her entire body trembled with arousal and shame. The way he looked at her—like an object, something he could possess—made her knees weak.

“I...” she began, but the words choked in her throat. Her hands trembled as she tried to pull herself together, but his penetrating gaze burned through all her defenses.

John’s grin grew even wider, triumphant. He saw her inner conflict, her helplessness—and enjoyed every second of it.

Zuri’s breathing came in gasps. The heat between her legs became unbearable, her wetness already soaking through the fabric of her leggings. Her nipples ached with arousal, the nipple piercings rubbing against the thin top with each breath.

“I’m a slut...” The words were barely audible, a breathed confession that crept across her lips like a dirty secret.

“Yes?! And what else?” John’s voice was hard, demanding.

Zuri closed her eyes, her cheeks glowing with shame. But she couldn’t stop. Her body burned with desire, every cell screaming for his touch.

“A whore who wants the same thing as her mother...” The words came out strained, full of shame and desperate desire.

John’s deep laugh made her flinch. “See? That wasn’t so hard.” His hand moved slowly to her chin, lifted it, forcing her to look at him. “And what exactly do you want from me, little whore?”

Zuri’s legs threatened to give way. His touch was firm, possessive. Exactly as she had imagined it in her perverse fantasies while listening to the sounds of her mother.

“I want...” She swallowed hard, her voice barely a whisper. “I want you to fuck me.”

The crude words hung in the air between them. Zuri couldn’t believe she had actually said that. But it was too late. It was out.

John studied her for a long moment, his thumb brushing over her lower lip. “So honest. I like that.”


Chapter 12




John pulled her into the apartment and closed the door behind them. The clicking of the lock made Zuri’s heart beat even faster. What the hell was she doing here? Alone with a man who had just called her a whore, who had fucked her mother, who was old enough to be her father.

This is completely insane, shot through her mind. He has zero respect for women. He’s treating me like a piece of meat.

But her body didn’t care about her rational thoughts. The wetness between her legs was so intense that she could feel her leggings becoming sticky. She had never been this aroused before — not with Mark, not during her secret masturbation sessions with the dildo.

“Come,” John commanded in his deep voice and led her through the short hallway to his bedroom.

His massive hand rested on her lower back, pushing her forward. Then without warning, he grabbed her ass, kneading the round cheeks through the thin fabric of her black leggings.

“Fuck,” Zuri involuntarily moaned. His touch was so different from anything she knew. Raw, possessive, without any tenderness. His large hands completely encompassed her buttocks, squeezing them together, pulling them apart, while he continued pushing her down the hallway.

His fingers dug deeper into her flesh, massaging her ass cheeks through the fabric and Zuri enjoyed it. God, what is wrong with me? she thought desperately, while her body pressed against his touch.

Zuri arched her back, pushing her ass even further into his grasping hands. The material of her leggings stretched over her curves, and she felt his fingers tracing the roundness of her buttocks, kneading them like dough.

When they reached the bed, John drew back and gave her a powerful smack on the ass. The sound echoed through the room like a whip crack.

“Ahh!” Zuri cried out in surprise, more from shock than pain. The burning on her buttock shot through her entire body like an electric shock. No one had ever treated her like this before. Mark had always been gentle, respectful, had asked for permission.

John grabbed her crop top without hesitation and pushed it upward. The thin fabric slid over her skin, rolling up.

Her breasts sprang free.

Without a bra, as she had planned. Her large, round breasts bounced before John’s eyes, the dark brown nipples already hard with arousal. The cool air of the apartment brushed over her bare skin and made her shiver.

My God, she thought in panic. He’s looking at me like a predator at its prey.

John’s gaze was hungry, greedy, as if he wanted to devour every inch of her exposed breasts. His blue eyes rested on her hard nipples, wandered over the full curves, the perfect shape of her 34DD breasts.

Zuri felt her cheeks growing hot. She had imagined what it would be like to undress in front of him, but the reality was more overwhelming than expected. His pure masculine presence, the way he stared at her as if she already belonged to him — it was both frightening and incredibly arousing.

“You really have a hot body,” John murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Just like your mother.”

The comparison to Sarai should have repulsed her, but instead a perverse shiver ran through her. The thought that he had looked at her mother the same way, had desired her the same way, only intensified her arousal even more.

Her breasts rose and fell with each rapid breath. She felt completely exposed, vulnerable, but at the same time there was this wild excitement that drowned out every rational thought.

“On your knees you little slut, I want to see if you can suck as well as your black whore mother,” John growled in a voice that tolerated no objection.

Zuri swallowed hard. Her mouth had gone dry, but her body responded immediately to his command. Hastily she sank to her knees with spread legs, the soft carpet fibers beneath her knees. Her naked breasts bounced with the movement, her hard nipples pointing directly up at John.

Meanwhile, her neighbor slowly opened his pants. The zipper slid down with a quiet, metallic sound. His large hands pushed the fabric aside, then the boxer shorts.

Her eyes widened as his white cock sprang free and towered before her.

What was that thing?! How could something like this exist?

The penis was monstrous. At least 10 inches long and thick as her wrist, with clearly visible veins running across the pale skin. The foreskin was pulled back, revealing the reddened head, from which a drop of pre-cum already glistened.

Zuri stared hypnotically at the massive member. Now she understood her mother’s wild screams, the nocturnal sounds that had tormented and aroused her. How had Sarai even been able to take this monster?

The cock pulsated in front of her face, so close that she could feel the warmth emanating from it. The masculine scent rose to her nose — musky, salty, pure masculinity.

Her pussy got even wetter, the leggings sticking between her legs. She knelt there like a worshipper before an altar, but the object of her worship was this enormous white cock that twitched before her eyes.

“That... that’s huge,” she whispered reverently, her voice barely audible.

Her self-purchased dildo had already been impressive — four inches, which she had barely managed. But this was a different league. John’s cock was like a living baseball bat, pulsating in front of her face.

“Lick it!” John commanded in a rough voice, his large hand resting on the back of her head.

Zuri stared at the monstrous member. Her heartbeat was hammering so loudly that she was sure he must hear it. “Lick... lick it?” she stammered, her voice shaky and uncertain.

“What? You know, your mother sucks this thing with absolute joy!” John’s laughter was dark, mocking. “Your black slut of a mother can’t get enough of it.”

The crude comparison should have shocked her, but instead that perverse shiver ran through her again. The image of her mother, kneeling before John...

Hesitantly, Zuri approached with an open mouth. The salty smell of his masculinity became more intense, mixed with a slightly sweet scent that reminded her of musk. Her tongue tip trembled as she approached the reddened head.

Carefully, she touched the underside of his glans with her tongue.

The first contact made her flinch. The skin was surprisingly soft, but beneath it she felt the iron-hard rigidity of his erect cock. He tasted warm and salty, like flesh, indecency and obscenity.

“Ahh, fuck,” John moaned, his hips jerking slightly forward.

Encouraged by his reaction, Zuri let her tongue glide flat over the sensitive spot. The taste was strange but not unpleasant. Intensely masculine, raw, so completely different from anything she knew.

His hand in her hair gently increased the pressure, directing her movements. Zuri felt a drop of precum drip onto the tip of her tongue – salty, somewhat slimy, but she swallowed it without hesitation. Between her legs, it pulsed uncontrollably.

Zuri opened her mouth wider and carefully took the tip of his glans inside. It’s so big... so hot that it feels like it could burn me. The heat of his flesh seemed to singe her oral mucosa, and she had to force herself not to pull back.

Her jaw was already straining just trying to take in the tip. The diameter was so enormous that her lips were painfully stretched. She tried to wrap her tongue around the glans, but it was like trying to suck on a tennis ball.

Slowly she moved her head back and forth, taking in tiny centimeters more of his cock. Her saliva mixed with his precum, making the movements somewhat smoother, but no less painful for her overstretched lips.

How does Mom do this? shot through her mind as she desperately tried to find a rhythm. How can she handle something like this?

She sucked carefully, her cheeks hollowing as she tried to imitate what she’d seen in porn. Her tongue stroked over the sensitive underside, circled around the glans, licked at the small opening from which more and more salty precum was seeping.

But John looked bored.

His facial expression remained cool, almost absent, as if he was waiting for something else. His hand rested loosely in her hair, without guiding or encouraging her. No moans, no signs of lust or desire.

“Is that all?” His voice was flat, unimpressed. “Your mother does this much better.”

The words hit her like slaps. Zuri’s cheeks burned with shame, but she didn’t let go of his cock. Instead, she intensified her efforts, sucked harder, moved her head faster. Her jaws were already aching, tears welling in her eyes, but she wanted to prove to him that she could do it.

Desperately she tried to take more of his cock, but immediately gagged when the glans touched her throat. Coughing, she pulled back, saliva and precum dripping from her lips, while she continued to keep his massive cock in her mouth.

“Pathetic,” John muttered, shaking his head. Without mercy, he grabbed her with both hands.

His massive fingers dug into her black hair, enclosing her skull like a basketball. The strength of his hands was frightening – she felt how helpless she was against his grip.

“Take my cock deeper, all the way to the base... like this!”

Without warning, he rammed his enormous cock deep into her throat. Zuri’s eyes widened in panic as the powerful member filled her throat, claimed every inch of her mouth and pushed further.

“GHHHHKKKKK!” The gag reflex came immediately.

The obscene sound echoed through the bedroom – a gurgling, choked rattle as her body desperately fought against the intrusion. Saliva and tears mixed, dripping from her chin onto her bare breasts.

But her neighbor was stronger, held her firmly in place while her nose was brutally pressed against his blond pubic hair. The coarse curls tickled her nostrils as the musky scent of his masculinity overwhelmed her senses.

It hurts... his cock is deep in my throat.

Panic flooded through her. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move. Her hands fluttered helplessly against his muscular thighs, trying to push him away, but it was like fighting against a concrete wall.

Her throat was painfully stretched, tears streaming down her cheeks. She felt her body twitching uncontrollably, desperately searching for oxygen. The world began to blur.

“This is how your slut mother takes it, this is how she loves it!”

John’s words reached her as if through cotton. The cruel reality hit her – her mother had gone through this, had survived this. She had swallowed this monster all the way to the base.

Mom... how could you endure this?

Slowly her body stopped fighting. The pain transformed into something else – a strange surrender, a perverse submission. Between her legs it pulsed violently, even though she could barely breathe.

John began a merciless rhythm. His massive figure towered over the kneeling Zuri, his hands holding her head like an object while he used his enormous cock as a weapon.

Slowly he pulled back until only his fat, reddened head rested between her swollen lips. Zuri desperately gasped for air through her nose, saliva and tears mixing into a sticky mess on her chin.

Then, without warning, he thrust again.

“GHHHHKKKKK!”

The obscene gagging echoed through the bedroom again as his entire cock slid deep into her throat in one fluid thrust.

“Ahh, fuck yes,” John grunted with satisfaction, his blue eyes looking down coldly at her. “Just like that.”

Again he pulled back, again the brutal thrust forward.

“GHHHHKKKKK!”

Zuri’s world blurred into a perverse fever dream of pain and wild arousal. Her throat was being raped like a pussy, and she willingly let it happen. More than that – her body craved it.

Her right hand wandered on its own between her spread legs. Through the thin fabric of her black leggings, she felt for her throbbing pussy. The material was already completely soaked from her arousal, sticking to her swollen labia.

“GHHHHKKKKK!”

Again John rammed his cock to the root into her throat. Zuri’s fingers desperately rubbed over the wet fabric, searching for her hard clitoris. The combination of the brutal throat fucking and her own touch sent sparks shooting through her body.

Her head was pushed backward, her throat stretched like a straight line, while John’s cock used her like a living fuck object. Saliva dripped from her lips, her nipples stood hard with arousal.

“GHHHHKKKKK!”

The sounds of her gagging mixed with John’s satisfied grunts. His hips moved in a mechanical rhythm, and with each thrust, Zuri rubbed harder over her pulsating clitoris through the soaked fabric.


Chapter 13




THUMP. THUMP. THUMP.

Sarai lay in her bed staring sleeplessly at the ceiling. A furrow had formed on her forehead as she listened to the moaning and grunting of two bodies making love. No, love wasn’t the right word. The sounds she heard through the wall to the neighboring apartment had nothing to do with love. Over there, uninhibited fucking was taking place!

At this very moment, John was fucking some random bitch while she lay here in bed, condemned to listen. That asshole was certainly doing it on purpose to make her jealous... and it was working!

“Damn whore, how dare she be so loud!” Sarai growled.

Her fingers clenched the bedsheets while the rhythmic creaking of the bed next door continued relentlessly. She knew these sounds all too well – they were the sounds of her own submission that she had enjoyed for weeks.

He’s fucking her even harder than he fucked me.

The realization hit her like a blow. These weren’t unfamiliar sounds – this was John’s brutal style, his dominant grunting, the relentless pace. Everything was exactly as he had done with her. Only now another woman was lying beneath him, receiving his merciless thrusts.

“This whore seems to be enjoying it to the fullest!” Sarai hissed through clenched teeth.

THUMP. THUMP. THUMP.

The bed hit the wall with the same brutal regularity that she herself had felt. Each impact echoed through her body as if she were the one lying under John’s massive body. Her breathing grew heavier as she recognized the familiar rhythm of his dominance.

“Ahhhh! Yesss! Fuck me!”

Sarai’s hands clenched into fists. The voice from next door sounded young, desperate, completely surrendered. Just like her own voice had sounded when John had taken her for the first time. This whore was currently experiencing the same overwhelming submission that had made Sarai addicted.

“Oh God... so deep... so hard!”

The screams became shriller, more desperate. Sarai could practically feel how John’s enormous cock was drilling into the other woman, filling her, claiming her. Her own pussy began to throb at the memory of his brutal size.

The moaning from next door grew wilder, more primitive. John was grunting like an animal in heat, just as he had with her. Sarai could vividly imagine how he was lying on top of the other woman, his massive frame completely dominating her, while he destroyed her with his enormous cock.

“I’m coming! I’m coming!”

The orgasmic scream from next door made Sarai’s own body tremble. Her right hand automatically wandered between her legs while her left pushed up her nightgown. The moist heat that met her proved that despite all her anger and jealousy, her body still craved John’s dominance.

“That damn whore...” she gasped as her fingers found her swollen clit.

The bed continued to creak, relentlessly, mercilessly. John obviously hadn’t had enough. Just like with her back then, he simply continued, fucking the other woman through an orgasm until she lay completely destroyed beneath him.

“I should be over there!” Sarai hissed between clenched teeth.

Her fingers began to circle as she closed her eyes and imagined lying under John’s massive body again. She could feel his rough hands on her skin, how he held her wrists and forced her into submission. Her breathing grew heavier as her fingers glided faster over her throbbing clit.

THUMP. THUMP. THUMP.

The rhythmic beating of the bed synchronized with her own movements. She imagined how John’s huge white cock was thrusting into her, filling her, claiming her. Her free hand wandered to her left breast and pinched the hard nipple.

The woman next door screamed again, even shriller than before. Obviously, John was driving her to another climax. Sarai rubbed her clit even harder as jealousy and desire pulsed through her body.

That stupid slut is getting what belongs to me.

Sarai’s hips rose from the bed as she matched the rhythm from next door. Each impact of the foreign bed against the wall drove her closer to the edge. Her body burned with longing for John’s brutal treatment.

“Oh God, yes! Harder!” The voice from next door sounded desperate, greedy.

Sarai rubbed her clit even harder, her fingers sliding through her own wetness. The other woman was getting exactly what she herself needed – John’s merciless cock, tearing her to pieces and putting her back together.

Where had John even found this whore?

The question bored through her mind as her body followed the foreign rhythm. Was it one of his ex-girlfriends? Some slut from a bar? Or had he met her online, as these white men often did?

“Fuck me! Destroy me!”

The scream from next door made Sarai’s own pussy throb. This whore was screaming exactly the words that she herself had yelled. The same desperate surrender, the same total submission to John’s dominance.

THUMP. THUMP. THUMP.

The bed hit the wall even harder. John increased the pace again, driving the other woman insane. Sarai’s hand moved faster as she imagined how his massive white body was lying on top of the strange woman.

“He belongs to me!” she hissed quietly to herself.

Her free hand wandered to her right breast, pinching the nipple between thumb and forefinger. The pain mixed with the pleasure, just as John had done with her. He had squeezed her breasts while fucking her until she no longer knew where pain ended and ecstasy began.

The sounds from next door became wilder, more primitive. John grunted like an animal while the woman beneath him whimpered and screamed. Sarai could practically smell how sex filled the air – the scent of sweat, semen, and female arousal.

“This whore has no idea who she's dealing with,” Sarai gasped.

Her hips jerked up from the bed as she surrendered to the foreign rhythm.


Chapter 14




Zuri’s breasts swung wildly back and forth, slapping rhythmically against her chest in time with John’s merciless thrusts. Her 34E cups bounced uncontrollably while he took her from behind like a bitch in heat. His massive hand had firmly tangled in her black hair, pulling her head back, while the other gripped her narrow waist.

“Ahhh! Oh God!” Zuri screamed as he rammed his full length into her again.

His 10 inches drilled deep into her tight pussy, filling every corner and pushing against her cervix. The pain mixed with an ecstasy she had never thought possible. This wasn’t gentle sex like with Mark – this was pure, raw animality.

“You little black slut,” John grunted behind her. “Finally getting a real cock.”

Zuri could only moan in response. Her wrists trembled as she braced herself on the bed, trying to withstand his brutal rhythm. Each thrust made her entire body quake, her breasts dancing wildly in front of her face.

His hand pulled harder on her hair, forcing her back into an even deeper arch. The new angle allowed him to penetrate even deeper, until Zuri felt his head slamming against her cervix. An electric shock ran through her body with each touch of that sensitive spot.

“This is real sex,” she gasped between thrusts. “This is... ahhh... right!”

Mark’s gentle touches now seemed ridiculous compared to John’s animalistic power. His massive form completely dominated her, his muscles tensing as he used her like a toy. Zuri felt truly fucked, truly claimed for the first time.

“Yes! Harder!” Zuri screamed, while her breasts continued to slap against her body.

The force of his thrusts made the entire bed creak and bang against the wall. Zuri knew her mother could hear every sound next door, but she didn’t care. She needed this – this raw, unbridled intensity.

John’s grip around her hips tightened, his fingers digging into her soft skin. He drove her mercilessly forward, each thrust hitting exactly the spot that Mark had never found. Her entire body trembled under his dominance. Each thrust forced grunting sounds from her throat that she couldn’t control. This was so different from anything she had experienced before.

Her 36-inch breasts swung wildly back and forth, the weight of her 34E cups pulling at her chest with each violent movement. The nipple piercings flashed in the light as her breasts pendulated through the air.

“Aaahhh! Right there!” she gasped desperately.

John grabbed her hair even tighter, yanking her head back until her back formed an extreme arch. The new angle allowed him to thrust into her even more brutally, his 2.4-inch girth stretching her tight pussy to the limit of pain.

The mattress squeaked rhythmically under their weight as he claimed her like an animal. Zuri’s narrow waist of only 24 inches allowed his large hands to completely encompass her, control her, dominate her.

“Kiss me!” Zuri begged. “Please!”

Her voice broke with the words as John’s massive form continued to ram her from behind. She needed more than just the raw penetration – she longed for an intimacy that went beyond mere fucking.

John only grunted in response. His fingers dug deeper into her hip bones, leaving red marks on her dark skin. The bed thundered against the wall, a constant rhythm that echoed throughout the house.

“Please,” Zuri repeated desperately.

Her breasts bounced wildly as she tried to turn toward him. But John’s grip was merciless – he kept her trapped in the position he wanted. Like a predator holding its prey.

“You get what I give you,” he growled between thrusts. “Nothing more.”

His words hit her like whiplashes, but they simultaneously increased her arousal. This powerlessness, this complete submission to his will – it was intoxicating and humiliating at the same time.

Zuri’s body trembled under the merciless thrusts, while another surge of her wetness spread across her inner thighs. Every inch of his cock stretched her, filled her so completely that she thought she would burst. The warm wetness ran down her dark thighs, dripping onto the mattress beneath them.

“Ahhh! My God!” she screamed as he made an especially deep thrust.

John’s massive head rammed against her cervix, sending lightning through her entire lower body. Her narrow waist curved under his dominance as he used her like a toy.

Her hands clawed at the bedding, seeking purchase in a world that consisted only of pain and pleasure. The white sheet tore under her long fingernails as her body was shaken by his violence. This was so far removed from anything she had experienced with Mark – this was pure, animalistic, real.

“I... I think I’m coming...” Zuri gasped between the brutal thrusts.

Her voice broke as the waves of pleasure swelled in her lower body. Each thrust of his 10 inches drove her closer to the edge.

“Yes I’m coming... keep fucking me, please! Don’t stop now!”

The words bubbled desperately from her as her entire body began to tremble. Her tight pussy clenched around his massive shaft as the first waves of orgasm swept through her. But John showed no mercy – he continued to ram into her, driving her mercilessly over the edge.

“Ahhhhh! I’m coming! I’m coming so hard!” Zuri screamed, her voice breaking with ecstasy.

Zuri’s backside bucked upward trembling, her legs shaking convulsively. The orgasm exploded through every nerve in her body, making her pulse uncontrollably around his thick shaft. Her hips quivered as wave after wave of pleasure flowed through her.

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" she gasped helplessly.

John grunted with satisfaction, feeling her tight pussy milking him, but didn't slow his brutal rhythm one bit. His large hands held her trembling hips firmly, forcing her to stay still while he continued to ram into her.

Her dark skin glistened with sweat, every muscle in her slender body twitching uncontrollably.

"Please... please... too much..." she stammered between the violent thrusts.

But John completely ignored her weak protests. His 10 inches continued to drill mercilessly into her oversensitive pussy, driving her into an overstimulation that blurred between pain and pleasure.

Her legs gave way, trembling so violently that she could barely stay on her knees. Only John's iron grip around her waist kept her in the humiliating position. Zuri's head dropped forward, her black hair sticking to her face, drenched in sweat.

"You belong to me now," John growled behind her, while continuing to use her trembling form. "Completely."

Zuri could only whimper, caught between the aftershocks of her climax and the relentless continuation of his dominance. Her body no longer belonged to her—it had become a toy that John used according to his will, and it made her deliriously happy.


Chapter 15




Sarai’s eyes burned as she listlessly stirred her coffee cup. The dark liquid had long since gone cold, but she hardly noticed. Her thoughts kept circling back to the previous night – the screams, the thrusts, the endless creaking of John’s bed. Every fiber of her body had counted along, had followed every rhythm, until her pulse had adapted to the foreign tempo.

That damn slut.

Whoever she was, John had taken her for hours. Hard, merciless, just as he had once done with Sarai. The memory made her nipples stiffen beneath the thin fabric of her nightgown, which only made her angrier. The fabric rubbed against the sensitive tips, sending small shock waves through her body that traveled directly between her legs.

She massaged her temples, trying to ease the throbbing headache that wrapped around her skull like an iron band. She had lain awake every single minute of the previous night, listening as John took another woman the way she desperately wished for herself. Her own fingers had wandered between her thighs, had tried to replace what only he could give her – but it wasn’t enough. Never enough.

The rhythmic creaking had only fallen silent around four in the morning. Then the silence had nearly suffocated her.

“Damn it,” she muttered, letting the spoon clatter into the cup. The metallic sound echoed through the kitchen like an accusation.

The kitchen felt too cramped, the silence too oppressive after the night’s noise. Her fingers gripped the cup tighter until her knuckles stood out white. How could he? After everything that had been between them. After the way he had looked at her, as if she belonged to him. As if she were the only one.

A sharp pain shot through her lower abdomen as her body remembered his size, the way he had filled her. Her pussy grew wet at the memory, which only fueled her anger. Her body was betraying her, longing for the man who had apparently already replaced her.

Sarai took another sip of the cold coffee and grimaced in disgust. Everything tasted bitter this morning. Thanks to her own jealousy. The coffee burned down her throat like bile.

The soft ticking of the wall clock above the refrigerator mingled with the distant rush of traffic. Eight o’clock. Somewhere in her consciousness she registered the time, but the significance didn’t penetrate. Not today, when every thought was occupied by John’s muscular body over another woman. She could practically feel his hands exploring unfamiliar skin, his cock drilling into another woman.

Her free hand unconsciously wandered to her neck, stroking the sensitive skin where John had once kissed her. The memory made her shiver, only intensifying the burning desire between her thighs. Her fingers found the spot where he had bitten her, where he had marked her as his. The skin had long since healed, but the memory still burned.

Who had this woman been? A neighbor from another floor? A random acquaintance? The uncertainty gnawed at her, making the jealousy even more unbearable. She imagined John’s large hands gliding over unfamiliar skin, whispering the same dirty words to this stranger that had once been meant for her. Calling her “his little slut” while taking her from behind.

The kitchen clock kept ticking. Half past eight drew closer, but Sarai didn’t notice. Her world had shrunk to the tormenting emptiness in her chest and the throbbing desire that John’s absence had left behind. Between her legs pulsed a pain that was both longing and anger – a hunger that only he could satisfy.

* * *

Zuri startled awake, then glanced at her alarm clock. Nine o’clock. Fuck.

After the strenuous nocturnal escapade with her neighbor, Zuri had overslept. She had only sneaked back into her mother’s apartment shortly after four in the morning. Exhausted, thoroughly fucked, and well stuffed.

Her body protested as she sat up. Between her legs pulsed a dull pain – a reminder of John’s merciless cock that had impaled her for hours. Her thighs felt sore, her pussy was swollen and sensitive. Every muscle in her lower body ached in a way that both frightened and aroused her.

“Shit,” she muttered and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. Her nightgown stuck to her sweat-damp skin. She still smelled of him – his musk, his sperm. The scent immediately made her nipples stiffen, sending a shiver of arousal through her tired body.

Her jaw muscles still ached from the brutal face-fucking he had given her. But at the same time, her body already yearned for more, for the next opportunity to lie beneath him.

She hastily reached for the clothes she wanted to wear to school today, which were carefully hung over her desk chair. The movement made her wince – her ass was still sore from the slaps John had given her. His large hands had grabbed her cheeks, spread them apart, while he had taken her from behind like an animal.

Her panties were still damp from the previous night. A mixture of her own juices and traces of his sperm that had leaked out of her. She put them on anyway, feeling the moist fabric rub against her sensitive labia. He hadn’t even asked if it was okay to come inside her. Hadn’t inquired whether she was on the pill.

A soft moan escaped her throat. The memory of the moment when he had released inside her made her knees weak. How he had pressed her against the mattress with his full weight while his hot sperm pumped into her. His teeth on her neck, his guttural grunting right in her ear.

“Fucking hell,” she whispered and reached for her bra. Her nipples were still swollen from his rough grip, dark and sensitive. The memory of how he had held them between his teeth sent an electric shock directly to her pussy.

The bra felt too tight, pressing her sore breasts together. But the pain was sweet, a constant reminder of his hands on her body.

With trembling fingers, she hastily combed through her tousled hair. John’s scent still hung in the black strands, would remind her all day of what had happened between them.

She glanced in the mirror and was startled. Her lips were swollen, her eyes glassy. On her neck were dark spots that marked his claims of ownership. Panic flickered in her chest. How was she going to hide this from Sarai?

Hastily, she grabbed her concealer and dabbed away the telltale marks. Her fingers trembled as she tried to hide the evidence of her nighttime sin.

She needed to get the morning-after pill. The thought of getting pregnant made cold sweat bead on her forehead. Not now. Not at eighteen. Not by him. Her mother would kill her. Literally. Sarai had already made her life hell for smaller transgressions—but this? A baby with a white man? With the man who had obviously also fucked her mother? Shame burned in her cheeks—what would the pharmacist think? An eighteen-year-old Black girl getting the morning-after pill? Zuri swallowed hard.

With Mark it had never been a problem. He had always insisted on condoms, had been careful. Responsible. But John? John had simply taken her, reckless and greedy. Had pumped his sperm deep inside her without hesitating for even a second.

The memory made her labia pulse. Her body responded involuntarily to the images in her head—his heavy body on hers, his brutal rhythm, the moment when he’d released inside her. Stop. She couldn’t think about that now.

Zuri pressed her ear against the cool wooden surface of her bedroom door and held her breath. The familiar sound of running water came through the thin door—her mother was in the bathroom. Perfect.

Carefully, she turned the doorknob and peered into the hallway. Empty. The sound of water was still audible—Sarai was one of those women who stayed in the shower forever. Zuri had at least ten minutes.

She tiptoed toward the front door, her sneakers in hand. Each step sent a stabbing pain between her legs—her body mercilessly reminded her of the previous night. Of the way John had spread her apart, how he had filled her.

Her hand trembled as she reached for the door handle and opened the door. Hastily she stepped out into the hallway, still holding her shoes in her hand.


Chapter 16




“Make it curlier,” Sarai murmured, staring at her reflection in the salon mirror. “I want it to look wild. Untamed.”

Aaliyah twisted another strand around the curling iron and gave Sarai a skeptical look. “Girl, you’ve been acting crazy this whole time. What’s going on with you?”

Sarai’s fingers drummed impatiently on the armrest of the chair. The fresh gel nails – long, pointed, lacquered in a deep burgundy red – sparkled under the harsh salon lights. She had spent two hours at the nail studio, had let herself be pampered while her thoughts circled incessantly around John.

“Nothing’s going on,” she lied. Her voice sounded sharper than intended.

“Bullshit.” Aaliyah lowered the curling iron and fixed Sarai in the mirror. “You were a terrible liar back in school, Sarai. So don’t tell me nothing’s wrong.”

Sarai pressed her lips together. She couldn’t tell Aaliyah that she was fighting for a white man. Not her, who used to mock “white piglets” in the schoolyard. Who had drawn her superiority from humiliating those weak boys.

“It’s about a man,” she finally admitted.

“Of course.” Aaliyah snorted and continued with the curling iron. “Which guy managed to throw the great Sarai Kelly so off balance?”

“He... he’s ignoring me.” The words tasted bitter on her tongue. “Got himself someone else.”

“And you’re putting up with that?” Aaliyah’s voice dripped with contempt. “The Sarai I know would have shown any man who’s boss.”

That was exactly the problem. John had shown her who was boss. Had made her his whore, dominated her until she begged for more. And now he was fucking someone else, while Sarai sat here trying to piece together her shattered femininity.

“I’ll show him,” she whispered, more to herself than to Aaliyah.

“Damn right.” Aaliyah reached for the spray and fixed another curl. “You were always the most beautiful of the three of us. No man can resist you when you want him.”

Sarai turned her head to the left, then to the right. The curls fell in perfect spirals over her shoulders, each one shiny and defined. The wild volume gave her face an intensity she barely recognized. Her dark eyes flashed in the mirror light – hungry, dangerous.

“Perfect,” Aaliyah murmured and sprayed another layer of hairspray over her masterpiece. “You look like a damn goddess.”

Sarai ran her fingertips over a curl, feeling the springy texture. “It’s... different.”

“Different good. You’ll drive any man crazy who sees you.”

Any man except the one who matters.

The words burned in Sarai’s throat, unspoken. She observed her reflection – the perfect curls, the flawless nails, the impeccable makeup. War paint to reclaim a man who had dropped her like a hot stone.

“Do I know the lucky brother my girl’s going to turn the head of?”

Aaliyah’s voice was curious, but Sarai heard the underlying tone. The old habit of judging others, spotting weaknesses. In the past, they had mocked weaker boys together, had drawn their power from making others feel small.

“No one special,” Sarai murmured and averted her gaze.

“Bullshit.” Aaliyah leaned closer, her eyes sparkling in the mirror light. “I know that look in your eyes. This isn’t just some random guy. He’s got you, hasn’t he?”

Sarai’s fingers clenched around the armrests of the chair. The pointed nails dug into the leather. She couldn’t possibly tell Aaliyah that it was John. The fat, awkward boy from back then who was now a man who dominated her until she begged for mercy.

“Don’t talk such nonsense.” Sarai’s voice trembled slightly. “Nobody gets me. I’m the one who—”

“Girl, please.” Aaliyah snorted and crossed her arms over her chest. “Your hands are shaking. And now you come in here wanting to look like... like a damn sex goddess. You don’t do that for just anybody.”

Sarai swallowed hard. The saliva felt like sandpaper in her throat. Aaliyah’s probing glances burned on her skin, looking for cracks in her facade.

“He’s... white.”

The words slipped out before she could stop them. Aaliyah’s eyes widened, then her face contorted into an incredulous expression.

“Oh hell no. Sarai Kelly. Miss ‘White boys are losers.’ Miss ‘I would never.’” Aaliyah clapped her hands, the sound echoing through the entire salon.

Several heads turned toward them. An older woman under the hair dryer gave them a disapproving look, while the assistant at the sink peered furtively in their direction.

“Don’t be so loud,” Sarai hissed and sank deeper into her chair.

“Loud?” Aaliyah’s voice only grew shriller. “Girl, you just confessed you’re into a white boy! After all that shit you talked before!”

Sarai’s cheeks burned. The shame crawled up her neck like poison, mixing with anger at Aaliyah’s reaction. She had known it was a mistake to say even the slightest hint.

“It’s... complicated.”

“Complicated?” Aaliyah laughed bitterly and shook her head. “Nah, baby. It’s damn simple. You’ve become a traitor.”

“Aaliyah-”

“No, let me finish.” Aaliyah positioned herself in front of Sarai's chair and stared down at her. “Remember what you said to that fat white boy back then? John or something? You called him 'white piggie.' Laughed when he cried.”

Sarai's blood froze in her veins. Aaliyah remembered. Of course she remembered. Everyone remembered that scene in the school hallway, Sarai's cruel words, John's tears.

“That was... that was different,” she stammered.

“Different? You were proud of it! You got off on humiliating those white boys. And now?” Aaliyah's eyes flashed with contempt. “Now you’re chasing after a white man like a mangy bitch.”

The words hit Sarai like blows. Each sentence tore another wound in her already shredded dignity. She wanted to stand up, wanted to leave, but her legs felt like lead.

“It’s not what you think,” she whispered.

“Oh no?” Aaliyah leaned closer. “Then tell me what it is. Tell me how Sarai Kelly became a race traitor.”


Chapter 17




The ice-cold Java Chip Frappuccino burned in Zuri’s throat as she tried to follow Latoya’s excited chatter.

“...and then I asked him if he wanted to go to the movies,” Latoya gushed, playing with her straw. “DeShawn is really sweet, Zuri. I don’t understand why you said no.”

Zuri shrugged and stared into her cup. The chocolate pieces floated like tiny icebergs in the creamy mixture. “He just wasn’t my type.”

“Since when?” Zoe leaned across the small round table, her dark eyes sparkling with curiosity. “You’ve been totally into him for years.”

“People change,” Zuri mumbled and took a big sip. The cold coffee numbed her tongue.

“True,” Zoe giggled and tossed her long hair over her shoulder. “I mean, look at me. Since I’ve let my hair grow out, I can’t keep the guys away. That’s what I get now. But what can I do? I just can’t decide between Tyler and Lamar. Both have their... advantages.”

Latoya rolled her eyes. “You’re playing with fire, girl. Sooner or later they’ll find out.”

“That’s the thrill.” Zoe grinned mischievously and licked the remaining cream from her spoon. “Tyler is so sweet and romantic, but Lamar...” She sighed dramatically. “He knows how to treat a woman, you know?”

Zuri’s stomach clenched. The words hit too close to her own secret.

“You should choose one,” Zuri said quietly, avoiding Zoe’s gaze.

“Why? Life’s too short for monotony.” Zoe winked and leaned back.

Latoya snorted. “Girl, you’re talking nonsense.”

“Oh no, definitely not.” Zoe’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “Trust me, there are differences. Big differences.”

Zuri’s cheeks burned. She couldn’t contradict Zoe’s words—not after what she’d experienced with John. The intensity, the raw power, the way he had completely dominated her.

“Oh really? What kind of ‘big’ difference are we talking about here?” Latoya raised a skeptical eyebrow and leaned forward curiously.

Zoe grinned broadly and let her gaze sweep briefly around the Starbucks before leaning even further forward. “Well... without going into too much detail... Lamar is a few inches bigger...”

“A few inches?” Latoya burst out laughing. “Girl, that doesn’t make any difference.”

“Oh yes, it does,” whispered Zoe, her eyes twinkling mischievously. “Trust me. And it’s not just the size. It’s the... intensity. Tyler is sweet and gentle, but Lamar...” She sighed and dramatically fanned herself with her hand. “He takes what he wants.”

Zuri’s heart was pounding so loudly that she was sure her friends must be able to hear it. Her fingers tightened around the cold plastic cup as John’s face appeared in her mind’s eye. The way he had looked at her. The raw power in his hands. The painfully sweet stretching as he entered her.

“That sounds like objectification,” Latoya muttered, frowning.

“Call it what you want,” Zoe giggled and shrugged. “But sometimes you just want to be properly taken, you know? Sometimes gentle isn’t enough.”

Zuri swallowed hard and felt her cheeks glowing. The memory of John’s hard thrusts, his rough hands in her hair, the way he had called her a black slut, made her body tingle.

“Zuri?” Latoya’s voice reached her as if through cotton wool. “You look like you’re about to faint.”

“I’m just... hot,” Zuri stammered and reached for her jacket. Her hands trembled slightly as she pulled the hood over her head.

“Maybe you should start dating again,” Zoe suggested, studying Zuri carefully. “Nothing’s happened since Mark, right?”

“No,” Zuri lied, staring at her hands. “Nothing.”

But her voice sounded brittle, even to her own ears.

“You still haven’t told us what went wrong,” Latoya pressed, leaning forward with interest. “Mark was totally sweet. You were together for almost half a year.”

Zuri felt her stomach knotting.

“It just... didn’t fit,” she mumbled, turning the cup between her hands. “We were too different.”

“Different?” Latoya frowned. “You were perfect together. He was respectful, sweet, a gentleman...”

“Maybe that was the problem,” Zoe grinned mischievously and leaned back.

Zuri stared at the tabletop and felt her cheeks growing even hotter. Zoe’s words hit so close to the truth that it hurt.

“What do you mean by that?” Latoya asked, confused.

“Well,” Zoe leaned forward again and lowered her voice, “I’ve heard the guys talking, and as impressive and athletic as Mark is on the football field, he’s supposedly even more impressive down below.”

“Oh,” Latoya said, her eyes widening. “Oh shit. Really?”

Zuri’s throat went dry. She felt her fingers tightening around the plastic cup until the material crackled.

Latoya leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Was he too small?”

Zuri’s cheeks burned like fire, unable to speak. The words caught in her throat as she desperately searched for an answer that wouldn’t reveal too much.

“Too big?” Zoe pressed, her curiosity obviously piqued. Her dark eyes sparkled expectantly.

“No,” Zuri finally croaked. “He was...” She hesitantly raised her hand and mimicked Mark’s size with a gesture.

Zoe and Latoya exchanged a meaningful look.

“Oh girl,” Latoya sighed sympathetically. “That explains a lot.”

“No wonder you seem so frustrated,” Zoe said, shaking her head compassionately. “Sex is important in a relationship, girl.”

“Totally important,” Latoya agreed, reaching for Zuri’s hand.

* * *

It was just after 5 PM when Sarai rang John’s doorbell again. She had spent the entire afternoon waiting for him to come home – standing by the kitchen window, tracking every sound in the stairwell. Her freshly styled curls framed her face like a wild mane, the tight, low-cut top accentuated her curves, and the short skirt showed off her long legs. All dolled up as she was, she wouldn’t let herself be dismissed so easily this time.

Impatiently, she pressed the doorbell again and then knocked on the door with the flat of her hand. The metallic knocking echoed through the silent hallway.

“John, open the damn door, I know you’re in there!”

Her voice sounded sharper than intended, laced with a mixture of desperation and anger. She pressed her ear against the cold door surface and listened intently. Inside it was quiet – too quiet. No footsteps, no television, nothing. But she had heard him come up the stairs half an hour ago. Those heavy, confident steps that she could now recognize out of a hundred others.

“I’ll wait here until you open up,” she called through the door and hammered on it again with her fist. “You can’t ignore me forever!”

Her heart was racing, and she felt sweat forming under her arms beneath the tight top. The anger mixed with a humiliating feeling of helplessness. For two weeks she had told herself that she was proud, that she didn’t need him. But here she was now, begging at his door like a stray dog.

“Please,” she whispered more softly, resting her forehead against the cool wood. “Let’s just talk.”

The silence behind it was deafening. No answer, not even the slightest sound indicating he was even there. Sarai clenched her fists and pounded on the wood once more, this time so hard that her knuckles hurt.

“We’re both adults, damn it! I can’t undo what a bitch I was to you back then and hey, you’ve had your revenge, but can’t we just get past it and at least try to make this work?”

The words burst out of her. She hated how weak she sounded, how much she was begging him. This wasn’t the Sarai she knew – not the woman who had always been in control, who wrapped men around her finger and never begged for anything.

“I know you’re in there!” Her voice grew shriller. “I know you’re listening to me!”

She pressed both palms flat against the door and leaned her full weight against it. The thin fabric of her top stretched across her breasts as she leaned forward.

“I need you,” she whispered, and the words tasted bitter in her mouth. “You know I need you.”

Nothing. Just the faint hum of the neon lighting in the hallway and the distant rush of traffic from the street. Sarai felt her knees weakening. The entire hard facade was crumbling away, layer by layer, until only the naked truth remained: she was addicted to him. To the way he dominated her, made her his whore, filled her completely and destroyed her control.

She closed her eyes and let her forehead sink against the door. “Please,” she breathed so quietly that she herself could barely hear. “I’ll do anything.”

Her fingers clenched on the doorframe. The seconds stretched like hours as she waited – for a sign, for a sound, for anything that told her that her humiliation wasn’t in vain.

But the apartment door remained locked.


Chapter 18




“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuuuuk!” whimpered Zuri, as her legs were forced over her head with John’s entire weight bearing down on them. With long, hard pumping thrusts, he drove his large white cock into her dripping wet pussy, while her labia stretched tightly around him as she was fucked into the ground in a mating press.

Her eyes rolled back as John completely folded her up like a rag doll. His massive hands firmly gripped her ankles while he tested her flexibility to its limits. The angle was brutal – every thrust hit places inside her that she never knew existed.

“Look at me when I’m fucking you,” growled John, his voice rough with exertion.

Zuri’s neck was strained from the extreme position, her chin almost pressing against her chest. Beads of sweat ran down her forehead while her pussy clenched around his thick shaft. The wet heat between her legs was overwhelming – she was so wet that the sounds of their union echoed obscenely loud throughout the room.

“I can’t... so deep... oh God!” she stammered, her voice breaking with each brutal thrust.

John laughed darkly and shifted the angle slightly, making Zuri cry out. Her breasts bounced wildly back and forth, her dark nipples stiff with arousal. The pressure in her stomach built like a volcano about to erupt.

“You’ll take every inch when I say you take them!” he grunted, ramming himself even deeper into her.

Zuri screamed, her voice breaking with pain and perverse pleasure. Her fingernails scratched helplessly across the sheets, desperately searching for purchase while John mercilessly folded her in half. The burning between her legs was overwhelming – he was too big, too brutal, but her body still craved more.

“I... I can’t... please...” she whimpered, as tears streamed down her cheeks. Her pussy clenched around his thick shaft, clinging to him as if it never wanted to let go.

John’s grip on her ankles tightened, his knuckles white with exertion. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her compressed body. “Shut the fuck up…” he growled through clenched teeth.

“and get used to it, or I might as well go back to your slut mother! She might not be as tight as you, but at least she doesn’t complain!”

The words hit Zuri like a whip. A mixture of jealousy and shame burned in her chest. The thought that he had taken her mother the same way, had fucked her just as brutally, made her pussy even wetter. She hated herself for it, but the perverse arousal couldn’t be denied.

“No... please... don’t...” she stammered desperately. “I... I want it...”

John laughed roughly and changed the angle of his thrusts. Every inch of his cock bored deep into her, stretching her to her limits. Zuri’s eyes rolled back again as an inarticulate cry escaped her lips.

“Then prove it to me, you black whore,” he grunted. “Show me you’re worth more than your useless mother.”

The words burned in her head like molten metal. Zuri felt something inside her breaking and simultaneously coming together. Her legs trembled uncontrollably in his hands as he continued to hold her in this impossible position. Sweat mingled between their bodies, making each thrust even more intense.

“I... I’m better...” she gasped between the brutal thrusts. “I’m... tighter... younger...more fertile…”

Her own words shocked her, but she couldn’t stop. The perverse competition with her own mother made her pussy even wetter, even hungrier for his thick white cock. Every syllable that crossed her lips felt like betrayal – and at the same time like pure truth.

“Is that so?” asked John with a mocking grin.

His thrusts became slower, but even harder. Every single inch of his cock mercilessly bored into her folded pussy while his eyes coldly examined her. The new rhythm was torturous – too slow to make her come, but hard enough to drive her to the brink of madness.

“Yes… I’ll do anything!” she cried desperately.

Tears streamed down her cheeks as her body remained trapped in the extreme position. Her legs trembled in his iron grip, the muscles burning with exertion. But the humiliation of betraying her own mother made her so aroused that she could barely stand it.

“Anything?” John repeated slowly, pulling his cock almost completely out of her until only the tip spread her swollen labia.

Zuri whimpered in panic. The sudden emptiness in her pussy was unbearable. “Please... please fuck me... I’ll do anything...”

“Then say it again,” he demanded in an ice-cold voice. “Tell me why you’re better than your slut mother.”

His words hit her like lashes from a whip, but her body still craved more. Sweat dripped from her compressed body as she desperately tried to push herself onto his cock. But his grip held her motionless.

“I... I’m younger...” she stammered between heavy breaths. “My tits are firmer... my pussy tighter... I can make babies for you...”

The shame of her own words burned in her face, but the perverse arousal was stronger. John’s grin grew even wider as he continued to hold her on the threshold of desperation.

“Babies?” he repeated slowly, his voice dark with amusement. “You want my white babies in your black belly?”

Zuri’s eyes widened at his crude words, but her body responded with a violent twitch. Her pussy reflexively clamped around the tip of his cock, which still rested between her swollen lips.

"Yes..." she whispered barely audibly, her voice trembling with shame and desire. "I want... I want your babies..."

The words came from her lips as if on their own, while her rational mind screamed. What was she saying? She was only eighteen, had her whole life ahead of her. But the brutal dominance with which he held her, the way he folded her like a toy, made her mind blur.

"Aren't you on the pill, little slut?" John asked with a mocking undertone.

His voice was icy while the tip of his thick cock still rested between her swollen labia. Zuri felt her heart hammering against her ribs. The truth burned on her tongue like molten metal.

Zuri swallowed hard. "No..." she whispered truthfully. "I... I'm not taking anything..."

The words hung heavily between them like an invisible trap. Her legs trembled in his iron grip, while beads of sweat ran down her forehead. She had gotten the morning-after pill after their first encounter, but since then... nothing. The danger was real, tangible, and yet the thought only made her more aroused.

"Then you know what could happen," he grunted roughly. "And still you're begging for it."

His eyes bored into hers, cold and calculating. Zuri felt her pussy involuntarily clenching around the tip of his cock. The danger that resonated in his words should have deterred her. Instead, it made her juices flow even more.

"I... I know..." she stammered, her voice barely more than a breath.

Her rational mind screamed warnings, but her body craved more. The thought that he could take her without protection, that his seed could explode deep inside her, made her knees tremble even more. She was caught between fear and perverse arousal, folded like a doll in his hands.

"Please..." she whimpered desperately, while her body screamed for the fulfillment that only he could give. "I need you... I need your cock..."

The shame of her own words burned hot in her cheeks, but she couldn't stop. Every second he kept her on the threshold was pure torture. Her folded legs trembled uncontrollably in his hands, the muscles burning with exertion, but that was nothing compared to the emptiness between her legs.

* * *

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

The rhythmic pounding against the wall was driving Sarai insane. Again John was fucking some slut next door – or was it the same one? How many nights in a row it had been now, she couldn't say. Only that she had to endure it night after night. Lying on her bed and listening to the man of her desire taking another woman, while she had to make do with herself.

Her fingers clawed into the bedding, while the familiar creaking of the bed penetrated through the thin wall. Each thrust echoed in her body, making her own pussy throb with unused lust. The memory of his brutal dominance still burned in her flesh.

Almost half a month ago, she had bought a dildo at the sex shop – the biggest one they had. While it didn't quite match the girth of her neighbor's cock, the length was accurate to within an inch or two. The saleswoman had given her a strange look when the elegant middle-aged woman had asked for the most massive toy in the store.

The thing now lay beside her on the bed, a pale substitute for the original. Silicone couldn't replace the heat of his flesh, not the way he had grabbed and dominated her. But it was all she had left.

A new scream penetrated through the wall – young, desperate, full of lust. Sarai's teeth ground with jealousy.

The sounds grew more intense. John's deep grunting mixed with the high-pitched screams of his partner. Sarai reached for the dildo, her hand trembling with suppressed rage and desire. The cool silicone surface felt dead in her hands – a shadow of what she really needed.

BOOM. BOOM. BOOM.

The bed next door hit harder against the wall. Sarai imagined John mercilessly ramming the other woman, spreading her thighs, subduing her. Her free hand wandered between her own legs, finding the moisture that had already gathered there.

Without hesitation, she positioned the dildo and rammed it into herself out of frustration and her own arousal.

"Ahhh, fuck!" The word tore involuntarily from her throat as the massive silicone stretched her pussy. Too fast, too hard – but exactly how she needed it. The pain mixed with the relief of finally being filled.

Her hips lifted from the bed as she pushed the toy deeper inside herself. Through the wall, she heard John's grunting growing louder, the familiar sound of his dominance. Her eyes rolled back as she imagined it was him taking her so brutally.

"Yes... damn it, yes..." The words bubbled out of her as she began to move the dildo in a merciless rhythm. Her other hand clawed at her full breast, pinching the hard nipple between thumb and forefinger.

The creaking from next door grew more violent. The other slut screamed louder, her voice breaking with lust. Sarai bit her lower lip to suppress her own screams. She didn't want Zuri to hear her – not like this. Not while she was masturbating like a desperate whore to the sounds of her lost conquest.

Her abdominal muscles tensed as she moved the dildo faster and faster. The wet sound of her own arousal mixed with the sex from next door into an obscene symphony. Sweat formed on her forehead as she tried to keep up with the rhythm she heard through the wall.

"You should be here..." she whispered into the darkness of her room, her voice broken with desire. "You should be fucking me, not her..."

Her hips were moving wildly now, following the merciless beat she imposed on herself. The bed squeaked under her desperate movements as she tried to fill the emptiness that John had left in her.

The dildo kept slipping from her hand, slick with her own wetness. Frustrated, she gripped it tighter, rammed it in so deep that her labia stretched around the base. But it wasn't enough. Would never be enough.

“Holy shit...” she gasped, while her free hand desperately rubbed her clitoris. The friction sent electric shocks through her body, but the climax remained elusive. Like a phantom running away from her.

BANG. BANG. BANG.

The pounding from next door grew even more brutal. John’s deep voice penetrated through the wall – words she couldn’t understand, but whose dominant tone made her blood boil. The sound reminded her of the feeling of his hands on her body, the way he had grabbed and possessed her.

“Please...” she whimpered into her pillow, while the dildo pulsated inside her. “Take me... I need it...”

Her legs trembled from the effort as she desperately rammed the dildo into her cramping pussy. The cold silicone felt dead against her burning heat, a pitiful substitute for the living flesh she craved. So damn close to the edge, but the orgasm remained a cruel phantom, running away from her.

“Come on... damn it...” she gasped between clenched teeth, while her other hand wildly rubbed her clitoris. Her abdominal muscles tensed, her entire body trembling with suppressed lust.

BANG. BANG. BANG.

The merciless pounding from next door drove her to the brink of madness. John’s deep grunting mixed with the desperate screams of his partner into an obscene symphony that made Sarai’s blood boil.

Then a name cut through the air.

“John! Oh God, John, please!”

Sarai’s hand froze between her legs. The voice... young, broken with pleasure, but... familiar. An ice-cold shiver crept up her sweaty back, even as her pussy still pulsated around the dildo.

“John, harder! Please!”

No. It couldn’t be. That was impossible.

But the voice... she knew that voice. Had heard it every day of her life for eighteen years. The high, desperate tone breaking with ecstasy was unmistakable.

“Zuri?” The word escaped her as a croaking whisper, while her stomach twisted into a cold knot.

The pounding on the wall stopped for a moment. Then it resumed, more brutal than before.

BANG. BANG. BANG.

Sarai’s hand trembled around the dildo that was still deep inside her. Her body was caught between abrupt shock and the persistent arousal pulsing through her veins. The heat between her legs collided with the icy coldness filling her chest.

“Oh fuck, yes! Right there!” Her daughter’s voice cut through the wall like a knife. No more doubts possible.

Sarai’s mouth opened in a silent scream of horror. Her free hand pressed against her mouth, as if trying to suffocate reality. But the sounds continued – the rhythmic creaking of the bed, John’s deep grunting, and the desperate screams of her own daughter.

The jealousy she had felt minutes earlier transformed into something much darker, more complex. A cocktail of betrayal, horror and – she hated herself for it – persistent arousal. Her body didn’t yet understand what her mind already comprehended.

Her hips jerked involuntarily, the dildo moving in her still wet pussy. The shame of remaining aroused while her daughter next door...

“No...” she gasped, her voice breaking. But her hand didn’t pull the dildo out. Couldn’t.


Chapter 19




Zuri stood naked in front of the large mirror in her room, examining the changes her body had undergone in recent weeks. Her hands slowly glided over the gentle curve of her lower abdomen – not yet the classic pregnancy bump, but definitely more than just a soft roundness.

Her breasts had become heavier, fuller, the nipples darker and more sensitive. She raised one hand and cupped her left breast, feeling the additional weight in her palm. Bra shopping was overdue – the 34E no longer fit properly.

“Damn...” she murmured and turned to the side to examine her profile. From this angle it was more obvious – the curve of her belly clearly outlined against the light filtering through the curtains.

How much longer could she hide this? The loose hoodies and oversized t-shirts she’d favored lately would soon no longer be enough. Already she had to be careful when putting on her jeans – the button could barely be fastened.

But why should she hide it at all?

Zuri straightened up, lifted her chin and examined herself with new eyes. Her silhouette was still curvaceous, still attractive – just different. Softer. More feminine.

She was carrying John’s baby. His white baby in her black belly, exactly as she had wanted.

“I’m his black bitch...” she whispered to her reflection as her hand moved over her belly again. “With his baby.”

Why should she hide? She was eighteen, legally an adult, almost nineteen. She could make her own decisions. And this decision – to carry John’s child – filled her with a proud, possessive feeling.

Her mother would lose her mind. That was certain. But maybe it was time for her mother to learn the truth. Time for her to understand who really had John’s attention. Who warmed his bed while she lay alone in her room.

Zuri smiled at her reflection – a slow, confident smile that made her eyes sparkle. She was clearly the superior woman! Young, fertile, and physically she was every bit her mother’s equal. Her breasts were firmer, her skin smoother, her body not yet marked by years.

“Stupid slut,” she murmured, thinking about her mother. “If she hadn’t been such a bitch, she could have had him.”

Zuri stroked her belly again, feeling the warm, firm roundness under her palm. “Then she probably would have a baby in her belly,” she whispered to her reflection. “But she messed it up.”

It certainly wasn’t John’s fault – Zuri was the best proof of that! He had impregnated her without even hesitating. Had filled her with his seed, again and again, until her body had finally received what she had so desperately wanted.

She turned to the side and examined her profile again. The gentle curve of her belly was like a victory sign. She had won. She was carrying the baby of the man her mother was drooling over.

“I’m pregnant,” she said aloud to her reflection, testing how the words sounded. “I’m pregnant with John’s baby.”

It felt right. Powerful. As if she had finally done something important, something meaningful.

Zuri looked at herself a moment longer in the mirror, then sat down on her bed. Her thoughts drifted to her mother – to the desperate way she had occasionally stood at John’s door, pleading and almost whimpering.

Perhaps it was time to show some generosity.

Zuri stroked her belly again and felt a warm sense of superiority. She had won – completely and finally. She was carrying John’s baby. So she could afford to be gracious.

“Poor Mom,” she murmured softly and shook her head. She had been downright ridiculous, crouching at John’s door. But despite everything, she was still her mother. And John... well, John was definitely man enough for two women.

Zuri smiled at the thought. Why should she be possessive? She already had everything that mattered. Maybe she could let her mother share John occasionally. Not as an equal partner of course – that would never happen. But as... well, as a secondary wife. As occasional entertainment for him.

The idea of sharing John, but as the dominant woman in the relationship, even excited her. She would set the rules, decide when and how long her mother could spend time with him.

* * *

Sarai had slipped away from work early today – told her boss something about a headache. But the real reason had been quite different.

She hadn’t been able to concentrate all day. The thought that her daughter had been fucking their neighbor for months had overshadowed every clear thought. During the meeting, she had just sat there thinking about the previous night – about Zuri’s voice moaning John’s name. About the rhythmic thumping against the wall. About the way her daughter had called his name as if she were drowning.

“Of course,” she muttered quietly to herself as she tossed her handbag onto the kitchen counter. “How could I have been so stupid?”

All those nights when she thought some strange woman was making the apartment next door shake. All those times she had listened jealously and angrily, imagining John taking another woman the way he had once taken her. How he had grabbed her by the hair and bent her over his bed. How he had filled her until she thought she would tear apart.

And all along it had been Zuri.

Her own daughter had been sneaking out of the apartment night after night to lie with the man Sarai so desperately longed for. To get what Sarai had been deprived of for months.

The voice had seemed familiar from the beginning, but she hadn’t made the connection. Who would think that their own eighteen-year-old daughter... that she would go to him of all people? To the man who could still set Sarai’s body on fire just by the memory of his touch.

She should have been seething with rage. That would have been a mother's normal reaction—outrage, horror, protective instinct. She should have marched to the wall and pounded on it. Should have confronted Zuri.

Instead, she felt a strange calmness. An almost composed acceptance that surprised even herself. And underneath—like lava beneath a thin crust of earth—something darker was brewing.

Perhaps it was because the shock of realization wasn’t really a shock at all. Or because a part of her—a dark, hidden part—found the situation perversely understandable. John was a man who made women forget everything. Their principles. Their morality. Their reason.

Zuri was eighteen. A young woman with the same needs, the same desires. And John... well, John was a man who made women lose their minds. His hands, his body, his cock—he was like a drug. Her daughter had the right to make her own decisions. The right to desire and be desired. The right to be taken until she screamed.

But damn it—why did it have to be John of all people?

The man who still haunted Sarai in her dreams. Whose hands she could still feel on her skin when she lay alone in her bed at night, touching herself. Who had made her beg and then simply disappeared, as if she had meant nothing. As if she had been just another piece of flesh he had used and discarded.

“Shit,” she whispered softly, gripping the kitchen counter.

A bitter taste spread in her mouth. The truth was ugly and painful: She was jealous of her own daughter.

Jealous that Zuri was getting what she herself so desperately wanted. Jealous of the young, firm skin that John’s hands were allowed to explore. Jealous of the tight pussy that enclosed his massive cock. Of the way he probably grabbed Zuri by the hair and forced her to scream his name.

“My God,” Sarai murmured, pressing her palms against her burning cheeks. Her skin glowed with shame and something else. Something she didn’t want to name.

What kind of mother had she become? One who envied her daughter for her lover. One who imagined being in Zuri’s place—pinned beneath John’s massive body, crushed by his weight, while he took her like the possessed animal that he was. One who wished to feel his hands on her skin again, his breath on her ear, his teeth on her neck.

The heat between her legs pulsated at the thought. Her body responded to the fantasy, even as her mind condemned her for it. Her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric of her bra. Her pussy grew wet at the memory of John’s touch.

She was a bad mother. A bad woman. A perverted slut who longed for the man who was fucking her daughter.

But God, how she wished to be in Zuri’s place. How she longed to be his again.

Sarai reached the door of her apartment and absentmindedly inserted the key into the lock to unlock it. As she opened the door and looked into the apartment, her legs immediately gave way.

In the middle of the living room stood her naked neighbor, and in front of him knelt her daughter, dressed only in black thong.

“Hello Mother!”

The handbag slipped from Sarai’s hands and crashed to the floor. Her mouth opened, but no sound came out. The keys fell with a clatter next to the bag.

Zuri turned her head to the side without leaving her position. Her smile was wide and self-satisfied, while her lips still glistened with moisture. The swollen belly protruded visibly beneath her bare breasts.

“Surprised?” Zuri’s voice dripped with mockery.

John didn’t move. His massive body stood motionless, his hard cock jutting out between his legs. His blue eyes fixed on Sarai with an intensity that took her breath away. No shame. No embarrassment. Just cold calculation.

“You... you’re...” Sarai’s voice broke off.

“Pregnant? Yes, I am.” Zuri placed a hand on her round belly. “By him.”

Sarai’s knees trembled. She reached for the doorframe to keep from falling, but she couldn’t hold on and collapsed to the floor.

Sarai’s world shattered into a thousand pieces. She crouched on the floor, her palms pressed against the cold flooring, while her daughter’s words lashed at her like whips.

Pregnant. Zuri was pregnant. By him.

“I thought it was time you found out,” Zuri continued. Her voice was calm, controlled. Almost amused. “After all, a grandmother should know, don’t you think?”

John still didn’t speak. He just stood there watching Sarai as she fell apart. His lips twisted into a mocking smile.

Sarai stared at her daughter’s curved belly. A life was growing there. John’s child. The child of the man she so desperately longed for.

“You’re lucky, Mom, I want to be generous with you. I know how much you crave this white flesh. After all, I am your daughter.”

The words hit Sarai like blows. Her face burned with shame. Zuri knew. Knew how much her mother yearned for John. How much she desired him.

Sarai still stared incredulously back and forth between Zuri and John. Her thoughts whirled around as she tried to sort out the words her daughter had just thrown at her. The reality was hard to grasp, and the scene unfolding before her seemed surreal, like a bad dream from which she couldn’t wake up.

“Come here!” Her voice dripped with self-satisfaction as she pointed beside her. “This place is for you! Or don’t you want it anymore?”

Sarai wanted to say something—some word of outrage, protest, maternal authority. But her throat was constricted. The air seemed to have grown thicker, heavy and suffocating. Her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth, dry as sandpaper.

Instead, she heard herself let out a soft sob. A sound of defeat, of desperation – and of arousal.

Slowly, as if in a trance, she began to crawl.

Her palms pressed against the cold floor as she moved forward on all fours. Her skirt rode up above her knees, exposing her thighs. Her breasts swayed with each movement beneath her thin blouse.

“Good girl,” Zuri purred.

Sarai’s cheeks burned with shame, yet she couldn’t stop. Her legs moved on their own, crawling inch by inch closer to the man who had destroyed her world. To her pregnant daughter, who had just humiliated her.


Chapter 20




Zuri knelt on the soft king-size bed and slowly ran her fingers over her swollen breasts. The mattress bounced rhythmically under the weight of the two bodies beside her, while her mother Sarai wildly rode John’s massive cock.

“Yes, fuck her harder!” Zuri gasped, pinching her nipples between thumb and forefinger. The dark nipples had become more sensitive since her pregnancy, and every touch sent electric shocks through her body.

Sarai moaned gutturally, her hands braced on John’s broad chest as she desperately moved up and down. Sweat glistened on her dark skin, and her full breasts bounced with each hard thrust.

“Look at her,” Zuri murmured to John as she moved a hand to her wet pussy. “So desperate for your white cock.”

John’s gaze wandered between mother and daughter, his eyes dark with lust. His large hands gripped Sarai’s hips and controlled her rhythm, while simultaneously eyeing Zuri’s pregnant body.

Zuri spread her legs wider and pushed two fingers deep into her wetness. The rounded belly made the position more difficult, but that only intensified her arousal. The taut skin of her pregnancy gleamed in the dim light, and she felt the baby move, as if responding to the sexual tension.

“Just look how horny she is,” Zuri panted. “My mother whore can’t get enough.”

Zuri rubbed her swollen clit with her thumb while her other fingers disappeared deep into her heat. “I know how jealous she is that I’m carrying your baby. Too bad for her! She’s nothing but a cheap fuck toy.”

John grinned brutally and roughly grabbed Sarai’s breasts. His large hands encompassed the heavy curves while he rolled the dark nipples between his fingers. Sarai cried out—a sound between pain and overwhelming pleasure.

“That’s it,” Zuri gasped, increasing the pressure on her clitoris. “Treat her like what she is.”

The pregnant nineteen-year-old watched, fascinated, as John’s white fingers dug into her mother’s dark flesh. Sarai’s head fell back, her black curls sticking sweat-soaked to her cheeks as she desperately moved on his cock.

Zuri felt her own wetness running down the insides of her thighs. The pregnancy hormones made her insatiable, and the sight of her submissive mother made her even hornier. With her free hand, she caressed her rounded belly where John’s child was growing inside her.

Sarai’s glassy eyes turned to her daughter. In her gaze was pure desperation—the realization that she was competing against her own daughter for a man they both needed like air to breathe.

“You will never get what I have,” Zuri hissed, circling her hips while fingering herself. Her swollen labia greedily enveloped her fingers as she enjoyed the sight of her desperate mother. “You will never carry his children.”

The words hit Sarai like whiplashes. Her body tensed, and she began to ride John’s cock wildly, as if through sheer desperation she could reclaim what her own daughter had taken from her.

The bed creaked louder as Sarai desperately increased the pace. Her full breasts bounced violently up and down as she moved like someone possessed. Sweat dripped from her forehead onto John’s massive chest, her muscles burning with exertion.

“Please,” Sarai gasped between the hard thrusts. “Please, I need... I need...”

Zuri laughed harshly and pushed a third finger into her dripping pussy. “You need what?” Her voice dripped with contempt as she stroked her belly. “This makes me his queen. You’re just a hole to fuck.”

John’s hands moved to Sarai’s throat and loosely encircled it. The touch made Sarai tremble, her eyes rolling back in overwhelming desire.

“Come for me, bitch!” Zuri commanded with an authority that completely broke her mother.

Sarai’s entire body exploded in spasms. She screamed so loudly that her voice cracked, as her orgasm washed over her like a tidal wave. Her pussy pulsed uncontrollably around John’s cock, her legs shaking violently.

Zuri rubbed her clit faster, driven by the power she held over her mother. “Yes, that’s right. Come like a desperate slut!”

Sarai’s body collapsed forward onto John’s chest. She sobbed from exhaustion and humiliation as her orgasm slowly subsided. Her tears mixed with the sweat on her skin.

“Look at her,” Zuri murmured to John, increasing the rhythm of her own fingers. “Old and inferior.”

Zuri’s voice was cold and calculating as she watched her mother lying trembling on John’s massive chest. The once proud woman had been reduced to a weeping heap of misery, her black curls sticking damply to her face.

“You’re finished,” Zuri whispered cruelly, pushing her fingers deeper into her swollen heat. “Look at me—young, pregnant with his child, perfect.”

Sarai laboriously raised her head. Her daughter’s gaze was like a knife piercing her soul. Zuri radiated a superiority that cut Sarai to the core.

John pushed Sarai off himself as if she were nothing more than an object he had used. His eyes hungrily roamed over Zuri’s pregnant body, the message unmistakable.

Zuri smiled triumphantly and circled her hips while her fingers disappeared deep into her wetness. “He wants me. My firm young skin, my perfect breasts.” She pinched her swollen nipples, a moan escaping her.

“Soon I’ll be available to him every day again,” Zuri gasped as she felt her own climax approaching. “You might get to watch occasionally, if I’m feeling generous, but as soon as I’ve given birth, his cock belongs entirely to me again!”

Her fingers moved faster in her swollen pussy as she saw the desperation in Sarai's eyes. The pregnant nineteen-year-old savored every moment of her mother's humiliation.

“Imagine,” Zuri hissed as she rubbed her clit harder, “once the baby is born, he can fuck me really hard again. Without holding back.” She stroked her rounded belly with her free hand. “Then he can take me in any position he wants again.”

“She pushed her fingers deeper, her breath coming in gasps. “And you, he’ll only use when I’m not available.”

The words made Sarai’s body tremble. Not from lust, but from the brutal truth her daughter was speaking.

“Mama,” whispered Zuri with false sweetness, as she approached her climax, “you should be grateful I even allow you near him at all.”

Zuri’s back arched as the first waves of orgasm rolled through her. Her pregnant breasts quivered as she intoxicated herself with the power she held over her broken mother. The sight of the weeping Sarai intensified her pleasure even more.

“Yes!” Zuri screamed as her climax overwhelmed her. “This is how it will always be! I am his black queen!”


Chapter 21




Sarai gently rocked her granddaughter in her arms, feeling the warm weight of the sleeping baby against her chest. Little Ava had finally closed her eyes after the wild noises from the bedroom had stopped. At least for the moment, there was peace in the apartment.

The tiny fingers wrapped around Sarai’s thumb as she hummed softly. The baby had lighter skin than she or her daughter, but had inherited the full lips and dark eyes. Sarai had to admit that she was an extremely beautiful baby and would likely grow up to be a beauty.

“You are beautiful,” Sarai whispered to the sleeping bundle and carefully stroked the velvety cheek. The little face was peaceful, innocent—so different from the brutality that had led to her creation.

Her daughter Zuri came into the kitchen naked to get a glass of water. Zuri’s body had changed dramatically through pregnancy and now unmistakably resembled her mother’s—just in a younger version.

The once narrow hips had become noticeably wider, the pelvis looked settled and mature. Zuri’s breasts, which had previously been firm and youthful, now hung heavy and full, the nipples dark and swollen from nursing. Her daughter’s extreme slenderness was gone, replaced by soft curves that emphasized her new femininity.

Zuri’s stomach still showed traces of childbirth—a slight bulge in the lower abdomen, the skin minimally less taut than before. Fine stretch marks ran like silvery lines across her hips. Her waist was visible again, but wider than before the pregnancy. But her daughter was working on it.

Zuri’s gait had changed—less bouncy, but more stable and conscious. Every step seemed deliberate, controlled. The youthful carefree attitude had given way to an adult presence that filled Sarai with a mixture of pride and melancholy.

She watched as water ran down Zuri’s full lips, small drops flowing over her chin and falling onto her heavy breasts. The pregnancy had transformed the slender girl into a woman whose body now displayed the same genetic splendor as her mother.

“She’ll be hungry when she wakes up,” Sarai remarked quietly, nodding toward the baby in her arms.

Zuri put down the glass and came closer. Her breasts swayed with each movement, their weight clearly visible.

“John wants me back in bed,” Zuri murmured, brushing a damp strand of hair from her face.

Sarai felt the familiar sting of jealousy in her chest as she held the sleeping baby tighter. The salty scent of sex hung around her daughter like an invisible veil.

“Of course he does,” Sarai answered bitterly, trying to keep the edge out of her voice. Her fingers trembled slightly as she stroked Ava’s soft hair. “He can never get enough.”

Zuri smiled smugly. “Six months after giving birth... and he says I feel better than before.”

“You should be careful,” Sarai murmured, trying to put maternal concern in her voice. “So soon after giving birth...”

“Don’t worry, Mom,” Zuri interrupted her with a condescending tone. “My body has recovered perfectly and if things continue this way, I’ll probably have another bun in the oven soon.”

Sarai bit her lower lip to avoid responding. The way Zuri emphasized the words was a clear provocation. Her daughter knew exactly that any mention of her intimate moments with John stabbed like a dagger into Sarai’s heart.

The jealousy burned in her chest like liquid fire.

The baby moved slightly in her arms and made a small sound. Sarai used the distraction to regain her composure. “She’ll be hungry soon.”

“Then I should hurry,” said Zuri, turning toward the door. “John doesn’t like to wait.”

Sarai watched as her daughter walked away, her broad hips swinging, her round bottom wiggling with each step. Pregnancy had turned Zuri into a full-fledged woman—one who ignited John’s desire in a way that Sarai could never achieve again.

The End
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